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Greetings and A Suggestion.

[While conveying to the readers and well-wishers of The
Scholar our cordial good wishes and greetings on the occasion
of our beginning another year, we wish to bespeak their earnest
attention to the following communication from Dr. Kalidas Nag,
awho has done so much to the causc of international and cultural
federation and helped to make India better known to the world,
and trust that his appeal will find 6 ready response from our
scholars and savants. We shall also be wvery glad if they will
make The Scholar the medium for supplying North India with
the cultural achievements and inheritance of the South.— Editor].

The Scholar of Palghat, after seven years of meritorious
service, will enter into the eighth year of its career, and I beg to
convey my best wishes on that occasion. We from North India
run the risk of being segregated intellectually, if we fail to take
stock of the rapid and remarkable progress that our Dravidian
brethren are making in the South. It is a pity that very few
journals of North India reserve a special place for South Indian
views. It is no doubt true that in the sphere of politics and eco-
nomics the signification of anv demarcation between the North
and the South is disappearing fast, with the great common urge
of our national unification. But there are, and will continue to
be, centres and items of special interest which we should not
ignore. In the domain of literature and linguistics, for example,
we of the Aryan North should ever be watchful of the creative
contributions of South Indian scholars to the study of Tamil,
Telugu, Kanarese and Malayalam languages. Each and every
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es of the Dravidian language contains
elements otisiderable cultural value from the point of view
of Pan-Hindu historical synthesis. The University of Madras
is, for years, engaged in the publication of a grand Tamil Lexicon.
So, I hear, a Telugu Lexicon is being compiled under the patron-
age of the enlightened Maharaja of Pithapuram. The Mysore
Durbar, ever renowned for patronage of learning, has made ample
provision for the study of the Canarese language, in the very wing
of the University of Mysore. Let us hope that Malayalam. one
of the most musical of the Dravidian languages. will soon receive
similar attention from the progressive States ot Travancore and
Cochin, initiating an University of Kerala culture.

But even before the realisation of these noble schemes, we
may expect, specially from our eminent South Indian contem-
poraries, a systematic resume of all important contributions and
publications relating to the intellectual, social and spiritual pro-
gress of South India. Such a resume might easily be prepared
by our colleagues of the different linguistic zones from their
respective vernacular publications and presented in the form of
articles on a detailed Bibliography in English (
of to-day) just as the Kern Institute of Levden
last five years, on Indology.
English-knowing University
borate with our unlettered §

the lingua franca
is doing, for the
It is the duty and privilege of our
graduates to discover and colla-

or olk-poets as well as with our tra-
ditional scholars of great erudition but ignorant of any foreign

language. Not to speak of the Bhaktas and sages of yore coming
from South India, in our own days we from the North have
hailed with joy and gratitude the noble and illuminating re-
searches of Pandit Ganapathy Sastry of Travancore, Dr Sham
Sastry of Mysore, Pandit Ramakrishnq Kavi of And‘hra'Dr S
Krishnaswamy Iyengar, P. T. Srinivasa Iyengar and Othor". L;‘
us hope that this great work of intellectual cn-o Der:tti:) n( het -
ween the two biz families of Hinduism in the North and the
South will be continued in right earnest ; and 1 appeal througﬁ
the hospitable pages of The Scholar to my cultured brothers
and sisters of the Dakshinapada so that they might respond 1o
this our sincere appeal from the North, nr'feri.ng us their hand of
collaboration, helping us, in this crisis of oyur history, tn huild a
renovated and 'nited Hindu India! ’ '

Kalidas Nag,
EFditor,
India and the World,
* Ushall be thank{ul to have concrete suggestions us to o possible line
of coliaboration, especiaily with regard to the monthiy publication of a
Bibliography (in English) of Dravidian literature. the need for which is
urgently felt in North India—K. N,
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The Teacher and Toinorrew.
By Dr. Walter Williams.

O

AR
l géngE teacher deals with yesterday and to-day and to-
\% % $ morrow. If hebea real teacher, well pregared, he
il @é will have knowledge of yesterday. With this know-
ledge he will understand that no one does well Fo-day
does not know yesterday. He will be z}ble to re-state in th‘e
who 01 . of to-day, principles upon which human society 1s
termino 0}‘3 rinciple.s which are vital in carryving forward human
bux}ded, t ::Later achievements. to beiter and more enduring
s?cxety v L«« and good-will. History he will know, not merely
righteousnfez;ateq and nimes of kings. dictators and democracy,
n te.rmshot rmx: of every day life-~ human heings with each other
!)Ut in the e\ (,[fm'dinm‘\' daily life.  He will know also the langu-
in the ‘z\’eg-‘:; and the life of 1o-day, for he deals with to-day's
2 dav's problems.

age of
people and to- o .

But the real teacher may not content himsel{ with teachm;?
what happened yesterday and how, a‘nd vtf_hen. and whe‘re, han.(
why. He must have in constant consxder;.mon the fact th.att. ere
is also to-morrow. The puml; whnm he mstru‘cts, and, 1t. 18 'to
he hoped, inspires, are not to ll\’e’ in yester(’lz‘iy s ‘wor}(vl, o 1?}162
to-day’s wotld, but in t()»m'()rrmv 3 T\'m‘ld. ‘.l he raw ma‘terl\a , a'
comes to teachers for shaping, };‘.Llldln;L. leabln‘.‘{,' sometlmeb} \erx‘
raw material, will, as shaped. cuided, ledﬁ. deal w‘xth the problems
of to-morrow, solve them or he baffl-d in solution.

We Jift our eves to a new horizon every ‘time we lift our (‘\l,
the sky-line changes whethr we look at Fltles or the coulnh}_\)-
side. 'The intellectual and spxrltu}ll horizon chan'ges, an ' the
mind’s sky-line vari s from generation unto gfaner-au(m.. (,exti‘un
thinps remain, but even these mav wear a different garli. 'H;e
eighty-story huilding dents the sk_\'. with xts_‘ml‘\ tmve:rj but :
eighty-story building hnus@ emotions. pussu.msv and As{?ll‘lﬂtl())n..‘
not unlike those that innabtred human torms in one-storied tﬁnt.x
in the wilderness. When we cut away the underbush of ancient
oporance and modern supersduon. let us ‘r‘ememhgx.‘ fhm t)hc
\‘;ndud soul is vet the soul of man, unchanged in essentials by the

ceraoval of those interisring wrapping..

In the Sunrise Islands of Japan. Yusuke Tsurumi, an eloquent
though wise voung Japanese leader of men’s minds. was showing

an American visitor through his picturesque garden. Here, " he

caid, Afty vears aco mv father planted atree. Last week Tewt
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down the tree. It hui given shade, comfort and nut products far
sustenance these many years, and to all our family
memory. [ hesitated to cut it down and only did s
satisfied myself "~h> paus:d a moment. ** Lrok, ” he said, “* at
the vista.,” The American wuest looked, and before his eves a
volume of beauty, its pages splashed with colour, with vine and

shrub, flecked with shadow and th- cleam of sunshine, and then

as far as eve could se: a3 the pages turnad, dancins waves of the

Gpen sea, waves that invited to larser adventuresomeness.

it 1s & grateful
o when [ had

"I only cut down th tre2, " said the vouthful leader of the
vouth of Japan, “wh.: ! found what a vista would be opened
thereby. " May not th: sama principle be invoked by the teach:r
who gathers out of vestzrdav and teachos tn-day for to-morrow ?
It is a wondrous vista that is being openad day by day, as mech-
anical inventinn, as the discovorios of science, as the unshuttering
of the eyes and mind ealarge the visia,

The radio comes and the world i3 a whisp
craft comes and the naw road: of travel
The world is a neighhourhno, wharhar
one in Kansas City speaks to his frimna
of the passing day, it remains true,

came, that the spiriteal dominates in every woell-ordsred human
life.

ering callere. Aip
are throush the clongs,
we will or not. Bar whan
in New Z-aland the news
as heiore radio and asireralt

‘The three R's are neaded in WStraction £or toemoreow, The
three R's I have in mind ave ior the (hreo R's that our fathers
thought essential in the education of every ehild —readiaz, weit-
ing and arithmetic. 1 faar instruction in th-:
knowledge has faded som:whut out of tha
cation. Reading has been speedad up,
with proper cultivation of nur eves, and {0 some extens our
minds, increase the batting averase of our raading by 399 por

shraniches of human
pisture in madorn ely-
o abandaged., We may

:

cent., so we are informed through the reseqreh.s of 1 Columbis
University (New York) professor Writins, penmanship, is Yaroely
a lost art— certainly the art of letrer writing. We do rot anv
maore write long discursive intimate €383ys - we red them in old
hooks, but we do not find thewm in oyr daily mail, A\«
metic, callad by any other name. it i1 4
nur educational scheme of thinas.

TOr aritn
MOt equally giment (v

The three R's I mean are for the teach-p who seckn 10 count
through his pupils, in the world's life f tomorrow.  The fir
of these R's is READJUSTMENT. [coms around to the pains
of baginning.  We ave living in a different wo i3 to-day than we
~,\vp;~p‘15vi;x svesterdave and our children willha living ina different
Wl b T yryey s oy ow - e 51‘.'in.\{ in ta-dav, It will he 2

THE TEACHER AND TOMORROW 5

different world economically and socially—a dlﬁerin't “{g:ﬁg
geographically, if you please. Our forefathers came to tdnfs mzl
western land in search of blue sky, anfl e}bf)w room, an ;'ee ofm,
They wished, in the language of a Virginia pioneer, tl?j ;)ve b{;r
enOL—tgh apart from each o_ther so that e:ach ’farml.y }v:/bou E;Imi
to spank its own babies xs'lthqut annoyin? its neig c;;rs. Now
we live so close together physxcany,.that we have no e {ow om.
There is no room to spank the babies, anrj there 1;21 q ecrei&:‘m%
numbzr of babies to spank. 1 need not potnt out the ‘r?:royvt; o
the urban populatiaa The.s':?t-xtt]r? of the city x? weaving a new
pattern for to-MOTTOW'S cx.v.zhzanon. We 1:nust have ;lnt our
«chame of elucatian rezoZmion .of the read)ustmer}ts t a are
ki [ac> all around us. Pupils must be taught increasingly
tﬂkmfig JT\M\ (hmsi's clarity of observation, keanness of ir}itiative,
1”?’5 i L'* p/"« 1 consciousnsss which will enable them in a new
W“lh dt'lf;:\tx :\u!wltl‘:fl()\l tn adjust thamselves harmoniously and
¢ iferent s : )
;:;pfuny anio th-morrow's wovld. |

The se-ond R is REALISM. To-morrow’s wor']d will be a

Vki ‘lt will be strippad of many 'of the fzmcxful legends

1’051_1 M have fed vur minds in the past. Science will have demon-
N h"“’e el' UYU_' many wavs ahout which we hardly dave to
e o fe?lf!fi ’;x)'x<t hz upoh the ground. It will be a maiter-
”‘i‘.”k' o i *“; “.anQ\\' \\Te ATe I SN CCONONie 4%e, 14 morrow we
Of'\i'ad “'.“t'l: i n;(:i eveq more thad to-day —with siark realism,
,\'.r"zl, v k‘):?\m"h Vt\t = problems will remare. Ecoaomic barriers
Uhe breud and mla wared or abolish21 alto cerhar. OGur odurational
g ?;&;& ::nwntnin larser stress upon vocitional sub-
b

systeny may . ie ; AAr  pviyra 3
sysie Th‘) bare facts of human life will appear wore bare as

et f the old trees are cut down, or fall away throug h their own
N 3 N . 3 - . Y
wmbr?nes; The stark reilist will bz here with all s strength
rotte L s

alemnity and acif-sufiziency. Wo need to prepy e for }ﬁm,
:.md %: ; mq'v 1 sav. we must consider vealism realit -, the facts
2.”-r ﬂhm.“‘ 1' fazts that mav he handled by the touch and tasted
> h.x.mn:\‘:\\(- rin jov. Wowill nead for to-morrow o knowledge
mf bxt'tcx.:)v;»‘ }of' i ;;:ienca of thinzs, of huviness and the econo-
m-ﬂjxi‘f“;‘a.’;t-ﬁa; 0%“ irz wernment and ths scope and aathority of
e ‘fnyif;d:f whatover count.in the muaking of a iviae far the
.;.)y(’v;'” Al . ile
phivsieal man. | '

We must coma 1o s with veality, @ necessity to men
o gvs snd wherher thev (tke it oy not: but to-morrow even
by )}hg .:fjhtr--fh\‘ As one cmemnlates the distress, the poverty,
nl)orﬂyf.;{; 1\1{’ :1‘-€\f(xiu[i(>ﬁ-, the increase of death-dealing inven-
t(z::m“ ;‘iltebgicigz;;ss of the workd of o-day, we d,m‘e we: :h'e \inprj:-
pzirc:_l {or the grim realities o to-morrow 3 1\1 1t irtfe, a,s n\na.beuf\_
aqnd, ther the e is begwezn cducanion -mighteous equention
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and catastrophe, for the capture of the City of Man's Soul, for
the citadels of civilization itself ?

In the three R’s for the teacher of to-morrow, I suggest
finally RO_MANCE, —~—Readjustment, i{ you please, to fit the
individual to fit himself into to-morrow’'s work; Reality, that
l}e may know and understand and profit by the realities of human
life. Most of all Romance, the spirit of adventure, the joy of
spiritual achievement, the putting of so-called realities in their
proper place. Romance, it is said, died in the trenches in the
War days. [t is our business as teachers for to-morrow to kee
it alive in the hearts of men. What do I mean by Romance ? Fifts
years ago, in a then famous novel, John Inglesant, its a.uthm:
.;.g I-It Sl;!?rthouse. now fo;;go;ten, penned this defin,ition—a mes:

e to his generarion whic ;
generation : mey well bea message to every
Romance is only h ife i i
hedges, and in the sst’reetl:;mi,;dmlecml:s t::{e &lgh\xays a.nd
the cea_seless throbbing of its grieving heart: :‘:y wish
daily life from the workshop, from the court' fx-ls on):y
ma’rket. and from the stage; it isonly kinéunosm o
neighbourhood, and child-life, and the fresh wind of i; ; ond
and thg waste of sea and forest, and the sunhre keaven_
the stainless peaks, and contempt of wrong anda in of
death, and the passionate yearning for the face pfnn o
and woman's tears, and woman's self-sacrifice and do G?d'
and w?man's love. Itis only the ivory gates fallin ivonon
the fairy touch. It isonly 'the leaden sky break'g ik
moment above the bowed and weary head, rev ml{; for «
fathomless Infinite through the gloom. ' crling the
He believed i i :

best that is in th?;:;aﬁe::i:igt. 17'{;):28::2 “)( na(_ure, in the
gles?nt {a-.-id cheerfully, after the long trials lg;sﬁf" .mhn. In-
it will rise again. Let us go home.’ ) is dife, *bur

Without Reality there w e i

Romam.:e. there would be no ?itfl;d w}:);tgoli\f;ie. l\ifslfn ot
romanticist as well as the realist. Ap educati y ¢ need the
and untt? reality. Recall, if you will, the sto 10:{ l{)nto romarce
Don quxotg “tells us the more excellent wa;yof lif O ixate:
us that a knightly heart can transform an inn int e, He teachgs
the com{nones‘; servant a stately princess and\ f? ::lcastle, See n
f'oad a h;]gh adventure. We laugh at m : e PR very
ings in this great story. But we n : :

dignified amidst all his disasters, e::cirinl?g;’rita; i, hfm- he o
prone and battered on the ground, and triumpl;anvtc?nv:h e
of direst defeat.” ‘‘The appeal of the story is in the § : n;’oment
the road of the heart of each of us, thz Idealist and at;t tRﬂt.){)"
travel together, and the tragedy is that often the ideal'et (?Bh"”
us has but little kinship with Don Quixote, wh~m S:i \‘:/:h::-

’

any incidents and happen-.
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Raleigh described as * the finest gentleman of all the realms of
fact and fable”. Each of these two travellers reveals himself in
the moment of action, and also in speech. We see the stand-point
of each when they are talking of the harsh adventures of the road:

Don Quixote: ‘There is no remembrance which time does
not obliterate ; nor pain which death does not terminate.’

Sancho Panza: ‘What greater misfortune can there be than
that which waits for time to cure, and death to end?’

There is temporal wisdom in the words of Sancho Panza, and

"in those of Don Quixote eternal truth.

“ Qancho Panza must not travel alone. Tt would be a poor
education that permitted it. Life’s noblest solutions do not come
through nicely balanced formulae, but by the dreams of our
dreamers and by the visions of our visionaries. Don Quixote is
the symbol of all idealists—for neither hardship nor scorn can
conquer their inflexible wiil. They will not be bullied by adver-
sity, nor restrained by ridicule. All of this race would glory in
Don Quixote's epitaph, which he himself wrote—*'If he did not
achieve great things, at least he died in attempting them.’ They
flourish on the diet of failure, and nothing can dim their vision.
The world has never understood them, for in its blind folly it has
thought that it could break them. It lit the faggots at Rouen
for Jeanne d'Arc and flung Bunyan into prison. but could not
imprison the spirit of the dreamer, nor burn the soul of the Maid.
It strove to bring back home St. Francis, and to deter William
Wilberforce from his great crusade—but it might just as well
have tried to imprison the gale or to sweep back the ocean. Don
Quixote faced the dangers of the road, the forc: and wiles of
those who sought ta restrain him, the vulgar abuse of those who
called him mad man—and conquered gloriously.

This book kncws not the bitter springs—it is full of knightly
sympathy and of tolerant and democratic wisdom. We should
greatly profit if we remembered the glorious words: ‘ Let us live
together in peace and fellowship, for when God sends daylight it
is morning for us all.’

The greatest need of to-morrow's world is for more of the
spirit and temper of Don Quixote. I recommend the book for
re-reading unto all teachers everyvwhere.

What is an educated man, yesterday, to-day, and to-morrow?
He expresses himself clearly in written and in spoken speech. He
thinks straight. He does worth-while things in the right way.
He lives comfortably and helpfully with other people. Heknows
books and the hearts of men. He acknowledges the supremacy
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of the spiritual to the material in all things. He has an inquiring
mind, an understanding heart, a noble soul. He is a gentleman,
unafraid. It is such as he that with noble curiosity, with unfeigned
faith, with unfettered imagination and hope, in the fine lines of
Browning, “ face the unknown future with a cheer ™.

These then are the three R’s for the education of the teacher
for to-morrow:

RE-ADJUSTMENT to live in a world that is different in
many things, closer together, more compact, and more desperate-
ly hungry for food and the finer things of 'ife.

REALISM, the knowledge of the common fact, the stark
resality of every day. The discoveries of science, the mechanical
inventions, the things around us.

ROMANCE, the spirit of high adventure of the human soul,

untrammelled by tradition or prejudice or caste, eagerly curious
and aspiring unto the common good.

These three—RE-ADJUSTMENT, REALISM, ROMANCE—
and the greatest of these is Romance.

To this high task in the noblest of all callings, teaching unto
to-morrow, I summon you.
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GEORGE WASHINGTON

George Washington.

By Dr. Sudhindra Bose, M. A, Ph. D.

Washington is the mightiest name on earth—long since
mightiest in the cause of civil liberty, still mightiest in
moral reformation. On that name no eulogy is expected. It
cannot be. To add brightness to the sun, or glory to the
name of Washington, is alike impossible. Let none attempt
it. In solemn awe we pronounce the name, and in its naked
deathlesss plendour leave it shining on—Abraham Lincoin.

EORGE Washington, whose bicentenary Americans are
celebrating this year with the most tenacious loyalty
of affection and admiration, was not a superman. But

the grandest thing about him was that when he got his teeth in

a thing, he held onlike a bulldog. He never won a major engage-

ment. He held the army together, in the face of overwhelming

difficulties and discouragements, by his persistency and his will.

He lost more battles that he won. But he won the Revolutionary

‘War through his defeats. The English found out that they could

not keep on beating a man for ever unless they killed him. If
one-cannot kill him, after a while one must surrender to him, The
English did surrender to Washington.

Back in the days of the American War of Independence, the
Thirteen Colonies had only a population of 3,000,000. The
English had nothing but unmitigated contempt for the colonists,
who were referred to as “dirty mongrels,” “‘a wrotched set of
knaves,” ‘“‘cut-throats and blacklegs”. *‘We shall grant nothing
to the Americans,” said Lord Hillsborough,"excep: what they
may ask with a halter round their necks.” *“They are a race of
convicted felons,” echoed poor old Dr. Samuel Johnson, ‘“and they
ought to be thankful for anything we allow tham short of
hanging.” :

It is now fashionable amonyz a school of new historians to
affect to believe that the English did not wish to conquer the
American colonists. This view is wholly erroneous. The people
in England generally held that the loss of the American colonies
would invclve the ruin of the British Empire. Most of the
country squires in England believed in crushing out ‘‘ rebellion,”
no matter where it occured or for what reason, and this view was
almost unanimously taken by the Rev. Clergy. John Fiske, the
classic historian of the American Revolution, says that “in the
House of Lords none were so blood-thirsty as the Bishops, and
country parsons preached from all the texts of the Old Testament
which refer to smiting Jehovah's enemies hip and thigh. The
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trading classes in the large towns, and the few manufacturers
who had come upon the scene, were 80 ofraid of losing the
American market that they were ready to vote men and money
without stint. Ths town of Manchester even raised and equipped
two regiments at its own expense. Thus, while the great majority
of the British nation believed that America must be retained at
whatever cost, a majority of this majority believed that it must
be conquered before it could be conciliated or reasoned with.”

The Revolution was far from being unanimous among the
colonists. The clergy, the merchants, the men of wealth and posi-
tion were among th> most rabid loyalists and royalists. They would
not strike agains: England. At least one-third of the American
peaple were indifferent, or actively opposed to the American
cause. Rupert Hughes, the author of the latest monumental
work on Washington, thinks that only “afew" did all th: work
of the Revolution. It is saf2 to say that there were not more
than 500 ardent and capable patriot leaders, and naver more than
3,000 to 5.000 weli-equipped, we!l-drilled and ardent Revolutionary
soldiers. Yet led by the lofty genius of Washington, they trium-
phed over the lethargy of their own wavering countrymen and
the implacable enmity of Britajn.

If Washington had not led tha patriot armies of the Rovolu-
tion, the war would not have hean won. If he had not championed
the Constitution, the State of Virginia would never have joined
the Union, and probably tha Union its2lf would not have hsen
formed. If he had not served as President for the first eight
years, Americans may readily bslisve that the new government
would not have gotgen off to g running start,

George Washington is rightly regardag by Am:ricans g the

perfect type of wise and sacrificing devotion to country. He is

given the suprems national honour bzeauss in his work is perceai-
ved the fact that to him his country was always the hj

, . chast con-
sideration. Thare was no other.

Washington, as Commandar-in-Chief of the Revolutionary
army and as President of the United State:, never accepted any
salary. This flat refusal of Washington to acapt pay for bis
public services was not dus to his being disresardful of th.
material advantages of money. Oa th» coatrary, he was one of
the most careful businessm:1 0° his times and disg among the
wealthiest in Am:rica. By soma b is put first in weglth

Washington looked on the public services as something tha
true gentlemin owed to his country, jt was eissntially the
chivalric view of the kniththood, the noble se oblige of the old
days, the obligation of a true gentleman. And it was real with

. “DYuestionably he was the one man in ¢

int
~P"“idency. there was no doubt sbout his I

N - tem
20 in the annals of the modern Wes

| 1

GEORGE WASHINGTON S
Washington, it was inborn sad inbred. His indignation, %N f
d

tion and make him king wes resl. He wss "g"uk’n; >
When he said to them: * }f I am not deceived “‘ht e our schem
myself, you could not have found a person to mym;’”n
are more disagreeable” In England, Maribo flen fortunes shd-
Wellington had come out of wars with s;?i every pecuniery
resoundin titles. But Washington renoun his services but 3l
Compensation. He refused not only pay for v;:“m.‘ LI
gifts, some of them from his native State of , .d t_o» owe
His was a Jife of exemplary patriotism. H: ,:ﬁtbuyef and
hothing to a grateful country. He was & g":, of land for his
~owner, but he declined all t""’w mnwith grest modesty,
3rvices. He had taken lesdership in the war Republic with- the
he came to the Presidency of the ne:, day of his insugar-
Ereatest reluctance. He was ashy pale ‘m;‘ Senate - Tilk 'lﬁuﬂ_ Lo
&tion, and when he attempted to address ¢ cles. ¥ 1R ah
frembled that he could hardly find h:l:m poople he met
mstinct for politics. He knew how to ood judge of e

#2d win their Jovv and affection. He ';‘; ;sz World to img;
Apd yet be himsel
t Mount Vernon.

¥

: confedsrs;

the end of the war his soldiers proposed to gverturn the conl % :
6e

iB%ate the new experiment in democrif!;m .
i‘% Id much rather have stayed on th? s 4 e ;zf ibe
«  aco .
. When Washington came to the end of bis t:donruy H;s;é::t
. fact
0ds urged him to remain for a third t‘?r‘y' t:n his work. But
where to turn for another man m(ﬁlu rho had gerved a8
w"hi"i{ton felt that he hsd done h" fu e was anwious tg ‘S(:;
aa there was any real call on bio. pis days in the Mot
hack 10 the life he preferred and end ¢ Vernom. It- wes 0O
Wrroundia :s of his rural homs st Mom:)‘ showiag 8 % duty
 PUtan " with him ; it was not 8 m“;:,,idcm’ been & CE
18 the face of a disappointment. The jag heen parfo"m“:;ﬁ ce
be owed his ¢ suntry. That duty haviak jonges. The ©
N ’ : inzton ANy . f¢ is this
Ul ngr consent to stay in WashinZt

! re for him- als.
Yith its hanours and emoluments had no fu American anf

! , alone in
Which makes him stand out sbsolutely world.

' . George them

exi There are about 1,000 b,o‘:':?: priy
'Stence, and the coming yea ngtos f.

B of course, the student °‘, W “:: Washingto? h'm’d'

lite, His

27088t inspiration in the writing® writer sl} Bis ment

Father of nﬁe Country was s volullli;";“‘l od States Gover?
itings are publichad this vear by t
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S i;‘y?an%y-hjé‘vqlumes. That & man of sction; &'man'on horse-
- back, should be 3 ready with his pen hints st the*other side of
. ]& mﬂtd "':vn“_qlke-up—i-vt_vhé’cpide that is often dvdﬂoohd in a

- Bl e . ) Fi0 el )
;. Thawhtld finds Wesbington sternally fascinating and variops.
The Grest Leader of the American Cause was 2 many-sided men,
ons of whose outstanding traits was self-reliance. Washington
wroteout a8 & boy 110 rules for his living. They suggest that we

ourselves contzol our own conduct and.measure our own oppor-
tunity. - Here are some of his rules: = '
R R ST LI R I

<

RN

s
i

p i 05 ,f 0 ;,‘,u I e
Use no; | languege sgaingt any one, neither
,,,_11‘5—)"‘ "

| nar zevile. .. “ ;::.f R A “}i £
* “Be nok hasty to belisve fying reports teahi

r .

..w;_;
Y.

. d any. ) = o ‘: P B Tey - X ,Jét:‘\,‘? ”:::’f v: - r ; 4‘ ie’: )
_ .“Let your countensnce be pleasast, but in syriéus matters
somewhat grave, o ‘ :

" “Associate yourself with men of good quality if you estesm
your own reputation; for it is better to be alone than in bad
oompany.

"Undcrtlbe not what you cannot perform, but be careful to
kéep your promise.

‘I‘bom:tto keop alive in your breast that little spark of
calestial fire called Conscience.”

" These rules alone will not makea Washington; but they
were a part of George Washington’s self-reliant gospel. Every
one of his 110 rules was a rule of personal conduct for which he

must be responsible to himself, he was to be the master of his
own destiny, the architect of his own fortupe.




GURU CAMBALA—AN APOTHEOSIS OF SELF-SACRIFICE—By Nicholas d. Roerich.

AgnilTrahsmutof;‘
Hy Nlcholn de Roench

And then in the roaring sphere
Of tnheard-of fire .
The radiant glave shall open

The Gates to the dazzling Day.

4

U5 §8 !!E poet Alexander Block many times: refers to ‘the
/‘) ‘Lv\) visions of rays of light of the fire that transmiutes -
j ‘the world: And when Block was asked why. he had
ceased visiting the Religious Philosophical Society, be
replied briefly : ““ Because they talk there of the Ineffable ..
remember how Block came to me for a frontispiece for his book

Songs of Italy, and we spoke of that Italy which already no’longer

exists, but the essence of which had created so many- unforgéttable
fiery milestones. And of these unheard-of ﬁres. of the thandering
spheres, of the radiant sword that blossoms in fire; of " al: “these
miléstones Block knew well, as of absolute realities. He:would;
of course, not speak of them in chemist’s terms, but he knéw. well
their outer unspeakableness and inner 1mmutiblhty ¢

When one remembers the Great Fires of Reality, . then 6n¢
inevitably recollects those recently departed images_of Block,
Scriabin, Leonid, Andreev ; everyone in his own way, everyone in
his own tongue relating and warning against the great’ reahtxes, .
which agam powerfully fill our life. From the far-off past, people
speak agam of Amos, the roaring lion of the desert. _

And the fire will devour the palaces.
For it is an evil time.
Shall not the land tremble for this
And everyone mourn that. dwe]leth thetem P
: (Amos, IX, 8)

Thus convincingly prophesies Amos, the herdman of Tekoa
Once more are being remembered and transmuted in thexr ‘inspi-
rations the parables of Solomon, the most ancient ,Commandments
of Genesis, the fiery pages of the Rig-Vedas, the flaming chalice
of Zoroaster and all that multitude of immutable and already
historical material, which tells us of the same fire, the same blind-
ing To-morrow. Some abyss has been. traversed ; the conscious-

‘ness has come closer to the Revelation (Apocalypsis) in which are -

expressed quite clear indications of historical and geographncal
meanings. People have begun to rremember, especially the once
half-forgotten Nostradamus, and suddenly, as if removing wax

“seals which concealed the real meaning, became convmced of a
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whole series of absolutely evident historical facts,
or taking place before our very eyes, —facts which
phesied three hundred years ago. The visiong of §
to be found on pages of scientific works.  An Augt
publishes Paracelsus. People seem to g
newly opened Gates the treasure trove of
Instead of repulsive intolerance, which le
evil and decay, there dawns the creative g
"manifested the perception of that great I’
eternally and which is expressed in the m
tations of centuries. After the depressing conception of condem-
nation, there manifest themselves the conceptions of the Heart
of Fire and of that Infinity, in which are widely embraced all'
seeing souls.
Tolstoy said: “ Did you ever happan to C€ross a fast stream in
a boat? One should always set one’s course much above the
place to which one wants to get, otherwi rrent will carry
you far below. Soalsoin ths domaj i
always steer much higher -~life anyhow wij]] carry one down.*
“Let him aim very high, then he will reach,” was Tolstoy’s advice
to my “ Messenger”. * Do not look into fast running water," say
the Mongolian lamas, and from our ownp experience we know
when crossing the upper parts of the Blya River (Yangtze-Kimg),
during the floating of the ic2, how 0n¢ should not ook into the
fastly running stream, filled with crackling ice. One must regard
a far-off point on the horizon in order not to lose one’s balgnce,
" These two fundamental principles, “ ag high as possible” and “gas
far as possible,” always rose before humanity ang rise now with
especial acuteness.
Oh, the particles of rushing jce, sharp-
brittle, frightening the horses, are ag jf some fr
which break themselves in anguish, try to
step of everything that aims * fgr» and ¢

already fulfilled
the seer pro-
wedenborg are
rian' Professor
PpProach as if through
old eterna) ordainments.
ads nowhere except to
ynthesis. There becomes
ruth, which exists pre-
ultiformity of transmu-

pointed, cold and
ozen human hearts,
undermine tha firm
high”. Does not the

heating warmth for those Creative warming beacons, which are
stressed in their approach to the Great Mother of the World, will
leave the light-bringing seeds also

8 for our time. And in the
search for warmth, in the appeal for the woman's great heart, we
shall again turn to the search for the centre. We shall feel in

our heart that one cannot live longer on the outskirts, one cannot
dissipate, but one can create, only realizing the Centre, that very
centre, the Radiant City, of which so much has been said in
innumerable symbols.
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’ ials of the Apocalyptical‘ Angels have
‘ ‘k I:l se;ex:: ;23:«::11‘::::.1 And even if the most bl'tter of ltlhe;e
chalices ill not awaken the human heart, then w'hlther wi t. 1el
Chahcesi me turn? Perhaps it will scorch humi_inlty ? .And wi
B an;( ned heart be able to transmaute this burning ﬂat'ne
?he unawa‘fe'ng fire? And if humanity will not choose to }'ealxze
iy i pl}l:'l }1':1 mightily unite, then it will be carried away like tlfe
Dy old ice of the great Blue River of Life. If this
broken-upf §roken up particles of ice has been shc?wn to us by t:e
gz?l‘;liev:r Yangtze Kiang, then how muddy, terrible must be the

of the Yellow Riv w whi inually carries
" streams ¢ low River (Hwang-Ho), hlchc.:ontmua y.

n cor;ses? ]Both the Blue and Yellow Rivers remind us of
" many

f loss of unity, of the loss of
les of loss of the centre', o f '
:Ee Ie::: ‘:)rimitive and sound feeling of spiritual enlightenment
e A !
and accumulation. o
he examples of history on the one hand, the 1n§p1red words

E ) oet on the other,—they are not metaphysxcs. nor abst-
o essr_)_ are the very same in whose name the voice of grophetg
mcu:li.d severely and appealingly, warning in most 'br‘l‘lh;an; m:“
soillri]ng terms humanity, which had forgotten ‘what is * highes
ca "
and ‘‘ farthest ",

Thus humanity stepped into the c}-isis. Humanllty hajv}:::
whom to sell its goods. Humanity does not know e

one e d has no work. The question of the unemployed is the

to do an ible seal of our age. Unemployment is first of all.the

St niné of existence, and is the result of the horrible
?;sirsmoi)f?::’s existence to ice, which is doomed to melt away.

Man has learned to turn in one single screw,. andfthlsists::l'i:r

has taken away his consciousness from the meaning of exi i .

i en reach the most vulgar forms of life, which are

o I:r and have less form than the implements of the

often coarsAnd in his spiritual impoverishment man does x3ot

o age&o resist the stream of doomed particles of ice, which
\e\\ﬁlnctalzv him towards the shoreless ocean of chaos.

In his terror, man attacks the Beautiful. He t'li:;esb torl:;;-1
i (i lower evervthing that has once been bui y o
htt!e - f spirit. Man tries to destroy Temples. So does the
upliftment ot the legs of the horses that swim across the strean}.
ice try b0 Cllt read ;md looks with surprise when some, from his
M:§n e . out-of-date youth movements still turn to the great
p‘omt of ‘(;lew;nts It would take a long time to enumerate all
A anes (;f ice which constitute the horro'r of our contem-
those partilsctence—those particles of ice which, in their despera-
fi(());artyr:io destroy everything on their ice-cold path.
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There has never been a time that had no way out, because
this could not conform with In

finity. As a great beacon the
mighty Fire rises, which can transmute ice into purified energy.
This is why the present time is so great. It is a terrible time,

but like opposing ice to the Eternal Fire, one can also find g way
out. Of course, everyone is also at liberty to remain in the
shameful surroundings which probably cause most of the suffer-
ing. * Neither cold nor hot, but lukewarm,” is said of those
expelled from Heaven. The spheres that found ths centre begin
to sing, for chaos cannot sing. The music of the spheres is there,
where rhythm has already been found, where the number already
exists, and in this lawful calculation is born the Great Rhythm
which opens the Heart. The heart that does not know the rhythm
can easily be scorched to ashes, but the co-worker of the creative
rhythm of existence reconstructs that flaming heart, and heart

becomes imperishable and eternally ascending, like the great Fire
of Space Itself.

To-day is the twenty-fourth,
despite all the disturbing news in t
of Fire, of creativeness, of the
thoughts,

a very remarkable date, ang,
he papers, one wants to think
flaming heart and of flaming

* He who is unafraid to remain misunderstood

1 , is with Us.
He who is unafraid to unite riverbeds of great currents, is Our
friend. He who is not afraid to see the light, has an eagle's eye.

He who is not afraid to enter the fire, is of fiery birth, He who is
not afraid of the unseen, can pierce the darkness. He whois not
afraid to encircle the world, can perceive the far-off world. He
who is not afraid to know the covenants of Wisdom, will be with
Us. We renounced and We profited. We gave away and We
received. He who knows walks Jike a lion of the desert. Who
will answer the roar of a lion ? Only a lion free of fear.

“Where are the bonds? Where are the chains ? The know-
ledge of the far-off worlds will forge the crown of achievement,”
(Signs of Agni Yoga, 481).

“Three flames. The Chalice of Attainment”

(Signs of Agni
Yoga, 465) Agni Yoga calls to valour and knowledge

Gandhi at the London Round Table

Conference.
By J. T. Sunderland.

| ROBABLY nowhere, unless in India, was Gandhi's visit
b to England in connection with the Second Round’
I Table Conference watched with so great interest as

in America. Several of the most important American
papers reported his activities and his addresses in the Confer-
ence and eleswherc +with ramarkabl: fullness, and all papers,
even in th2 smallest vowns, save him considex"able space. The
impression he made on the American public n‘nm! was generally
favourable. While, in sowme quarters, much fun was made‘of
his dress and his spinning whesl, he unguestionably won \‘.’:de
respect, not only for his higzhiy religious character, but al_so
for his undeniable intellectual ability and his able statesmanship.

There are many iadications that all this greatly troublejd
the British. They have a high resard .for America‘n pub.hc
opinion, and of course desire its support in thexr. dealings \th
India. As was to be expected, therefore, they did at the time,
and have continuad to dc much, through article§ sent to our
American papers and magazines, and through eminent English-
men coming here to lecture in our universities and our great
cities, to counteract thesz influences favourable to India and to
win public opinion here to their side. Particu}arly have they
wished to change our attitude toward Gandhi. They could
not, of course, assail his character ; 1 would be the last to state
that they have desired to do so. What they have done has befen,
not only to condemn in the severest terms his non-co-ope.ratxon
movement in India, but to represent him as an obstructionist and
an evil influence at the London Round Table Conference.ﬂ To
iltustrate: On January Sth (1932) soon after the close of t‘he
Second London Conference (the one he attended), the British
Government took pains to send out to the American people.the
following statemszrt: “*Gandhi at the Conference was  given
every opportunity for assisting in thf: great task of working out
a sciteme of Sel{-Gevernment for India. But from first to last, he
made no practical contribution whatever to the work of the
Conference.”

In linc with this, Mr. Gerald Campbell, British Consul-General
at New York, in a public address delivered on March 7th, spoke



18 THE SCHOLAR

as follows: “Mahatma Gandhi was as much a cause for the
reported failure of the Round Table Conference as any other
figure. He was the one man who made no constructive sugges-
tions. He proved an unbelievable disappointment to those who
genuinely wanted his co-operation.”

Late in April (1932), Lord Irwin visited Canada. While
there he delivered an address (April 27th) upon the Indian situ-
ation, which was widely reparted throughout the United States.
In his address he took pains to speak at considerable length of the
London Round Table Conference, and especially of Gandhi's in-
fluence there. While fully admitting the great Indian leader’s
high character, he criticised severely his attitude at the Con-
ference, and condemned  him as not a constructive statesman,
because he did not favour the kind of Constitution for India which
the British were working to frame.

These are illustratians of numberless similar statements made
to the American public from almost every possible British source,

aiming to disparage the statesmanship and the influence of
Gandhi at the London Conference.

I do not cite these utterances of Englishmen as intentional
misrepresentations of Mr. Gandhi on their part. [ think they
represent the real view of British imperialists generally. In other
words, they show how far removed was Gandhi's idea of what the
Conference ought to do, namely, prepare a Constitution of free-
dom for India, from what he believed it really was doing, namely,
preparing a Constitution of prolonged bondage. Of course, it
was true that he did not offer any constructive suggestions for
a Constitution of tyranny. But if the Conference had been
working, or if he could have induced it to work, to prepare for
India a Constitution of Dominion Status, or of real self-rule, then
nobody would have called his ideas obstructive; instead, everyhody
would have recognised that they were constructive and valuable
in the highest degree.

Lord Irwin seriously criticised Gandhi's conduct at the
London Conference, and other Englishmen do the same, because
as they say he would not * compromise”. They asked: Why was
he so rigid ? Why did he not give up some of his demands, and
meet us half way ? Why was he not conciliatory ? But what are
the real facts 7 The real facts are that no man at the Round
Table Conference was more conciliatory than he, or more willing
to compromise on anything and everything except what
meant, as he believed, the life or death of his country. What was
the so-called compromise he was asked to make ? It was to assist
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in framing a Constitution for India based squarely on the mons-
trous idea that India has no rights of her own, no rights except
such as are granted h-r by Great Britain, and the monstrous

- claim that Great Britain “owns " India, that India and the Indian

people “belong” to her,are her **possession,” her “Indian Empire,”
which, thzrefore, she has a right to manage, as s}le pleasss to-day
and for all future time. Exactly that, and' 'nothfng less than that,
was the “compromise,” the “conciliatory " action demanded of
Gandhi. In other words, it was a demand that he surrender all
that was vital in India’s struggle for Freedom. It was a demand
that he consent for India to remain a subject people, a vassal peo-
ple, during the whole life of Britain’s proposel Constitution, if
not for ever.

How did Gandhi answer ? As a traitor to his country? Or
as a patriot and a man of honour ? He dared to stand up before
the highest officials of the British Empire, in their own capital

city, and in a quiet, low voice, but with a firmness like Gibraltar,

declared in effect : India possesses rights of her own, confe.rred
on her by God Almighty and not by any other nation, rights
which no nation may take from her without comn.]itting a mons-
trous crime against God as well as ngainst humanity. India does
not belong to Great Britain or to any nation on ea.rth. Sh§ be'ongs
to the Indian people, and to them alone. _No fore{gn nation has a
right to rule her, much l-ss frame a Constitution for her. Were
1, a son of India, to give my consent for you, a fore.xgn power, to
frame a Constitution and forcz it on her, all India and all the -
world would be justified in peintin: at me the ﬁng.er of scorn,
and hissing in my face the wor-;‘«_s, " You are a traitor to your
country. You ars Indin’s Benedier Avrnald)’



Faith in the New Age.

By Major D. Graham Pole, M. P:

IQNOR N.IUSSOLINI, dealing with the rise of Fascism
in an a_'mcle for the Italian Encyclopaedia, made an
N . Fxceeq:ngly striking and interesting comment—and one
Whlch., I think, might b applied to events at the present time
?escrlbmg the years which preceded tha March on Rome, he said :
They were years during which ths nezas iity for action ‘ did no{
allow of mvest{gations or complete doctrina) elaborz;.tions In
place of a doctrine there was something more decisive-—-faith..“

We too are marching so rapidly now that we have no time for

d.octrinal elaborations, and we have all the more need of faith
since, unlike those early Fascisti, we have no idea of the kind of
Rome upon which we are marching | The one thing which .
can sense clearly is that a decade is just closing, thatb we ar e
the verge of a new age. Signs of g new age are everywher  an
parent. We see it in the lifting of the depression, in the Oft ol
Cont‘eren.ce*though this is more properly the clo'sing scene fm;:a
old era—in the new turn of events in Germaay, and, ahove &3! ti:

tl}e new‘mternational nearness and awareness which scientifi
discoveries are forcing upon us. entiic

¢ The Iﬁaiue of Nations has just publishsd
urvey which is arousing the very 2t 3 R
kinds of information can be found ;s f;?}::ie;::ie\f: " In Xl
t?le various great industries of the world --aad qli kimrl) OS‘{t xgns o
tions can be made but its most important contribu:'o .y
seem to be the thesis which it develops in regard t 1?:1 wc.;u_ld
This thesis is that for a decade after the War tl;e woxf;dt f cnsixs.
to¥e-create a stable system. But it hesitateq between c:n::a%g i‘f
ory principles, between the alternatives of “international ‘so.
operation and economic nationalism, fres enterprise and State
regulation.” [t hesitated and it fell between two stools. Its
failure to find an equilibrium culminated in the economic break-
down of the autumn of 1929, and up till now the
worsened. Its principal features, now dre
been the fall in prices, the muddle in Excha
collapse of the monetary system—ang e
ment.

a World Econami,

position has
arily familiar, have
nde operations, the
ver inceeasing unemploy -

For some time now economists have baen

' ; pointing out the
various causes which have brought the w

orld ta its present
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pass. And if this were a rational world, it would seem that
recovery could not begin until at least some of these causes of
our economic ills had been removed. But recovery is setting
in—and it seems to have no other grounds than confidence,
than what Signor Mussolini would call “faith ™ in fact.

At first it wes hoped that the War Loan conversion scheme
in Britain would have a good effect on trade. There was a boom
on the Stock Exchange. But unemployment figures continued to
rise, and so it seemed that root causes were in no wise affected.
Now, however, there are better signs coming from the United
States. They also have had a boom on Wall Street, but their
boom has been accompanied by the long-awaited, if slight as yet,
rise in prices. It is true that there arethose who see in the
American boom an attempt on the part of President Hoover’s
supporters to pull things in his favour in view of the coming
presidential election. But more significant than these happenings
in the realms of big business is the report that money hoarded
by American citizens during the depression is now returning to
circulation at the rate of £ 400,000,000 a week. This is the surest
indication that confidence generally is returning.

The worst part of the crisis —in England as in most States—
was the way in which it was handled by the political leaders.
People were allowel to go on intheir usual way untillast summer,
when they were suddenly pulled up sharply, told that a crisis had
overtaken them., and implored to save their country! The crisis
was an international one-—vet it was presented as a national
emerpency. The inevitable result was, of course, to strengthen
the very principle which was doing the maost mischief in the
warld—economic nationalism.

Economic natioralism has heen havinz its fling in England
and has changed her from a free trade to a protectionist nation.
Last year, on the pl a that they were necessitated by the ‘'national
emergency,” various new duties were imposed. These duties
have remained and now there are others. Last year it was said
there would be no real food taxes: only luxury fruits and so on
might be taxed. Now, and especially since the Ottawa Conference,
there is scarcely an article of food which is not to he submitted
to taxation or restriction bv means of quota.

But Ottawa. protectionism rampant, is but the last flare-up
of adying age. “It's arash, fierce, blaze of riot that cannot last.”
How can its ngreements last, when the British delegates have come
out of it with all their expressed hopes and intentions not merely
disappointed but reversed 2 Before the Delegation sailed the



22 THE SCHOLAR

e Dominion Dinner, defi
th.e l:ind gf the C?nference a8 the making of frear trade ag:'eefnel:let(;
;:gt: ; 2ntt e: Eﬁ?r;;ggrgen;t;ts into which other nations might

: A win, -er of the Delegatio h
same hope when he said that th tawe s
of freet trade withis 9 ay would seek at Ottawa g policy

. Empire, * .
revival of the trade of the pire, “as a further step towards the

world”,
Ottawa, plainly, was to give a lead to the world—to send g

N gement to t :
which was to follow on later. M vorld Economic Conference

B
knows now how the Conferen ut what happened ?  Everyone

gether in face of the implacab} ioni
) | ¢ protectionism of Mr.
;}:go(;azix:sdxz: Pre(;mer,dand lhis Cabinet. The British De?:gn:t?:tr;
ound, and pulverised the figures
put forward
Canada, but they found themselves in the position of we;-ghi‘tz

concession with concession, instead of, as th
A . 5 1’ ] ey had h a
negotiating tariff reductions. oped,

It is impossible to estimate tha results —or ass
age!—of the Ottawa Conference until Parliament m
the agreements. At the moment of writing
Parliament will b called together on ()ctoi)er 18th, and that
after that it will bq pProrogued and a new s;?ssinn’opcnod in
NovAember. Enough is known, however, to show that (va(cs' will
be .ur.posed on wheat, butter, cheese, apples pears' ‘drind
fruits, eggs, dairy produce, and copper. Bacon Béef and ,mu*t\
are to be controlled by means of a quota syst’em. , o

ass the dam-
eets to discuss
it is expected that

It seems poor policy on the part of the Gove
we should know so much of what we must pay for the Ottawa

agreements without being let into the secret of what we mav
A 1 v <
expect in return. So far, as ths Manchester :

out, we really only know that Mr Be
220 items in his customs sc}}edule, “the most imporrant of wiich
seem to be some concessions largely ar the expansa of (he
United States on iron and steel goods and chamicals ™ .

inment that

Guardan points
nnett has agreed 1o alter

Canada has secured an open British market Yor her product:
We are taxing ourselves to keep the forcigner out of it for h-’»;‘“
Other Dominions have secured a large part of the British m;n.
market by means of the quota system,  But —no I’):nnini;:n
market, it seems, will be opened to us.

. Our hopes of increased
trad.e‘lel depend on the grace we may expect from Dominion
Tariff Boards. The rule which the Boards are io follow
the Economist points out this week, that Dominion tari

British goods shall not exceed the amount tequires

is, 08
s sainsi
1 to placc
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our products on a competitive level. That, of course, is another
way of saying that “ the duty should equal the difference in
cost of production in the two countries ". But alas, as this
authority remarks, this is the very same rule which was given
to the United States Tariff Commission—and which has been used
tr justify the highest tariffs in the world !

The Ottawa Agreements, then, will probably melt in their
own fires. It is unlikely that they will be left to run, as pro-
posed, for a full five-year period. As Mr. George Lansbury, the
Leader of the Labour Party in the House of Commons, warned
the Conference when it was still sittinz: “ It will be a profound
mistake if the statesmen gathered at Ottawa imagine that the
present British Government can bind this nation for a period of
years to a policy of protection. Thz Labour Party will never
accept the principle of conciauity, either in foreign, Dominion,
or domestic affairs. " '

To turn to German affairs is to realise at once that we are in
the new era. It is not so much the party situation in Germany,
although this is of absorbing interest and sets almost every
possible constitutional puzzle. It is the aide-memoire which
Germany has pressnted to France: the reminder which she thus
makes that the Great Powers, under Part V of the Treaty of
Versailles, disarmzd Garmainy only as a preliminary to ‘‘the initi-
ation of a general limitation of th: armaments of all nations;”
and her request that tha other nations shall eicher fulfil their part
of the clause also, or almit¢ h2r claim to equality in armaments.

Reparations went with the LLausanne agreement. This other
legacy of th? War is now to be wound up. It nead not necessarily
mean tha: Germany will re-arm. It might not, if only the Dis-
armament Conference would come down to realities, and even
adopt the Hoover proposals. What it certainly does mean is

that Germany can no longer be treated as an exception among
the nations.

It is an ironic and tragic fact that the enforced disarmament
of Germany amongst armed nations has led to a wave of hysteri-
cal militarism, and to th: formation of unofficial armies a
thousand times more inflammable than any she might have been
allowed. Recently Herr Hitler's Fascist army was said to be
threatening Berlin. Later, nearly two hundred thousand men

_ took part in a rally of the “Steel Helmet™” army. This rally took

place on the old parade ground of the ex-Kaiser’s army and in the
presence of the ex-Crown Prince, who took the salute, Chancellor
von Papen, and nearly all the German Cabinet. The presence of



the Ge.rman Cabinet,‘of course, means not merely that President
von Hindenburg has 'issued a challenge to Herr Hitler’s ascend-
ancy, but that he has now come

| back to the side of these “'Steel
Helmets,” who stand for the old order and the restoration of the
Hohenzollerns. :

o At.a public meeting in Berlin there was a storm of applause,
it is said, when one of the speakers declared: “ No foe at home or
ab.rf)ad can destroy the German people’s faith in their glorious
military past and their future strength.” If the Great Powers

had been sins:ere in their talk of Disarmament, they would not
now be considered as “ jges ™.

Events are moving so swiftly,
tion. In place of a doctrine the
decisive~faith—and if there is o

there is no time for inveatiga-
re has to be something more

k ne great cause for faith it isin
the new world contacts which science is so rapidly creating. The

British Association have recently been meeting at York and
Senator Marconi has revealed what must surely be the greatest
marvel of the new age. He has perfected a process by means of
which messages typewritten in London can be flashed immediately
on a screen thousands of miles away! There will soon be an end,
then, of separation, of the impossibility of * human exchanges™”
between people on different sides of the world. This is how it is
described : “ A man sits at a typewriter here and types a message
on to a reel of transparent type. The tape passes through the
special television transmitter, and as the typist taps the keys the
letters appear on an elongated screen in a room in Australia
letter by letter and word by word as the words flash by ona
scintillating news sign.”

Nor must we forget the possibilities of the radio. The motto
of the British Broadcasting Corporation is “ Nation Shall Speak
Peace Unto Nation,” but, as a writer in the

' Radio Times points
out this week, we have hardly begun to reilise yet ths force for

peace the radio might be if war were threatening. Suppose, he
says, another war were to arise between Germany and England,
" might not the British Premier and the German Chancellor, if
either of them were big enough for the occasion, achive some-
thing by talking directly by wireless to the homes of the other nation ?

Might they not ?

The Gita & The Quran.

By H. C. Kumar.

L g ) HUS sang Igbal, in a moment of happy inspiration :
N 1k a-aya~i nau jail main nasil hooi muj-par,
LA Gits maowm hai Quran, to Quran nisin Gila,
A new verse was revealed to me in the Jail:
If the Gita contains the Quran, the Quran contains the Gita.

And though, alas, Iqbal has fallen, the revealed Truth stands,

The teaching of the Quran is really on all fours with that of the
Gita, as we shal] see.

Both the Gita and the Quran are inspired words of God to
their respective followers. The teaching of the Gita was given
through the lips of S:i Krishna, the Avatar of Vishnu. The
teaching of the Quran was given through the lips of Hazrat
Mohammad, the Prophet of Allah. When after the conclusion
of the Mahabharata War, Arjuna asked Sri Krishna to repeat to
him the teaching He had given him on the field of Kurukshetra,
Sri Krishna pleaded His inability to do so, saying He was then in
a high state of Yoga. Similarly, it is on record that when the
inspiration would come to Hazrat Mohammad, he would shiver
from head to foot, like an epileptic man.

The background, again, both of the Gita and the Quran is
similar. It is a bloody field of battle. Sri Krishna exhorts Arjuna
to “stand up and fight . The refrain of the Quran is: * Fight
against those who have fought with vou.”

This militant teaching is enough to fill a pacifist with dis-
appointment. That any religion worth the name should call
upon its followers to fight and to kill, is a teaching he cannot
swallow. He forgets that so long as human nature remains as it
is, wars are a necessary evil, and will have to be fought. But
there are wars and wars. There are wars of aggression, of greed
and of aggrandisement ; and there are wars for the eradication of
evil and the establishment of righteousness. The wars enjoined
both by the Gita and the Quran are of the latter type. In the
very first word of the first verse in the Gita, the battle-field of
Kurukshetra is called ** Dharma-Kshetra,” a field of Righteous-
ness. And in the Quran. the permission to fight is given on the
express understanding that it is a fight * for the sake of Allah”,

To sit in silence when we should protest
Makes cowards out of men.
The human race has climbed on protest.
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The religion which the Quran teaches is called ** Islam " It
is expressly stated that Islam is the natural religion of Man and

is, therefore, as ancient as Man. The Prophet Mohammad is
commanded to say ;

I am no apostle of new doctrines.” (xlvi, 8)
Another verse says :

Say, We believe in Allah and in that which has been revecaled to us,
and in that which was revealed to Abraham, and Ishmae!l, and Issac, and
Jacob, and to the tribes, and in that which was revealed to Moses and J esus,
and in that which was given to the Prophets from their Lord. WE DO NOT

MAKE ANY DISTINCTION BETWEEN ANY OF THEM. (ii, 136).
So says Sri Krishna in the Gita:

This imperishable Yoga I declared in ancient times to Vivasvata,
Vivasvan declared it unto Manu; Manu to Ikshvaku;...... Thus has the
teaching been handed down through a long line of King-Sages. (iv, I.)

Thus both the Gita and the Quran claim to teach an Ancient
Religion, old as hills, universal in application, and unconditioned
by time and space. What is ths essence of this Ancient Religion ?
To surrender individual will to Divine Will.  As the author of
Pearls of the Faith puts it :

Islam, this is the Faith: Thyself resign,

Soul, mind and body, to the Will Divine R

The kingdom, the glory and the power

Are God's—and God’s the government.-—not thine.

And the Bhagavad Gita :

Merge thy mind in Me, be My devotee, sacriiice to Me, prostrate
thyself before Me,—~thou shalt come even to Me. 1 pledge thee My troth
thou art dear to Me. (xviii, 65).

Again, says the Quran :

Say, my prayer, my sacrifice, my life and death are all for Allah, the
substance of the universe. (vi, 163).

And the Gita, in almost identical words:

Whatsoever thou doest, whatsoever thou eatest, whatsoever thou offer-

est, whatsoever thou givest, whatsosver thou doest of austerity—do that
as an offering unto Me. (ix, 26.)

There is another great idea common to both the Gita and the
Quran, and that is the idea of being in th: world and not of it,
In the words of the Gita, this is called Niskama Karms, Duty for
the sake of duty, Work for the sake of work, and not for any
fruit, either in this world or in the naxt. Siys S:i Krishna

Therefore, without attachment, constantly perform action which is
Duty, for by performing action without attachment, man verily reacheth
the Supreme. Janaka and others, indeed. attained to perfection by action.

Again, having an eye to the welfare of the world, also, thou shouldest per-
form action. (iii, 19—20).
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And, as regards the Quran, it is a most remarkable feature of
its teaching that wherever there is a mention of belief, in the very
same breath there is also a mention of good works, so that the im-
pression left on one’s mind is that belief in Islam is synonymous
with good works, thus lifting Islam entirely out of sectarianism.
Take as examples the following verses picked at random:

God has promised to those who believe and do good works that for
them is paradise and great reward. (v, 12)

Verily, those who believe and do good works, their Lord will guide
them by their faith, (x,9)

Whoso accepts Islam and is a doer of good works, there is no fear for
them. (ii, 106)

Those who believe and do good works, we shall surely blot out from
them their evils. (xxix. 6)

Good works can only be done by living in the world, not by

running away from it. Both the Quran and the Gita are emphatic
on this.

Belief in the Invisible is part of the teaching of the Quran.
It is also part of the teaching of the Gita. The Quran says t.he
Angels are honoured servants of Allah. It was an Angel, Gabriel,

‘who brought God’s Word to the Prophet. The Gita says that it

is to our advantage to work in co-operation with the Devas, but
reminds us that only the devotees of God go to God, the devotees
of others go to those “‘others ™.

They who worship the shining ones, go to the shining ones, but
My worshippers come unto Me. (ix, 25)

In the same chapter, the worship of the Devas is called
contrary to the ancient teaching.

The Gita and the Quran are also agreed as to the mission of
the perfected Beings, called Avataras or Prophets. They come to
teach the Ancient Teaching of the ONENESS OF LIFE to restore
the Law of Righteouszess, to serve as Light-houses of Spirituality
to erring humanity. The Quran poes even further and says:

We make no distinction between Them.
Those who make distinctions, for them is ignominious punishment.

Lastly, both the Quran and the Gita emphasise the idea of
personal responsibility for one’s action, and no *‘vicarious” salv-
ation. The Gita:

Let u man raise the self by the Self......... for verily, is the Self the
friend of the self, and also the Self the self's enemy. (vi,5)

And the Quran:

Verily, Allah doth not do the least little wrong to anyone, but men do
wrong to their own self.
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Whosezver commits sin, commits it against his own soul.

Theblind snd the seeing shall not be

) held equal, i
and do good works, and the evil-doe o 700 e believe

rs. How few of you consider this.

No wonder, the last words of the Prophet .
daughter were : e Prophet to his beloved

Fatima, my .daughter, work ye out yout own salvation,
have no power with Allah to save you in any wise.

And yet, the doc?ors of a degenerate Islam teach and the
?redulogs masses heartily believe, that the worst Mohammadan
is superior by far to a saintly Gandhi.

Let us finish with the remaini
with which we began :

for I, verily,

ng portion of Igbal’s couplet

Ik a-sya~i nau jail main nazil hooi muj-par ;
Gita main has Quran to Quran main Gita.
Kiya khub hoot ashteyi Shaskh o Brakman.

13 jang main akhir na yah hars, na wah Jita.

Whati a happy reconciliation between the Shaikh and the Brahman !
In this war, there is no victory for the one, no defeat for the other.‘

A New Education for a New Age.

By N. S. Subba Rao, M. A. (Cantab), Bar-at-Law.

\ R. H. G. Wells is well known for his radical views on

Education. In his latest work The Work, Wealth and

Happiness of Mankind, a noble third to his great

trilology on human development, he offers in some detail what

he considers should be the essentials of a sound system of educa-

tion. It is proposed in the following paragraphs to summarise

these views for the benefit of the readers of The Scholar, who may

not have looked into the book, in the hope that they may be
induced to do so at least now.

The guiding idea of the book is that the economic and
political organisation of the world should be centralised, and
should move under the impulse of a World Plan. The world
should be saved from the *insane obsession of patriotism™. The
means for doing so and for inaugurating a World Plan based on
World Peace is Education. Mr. Wells believes that with the
spread of education and growth in the number of educated
presons, the progress towards World Organization and World
Peace will be quicker.

What are the essentials of Education? What are the hall-
marks of an educated man ¥ Mr. Wells holds that the educated
type is distinguished by two outstanding features. The first of .
these is that the dominating motive of action is service, The
second is “a certain mental power and fastidiousness”. The
importance of the first is evident in a world where the personal
motive, the struggle for self, has been till recently accepted not °
only as inevitable but as tending towards the good of all. The
second characteristic is no less important in a world whichis too
busy to think for itself and clarify its notions, and is content to
accept its views and ideas from an omniscient press.

How does Mr. Wells propose to produce his educated type?
He starts by blessing the Nursery School Movement. Only he
would like the pre-.school education to be given not by specialists
alone, but by the parents themselves, who should be equipped
with the essential principles of pre-school education. The child
is then ready for formal education in the schools of the State.
Mr. Wells' ideas on the content of Elementary Education are
interesting. He would like reading, writing and calculation to be
imparted as herctofore, and these should be supplemented by
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Drawing. The school should also teach the children at least one
of the foreign languages, while the physical defects and hereditary
taints of the children should be corrected as far as possible. In
other words, Medical Service should be part of school organiza-
tion. He would like the class room work to be intensive and res-
tricted to brief periods. The children should have other rooms
than the class rooms like rest-rooms and play-rooms, where they
would spend a great deal of the time away from home. * Here
the less specific factors of the educational process come into play.
Here is where the youngster acquires a regard for others, civility,
sociability and a habit of reciprocal and co-operative action ",

build what he calls
imbued with the 8spirit of
vidual from delusions and
hinking. Here comes the

the “ Persona " of tte educated type,
service and capable of saving the indi
disappointments due to incorrect t
special contribution of Mr. Wells to the reform of education.
He would now teach the children three things. First, the idea of
man’s history as one whole; second, a sound conception of the
evolution of life ; thirdly, * the child must learn Geography and
the economic lay out of the world as

nomi One co-operative field of
enterprise. ” In other words, the future education is to be ins-
truction in the gospel of humanity, according to Mr. H. G. Waells

as set forth in the great trilology. It is interesting to note that
Mr. Wells would stop general education in schools at this stage,
and would abolish “ Arts ” courses in the Universities which he
considers merely a wasteful prolongation.
general education of the individual is to be by m
the Cinema, and the Radio.

The subsequent
eans of the Press,

On the foundations of such a general education should
specialisation begin for specified tasks in life. The necessary
instruction should be given in special schools carefully planned
for the purpose, and always remaining in close contact with real
activities. It is in these institutions that the vouths of the

country will be trained for the varioys occupations and profes-
sions.

It is not necessary to comment gt
programme of national education with
The scheme is by no means entire
educationists will not be inclined to
Wells’ proposals. They will have
for the study of Biology in school
being taught in periods,

any length on the abave
an international purpose
ly novel, and professiona
disagree with most of Mr
great sympathy with his ple
8, with his dislike of Histor
and no one will disagree that Geograph!
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should be taught with emphasis on the human element. :I‘here
is a latent dislike for Upiversities, and competent -protegonists of
University education like Mr. J. M: Keynes hold that: Mr. Wells.
is profoundly mistaken in his belief as to what is done in the
Universities. It is not necessary to labour unduly these points,
but it is for us to lay to heart Mr. Wells’ passionate plea for a
new orientation in education, his demand that the schools should
serve humanity at large and not the narrower interests of a
nation.



In Defense of the Indians,

By Nilla Cram Cook.

(Extract from the speech of APOLLONIUS OF TYANA
to the Sages of Egypt, the Gymnosophists of Ethiopia,
translated from the Greek of Philostratus.)

1 HII.,OSOPHY displ.ayed before me all-her schools,
: mv.estmg each with the ornaments that are proper
to it, and bade me look at them and choose aright.

There was a solemn and transcendant beauty
about them all, and there were some that might have made a man

close his eyes for very awe ; but 1 steadfastly regarded them all,
for indeed they themselves encouraged me by their alluring pro-
fessions of what they would give. But whilst one undertook to
overwhelm me with pleasures, and no toil for me to endure;
another to give me ease and rest after my toils; and a third to
temper the cup of toil with joy ; and on every hand I saw vistas
of pleasure, a loose rein for gluttony, apt fingers for wealth, no
bridle upon the eyes, but a free charter of loves and desires, and
all such affections ; and one that bragged of refraining from such
things was an impudent scold, jostling at large with her elbows :
I beheld that mysterious form of Science, the same which prevail-
ed with Pythagoras * of old. There shs stood, not amongst the
throng, but set apart from the rest, silent. Yet once she was
aware that I did not approve the others, although I knew not as
yet what were her qualities, she spoke and said :

" Young man, I am unpleasing, and full of toil and sorrow:; if
any man come to my dwelling, he must consent to let all animal
food be abolished from his table, to forget wine and not make the
bow! of Science troubled, which stands in the banquet of abstain-
ing souls ; no cloak shall warm him, nor any wcol that has been
combed from a living creature. The shoes that I give them are
of papyrus; they lie down to sleep as best they may; and if I find
that they have yielded to sensuality, I have certain pits into
which Justice, the handmaid of Science, takes and thrusts them
down. So cruel am I to those that follow my profession that I
have even fetters for the tongue to use upon them. But if you
should endure this ordeal, hear now vour reward:

* Pytha-goras. The root of the Greek pyth (to divine; is the Sanskrit
budh (to understand). goras is derived from the Sanskrit Gu,«, * the dispeller
of darkness,” or Master. Thus the meaning of the mame Pythagoras is
* Master of the Divine Enlightenment, " or Budhs-gurn.
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Temperance and righteousness shall be yours, unbidden; you
shall reckon no man worthy of envy, be rather a terror to des-
pots than subject to them; and be more acceptable in the sight of
the Gods for a little incense than those who pour forth the
blood of bulls to them. You will know yourself not only in your
present, but in your former states. And I will give you, being
pure, the gift of Second Sight, and so fill your eyes with rays of
light that you shall discern a god, recognize a demi-god, and
convict ghosts when they deceitfully assume a human shape.’

Such, Scientists of Egypt, is my rule of life; and since 1 have
adopted it sincerely and in a Pythagorean spirit, I have neither
deceived nor been deceived. [ became what the Scientist ought
to be, and all the promised rewards of enlightenment are mine.
For 1 have studied the genesis of the system and traced its
origins; [ satisfied myself that it was reserved for men of extra-
ordinary spiritual power, and had better than all others under-
stood the soul, whose immortal and unbegotton part is the
fountain-spring of being. I could not see that this doctrine suited
the Athenians at all; for Plato’s divine and sublime doctrine of
the soul which he there enounced, they have travestied by their
adoption of false psychological notions. I had to look for a city
or a race of men, among whom every age should speak with one
voice in affirming a doctrine of the soul, and not one affirm it
here and another deny it there. When obeying the promptings

. of my youth and ignorance I turned my eyes in your direction,

because you were said to have great and excellent knowledge; my
teacher stopped me and said:

‘ Since you are in love with Science, which the Indians dis-
covered, why do vou not call it by the name of its natural instead
of its adoptive fathers ? '

These arguments turned me to the Indians in preference to
you, when I reflected that men such as they, consorting with the
purer sunlight, must be more subtle in intellect, and more ortho-
dox in their views on nature and the gods, as being neighbours to
heaven and inhabiting near the origins ot the hot, life-engendering
principle. And when I met them, their professions had the same
kind of effect on me that the Athenians are said to have felt at the
Science of Aeschyles, whom they regarded as the Father of
Tragedy.

Yet the glory of a well-appointed tragedy is slicht, for the
pleasure of it lasts only a little part of a day, short-lived as the
Festival of th= Dionysia ; whereas the glory of philosophy, estab-
lished according to Pythagoras’ precept, and touched with divi-
nity as the Indians held before Pythagoras, is no transitory affair
but of boundless and inestimable scope. And so I do not feel that
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I have behaved unwarrantably in that

1 yeilded to the prevailing
persuasions of this noble system of doctrine, which the Indians
display, mounted with suitable splendour upon the lofty and

transcendant engines of their stage-craft. But it is true that you
were informed how well grounded was my enthusiasm, and my
belief in their Science and Blessedness. In India I saw men dwell-
ing on the earth and not on it, fortified without fortifications,
and possessed of nothing.........and yet of all that any man poss-
esses. . If I deal in riddles, the Science of Pythagoras allows it ;
riddles are in the tradition of him who discovered the lessons
contained in the Language of Silence ; and you yourselves assisted
Pythagoras to formulate this Science, during the time when,
yourselves originally Indiang, you approved the Indian way, You
now condescend to speak in such unbecoming terms of the
Indians, as though it were not a scandal for you to derive from
an origin which you denounce as scandalous! Aye, not even yet
have you amended this perversity ; you have made a foul and
scurrilous exhibition of it this very day, in saying that the Indian
practices are worthless, mere sorcerers’ terrors and sorcerers’
lures for eye and ear, and in showing yourselves stupidly indiffer-

. ent to the fame of any Science before you know the quality of it.
Not that I wish to say a single word in defense of myself........-
my highest wish is to be as the

) Indians esteem me
not permit the Indians to he attacked.

7

and more scientific than
the regular prophets. This is what you remind me of when you
compare yourselves with the Science of Indig | They are
transcendant in power, and ornate with aj] the decorous beauty
of Delphian worship; you... .

.--but I carry it no further. 1 love
discretion of language, and so dq the Indians.

As for the Indian usages regarding the Sun, and what kind
of worship he delights in, let him have his own rite. ‘The air is
 the Sun’s vehicle, and such as hope to celebrate his praises
worthily must rise.above the earth

_ and walk on air like the god.
This is what all men desire, but only the Indians can achieve.”

————
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The Last Enchantment.
By G. K. Chettur, M.A., (Oxon).

O man, not even the casual visitor to Oxford, returns
from that city of dreaming spires,  of fretted pinna-
cles and fanes sublime,” in all respects exactly the
same as he went there. For, Oxford, beautiful at all

times, has a way of throwing over him the glamour of a loveli-

ness, which he will in vain try to interpret or to analyse, a loveli-
ness that will remain with him to the end a fragrant and a gra-
cious memory. And if this be the effect on the hurrying tourist
or sight-seer, what should it be on those who had the privilege of
spending some of the most impressionable years of their lives
within the walls of this ‘“‘rose-red city, half as old as Time,"’
steeped in the atmosphere of its beauty, its learning, its culture,
its never faiing enthusiasms, its soul-warming austerities? Few,
indeed, think of such things at the time, or if they do, such
thoughts soon give place to the more compelling needs of a busy
University life ; but, in retrospect, contrasting what one is with
what one was before one went up, there breaks in with all the
force of a revelation, the knowledge that those Oxford years were
the years of a renaissance, a re-birth of the body as well as of the
spirit, in every sense as interesting and as significant to the indi-
vidual, as that other, five centuries ago, was to a whole continent.

For, it was in those years that “ the love of the things of the

intellect and the imazination for their own sake, the desire for a

more liberal and comely way of ¢ nceiving life ’ made itself felt,

urging those who experienced this desire (as it urged men in the
fifteenth century) * to search out first one, then another means

of intellectual or imaginative enjoyment .

And what a setting Oxford offers, for the young scholar who
makes it the field of his labours, who embarks there upon his

~ voyage of intellectual discovery! For him, the background is

that which Time has made more lovely and great traditions have
consecrated ; and whether he wander in the beautiful gardens of
New College, or down the quiet walks in Magdalen or Christ
Church, or up * the stream-like windings of that glorious street,”
than which no street in the wotld is considered more wonderful,
on him the ever present contrast of the new and the old, works

‘like an inspiration, always. Unaltered and unaltering through

the years the Isis flows in quiet beauty through the town; the
changing seasons break in wave upon wave of loveliness upon the
turrets and the towers of this vast temple of learning, leaving



36 - THE SCHOLAR

them lovelier than before; and the generations pass through
Oxford like an endless pageant of youth so that at no time is she
different from what she has been through the ages. For this is
the charm of Oxford, that she, grave mother of a myriad sons,
is yet as young, as merry, and as full of life as the youngest of
her children. Little wonder, then, if those who love her look
back upon this city of spells as a place of enchantment, where the
clash of many minds against a setting of inexpressible charm,
-quickened their dreams and made those dreams come true.

1L

What, I ask myself, looking back after so many years, did
Oxford mean to me, then? And what does it mean to me now ?
The answer will savour of enumeration, but it is worth . setting it
down. It meant, first of all, membership in one of the finest and
the largest of Oxford Colleges, New College, in itsslf a thing to be
proud of : it mzant attendance at lectures in different Colleges on
certain days, but not at too many ; it meant a cortain amount of
reading for thz weekly essay anl th> weekly interview with mv
Tutor, whose destructive and constructive criticism I looked for-
ward to with keen anticipation ; it meant friends amoang various
nationalitics, English, Japanes2, American, French, South Afri-
can, Australian, Canadian, Siam2sz; it m2ant bzlonging to varinus
clubs and societies, notably tha Union, th? Majlis, and the Lotus
Club, and work connected thersto; it m=2ant a c2rtain amount of
rowing, long walks, cycling, boxing, tennis ; it mzant cosy muffin
teas in friends’ rooms, late cocoa or coffec parties, bread-and-
cheese lunches, and now and then a gorgeous full-dr ss dinner
with Toasts and jubilation ; it meant long glorious afternoons in
a punt on the Cherwell, the summer loveliness of which is indez-
cribable ; it meant, after two years of residence in College. lod-
gings and a kindly old landlady and a motor-cycle because my
“ digs " were nearly two miles out, in Devenat Road; am‘i l‘fSt'
but not least, it meant long joyous vacations in the Lake D1§t1'1ct.
in Scotland, in Devon, in Wales, in Yorkshire, and the Contmept.
from which one came yearningly hack to Oxiord. like a homing
bird ; it meant, in other words, fraedom to do as one pleased
within the limits (when in Oxford) of Proctorial supervision, and
the wherewithal 10 put that freedom to splendid uses.

And what does it mean 1o me now, more than a precious and
unforgettable memory of lovely days? It means a way of life, an
outlook on the world, at once comely and liberal it means the
restraint imposed by partnership in a great and noble tradition;
it means the maintenance of the highest standard of conduct and
courtesy : it means an enlarged vision, a sympathy and an under-
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standing raiced above all petty and narrow considerations; it
means, in other words, that culture and that tradition of culture,
that loyalty at once to principles and to persons, that social as
well as moral integrity, that sensibility of the spirit, that refine-
ment of manners, for which Oxford stands and has stood in the
minds of men for centuries.

And this, it seems to me, is what every University should
mean to her sons. Not a galling memory of wearisome examina-
ations, a vexatious means to an ignoble end, but a memory of

" great moments, of splendid ambitions and lofty enthusiasms which

the awakening spirit has built into its life, of mind catching fire
from mind, of an understanding widened by sympathy and toler-
ance; a standard of life and thought and action above the little-
ness of the world.

And when I think now of those happy Oxford years, there
comes to me, set against the leaping beauty of her spires and
meadows, more vividly than anything else, the memory of the
friendships I made, the human contacts established, the clash of -
mind against mind, of spirit against spirit. And that is why in
this little book * of Oxford memories 1 have written more of
persons than of places, of things heard and felt, than of things
seen and done. For it is the spell that great minds cast on those
that come within their radius of influence, more than all other
things, that works like magic in the mind, and still after all these
years makes me look back on Oxford as the place in which I suf-
fered that enchantment under which I live and move and have my
being, and shall, all my life. and which, therefore, I have called
The Last Enchantment. :

* Tie Lost Eﬁéhantnwn;, is—; fo_rt_h‘c_o;;i-;i book of Mr. _G'Kal;e'ttu;-t;-;e
published shortly by The Basel Mission Publishing House, Mangalore, and
the article published herein is the opening chapter of this volume.
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The Significance of Shelley.

By James H. Cousins, D. Litt.

% HEN Percy Bysshe Shelley died on July 8, 1822, within

;' 28 month of being thirty years of age. it was known to
= a hendful of lovers of poetry that a master-singer had
carried the remainder of his song elsewhere, but had left enough
from which humanity could extract joy and wisdom until the
supercession of human speech.

‘The passing of a century not only brought the general cons-
ciousness of the educated world up to the achievement of a vague
comprehension of Shelley’s position among the supreme creators
of beauty and wisdom in poetry, but also to the casting of
questioning side-glances at some of the verdicts of nineteenth
century opinions of Shelley and his work.

Matthew Arnold’s figure of Shelley as **a beantiful and
ineffectual angel, beating in the void his luminous wings in vain™
(a figure that he borrowed from the impression of the spiritual
quality that Shelley made on the most intimate of his contem-
poraries, but which Arnold sought 1o reduce to futility) has been
modified in the growing light of knowledge of a free spirit
incarnate in times of even more tyrannous limitation than our
own, a spirit whose creative and prophetic Zenius has inscribed
itself on the banners of democratic idealism in slogans\which
will be embodied in the coming social order of liberated and
ennobled humanity. * Shelley is not a classic whosQL v'u'iou*;
readings are to be noted with earnest attzntim.v“ A‘rnol(i

grumbled. To-day Shelley’s lightest fragment of witerance is
jealously preserved. o .

Thirty years after Shelley’s death, Thomas
Robert Browning:" I am not sure but yoy won)
me ...... if I told you all I thought of Shelley.
weak in character...a poor, thin, spasmodié,
pallid being... Poor Shelley, there is somethin
like in the whole inner world of him : his uni
azure hung with a few frosty,

Carlyle wrote to
d excommunicate
--.weak in genjus,
hectic, shrill and
£ void and Hades-

verse is all vacant
mournful, if beautiful stars *

......

It is not far from Ecclefechan to Egj
and the “ poor Shelley” of the one and the
the others divide the dishonours of a or
cause it failed to be truly critical.
which it was inadequately equipped, s

nburgh and jts critics ;
“This will never do™ of
iticism that failed be-
It essayed a judgzment for
eeing that it Jacked affinity
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with the new poets whom it presumed to judge, which is the
first requirement of criticism of any kind. Out of their granite
these critics looked on fire, and did not feel comfortable in its
presence because it was not granitic. Their age regarded them
as judges : we know them now to have been only advocates.

The nineteenth century critics dismissed or disrated Shelley.
Their successors in the judgment seats of literature emerged in
a world that had come to include Shelley because it had begun
dimly to feel that Shelley included the world; not the world of
their growingly tragic and not yet completely catastrophic expe-
rience, but the world of their dreams that disturbed them with
rebuke yet left them with hope. The new criticism was compelled
to live with Shelley. But, if the critics could not dismiss him,
after the manner of some of their ancestors, they could at least
elaborately misunderstand him, or only partially understand him
with the best of intentions. Time had carried them past the
possibility of seeing Shelley plain, which to Browning, notwith-
standing Carlyle, was, to those who had it a wonderful experience ;
but they had in many cases an extraordinary capacity for not
seeing him mentally plain even when a century had risen to and
beyond some of ths non-essentials that blurred the eyes of their
predecessors. Oxford, that had turned Shelley from her doors
in the flesh, re-admitted him in marble ; not however, as an angel,
ineffectual or otherwise, but as a young man drowned.

In his Studies in Green and Grey Sir Henry Newbolt glimpsed
the significance of Shelley when he wrote : ‘“ No other poet has
come so near to a vision sc capable of transforming human life.”
The sentence somewhat cumbrously conveys the meaning that
there is a vision which is capable of transforming human life, and
that, among the poats, Shelley came nearest catching it. This was
Shelley’s own conception of the work. His vision of human per-
fection was only the imaginatively visible appearance of an in-
visible reality that is inherent in the nature of things and
implicit in human evolution. Something of that reality is com-
municated through the poet’s expression of the vision, to those
who are capable of responding to it. But the capability on either
side of the transmission does not rest on literary magic: it is
rooted in cosmic reality. Shelley falt that his poetry, in its
fullest expression,

Might shake the anarch Custom’s reign,
And charm the minds of men to Truth's own sway.

But his poetry was not the end:it was only the means. In the
triumph of Truth, Shelley as ruthlessly eliminated his own per-
sonality as he eliminated Prometheus the light-bringer from the
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last act of the drama of his liberation. The glory of Shelley's
vision is, not that it is Shelley’s, but that it is vision. * This is the
root of its immortality, and of its significance for our time and
for all time. * Shelley, ™ says W. B. Yeats, one of his best inter-
preters, in an essay on William Morris, “‘knew by an act of faith
that the economists should take their measurements not from life
as it is, but from the vision of men like him, from the vision of
the world made perfect that is buried under all minds.”

The future of mankind is thus bequeathed to the poets who
can penetrate to the hidden significances of the external codes of
action Of these onlookers beyond human boundaries Shelley
was one of the most richly endowed. ‘I have re-read ' Prome-
theus Unbound’,” says Yeats, (Ideas of Good and Ewil, chapter
“The Philosophy of Shelley’s Poetry ') “which I had hoped my
fellow-students would have studied as a sacred book, and it seems
to me to have an even more certain place than I had thought
among the sacred books of the world.” The progressive under-
standing of poetry, of which Shelley was himself a prophet, would
have reached this realisation in time, even if Mary Shelley had not
anticipated it. She wrot: of ** Prometheus Unbound ™ {and it
applies to much more of his poetry): *‘It requires a mind as
subtle and penetrating as his own to uaderstand the mystic mean-
ings scattered through the poem. They clude the ordinary reader

by their abstraction and delicacy of distinciion, but they are far
from vague. "’

Mrs. Shellay thus recognised that, in the vealm of poetry,
whose appeal is less to the emotions and morz to the mind than
the appeal of music, clarity of statement is an essential quality.
1ts degree and kind enter into thai comround of qualities that
mark the art of the poar as truly art or less than ari.  Yet there
is a stage beyond which the demand for clarity in posfrvy may he
a demand for something other than portyyv: o sroge where osters
nal expression is incapable of carrving the whels offering of inner
meaaning, and words have to hear on one shoulder ths imase im-
mediately evoked, and aiv the other the com - cme shadowy, s ome-
times shining, shapes of thoughts and fo )ing: seeling incarnation
in the always inadequate bodirs of spe. cb,

At this stage, listenin,; (wWhich is the true ieception-mode of
poetry even though the eve be its instrument? passes into inser”
pretation. But not all who enjov She'la's posire ™ as poetey
hove the desire or strengih of will to brook away from the delight-
felirresponsibility that to posne minds poetss connotes, and
cexercise the intellectual watehfulness ant mental self-abnegation
that are necessary towinnins the in i:n1e ¢ rufdencs and complet®
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-signiﬁcance of Shelley the thinker. At the stage of interpre-

tation, verbal sounds take on overtones of intuitive assump-
tion, tinctures from myriad forgotten feelings, memories of long

" dismantled edifices of thought, undertones of unrecorded experi-

ence. The extent to which these are shared by the listener will
be the extent of the listener’s understanding and joy ; the under-
standing that is not only intellectual assent but identification of
spirit. The spirit of true poetry. like the spirit of the guitar in
‘“Ariel to Miranda,’” “talks according to the art of its companion”.

For this reason, and because also, as Shelley pointed out in
his *“ Defence of Poetry,” the interpretative capacity grows in
humanity, complaints of unintellizibility in poetry have a possible
repercussion towards the intelligence of the complainant. This
is particularly so with re;ard to Shelley’s poetry. The response
of his sensorium to the call of the infinite was so immediate and
eager that it threw a corona of aspiration and enttusiasm around
the glowing orb of expression which blinds eyes not of the eagle
order as Shellev's were. Stopford Brooke, for example, in “Natu-
ralism in English Poetry,” can find only * vagueness on vagueness,”
‘“ the shadow of some greater Power which was itself a shadow,”
in ““ this thing to which he gave his worship,” in Shelley’s “ Hymn
to Intellectual Beauty . And this want of objectiveness, says
Mr. Brocke, * makes Shelley, when he is writing only as the artist,
out of his own intellectual imagination, the least comprehensible
of all the pozts of England.”  Yet Shelley, in the Hymn, indicates
a previously contemplated idea that Intellectual Beauty would
free ‘this world from its dark slavery,” which with its context
should have prevented Mr. Brooke’s writing of Shelley as bheing
out of * tha real world ™ in the poem. It might also have suggested
that, mingled with what Mr. Brooke terms “this super-subtle
etheriality, this thin and eager flame of passionate worship for an
ideal, like that of Beauty,” thare was an element of thought that
might be asked as to its significance. and that might, in some of
its phases, admit an ancestry as ancient as Plato’s. Shelley’s known
intellectual and social enthusiasms add to the assumption of some
“ fundamental brain-stuff > in his poetry. The individual to
whom the toss of a coin was to decide whether he was to devote
himself to philosophy or poetry was hardly so completely bifur-
cated by the falling discus that, when destiny decided for poetry,
philosophy was completely and forever cast out. Nature, indeed,
had fore:talled the hazard as tc whether Shellzy would be a phi-
losopher or a poet. for he was incurably both.

The fact is that S:opford Brooke, like many another critic of
Shellev, has been misled by his own connotation of a word. He
has assumed that “ the awiul shadow of some unseen power *" was
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ta Shelley a shadowy affair, something lacking in :

clarity. The Spirit of Beauty, accordinggto:;‘;izngy:nmzeue?ual
tes with its own hues all of human thought or form th;t ﬁnsi,f .
upon. It is no more shadowy to Shelley than the wind thst oy
only know by its effects as it passes. Behind the object tl:x o
identify as beautiful is its own special share of the quality th e
call beauty, and that share is a localisation of cosmic uat;?t"”e
that Plato sets among the archetypes of the universe of s&bst‘ oo
and form and consciousness, and that Orient has felt tobea cance
tituent of the Universal Being. Yeats sings of the same beauton.s .
his song beginning ** All things uncomely and broken,” and w. ’ ;3
re-make the visible universe as a casket for hig drean; of the invi
sible but real Beauty, thus distinguishing between three  shag mv:':
of Beauty : his personal reaction to it, its external ima, :w?t
essential self. Two or even three poetical shadows (if t}fe;; ‘b:
shadows) do not necessarily make one prose substance - but those
who know the intellectual capacity of the modern Irish poet will
find in it a reflexive justification for Shelley. To the charge that
Shelley lacks clarity to the point of being incomprehensible, which
lack is taken as a flaw in his poetry, they will answer that it de-
pends op the reader; and there are readers of Shelley whose
affinity with his spivit is such that his speech, while jt
opaque to some, speaks to them through the code of an intimacy
which signals from spirit to spirit, above the waves of feeling and
the promontories of thought, through the flash of illumination.

may appear

Shelley himself declared that high poztry °
and unapprehended manner beyo
Even thought, however definite it
an entity in itself, but a reaction to creative agencies in th
mental world operating at deeper levels of conscicusness th .
the thoughts themselves, and communicating to the exter anl
sensorium what AE in his essays on “ Song and its Fountai e
calls ** the oracles from the psyche . QOut of the co-ope e
which Shelley saw between the creative idea and the thinl‘()i e
feeling capacities of its active agent arise the dreams of thr:.g ind
and songs of the poet. There is paetry without vision, a (; -
of it adds to the high pleasure of humanity. Ther; o S'O'm °
without poetry, and it clarifies understanding. But ;lss;”smn
there is both vision and poetry raised and purified dn relley
by an sli-embracing cempassion. NG warmed

. .
: acts is a divine
ad and ahave consciousness .

may appear, is not to Shelley

When thought is pinned to the materia]

. . ° s of
feeling is bound to the objects of feeling, there . anth:gxght. and
to the flow of the creative impulse. It jg cither ; struction
frozen by cold reason, or made turbulent g mpeded or

. o nd m
passion. Shelley’s poetry is neither frigid nor hecticu ddl): t.;y thm
) 18 trye
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that literary criticism has frequently regarded Shelley’s poetry as
feverish, Carlyle's adjectives, spasmodic, hectic, shrill, reappear
under their pseudonyms to-day. There are critics who find it
easy to regard " Epipsychidion” as a mere poetical glorification
of at least imaginative unfaithfulness to his wife, and to see in its
last seventeen lines the pyro-technical bursting of a sex-complex.
But criticism of this kind is all in its ears. It has closed its mind
to Shelley's prefatory indication of the ‘‘ hard matter,” the
“ideas, " the “ reasoning ” that the poem contains. True criticism
cannot remain content with merely horizontal cross-references
on the assumption that the poet means merely what he sings. It
must concern itself with the vertical nature of the poet and his
poetry, realising that the poet sings what he means through the
inadequate codes of speech, and searching diligently for the
significance.

Swinburne recognised the larger significance of Shelley in the
second of his two sonnets *“ For the Feast of Gigrdano Bruno ™.

From bonds and torments and the ravening flame,
Surely thy spirit of sense rose up to greet

Lucretius, where such only spirits meet,

And walk with him apart till Shelley came

To make the heiven of heavens more heavenly sweet.
And mix with vours a titird incorporate name.

Lucretius, the Roman philosopher-poet of the first centurv be-

fore Christ, who lifte¢ up the voice of reason in an age of wicked-

ness and anarchy ; Bruno, the philosopher of the Renaissance,

who perished at the stuke for his attacks on falsehood ; Shelley,

the inspired singer of Divine Love as the liberator of humanity -

this is not the cusiomary companionship of literary historv. We.
have been moved by S-vinburne from romantic eras in text-books

to something more fundamental and vital: to a classification of

artists in word and deed, not according to medium or technique

alone, but according to the impulse at the centre of their life -

whether it be of the earth earthy, or of the spirit spiritual ;.
whether it be content with the shackles of time and place, or

satisfied only wirh the struggle to express through the ‘finite

breath of song semething of the wonder and mysterv of the

infinite ether,

The poets of the earthy order serve their place and age,
and go with them into oblivion or archaeology. The poets of
the spiritual order serve all ases, baing of eternity, and remain
as powers or as grateful memories according to the measure

-of their significance of the etérnals. That which is the pro-

duction of a particular environment must necessarily be a
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sympathetic reflection of the dominant characteristics of its
era and a participant in its transiency. But this is just what
genius of the Shelleyan type is not. It brings with it a vision
fr?m and to a realm beyond its incarnate place and era. It is in its
mildest form critical and in its extreme form rebellious. It is
never the l.roon companion of its age, but its enemy. In certain
phasgs of its responses to its environment its expression is
modified, as Shelley says in the preface to *Prometheus Un-
bou.nd ' Tennyson and Browning attacked the materialism of
their time. Intellegibility demanded the use of its vernacular,—

but their inner attitude was not that of the Vi i

twentieth century in England claims Shelley a;:k;x:ax; de;a. Thte
even an achievement, pf the England of the nineteenth centars
which conferred on him the honour of rejecting hi century
But Shelley, _seen in his full significance, wi]] stand 3,‘3 its foe.
the fluctuations of history as % supreme rebuke 1o ; rough all
unintelligent and unbeautiful }; to ignoble and

fe and one of imam: e
and constructive influences in the evolution (:gh . t,?:zst Inspiring
£reat race

that is to come™.

e

Shaw as His Own Masterpiece.

By Prof. Diwan Chand Sharma, M. A.

[ ‘7-7-3-’3‘?
ad| EORGE Bernard Shaw has been hailed as a great dra:
matist all over the world. Many people do not share
with him his enthusiasms and prejudices, and yet they
cannot help admiring him. His dramas are masterpieces in their
own way, and are, therefore, read everywhere. But what is true
of his dramas is equally true of his other writings also. Even his
most casual remarks are read with reverential interest and eager-
ness. It is because Shaw is an eminently readable writer. His
letters to the editor, his replies to his correspondents, his articles
on current topics., his remarks to his interviewers; all these

become the current coin of the world. No living writer is so
much and so often quoted as Shaw.

it is very difficult to say how many of his plays will live, but
none can deny that all of them.are characterised by brilliant wit
and an effective style. People have also not yet been able to
decide which of his plays is the best. Some think that Saint Joan
is his best play and others think that Back to Methuselah is the
finest. It all depends on one's point of view. Some people like
the satirical brilliance of Shaw and. therefore, perfer Arms and the
Man to every other play, becauseit contains a vigorous onslaught
on militarism. This is the anti-romantic realistic Shaw who
wishes to take the gilt off the ginger-bread. Some like The
Doctor’s Dilemma in which we find the Shaw who takes a mis-
chievous delight in exposing modern shams, frauds and humbugs.
This is the iconoclastic side of his genius. I have met some peo-
ple who regard Back to Methuselal: as his supreme achievement. In
this play is found a curious mixture of science and fantasy.
Superman as Shaw himself wants to bz in this play, he creates a
race of supermen. But I for one believe that Shaw’s greatest
masterpiece is Saint Joan, in which the imaginative and the
idealistic Shaw has a free play. There is no doubt about the fact
that scattered here and there in the play are hits at the stupidity
and conservatism of man, the tyranny of established institutions,
the blindness of priests and the imbecility of kings, but the main
impression left upon our minds is that of the heroic personality
of Joan. In the portraiture of this personality, Shaw, the creative
artist, is at his best. Joan is not a puppet to air the author’s
views on thingsin gen-ral. bur a woran having an individuality
of her own,
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sumgnghit‘):s l?i(r)xt: klrflgw ho'w many of these plays will live, but
e s B te’e 18 an Immortal. People will wrangle to the
end of th 'llr:i er as to whick play is his preatest masterpiece

one Wil deny that Shaw himsslf js his greatest masterpiec®

Even when the interest in h;
. 3. in his plays .
in his personality will endure, Plays has faded away, the interest

What a2 marvellou
bute all the splendiq
mother, he will fea]

S personality it is{ If one were to attri-
gifts o}f Shaw to the kindness of his fairy god-
: wroth. He refuses to describe himsalf as a
?:;:-:t g};‘enlx]us& bSom‘etune back he said that any man could achieve

h? a . Y going through the discipline that he hag imposed
upon himself tor thirty years. But this is, to say the least of it,

not as easy of achieveme .
. nt as Mardens and §
us believe. mileses would have

But what robody can doubt is ths .
his strong will and his self~di%ciplint:1tIihzzqoxis :"f’hyﬁh‘““ to
was his best teacher. He was g man who atnf tmx‘pmxc\; b father
smoked all day_ lon;g. He was seldom sobar and wos ‘;ltrzujr’;nli
::g tlszlfi‘m .It‘};;alg that oue day he sent for the younr ShZ\:v a(;md
want to su<; 1 a :dt me, | am an utter failure in life. If you
every one be?ie:v ﬁV(;:d What’I have been doing . This was, as
2 strong will e is’ tle starting point of hys seli-discipline. With
PR e reso Yed that. he would not toych meat or smoke
ux or cissipite himself inany other wq The e
heroically kept this vow throughout h; ay. at Shaw has
knows. > is life the whole world

This is indeed the secret of hig
what keeps him sn young eve ;
}fe is seventy-six years old, h
five. This also explains how 1
For he is even now a live w

wnEging vitality.,  This is
o is ne e Iy“ spite of the fact that

18.as vitrl as a vouth of twenty-
12 has heen ghle tn defy old ag’e.

To this e wire, q“mck.onerzetic and athletic.
s with a viegyr that any voung man
b A Al

might envyv. immi .
favourite zﬁcrei\:ilo?;nmg and cyclin: and sun-hathing are his
e . €18 as careful to ka ; ¥
) PR ep his hodye as
P T?E%ssmml athlete would he: and his fady i o ‘L’qrf?ix of
sica S. P ML
y ! fitness Truelv Shaw has discovered the < f
perennial youth. ’ ¢ secret o

T now.

’fot to his perfectly efficient hodv s q
unlimited powers and b ity

min aver : i i

fresg :ﬂ:i/ezl shows any sions of strain ar fatiue It ic ever
res 1d always agile. He can turn it to what., er use he likes
or it always responds to his will. o wr :

U helps hi - 1
. . . APS m to write his
plays, to cope with his tremend correipond nee. o give

30 mated a mind of
oundless capacity. Like his hody, his

!
nus
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utterance to his thoughts on everything under the sun, to
address public meetings and to do various other things.

But Shaw has not turned the resources of his mind and

. body merely to the acquisition of material success. In fact, he

does not worship material success as such, as did Arnold Bennett.
Far be it from him to think of his work only in terms of L. S. D.
even though he is more highly paid for his literary work than
any other writer. To him his work is 8 means to an end
and that end is very noble. By means of it he wishes to lift
people out of the grooves in which their lives have been
running; in other words, to revolutionise people’s lives and
thoughts. This he does with a zeal which might be worthy
of a prophet. Like every other prophet, he wants to give
us new values of life. At the same time, he believes that
life is no mean and grovelling thing, but a thing of splendid
possibilities. His writings are, therefore, an antidote to the
cheap cynicism that is so prevalent these days, as well as to the
facile optimism that was so rampant in the Victorian era.
Shaw is, therefore, his own greatest masterpiece and his writings
are only fragmentary expressions of his personality. But they
are valuable in as much as they transmit his personality, to us
a personality so provacative and so intevesting. As Shaw said
to his biographer, Frank Harris, * Shaw is not a second rate or
tenth-rate man, Shaw is Shaw, horribly his unique self *'.




The South Indian Stage,

By G. Venkatachalam.

4 F the Stage, as it is commonly acknowledged, is ap
| index of the cultural level of a people, then, the Indian
Stage in general, and the South Indian Stage in parti-
cular, indicates an ahysmal depth of national de-
generacy, too sad and too painful for words. Everything in it and
about it, including the human element, is consistently crude and
inartistic. There is a studied cheapness and vulgarity shout the
presentation of dramas, even religious ones, and an utter dis-
regard for the public taste or opinion.

It seems indeed futile and profitless to attempt any criticism
of Indian actors and their acting, as they are indifferent to such.
The psychology of Indian professional dramatists, especially that
of the Tamil actors, is bewildering in the extreme. [t baffles ali
attempts at understanding and transcends all limits of ordinary
intelligence and common-sense. It taxes one’s patience to the
utmost and leaves one in great despair st the end. It isgq strange
display of arrogance, ignorance, apathy and barbarity, all rolled
into one hideous trait of a national character—too appalling for
words. The Tamil Stage and the Tamil players had never been
known to be anything else, but they are deteriorating so rapidly
so completely, within the last few years, that one wonders ié
these are the last spasms of their lingering death. Evep five years
ago one could have noticed some flickering life and hoped for jts
miraculous revival by the help of the rejuvenating forces of the
national renaissance, but now it seems almost a hopeless task and
beyond redemption. I, for one, cannot honestly envisage gn
future for the Tamil Stage, knowing, as [ do, its utter rottenne y
and its present depth of dezradation, and unless some mirg is
happens and some great genius arises to save it from its cle
ruin, it willonly just drag on its miserable existence asitnowq
It is so uniformly bad ; so uncompromisingly hopeless. It has ?es.
become an odious institution like Untouchability, Hindu W‘dast
or Child-Marriage, and it is tolerated even as mosquitoel ow
tolerated. The Tamil Stage to-day is a nightmare, and sogn S are
buried deep down in the bowels of the earth, beyond even theer it is
of vampires and the like, the better will it be for the fut reach
name of the Tamils. ure good

Certain

It is amazing that even educated and cult
it by their patronage, and what is worse, ofte
without, in the least, being offended by the ;

ured folks encourage
N praise and Jayq it
nsane sacrifice of art’

.
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and beauty they witness before their eyes. Critical and sensitive
to other horrors of life. they are sublimely indifferent to the
atrocities committed in the name of drama and music by-a group
of professionals who are, for the most part, uneducated and un-
cultured. Patience is a great virtue; indifference to the un-
essentials in life is a rare merit ; forgiveness is a divine quality,
but these can descend from ** the sublime to the ridiculous, " and
in this case they are a positive insult to one's better nature, a
grave injustice toa noble art and a distinct di:service to the
country.

It is incredible that people who clamour for better living, for
better housing, a higher standard of life and a litfle more beauty
in their homes and towns, should tolerate such ugliness, uncoath-
ness and vulgarity on the stage, which is supposed to reflect their
national culture and genius. The more one witnesses these
dramas and their crude shows, the more one is confirmed of the
complete degeneracy and the pitiful downfall of our people and of
our incompetence to organise and regulate anything systemati-
cally and beautifully. With so much beauty innate in our daily
life and around us, we have allowed ourselves to be the helpless
victims of so much crudeness and ugliness as reflected by our
theatres. The ideals of Indian drama and stage are as high and
noble as any in the world, but our practical achievement and
presentation are as poor and primitive as they could possibly be.

The psychology of an Indian audience is, too, an amazing
phenomenon, and its patience is indeed the patience of a way-
side stone. It is the limit of human forbearance to all the com-
forts of life and oblivion to all considerations of space and time.
Nothing tires the good people, and everything is tolerated and
even accepted without a word of murmur or protest. A per-
formance, dramatic or musical, may be as tedious and irksome as
possible ; the surroundings may be as filthy and foulsome as any
municipal drain ; the company as noisy and crowded as a market
place ; the players as funny and frivolous as buffoons ; the settings
and background as clumsy and crude as a gypsy tent, yet they

will sit right through the show with a patience almost pathetic in
its perversity.

This frame of mind is admirable in a sense, and that, perhaps,
is its only redeeming feature. Indians are a philosophic race and
are subjective by nature—a wonderful gift by themselves—and
so loose themselves in a play or a musical piece that they are
generally oblivious of the external surroundings and quite indi-
fferent to the expressional side of the art. That is 2 wonderful
attitude, but it can be carried to the most stupid and ludicrous
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extent as in this case. We have suaffered enough, politically, eco-
nomically, socially and otherwise by this subjective nature c;f our
national consciousness, and it is time that we focussed our atten-
tion a little on the objective world without betraying our dharma
or losing sight of our spiritual heritage. ’

Now, the two most popular and successful theatrical troupes
in South India that attract great crowds and break * box-office "
records, are those owned by Kittappa-Sundarambal and Subbiah
Bhagavathar-Rajalakshmi respectively. They practically mono-
polise the Tamil Stage and are tQ-day its leading exponents. Thejr
success is phenomenal ; their tours triumphal. Wherever they go
they fill the biggest hall avaflable to its utmost capacity ang earn
a large income. They seldom bother themselves with ta
talented actors or actresses for other roles in their dramas, or
carrying with them any set curtains or settings as the theatrical
companies used to do in the past. They just tour from town to
town, light-heartedly and with lighter luggage, and at best, with
half-a-dozen men to fill in the other characters and to do odds
and ends. With the minimum of cast and expenditure they make
the maximum of profits. Quite an interesting business proposi-
tion ; but what about the plays they are supposed to present and
the dramas they are supposed to enact ? Let me describe briefly
two of their best dramas that I recently witnessed, * Kovalan "
by Subbiah Bhagavathar-Rajalakshmi, and ““ Val)j by Kitta
and Sundarambal. . ppa

king any

“Kovalan " is one of the most beautifu] romances of the
ancient world, rich in matter and material for an artistic produc
tion. It is an old-world atmosphere, when India was great (I
prosperous; the scenes of action are in two of the greatest i

of ancient India—Kaveripumpatnam, a world-famons Sea? cmesf
olden times, which traded with Rome, Babylon and E PtOrt o
Madura, an ancient University city of a thousanq memog}’ pt. and
hero is a rich merchant, generous ang zood*natured l‘ll)as. The
and sensuous ; the heroines are two striking types of w ut weak
one an attractive, talented dancer, wh, lived up to hWOmanh‘opd.
and trade, and the other a chaste, devoted, genrt’le _'ffl' trad}tmn
type of the old world. There are enough dramat; Wite, an lde'al
the play to grip and enthral one; enough scope form Situations in
artistic expression and dramatic talent. any amount of

But, alas ! what did one see, ajj through .
hours, so trying to one’s nerves ang S0 taxin e tedlo'us five
nature? Not beautiful settings ang sceneries € to one’s gooq
and strjkingsituations, not relieving patheg or not good actiny
cledn atmosphere=buf, just songs, songs, songs ’:}?; :ll?t CV:;I'; .
’ ’ e endless
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-songs one heard!! Itis true that Indian dramas are a sort of

musical operas, but what a kind this was? Why advertise it as a
play at all, if there was to be no action or play-acting? Why
call it a drama, when there is nothing in it dramatic, except the
horridly painted curtains and gaudy tinsel dresses? Why defraud
the public with a tenth-rate production, when an ordinarily decent
one cannot be produced? There must be a limit even to
popularity.

I admit that both Subbiah Bhagavathar and Rajalakshmi are
good singers, and that crowds go just to hear their songs, and
that is as it should be. But is the stage the place for such a
purpose ? Cannot separate musical performances be got up, in a
more saitable place, to hear their songs! Why should the public
be made to pay a higher rate just to hear good songs in a bad
place and in trying conditions? [am sure Subbiah Bhagavathar
will not misunderstand me if I venture to suggest to him most
humbly that the stage is not for him. He has great talent as a
singer but very little as an actor, and he will be making the mis-
take of his life if he should take to this as his profession. There
is ample scope for his genius in the musical field, and he has a
name already in that line. There is not only *‘ His Master's
Voice "’ but *“ Columbia ” and other gramophone companies in
India to earn extra money. He is poor as an actor, and the
sooner he quits the stage the better will it be for him and his
audience. His blank expression, stiff attitude, his ungainly man-
nerisms and his clumsy musical gestures are no good to a success-
ful actor, much less to a hero. Drama is not Harikatha: it is
acting, interpreting moods and moments, and expression of emo-
tions. I am afraid these one has to look for in vain in his per-
formances—*‘ performances " really is his acting.

Rajalakshmi is good as an actress, and when shz gets into the
mood, as she did in the parting scene before the Madura city, she
acts superbly. Her songs suffer because of her broken voice.
Why not these popular singers try to preserve their voice and
not overdo it? People pay to hear not only good music but sweet
voice. [t is time that these artists are told what sensitive people
think and feel about them; and it is a great pity that the general
public is so insensitive to these finer things of art |

Kittappa and Sundarambal are another popular pair, certainly
more popular and more talented than Subbiah Bhagavathar and
Rajalakshmi. They have no rivals on the South Indian Stage
to-day and are the undisputed monarchs of theatredom. Like
Ceaser, they come, see and conquer. But, alas i
Kittappa was a precocious boy, and even
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attracted large crowds and charmed his hearers with his fine
voice and pleasing personality. He was the last of five brothers
who ran a theatrical company, Cunniah Company, which pro-
duced some successful plays and won the applause of the public,
and Kittappa was their star-actor. He was a lad of eight or nine
then, and he showed remarkable genius for singing and acting.
He had an attractive face and a sweet voice, and he used to de-
light his audiences in the difficult roles of Krishna,
Narada, Subramanya and Nandan. His brothers helped to draw
out his genius, and spent money lavishly in gorgeous settings for
their productions like *“ Krishna Leela * or ** Dasavathar ",

Arjuna,

But now all is changed. Kittappa has grown big and bloated
in body and has lost all his old charm. It is diffculs to recognise
that boy-hero, who was the idol of the South Indian public then,
in the present fat, double-chinned, prosperous-looking person,
who tries to sing and act. While there has been an alarmingly
enormous increase of his physical being, there is g considerable
decrease of his talent and art. He is a pathetic figure to-day, and
his heavy, unweildy body and stolid stare on the stage make one
almost weep at the tragic sight. All his know!edge of music and
early training do not come to his rescue, and his reckless life and
studied insolence to the public that patronises him certainly
deserve to be severely condemned.

His partner, both on the stage and in the business, K. B. Sun-
darambal, is no beauty by any means. but a golden-voiced girl,
one of the sweetest singers in South India. She possesses a fine
melodious voice and sings easily and pleasingly the most difficult
and intricate ragas. With a little more knowledes of music and
proper training, she could easily win her place
world and be a great asset to South Indian music. She is really
wasting her gifts on the stage, and at the rate she goes she may
break down ere long. Her national songs and her gramophone
records have made her name popular in Tamil homes. She makes
a fine combination with Kittappa in their singing competition.
which passes for drama, and like Subbiah Bhagavathar and Raja-
lakshmi, they are tolling the death-knell of the dramatic art of
South India. It's a harsh criticism, I admit, but nevertheless true.

in the musical

It is time that these people and their management are told
that they ought to make an effort to change their tactics and not
take advantage of the credulous public and blind admirers, and
that they must seriously attempt to produce their plays with a
well-trained band of actors and with proper costumes and settings.
Even when they are travelling from place to place, week after
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week, they ought to take their own theatrical appurtenances and
create their own stage, and not depend upon what they can get
hold of in the places they visit. They ought to respect their own
art traditions, even if they are not willing to change or introduce
new innovations, and they ought to show a little more regard for
public sentiments and criticisms. They can well take a lesson or
two in play-productions from the Bengali Stage or the Maharash-
tra Stage, which have made considerable progress along desirable
lines. Even the Andhra and Karnataka theatres attempt at fairly
decent productions; the worst offender in this respect is the
Tamil Stage, as represented by these two, and we beg of them to
pay heed to this warning. The public pay, and they demand this
from them.



These Young People
(A Comedy in Four Scenes)
By N. R. Decbhankar

CHARACTERS

Tarak Nath Dutt—A rich banker.

Kanaka Devi—His wife, a gushing matron with pretensions te
enlightenment.

Mohini—Their eldest daughter, (20). Called Didi by her brother
and sister. Demure, cool and charming.

Narendra Nath—Their son, (18) Pet name, Phelu. Ardent Youth-
Leaguer. Afflicted with the youth complex.

Chapala—Their youngest daughter, (16), addressed as Baby:
Vivacious, ready-witted, unconventional, pretty. The com-
ing flapper type.

Satish Chandra Basy—A rising barrister, (26). Wealthy but un-
prepossessing. Suitor to Mohini.

Profullo Kumar—Son of Mr. Dutt’s old friend, (24). Enterprising
and winsome. Not settled in life. In love with Mohini.

The action takes place shortly after the Karachi Congress (1921)
in a fashionable suburb of Calcutta.

Scene 1.

Drawing Room in Mr. Tarak Nath Dutt’'s Bungalow. Time: 10 &. M.

Tarak Nath: It’s so nice of you to have called. Must you
really go ? .

Basu: Well, I think I had better make a move. I have to look
in at my chambers as some clients are expecting me,

Kanaka Devi : But don’t they let you rest even on a Sunday ?
What a shame !

Basu: It’s these young ladies, you know. (laughs, twirls his
moustache and looks with a gallant air at Mohini and Chapala)
It's so difficult to keep them out of mischief, isn't it ?

Mohini: What ? More picketing arrests ?

Basu: No. It'sslapping a sergeant this time,

Chapala: (Clapping her hands) Oh, how splendid !

Kanaka Devi: How dreadful!

Narendra: She must be a brick, whoever she is.

Basu: If not a brick herself, she carried one in her armoury,
according to the sergeant.

Mohini: Whois she ?

Basu: lis Dr. Sen'’s Usha. Our plea is self-defence. It’s the

sergeant who slapped us first. The case opens tomorrow,
and I must get busy about witnesses and all that, you know.

Tarak Nath: Of course. We won’t stand between the knight
and his fair damsels.

Basu: Oh, no. (losking significantly al Mohini). My fair damsels
are here, and it’s to enquire after them that I venture to call
sometimes. (smiles and looks sheepish).

Kanaka Devi: You are always welcoms. [ don’t know what we
would have done had you not dragged these impulsive girls
of mine out of that picketing scrape. ~We think of you so
often, don't we, Mohini ? {Mohini twists the end of her sari
round her finger and is silent). Say good-bye to your rescuer,
my dear. We'll see you to your car, Mr. Basu. What a
noble profession is yours! (Mr. Basu beams on her in return,
folds his hands to the rest of the company and goes out with the
mother and the elder daughter, playing with his moustache.
Chapala and Narendra nudge each other in secret).

Tarak Nath: (Pointing to the departing barrister). There's a
model for vou, Phelu, if you have only the sense to see it.
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Such brains! Such luck |
Phelu were like him, Baby ?
Chapala: (Sstting on the arm o
tummy for my taste, papa.
emphasise her meaning).
Narendra: And too much moustache for mine.
points are rea},
Chapala :

Such wealth! Don't you wish

f her father's chair). Too much
(Slaps him in the mid-region 1o

1 wonder if the

Can’t they be had jn medium size, ] mean barristers ?
Narendra: Ang can’t the points be sawn off by a vet ?

Tarak I}Iath: You are talking nonsense as usual, both of you.
Think of the influence he wields, of the service he is ‘dojng to
the public!

Chapala: But doesn’t he get paid for that
Tarsk Nath: What did h p r that, papa?

i © get when he defend hini
in that affair ? ¢ defended you and Mo

Chapala: You offered him his fee.
look-out. Besides, we didn't wa
me out of my jail when my frie

Narendra :

If he didn't accept it, it's his
nt to be defended. He did
nds have had their turn twice.

If our corpulent friend declined his fee,

t, he will have it oyt of us
great lesson I have learnt in my P

. depend upon
in some other shape. The
olitical career is that no-

er mind your political car hat
about the other one ? 2 donn 208 o

Things are settling down h
' everywhere,
and you must either £o back to college, or start as an appren-

tice in our firm. Take g week to think it over,
Chapala: (Putting her arm round h ¥ :
v er father’s neck). You mustn't

scold him, papa. 1 shall be cross with you if you do.
o s Wil you, my fine lady 1 (Pinching her cheek)
T ey e

' oy. e i H

you. There will be no engd E3NE IS never complete without

: of talk now, 1 suppose, about
saving the country, What g wilful waste of ta\e‘:}:! ‘

Profullo: We are, indeed, flatt, .
Tarak Nath: : ered, Sir.

f
model and you couldn't 4 better to take young Basu for

] s YOU don't ray) hat
you like of me, byt Profulip,—¢ 21 y‘:etin trl:mt ? :3‘83(1) fwtm
Caleutta Thunderbolts, the second a)., e Forwar

Chapala: One of the Captaing of the

. _ ve
to salute whenever they pass him’s;::d::;ow'rh? S:uikas b8
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Tarak Nath: Really?

Narendra: Reuter cables his name every time he is in a match.
What is poor Basu compared to......

Profullo: Shut up Phelu. Tarak Babu is quite right. I'm going
to turn over a new leaf, Sir, and you will soon see me settled
down to work.

Tarak Nath: Spoken like a good boy. After all, with your M.A.
vou ought to do something. You know Ramesh Babu and I
were like brotbers to the last, and his son mustn’t mind if I
speak as frankly to him as [ do to my own. [ wish Pelu had
some of your s2nse. But let me not spoil your morning with -
asermon. And [ must be off to work myself. 1 have already
wasted an hour. (Exit Tarak Nath).

Profullo: You are not exactly in favour to-day, Phelu. What
have you been doing ?

Narendra: It's that wind-bag of a barrister. The governor has
fallen in love with him,

Chapala: He will not be the only one to succumb, Profullo
Babu, if you don’t look sharp.

Narendra: Shut up, Baby. Girls usel to be more maidenly
when ] was young.

Profullo: Dash it all, Phelu, what do you mean? We do see a
lot of him these days, now that I come to think of it. What
does he come here panting and puffing for? Do you think
he wants to-ec-I mean does Mohini—(Enter Mohini).

Mohini: What about Mohini ?

Chapala: Think of the angel, and there yon aret Profullo Babu
thought Mr. Basu had carried you off.

Profullo: You lookad so spell-bound when 1 passed you at the
gate and took so long saying goodbye.

Mohini: Did}®
Protullo: Mr. Basu must have been very entertaining.
Mohini: Perhaps he was,

Profullo: What's his favourite topic—thumb impressions, forgery
or 124-A?

Mohini: Iforgot to ask him.

Profullo: Ican’t understand what anybody can see in 2 fellow
who looks like a Micheline Tyre poster.

Mohini:  Beauty lies in the eyes of the behalder. [ 'm not
in the habit of discussing one guest with another.
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Profullo: Ibeg a thoweand pardows. 1 fear my visit has been
ili-timed, and { shall trouble you no more. 1 had brought that
play for your gathering. But since you are so preoccupied—

Mohini:  Qh, come on, Enough of your sulking. You know
the sevikas are clamouring for rehearsals. {To Narendra and

Chapala) Get up, you two. Let's read aloud the play in the
verandah,

Narendra: Fxcuse me, Didi. The great lesson [ learnt as a stage-

manager is that' too many cooks spoil the hroth. Besides, |
want Baby for a minute. We shall join vou later.
" Mohini:  Don't he long. Come on, Profulic Babu,
(Exit Mohini and Profullny
Chapala :  What’s the game, Phelu!?

Narendra: Do you see how he is mere putty, in her hand ?—
And this i the fellow who is 8 terror among the Thunder-
bolts. Baby, do you want independence ?

Chapala: Do want sunshine ? Do I want roses 7
melody 2 Do [ want heaven »

Narendra : Well, then take my advice and never fall in love.

Chapala: He has got it pretty badly, has’t he? [ would

rather have him for a brother-in-law than our grinnnming
baloon, the barrister.

Narendra: The same here.

Do 1 want

Scene 11,

Two weeks later, Mohini, Chapals and Narendsa in
Chapala’s ream. Time: Afternoon.

Narendra : Anybody can see that fat}
Profullo if our new friend, the

Didi doesn’'t seem to ming it a bit tho' Profullo and she

have been as gond as engazed for the fast vear. It's** Frailty
thy name is woman  al over again

Chapala:  Well, a little flirting is pot unknown with pretty

girls of Didi's type. But what surprises me is your Profullo.
When father turned down his suit he was disconsoiate for n
week, but to-day he is as gay g

a-da; fan accepted l{over. tho he
knows the field is clear for the '

Bar, as vou cal} hirm.
Narendra: I don't know who is the m
dr ore heartless twa,
Didi or Profullo ? ' of the

Mohini:  Thank you for the doubt, 1t e .
fault with others. But s all verv well to fin(

t yOu are not a girl, Phelu, and let
Bahy wait for g couple of vears and she ' ksnw.

ter wouldn 't have rejected
Bar. had not butted jn. But
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Chapala:  Of course, I know all that is passing on. 1em not
" such a simpleton. Paps and Mama have been working at her,
aa poor Profullo has no money,

Narendrs: Nonsense, my girl. Let’s be honest and not make
scape-goats of our parents. Father fumed and mother wept
for a week, but did that stop Didi from joining the Picket-
ing Brigade when it was the fashion ? No, the great lesson—

Chapala: Ohshut up. Leave your great lesson out for a while.
I know Didi loves comfort and wealth, aud—

Mohini: And don't you ? [ should like to see you live for a
fortnight really like the girls we worked with.

Narendra: But what are wealth and comfort if.you have to
take them with 2 man who looks like a pumpkin ?

Mokini: (Indignantly) Phelu !

Narendra: I'm sorry Didi. But er, besideg, how l'ittie you know
about his tastes snd all that sort of thing which makes for
friendship ?

Mohini: As for that, you can never really know a man-—unless
you go in for & companionate marrisge. 1i you are cspable
of changing your husband every fortnight, you are capable of
anvthing. i

i i ’ than selling your-
ala: Nothing of the kind. It's far better

Cha‘:elf for ever for a mess of pottage. If I do take a husband at
all, it will only be on trial.

Nérendra: Not if I'm alive,

Chapala: Why?

¢ risk of bumping ageinst an ex-
dra: Am Ito run the risk o _ ‘
Nar?;'other-inﬂaw in every street within a year 7 [ would much
rather drown myself in the sea.

: g t of sisters-in-
la: The law doesn’t protect me from the pes
Cha?:w, Why should it be se finikin about you ¢

Narendra: Do taslk sense, my dear girl.

Chapala: And sfter all,}can marry only one ata time, but
what's there to preventyou from marrying a whole seminary-
ful at ope gulp ?

Narendra: Ob, rubbish.
Chspala: Exactly,! The same to you.

Narendra: But we sre wandering from the point. Look here,
Didi. I'm sorryif l have been blunt. What I want to say
is: don’t get engaged against your wish. [ would much



60 ' THE SCHOLAR

rather you stayed unmarried than married i ’
¢ unhappily. I'm
going to look after Baby for ever—that talk about trial
marriage is a.ll bunkum—and if it comes to that, wecan easily
. Squeeze you in as a third. Can't we, Baby ?
Chapala: Of course, we can. Ph

D ) A *lu is going to make his fortune
in business, it's better to share his than a stranger’s. Besides

we could earn enough for pocket e i
. Xpenses by d -
hand and typing, can't we, Phelu ? P Yy doing short

Mohini: (Touched and amused q

{ t the same time) You are a cou le
of babies, and I shgll ever love you. Rest assured that [ shzll
never ma.rryetagamst my better judgment. And now, pro-
mise me in return, that you won'’t wor i

heads about me any more. v your dear little

Narendra: Do you mean you really lik
S y hike Basu better than

Chapala: Perbaps she believes with mother tha

: . t stout peo
nicer to get on with.. people are

Narendra: Does she want to adopt house-br

slapping as a profession that she should
with a barrister ¢

eaking or Seargent -
need to “‘get on *’

Chapala: And you have known and cared

. for Prof
years, Didi. You know you have, rofullo al] these

Mohini: You talk as if I'm already married to My,
leave both of them alone for a while, ;
for the best, whatever happens.

Basu. Do
Things will turn out

Narendra: Well. if you rely on Kismet—so be j L
your affair. 1t. After all, it's

Mokhini: And now, if you'll excuse me, I've
. . ’ . . 4 a few
write. (Exit Mohini) letters to

Narendra : Baby, I feel all wrong here (
feel as if Didi had typhoid, and we
by her bedside.

Chapala: Oh buck up, Phelu. Didi knows what she wants
is sure to get it. Don’t you worry about her, You ha and
of the blues, my boy. That’s what it is. Let's ve a fit
gymnasium and forget it. Tell me, am | gottin 20 to the
now ? Feel it. g a biceps

bointing to his heart). |
were watching the crisig

Narendra: (Feeling her arm and shaking his heaq
my dear girl, just butter. [ don’t know whizf:v:::') Buttgr.
your muscles. ong with
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"Chapals: Oh Phelu, don't say so. And I have been doing al}

those exercises. How am I going to slap a seargent, then? |
won’t be out-done by that pale-faced Usha.

Narendra: Perseverance, my dear. The great lesson I learnt in
my public life is perseverance.

Chapala: Well, let's go and do the persevering now, shall we ?

Narendra: Come along, I'm ready. And we could have a set of
tennis afterwards. (Curtain)

Scene III.

A week later, Tarak Nath Dutt’s Bungalow. Kanaka Devi, Mohini,
Chapala and Narendra in a verandah facing a garden.
Time: about 5 P. M.

Narendra: One more invitation from Basu ? What's the matter
with him ? Has he no work but to entertain us ?

Kanaka Devi: You cdon’t know what a lot he thinks of you young
- people. He is eager to know you better.

Chapala: Not a bad idea. Shows distinctly good taste. We are
agreeable to be known better, aren’t we, Phelu ?

Narendra: Not I, excuse me, my child. The great lesson; | learnt
in my political life is to distrust a man who takes a sudden
liking to you. Having two pretty sisters to look after, I can't
be too careful.

Chapala: You needn't strain your capacity for protection on my
account, Ndaren Babu. I am quite capable of looking after
myself, thank you for nothing.

Narendra: (Wriggling his fingers close to her face to tickle her)
Who is Narea Babu, pray ?

Chapala: (Amidst shrieks) Don't, oh don't.

Narendra: Csll me Naren Babu, do you ? (More shrieks) Will
you call me Naren Babu again ? o

Chapala: (Amidst shrieks) Please don’t. No, Phelu. Oh Mummy!

Kanaka Devi: Don't be rough, Phelu. Don't worry her. As]
was saying, Satish Babu has asked us all to a picnic tomorrow
at his Kaligunj Garden, some 15 miles away. We start at 4,
Do get ready in time. (To Mohini) And wear your green
Benares sari, my dear and those new bangles and diamond
ear-rings also. And Phelu, do behave yourself in company.

Narendra: Have Baby and Ialso to appear in full war-paint,
mother? I have a few choice khaddar dheties to selact from.
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Kanaka Devi: Don't be silly, my dear. Boys may wear anything,
and Baby is sure to do what she likes.

Mohini: 1 would rather not go, mother, if you don’t mind. I'm
feeling out of sorts, and thwe country roads make me nervous.

Kanaka Devi: Oh no, you must'nt disappoint Satish Babu, my
child. Asitis, I don’t know how to give him your father’s
excuses.

Narendra: Don't you worry about roads, Didi, I shall take the
wheel myself.

Chapala: And throw us into a ditch as you did the other day.

Narendra: My dear girl, that was some ramshackle car of your
friend. I'm going to take out our own this time. Besides,
since father is staying away, the Bar can come with us as a
ballast to our car. ‘

Kanaka Devi: You mustn’t call him “Bar,” Phelu. You do so
even to his face.

Narendra: Hell get used toit, mother.

By the way, may we
take Profullo to the picnic? He is prac

tically one of us.

Kanaka Devi: How can we, my dear? It’s for Satish Babu to
ask him.

Nerendra: Alright. Just as you please. I had better go and
overhaul the car for tomorrow. Coming, Baby? You can
be my cleaner.

Chapala: But you must let me w.

. ear your overalls, then.
(Curtain).

Scene IV.

Next day, afternoon, near an old culvert on a country road, some 12

miles from home. Kanakq Devi, Mohini, Chatala, Basu,
and Narendra stranded, as their car has stuck.

Mohini: I thought you had specially overhauled the car, and
now you land us in a regular break-down.

Narendra: I'll get the beastly thing right in a minute. There's
nothing to be excited about,

Kanaka Devi:
Phelu.

Narendra: It’s this confounded carburetter,

You've been saying 3o for the last 20 minutes,

mother.
Chapala: 1It's sure to be confounded something.

Basu: I wish you had let me bring my car and my man.
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. i . Spare
Nareadra: You're as helpful as the ladies, my dear Bar
a fellow whose luck is out. I'm doing my best. Hello!
What's that ?

Basu: Sounds like the horn of an approaching car. Thank God,
there’s hope of help.

Narendra: I say, Bar, go and signal therx.x to stgp. If the driver
doesn't see you a mile off, I'll get his license cancelled.

Basu waves his hands like a giant semaphor‘e. The car pulls up.
But instead of helpers, a number of masked figures, mostly yatut;:i
women, jump out, fire shots in the air, and hold up our party o
point of pistols. While a woman covers Bastf with a pistol, a man
pins his arms behind, ties him with an old sari to the luggage carrier
of the stranded car and silences him with a gag. At the sume lime,
Kanaka Devi is made similarly fast by his side, but not gagged. Moi
“hini is dragged and thrust into the raiders’ car. Chapala has o tusse
with @ masked woman, when Narendra throws himself between

them, staegers and falls, groaning in front of his car. The assflila:ets
. drive away at full speed. The raid is over in less time than it takes

1o desctibe it, Kanaka Devi is shouting for help. Chapala is maki ‘1;3 ‘
frantic movements backwards and forwards. Basu stares mutely
and helplessly in fromt. Narendra groans.

Narendra: Baby, they got me. I'm done for.
Chapale : (Bending over him) Oh Phelu, where are you hurt 7"
Narendra : Concussion of the brain. (Groans)

'Kanaka Devi : Phelu, Baby, where are you ? The wretches have
carried off Mohini.

Chapals : I'm here, mother. Phelu is hurt. Oh Phelu, what
shall 1do ? (Takes his head in her lap). . oo
Narendra: Good-bye, Baby ... I bequeath all... t0 you ... Be

good ... to my doggie.

Chapala: Don’t, Phelu. You'll be alright soon. (Tries tostifle
her sobs).

Narendra: Great lesson......I learnt.....in ambulance work...
concussion fatal,

Chapala: What shall | do without you, Phelu? (Breaks down
with grief).

Narendra: Dash it all, I cannot bear to see you like this. (Wh}s-
persin her ear) Listen, Baby. Don't be frlg!'ltened. Im
not hurt. It'sa frame-up. Profullo has. carried off Didi.

" They are getting married. They took me in the secret only
yvesterday,
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Chapala: (Sobbing on his neck) Are you really unhurt ? Why
didn’t you tell me before? How could youn be so0 crue} ¢

Kanaka Devi: Ob, what will happen to my poor Mohini ? Baby,
Baby, do come here for a moment. Tell me what has hap-
pened to Phelu. Cut this wretched cloth and set me free.

Narendra: (Aloud) Water, water... Concussion... Oh mother...

(W hispers to Chapala) Don’t loosen them yet. Didi must have
maore time,

Chapala: Yes, mother. I'm coming (Takes a glass from the pic-

nic basket, fills it with water from the jar. Phelu sips leisurely).

Narendra: (Whispering to Chapala) I suppose we must set them
free now (Gets up and totiers along on Chapala’s arm to the
back of the car).

Kanaka Devi: (Distracted) Phelu, Phelu. What will th
your Didi? It’s her jewels that have brought this oe:‘ 3o Lo
Do hurry up and get help. Undo our bonds first.
much hurt ?

I fear.
Are you

Narendra: Concussion, mother. But I'll get even with them yet
(He frees Basu, while Chapala does the same to Kangka Devi) .

Basu: Good God... Some water, Baby... This damgeqd gag... This
is not a common dacoity... Those she-devils

......

Narendra: That reminds me. Mother, those wild cats thrust a
letter in my pocket after giving me g cowardly blow from
behind. I find it’s addressed to you. (Hands over a criimpled
letter)..

Basu: Ah, there you are. 1 had my doubts...

Kanaka Devi: What mystery is this? Baby read this for me,
I'm so flurried. Let’s get into the car.

Kanaka Devi and Chapala get in. Basu and Narendra stand
outside, leaning on either door.

Chapala: (Reading aloud) “ My dearest mother...
Kanaka Devi: What do you mean? Who is writing >

Chapala: (Reading the signature at the end). *
Mohini "

Kanaka Devi: Mohini ?

Basu : lLet her read on, please.

Chapala : * When you read this { shall be married to Profulle
Basu : [ thought as much.

Kanaka Devi: Married to Profullo ?

Narendra : Let's proceed with the letter, mother.

" Your loving daughter,
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Chapals : I always meant to do so but you wouldn't listen. I'm
sorry for Satish Babu, he has been so good. But | never gave
him my consent, and he knew how 1 felt about Profullo—"

Basu : She was quite frank on the point, ] must say. Only 1
couldn’t help pressing her to let me hope.

Chapala: ** Do forgive me for giving you a fright.  But that was
the idea of the Sevikas, and I couldn’t refuse them a little fun...”

Kanaka Devi: Fun, indeed !

Chapala : " Besides, Baby always scormed me for being so staid
and prim and I wanted to teach her a lesson—"" (Thank you,
Didi) * Profullo asks me to plead for him.  His uncle has just
adopted him—"".

Kanaka Devi: Adopted him ?
Narendra : Yes, yes, mother, go on Baby.

Chabala: " But he wanted to be accepted for himsslf and kept it a
secret even from me till we planned this raid. The Magistrate
at Tum-Tum is his friend and will certify our marriage. From
there we go to Bhadrapur, another 20 miles, to the uncle’s'estate,
Do be’'good, mother and give us your blessings, I'v written 10
father. He always liked Profullo and is sure to forgive us if
you do. When will you give the marriage banquet? Write
your veply. We want to be there in good time. Your loving
daughter—Mohini .

Kanaka Devi: (Wipin> her eyes) What a shock the gir]l has
given me ! All sorts of horrors passed before my mind...
And I'm so sorry for you, Satish Babu.

3asu: Never mind about me, mother—let me call you so here-
after. You must be terribly shaken. Let's push on to my
garden and refresh ourselves. It's only a matter of couple of
miles. (With o meaning smile). The break-down has served
its purpose now, hasn’t it, Phelyu ?

Yarendra: (With a guilty laugh) You have guessed it, Bar. And
there’s nothing I would like better at this moment than a cup
of tea. This keeping up of the concussion is thirsty work.

anaka Devi: Has he too been in this shameless plot ?

‘hapala : I shall never forgive him, mother.

larendra: 1 couldn’t take risks, Baby. The great lesson I learnt
about human nature is that women can never keep a secret.

hapala: Another person I shall never forgive is Digi.

larendra: What about the arch-offender, Profullo? Is he to go
scot-free?
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Kanaka Devi: Ishe? You just wait and see. (Smil; . -
cently) He has always been a naughty boy, Satish g:bc:mpvlvae
have known him since his childhood. And now h;'ll be
the biggest zamindar this side of Darbbanga, just fancy.

Basu: I can quite believe it! Some people have gll
th
their side. ¢ luck on

Narendra : I say, Bar, don't take this fiasco to heart, There’s
a girl | know who'll make just the wife for you. Yoy leave
it to me. The great lesson

Basu: Look here, Phelu. We're all frightfully hungry, sng j
you don't start the car at once and drive for all your ;zorth —
well, there will be concussion of the brain in earnest tiﬁs
time. (Curiain). '

......
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Lost Property.

By F. H. Aldhouse, M. A.

24 Y name is Oscar O'Mara, I am a flight-captain in the
' Free State Flying Corps. Six months ago I crashed.
We got into an air-pocket and nose-dived. My
observer Shamus Murphy was thrown out and killed,

he was an old school friend.

I myself was hurt, I had bad concussion and other injuries.
The physical damage I recovered from in St. Brickin’s Hospital,
but my nerves were badly affected. Our doctor considered I
ought to have a complete change. SoIcame to England and
went as paying guest to Mrs. John Bull.

I found the house delightful. There was a shady garden
stretching down to the Thames, it was sufficiently near London
for a visit to theatres and cinemas, but far away enough to be
quiet and rural. Mr. Bull was, I believe, a stockbroker. A
youngish bald-headed man with a vacant slightly comic cast
of countenance. He had one charming boy of ten, Jimmie, who
made great friends with me.

I did not like Mrs. Bull, why I could not say. She had a
well-furnished table, everything ran like clockwork in that
house and she made me both welcome and comfortable. Still
I did not like her. There was something strident in her manner
and, though Isaw no evidence of it, I thought she could be
cruel. Still that was only my impression, she treated her little
boy in every way as a mother should, there was no friction -with
the servants, and if she dominated her husband I felt sure it was
for his own good and he seemed in no wise to object. Mrs. Bull
was studiedly civil to myself and fell in with my likes and dislikes.
All I could say was her geniality seemed a trifle stereo-typed.

By medical orders 1 spent a good deal of time in the open air.
There was a tent in the garden and in it or the hammock under
the sycamore, when I was not in town, I rested and read most of
the summer days I spent in Sunnyfield. Jimmie went to a select
Preparatory School in the mornings, but in the afternoon he
frequently came out to talk to me. He showed me his rabbits and
pigeons, played a slow game of croquet or midget golf and was de-
lighted to hear a Fairy Story of the Sidhe of Green Cire. The
Bulls did not seem to have many acquaintances, though a working
party for some foreign mission came to Mrs. Bull’s drawing room
once a week.
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Bull himself was a sidesman or something at the Church
of St. Polycarp. Being a Catholic myself I am unable to tell you
about their ecclesiastical interests. Apart from which ard an
occasional bridge party, they had few callers.

The garden was large far the house and an old gardener kept
it trim, calling daily on a bicycle of vast antiquity, but which like
himself was still serviceable and reliable.

I was glad that Mrs. Bull never had a tea party in the garden,
or brought her sowing party out and I noticed that in the long
warm bright evenings, none of the family ever came out.  But it
was none of my business and I gave no hint of my surprise, which
might bring them out and perhaps drive me in.  For [ could not
if I desired tosleep well and take an active part in anything in
the evening, since my accident.

Then one evening [ saw the girl. I had laid down a book I
was reading. It was still quite bright but the evening shadows of
the trees made reading difficult.  As I lay back in a deck-chair
and looked down towards the path to the river I saw a young girl
of about eleven with a skipping rope coming up it. [ had never
seen her before but as I looked I could see she bore a certain
resemblance to Jimmie. | felt sure she was a sister, who had
either returned from school or from a visit. She was a dark-
haired child, while Jimmie was fair like his mother, and she had
the pallid skin that often goes with raven locks. She moved
very lightly and almost seemed to glide down the path and as
she came close to me she looked sosad that a greeting I was
about to call out died on my lips.

Whatever the young maid's trouble was it seemed to so
engross her mind that she hardly noticed me.  She looked with
her pathetic brown eves at me and passed a rhododendron tree.

She did not go on to the house so | supposed she had passed
on at right angles to it to the gate. My supper was brought out
by the servant maid and I went to baq shortly afterwards. Next
morning at breakfast I saw no place laid for the girl, and she did
not come.

' “Is anything wrong with your little girl, Mrs. Bull v [ en-
quired. I did not think she looked cheerful last night.”

I thought Mrs. Bull’s face hlanched somew hat.

“ My little girl, Capt. O'Mara 7" she answered. *'] have only
Jimmie. What makes you think I had a girl 3

“ Why I'saw a girl about ayear older than Jimmie, in the
parden last night,” Isaid, ' about 9-30, She seemed quite at
home and [ wondered who it was.”
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** Someone who lost a tennis ball or shuttle-cock and came to
get it,” Mrs. Bull remarked, ‘‘ the children in this place have
absolutely no manners.”

But there was something in Mrs. Bull’'s manner that did not
ring true. However I was not interested much anyway.

That afternoon Jimmie came out and played a sort of croquet
we had invented and I told him a Fairy tale. He was much in-
terested and stayed till the lights of day and night were forming
twilight. When the story ended he noticed that, * Thanks a'fully,
Capt. O'Mara ™ he said, ““ I must go in.”

“ Why the hurry, old chap ? [ asked.

“Oh I mus'nt be here at this time.” he told me. *There—
there are shadows I don’t want to see.”

“ Shadows ?" [ said. * Nonsense!"

But Jimmie ran like a hare to the house without once looking
back. Just then I glanced down the path to the river, the child I
saw the night before was coming up it.

I hailed her. * Good evening, missy”, I said, “ have you been
looking for something "

“Oh hello,” the young girl said. * Yes, I was, it's in the
river, but I can’t get it out.”

* What was it 9" I asked. ““If it’s a ball or anvthing light it’s
on its way to the Nore by now.”

*No, it’s under the bank,” the child answered.

At that moment myv attention was distracted by the violent
back firing of a motor. Since my accident anything connected
with engines have made my nerves vibrate. When | looked round
again, my yvoung friend was gone.

** She must run like a streak of greased lightning,” I thought.
““Hil are vou hiding behind the bush ?”’ But there was no answer,
and no one was to be seen when I searched.

“You were right, Mrs. Bull,” I said next day, ¢ the child I
saw had lost something, she told me so. She is some sprinter!
She ran like a lamp-lighter, for she disappeared without saying
good night.”

Mrs. Bull looked quite white and siartled.

** This is very annoying, Captain,” she said. ' Children com-
ing uninvited into our garden. I must put a stop to it, what kind
of looking girl was she? [ will write a note to her parents.”

“ Why, she is a very dark haired child " 1 told her, “rather
like Jimmie in features. She is dressed in white and has a red
sash.”
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Mrs. Bull gave a gasp and clutched at her heart. “‘Just a -

spasm,” she said in a strained voice. ‘“‘I've been subject to them
for years. I wonder Capt. O'Mara if you would mind very much
coming in earlier? That girl must be trying to flirt; the little
hussy ! It’s a mistake to encourage her.” .

“Ah, nonsense,' Mrs. Bull "’ I couldn’t help myself being vexed.
* A child of eleven wanting to flirt | If she comes again, I'Tt' fna’
out what she lost, that will end her visits. Its a hoop or a go-cart
or something that won't float!”

Mrs. Bull appeared to disagree, but her ‘spasm’ must have
been severe, for she tottered out of the room as if she were about
to faint. I went out again to the tent, and there evidently wait-
ing for me was the dark-haired child. '

She smiled quite sweetly at me. “If you want to be nice,
Captain,” she said, “ I'll show you where to find what I lost.”

* Rightho, dear,” I said.

I got a rake and hegan fishing where my little friend pointed.
I got some stained cloth in the rake's teeth. I turned up wy
white flannel trousers and with sleeves rolled up to my shoulders
I began groping under the bank.

Something held down by roots and weeds began to come to
the surface. My God! It was a child's skeleton !

*“ That used to be me,” a young voice spoke.

As I'looked I could plainly see the branches of i
. : a weeping-
w.lllow tree through the dark-haired child! As I watchedp slﬁe
kissed her hands to me, became transparent, vanished.

" Idon’t blame you, Capt. O'Mara,” Mrs. Bull said to me
half an hour later, while a large policaman took notes> as fast as
hg could. * That was forseen, Mr. Bull's daugher b h.asﬁ a:
wife. She was a little vixen living and she's a bigger . dxs h;
did hope when I pushed her into the river we wn’x"e doone .e:d.
By no means! she’s persecuted me ever sinc‘e bu:e “;:t her.
started to come appearing to visitors ! Well | sa\'v all ww en 'she
I told people she'd vanished, she was out skipping, th as ;qdlng.
she was drowned by accident but she was never f(; ;y ‘ ngh:
Because [ sunk a piece of the bank on to her with a lsln d oy
her down. Nothing could do that | She’s impoxsible that-noser.

ble creature frightening even i 1
poor little . i 1
was " . RS Jlmmle! I told him she

The policeman ponderously shook h;j
** She’s dotty,” he said with his lips. his heavy head ar me.
Mrs. Bull is now in Hanwell.

The sh
.1 am again in Baldonnel. ock cured my nerves.

Ahalya.

By Chinta Dikshitulu.
1

Mandara: Have you seen, Paraijata ?

Parijata: What?

Mandara : It was not here yesterday. This morning too, it was
not here, I woke up from my sleep and looked and then......

Parijata: Yes, yes. May be it is a plaything of the children of
Rakshasas. Or it might be the seat of Devatas. Or the
Gandharvas might have put it there to use it as a foot-stool
for painting their feet with vermilion on.

Mandara : It is not such a stone, Parijata.

Parijata:  Did it rain stones while we were asleep ?

Mandara : [ see this solitary stone round about here.

Parijata: Could a meteor have broken itself from a planet and
come to live on earth in this form ?

Mandara: This can 't be such a stone.

Parijata: Swayed by an earthquake, could the Himalayas have
hurled this stone?

Mandara: No, no, This shines with the splendour of the sacred
stone, Saligrama that takes its birth in the Gandaki river.

Parijata: Whatever it is, it looks as if it is fit to be served by us.

Mandara : This stone may not be a stone after sll. We shall
have to find out who it is.

Parijata: That is not difficult. When the wind whispers among
our leaves we can know.

Mandara : This may be the theme of the songs of our birds that
travel over distant lands.

Parijata: It may bethe object of praise of the bees that perch
on our flowers.

Mandara : We shall find it out.

. Parijata: Yes.

I

Gandharva: Indra gave me orders to exanrine all the stones in
the world. .

Gandharvi: What for ?

Gandharva: The lady whom he loved became a stone, it seems,
by the curse of Gautama.

Gandharvi: Poor ladv !
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Gandharva: The stone that emits the fragrance of the celestial
gardens, the stone in which a fluttering heart is concealed......

Gandharvi: What a simpleton Indra is !

Gandharva: Why do you think so ?

Gandharvi: Could a lady turned into a stone retain the qualities
of a woman ?

Gandharva: Are we then directed to this work by the fancy of
a passionate man ?

Gandharvi: How many stones have you examined till now

Gandharva: Oh, many, many. All looked like stones with the
same qualities. Tell me how to pick out that stone that was
formerly a woman.

Gandharvi: I was never turned into a stone. How can I tell ?

Gandharva: Being a woman can you wot guess ?

Gandbarvi: Poor Ahalya! Her happiness was in a moment

turned into misery. The punishment for her sin is to assume
the form of a stone. Is that not so ¢

Gandharva: What then ?

Gandharvi : You can see repentance in such a stone.
Gandharva: How ?

Gandharvi: Listen to the end.

Gandharva: Yes.

Gandharvi: Repentance must have its truit. What iy

Gandharva: Purged of sin to become woman again,

Gandharvi: How ?

Gandharva : It is part of the curse.

Gandharvi: What is that ?

Gan@harva : The touch of Sri Rama’s fee
intoc woman.

Gandharvi: 8o, we shall look for tha
waits for the touch of Srij Ra
its deliverance.

Gandharva: Not that only

Gandharvi: What is it ?

Gandharva: It takes millions of
woman in the ordinary course of evolution.

Gandharvi: Well!

Gandharva: Due to the curse, the lady, contrary to nature,
evolved into a stone in a moment.

Gandharvi; Well!

Gandharva : In this strange evolution
some of its stages.

that ?

t transforms the stone

' t stone which, softened,
ma’s feet which will bring about

3 thereis something else.

we could perhaps notice

years for a stone to become a-
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- Gandharvi : Does it emit the fragrance of celestial gardens, as

imagined by Indra ?

Gandharva : In that stone, perhaps, we may notice something
of the woman, something of the beast and something of the
stone.

Gandharvi : Let us see, come along.
| 111

Mandara : Did you hear, Parijata ?

Parijata : What is it ?

Mandara: The Gandharvas, it seems, are coming this way exa-
mining stones.

Parijata : What for ?

Mandara: To discover that stone that formerly stole the heart
of Indra in the form of Ahalya.

Parijata: Who told you ?

Mandara : The birds perched on my branches were whispering
to each other.

Parijata: Why does Indra worry so much now ¢ Js it not
enough that he broke her heart and destroyed her life ?

Mandara: He wants to shed tears of love on the stone.

Parijata: Does he worship this stoneas the sacred idol of Ahalya?

Mandara: She is destined to have no rest from him even in this
petrified state.

Parijata: How could this Indra see in that stone the beauty of
form, the sweet smiles, the sweeter words which he learnt to
love in Ahalya ? It is a pity he doesn’t think of his disgrace
even.

Mandara: Poor thing! Look at the stone. It seems to me it is
misery crystallised.

Parijata: It looks like her tainted body with lives of repentance

on it. ...... She took shelter at our feet !
Mandara : Look, look, how it is swelling and swelling and con-
tracting !

Parijata : Boiling with grief as though.

Mandara: With its every particle throbbing as though with
grief, this stone compzls our service.

Parijata: Here they come, Gandharva and his consort.
Gandharva : Here is a stone.
Gandharvi : Look, my dear,—this poor thing, this stone—

Gandharva: Is that shivering with heartache? How like a
human being ! .
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Gandharvi : That is reponiance. Isee the woman init. Look
how the particle-throb on that side is subsiding !

Gandharva : Passing the stage of man, crossing the stage of the
beast, this is preparing to settl> down as a stone to remain so
for some time.

Gandharvi : It is a great thing tuat in this stony stage there is
concealed the longing for the Lord ! :
Gandharva : This stony stags may, after all, be a sort of trance

leading to communion with God.

Gandharvi: You may be right.

Gandharva: Look, dear ; observe those shining specks—they are
eyes! that glimmer there—her smiles! that all-pervading
golden tint—her body ! observe that fragrance, that beauty
that rapture—she is fully reflected in that stane. ‘

Gandharvi: 1 think they are not in that stone; they are in your

eyes—.

Gandharva: Nc, my dear, I am trying to see you in that stone
to make sure that—

Gandharvi: Come along -We saall inform Indra of thiy.
Gandharva: Poor stone, Poor stone .
Gandharvi: Come away. mv dear. come,

v

Indra: The two sacred plunts, Mandaca and Parijata, gave shelter
to my Ahalya, they say. Where are they? Can [ identify
that stone? This is Mandara and this Parijata. s this that
stone—my Ahalya? These qood plants have shel their fow-
ers on my stare and earned my gratitude. {5 this stone my
Ahalya? Where is that beautiful heart from which spring
sprouts of love ? --This throbbing ed.e ? Is this smooth round
red border her lip, the fount of neclar s Thess golden
streaks-~are these her arms, wont to embracs in ever-tighten”
ing grip >—1s this crystalline crag hor Roating eves? This
golden hue pervading ol vound -is this her sacred body?
This stone- Oh, God i~ this stone iy Ahalva»  What o dire
fate overtook my Ahalva! Conscious of my presence, Per’
hﬂps.this stone is throhbing ~throbbing with all s might
just to shape my name with hor sweet lips, entwine her armé
around me aud dissolve me in hersel. What a vain attempt
MY Ahalya that once built steps to the sovercienty of Love
is now helpless ~unable even to welcome me - Ahatys, MY
d'ear Ahalya,~can't vau fag an e veply to me s It 38 throb’
bing still more viclently anoth.p attémm may be, to uttef
my name. | have COM: 10 v Val solace, n)v' dear Ahal)’"
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speak first one word to me. Hark, a faint sound is emanating
from that stone—At last, the stone has succeeded in produ--
cing a sound—my name ?

Stone : (faint sound)

Indra: It is some sound—no doubt of it. Do you hear me,
Ahalya ? Are you speaking ? Speak, my dear,  am listening.

Stone: (Sound)

Indra: What could that sound be? Did it call me by name ?
Could it be my name Indra ? Oris that the sacred syllable
Om ? Could I have heard wrongly ?

Stone : (Sound)

Indra: Idon't think she called me. That sound is not Indra.
It is perhaps that mystic syllable Om, or it might be Ram.
Perhaps my Ahalya did not recognise me. My dear Abalys,
look here, I am Indra. I have come with these celestial flowers
to adorn you. Iam Indra, Ahalya! Are you hearing with
those throbbing stony waves—your ears ?

Stone: {(Sound)

Indra: Again that sound! She is not listening. That looks
like 2 combination of Om and Ram—did I offend her in any
way ? How can I win back her love ? My dear, I have come
for you. [ shall take upon myself your grief and suffering,
won't you speak ?

Stone: RAM!

Indra: That sound is Ram ! The stone is directing all its vibr-
ations into one channel to utter Ram. What should I do ?
Don't you hear me, my Ahalya?

Stone: RAM!

Indra: Youare no stone tome. Yon are my Ahalya. 1sur-
render my sovereignty over heaven at your fest. My gardens,
my elephant, my afl shall wait on vou, my dear. Don’t
vou speak, Ahalya?

Stone : RAM!

Indra: The combined effort of all the vibrations of the stone
seems to be to produce the syllable Ram. I shall wait and
see if ever she deigns to utter myv name.

Stone: RAM!

Indra : Is this stone devoid of life ? Why these vibrations then?
Is this devoid of reason? What about this name of Ramn
emanating from it ? However long I wait, she heeds me
not. However much [ call her she responds not. There
seems to be no use in further waiting here.

Stone: RAM!
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Indra: Look at the wonder! Both these plants have taken to
uttering the same sound. Thsse birds too begin to sing of
Ram. The wind among the leaves is whispering the same
name. —Well, my dear, are you not my refuge ? Don’t yau
speak ?

Stone: RAM!

Indra: What an idiot I am to imagine that a stone would speak
tome? This stone evidently is not my Ahalya—yet—shali
I try this once ? She may respond. My dear Ahalya, —
Stone: RAM!

Indra: Itoo am feeling that I should utter the name of Rama.
Ishouldn’t stop here any longer. 1 shall reconstruct my

Ahsalya in my mind and adore her, That gives me solace.
Adieu, Ahalya !

Stone: RAM!

Indra: Again the same name! ‘Ram ’is the only reply to all
my questions. Better to depart.

Stone: RAM !

Mandara: Indra went away—A passionate fellow !

Parijata: Poor stone! Qur leaves should give it cool shade. Our
branches should watchover her. Our birds must sing for her.

Mandara: OQur flowers with their combined fragrance should
show her hope in the future.

Stone: RAM)

Parijata: The sacred name of Ram emanating from the stone
and spreading all round makes this spot holy.

Mandara: In time, we will be blessed with the sight of Srj Rama,
thanks to this stone.

Stone: RAM!
Parijata: Then we shall be blessed by touching the feet of Sri

Rama through our flowers.
Stone: RAM!

Mandara: Look how the stone is incessantly repeating the name
of Ram.

Parijata: Why should we waste our time in this vain talk ?
Stone: RAM!

Mandara: RAM!

Parijata: RAM1!

Stone: RAM!

Ceremonies of Daily Life

By Jamshed Nusserwanji.

g
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ENERALLY we are anxious to teach our children good
manners, and along with such good manners how to
use good words. We teach them how to say ‘' Thank
you,” “Good morning,” ‘‘Good evening,” etc., and we
are always eager that they should behave well in society. But

somehow or other we generally forget an important part, and

that is the greatest lesson taught by all Messengers of God from
time to time, that thought and thinking are more important, and
that these ought to precede words and actions.

Generally we do not act or speak unless and until a thought
makes us give out a word or do something. When we teach our
children to speak accurately and to act in life with good
behaviour, we make them like mechanical toys. They act

mechanically, because precise thought is not there behind their
actions or words. ~

We teach them to play also in this mechanical way. They
are told to do something, to read something, to chatter away
something, and the poor children act accordingly, We reserve a
time for prayers, and thus the children are brought up in a
mechanical manner to do something or to speak something at
particular times and on particular occasions. We do not guide -
them on fundamental principles, perhaps believing that they are
too young. But we have forgotten that it is just when they are
young, they are able to catch many things and can practice and
put into action which they are not able to do later on, when they
grow big. Once the body is made to do something in a particular

groove and the mind runs in a particular rut, it is difficult there-
after to change.

I was speaking one day to a group of young children in a
school, and I suggested to them that it would be so nice if they
made one thought every day whan they entered their school.
Their school building was beautiful, airy, ventilated and commo-
dious. I urged them to pray to God that otker children in the
city may also get the comfort of such nice, airy, ventilated, com-
modious buildings. I put before them the noble teaching of
Prophet Zoroaster, *‘Happiness to him by whom happiness to
others”. I could see from the eyes of the children that that idea
appealed to them considerably as if to say: “ How nice to think
like that! ™
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use of such opportunities, and we miss, therefore, many happy
occasions for ourselves, and miss the opportunities of giving
happiness to others.

All this can be done very easily when we have a fixed purpose
for everything in our minds. Mr. J. Krishnamurti has stated
often in his excellent talks, that if mankind have a fixed purpose,
a goal in view every moment, they will be free from miseries, one
and all. If we bave, therefore, love for mankind as a fixed pur-
pose behind each action of ours, we would be and could be mighty
channels to create happiness in this world for ourselves and
for others.

When we begin to read, if we have a fixed purpose of giving
out our knowledge to make others happy, when we begin to per-
form an operation in the surgical ward, if we have love to cure,
to heal and to give out a healing method to the doctors of the
world, if when we have to defend an accused or a criminal in the
Court, we have a fixed purpose of freeing him from the calamity
and thus giving out to the world a clue, or in the legal words as
they say “authority "’ which could defend other persoas in the
similarly involved position ; if a professor when lecturing to his
students in the college could put himself in touch with the author
mentally and try to invoke his original thoughts on the subject
and give them out to the students, the world would change
considerably in ten days.

We have to begin from a very early age to learn these beauti-
ful methods of daily practice in life. We ought to impress on the
younger ones from their very youth how to cultivate our thought
power with a fixad purpose in our mind. If children are taucht
that when theyv are hearing their teachers in the classes, they
should send out a loving thought to the teachers, if they are
taught when they enter the school, to invoke love of God on the
school, if they are taught to send out a loving thought as soon as
they saw a weak or unhealthy child or any creature in pain, if
they are taught to invoke health on them and others when they
eat a piece of biscuit or bread or anything, if they are told to
invoke love when they drink water, if they are instructed to
think of love and to send out a message of love with thzir thought,
when they write letters to their parents or friends, the world
would be free from all the evil effects of national, communa!l and
individual hatred very soon.

If we can practise these unassuming, unseen and easier
methods of sending out love in daily life, we will be happy beyond
our expectation. There are many wives who have to iron their
husbands’ clothes; when ironing they may be thinking many
worldly thouzhts; perhaps they are angry, perhaps they are
depressed, and very few understand that they pass on their
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depression and anger even when doing particular types of work
for other persons.

If a wife can send cheerful thoughts when ironing the
clothes of the hushand, if she can pass on the message of love
with every stroke of the iron, she would find a considerable
change in the attitude, character and temper of her husband.
When she arranges the clothes of her husband and keeps them
ready, this little method of loving would perhaps be very useful,
more than any outward show or demonstration of love which
generally becomes mechanical without any thought at the back.

‘ If a mother when she cats a bread into slices or fruit into
pieces for her children, with every stroke of knife thinks of
health and love for her children, she would pass on that guality
that power to the children through this littla ceremony. '

l?eople think. of big ceremonies, costly ceremonies, demon-
strative rituals, through hired priests and invoke Goci by pay-
ment of money and engaging hired persons to invoke God'’s
mercy ; but how little do we know that God has given the power
of priesthood to each one of us to use and pass on.

The quantity of love is never reduced by use:the more
we use,.the more polished, more refined, more cultivated, more
in quality it multiplies. Mightier than the yagnas, the j:;shans
and such demonstrative ceremonies are the little ceremonies of

magnetising with love every article a .
. . = )d ever ers
daily lives. Yy person in our

A bad thought has a bad effect on the body and the mind,
a good thought has a good effect —this eternal Law must be
taught and must be worked every minut~ of our life. Evary
tou.ch of a pencil in our hand, every action of giving the smallest
article to another, every salutation, every s;;ile ~for v:; frien;l
i;’\?:yfﬁlratr}lxceaa; af’Oth’—; Del;fon. should bring forth and should
g : oving thought. When wo :
road, mstegd of vague idle thoughts ang w;m:riia‘:;“;le:ﬁn?v t“},:e-
should cultivate this ideal of fixed purpose of ;‘en'l’mg out le. ing
thougl}ts of courage, purity, fearlessness ﬂr[i s el he Ofmﬂ
qualities and virtues. Ane such other yoad

; VYe B0 to acinema and sit there idly lookin: at a picture
thmkmg something else or chattering away idle «;(‘):si . W'tht
every picture that we see showing viciousn »ss f:r')n p: o ‘t
should go a thought : *“ God save me and al| who are c:;tr le}?rrcse
from such viciousness,” when we see a virtue pictur )‘1 ing ﬁ]e
we should send out a loving thought with God bies uh ona ; n;l
who are siting in the cinema hall with such beauti(uls vieru:g e

We go to the sea-beach aimlessly, we walk there aimlessly
we speak to friends, and many a time pass our time in gossip and‘
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in slandering others, On the sea-beach, if we can know how to
take a long and deep breath, and if we can send out love to the
world at large, around, and beyond the seas, with every breath o6f
ours we would create happiness beyond our expectation.

When we go to gardens, we move about here and there ; if we
can draw love from every flower, and if we can think of freshness
and think of life and not of decay, and sand out powerful currents
of growth and beauty to the world, we would create mighty
currents of happiness round about.

In matters of daily life it happens that two friends quarrel.
The father and mother are sometimes not on good terms ; two
brothers fall out; in all such matters if we can keep out as a
partisan and in silence and with humble attitude if we can take
these two misunderstandin; parties in our hearts, and send out
out loving thought, if we can make them in our hearts to embrace
each other, to shake hands and to forget the past, we would soon
bring an end to their misunderstanding and quarrels. When we
become a partisan, when we use words, we bring ourselves into
the same mire of misunderstanding and quarrels. But if we can
stand aside and silently practise these beautiful ceremonies, if we
can become priests in thought at every moment of our lives, we
will make our whole family good friends and our whole group of
friends excellent companions.

We invite friends to tea and offer them a cup or a cake or a
biscuit or sweetmeat. These are excellent courtesies, but behind
this excellent courtesy must lie the great power of love. When
we pour out the tea in a cup, when we offer a piece of buscuit or a
slice of sweetmeat, with each action of courtesy, we must pass on
that touch of fraternity, of rrotherliness and love. Thus we will
make them to forget their worries, their depressed condition, and
we will bring them to cheerfulness and happiness. A day comes
when by the practice of this daily occult methods in daily life we
become a powerful plant and engine ourselves. Theare will be no
need of vagas and jashans and ceremonies and all such costly
demonstrations.

God has combined the priesthood and the power into each of
us, provided one knows how to use it for daily production. God
has not fixed a suitable day and a suitable time each week for pro-
duction of power and love. Every minute and every second and
every hour and every day is His. When we know this fact and we
take advantage of His Greatness, His Humanity, life will be free,
free from all miseries, all troubles of communism and all nationa-
lism and even inter-nationalism.

THUS WE WILL MERGE OURSELVES INTO GODISM



The Thiruppathisaram Shrine.

By P. G. Krishna Aiyar, B. AL T.

o3 o of the
MONG the more famous Vaishnava Temp}:s,gd;»
South, the one at Thiruvanparicharam (Th!f“”;j{»' "

L 13 s is
dmme! saTam) is pre-eminently the most remarkablée.

; , the
situated about 15 miles north of Cape Comorin, almost :: o
Cape-Tinnevelly Road. The hold the temple has, even pOW:'
the minds of the Hindu populace may he gauged from the “:W“ﬂ’

of pilgrims who flock there every year for devotional purposes-

The temple, which is a monument of the architectural tnu:ﬂ’
of an earlier age, stands in the centre of an unbroken stretch o
green paddy fields extending right upto the horizon. Suﬂfmno‘
by high and massive walls of granite stones, and by a q_“amt <
village, it commands a panorama upon which the wxstfulhz
dwells with pleasing avidity and rapturous delight. The so?t al
spurs of the gigantic Western Ghats rising ar a distance like .
array of folded ramparts, and sending forth their weird peaks it
above the regions of the clouds, add to the grandeurand so!mm’:ei
of the whole scenery. Overlooking from afar appears the gth
Maruthuvamala of ancient Puranic fame (with its superb ;c
nacles, and world-famous medicinal plants and herbs) from Wi?
blows incessantly the fresh and invigorating breeze. . ine

In beauty of form and perfection of workmanship, this Shﬂot
has a charm all its own. It indeed lacks the majestic Gopurs? t
towers of the temples at Suchindram, and at Trivandrum b?n
the inner courts, the pillared halls (mantapams), the Sanctt
(Gﬂ"lfhﬂgriha), and the innumerable columns supporting .
massive granite roofs and terraces stand as monumental maswre
pieces of human ingenuity, and human achievement in the r€8i%

1]
of sculptt'xre and architecture, Qp entering the temple, O?ehtf
struck with thg polish, and the exquisite beauty of the embellis
works of art visible every

]
d of it . where. The entire floar of the tfmge
and of its immediate courts is paved with granite slabs of

marl;ab}e dl{uensions i and the serene sanctity which isin evide‘mz
on all sides in an abundant measure sends s mysterious and 1®
tinctive thrill of devotion g

The cnest ) nd piety in the mindsofall. i
eonigin of this holy shrine is shrouded in ohscurity

the absence of suthentic historical records, one has to depe?

more or less upon what may be gathered fyom the extant 4

purana, and from the many ancient songs and stories kept 8it

from gencration to generation by word of mouth. .

The story goes that long, long ago the * Sapta Rishi
{Seven Sages) were doing penance niar the hermitage of

THE COLUMNS OF THE MANTAPAM,
TIRUVANPARICHARAM




THE THIRUPPATHISARAM SHRINE 8

(now known as Asramam), a few yards from Suchindram, and
that God appeared before them in the form of Siva, and granted
them their wishes. The Sages then felt an irrepressible longing
to see God manifesting Himself in the form of Maha Vishnu,
whereupon they heard an ‘ Asariri’ (aerial behest) enjoining on
them to go to the banks of the ‘Somatheertha,” the beautiful
tank now situated in front of Thiruvanpaicharam temple, and
there to meditate and to pray for the realization of their hearts’
desire. After long and protracted years of hard penance, the
Great God again gave them ‘Darsan,’ this time in the form of
Maha Vishnu (as represented in the idol now worshipped in the
temple) and in response to their prayers consented to stay on
there permanently to save man from sins, and to lead him on to
Moksha or salvation.

After the lapse of several centuries, Kerala came to be ruled
by a great devotee of Vishnu, the heroic King ‘ Kulasekhara,” who
leading his vast army against the neighbouring territories subju-
gated the lands of the Cholas and of the Pandyas, and earned for
himself the title of ‘Jayasimha'. While he was marching back
triumphantly covered with much military glory, his favourite
horse strayed away from the camp unnoticed. The King became
sad, and in the course of the vigorous search for it, he happened
to come upon the banks of ‘Somatheertha,” where he saw his
favourite animal peacefully grazing. Kulasekhara was pleased
beyond measure, and bathing in the holy waters of the tank, he
worshipped at the small Vishnu temple which he saw near.
Meanwhile, the sage ‘Agasthya,’ the founder of the Tamil
Language and Literature, also came therc, as usual, for worship;
and the great sage and the great King met each other, and in the
course of their long religious discourse, the former narrated to
the King the story of the origin of the temple as detailed above.

The King, who was by nature very pious, felt much interested
in the shrine, and he resolved then and there to re-construct the
temple on a grand scale. The work was started almost immedi-
ately, and completed soon after : and the planting of the Flag-staff
{Dhwaja Prathishta) was performed on the 87thyear of ‘ Kali, ’i.e.
4,947 years ago, as may be seen from the following lines:—

ANOTIIDMDSTRAIY 2IGB2IQWUE 16Dy,
ooy Al M BHag ) alemwB)dogd@aldma g
WIRODO I 10003 21D LY MeIGLORIDS

The further reference made in the Sthalapurana, to the re.
construction of the terraces (Prasada), pillared halls (Mandapa),
and the outer walls (Bahiprakara) of the temple, and to the Dhwa-
ja Prathishta, by King Kulasekara (Alwar) clearly indicates that
the shrine in its original form and dimensions was in existence
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long before his time. There is no doubt that Utayamankai, ﬂ}ﬂ
mother of Nammalwar (Satakopa) hailed from Thiruvanpari-
charam, that she was much devoted to the temple god from l}er
early age and that she even took a special delight in performing
temple duties till her marriage with Kariar. To this day, many
people of this place believe that Nammalwar was bora there,
though the authenticity of the story is not generally acceptet_l»
That Nammalwar was living not very far from Thiruvnnpal:l'
charam, and that he has referred to the diety of this temple. in
his Thiruvaimoszhi, however, lead to the irresistible conclusion
that the temple had become widely known before his days.

Now the question is as to the dates of the ‘Alwars'. While
some of the old scholars hold that the twelve Alwars (including
Nammalwar and Kulasekara Alwar) lived about 5000 years ago,

ern thinkers and research workers would, for cogent reasons,
have the period fixed at about the 6th century A.D. FEven accep-
ting the latter date, it follows that the temple is more than 2
thousand and five hundred vears qld.

] There is further a reference in the current Sthalapurana by

a famous Chola King, Soma Varma by name, who being constantly
troubled by his enemies oa all sides had to flee from his capital
and start on a long pilgrimage, and he happened to reach Thiru-
vanparicharam where he stayed for some time, and prayed to the
presiding deity for the restoration of his kingdom. As though in
response to his prayers, his effort wag crowned with specess ; and
he went back to his kingdom followed by his victorious legions.
He seems to have visited the shrin

. : eagin some time later on
Vaikunta Ekadesi day, when he was conveyed to the heavens in 8
Vimana escorted by angels. To this day, therefore, the Vaikunta

Ekadesi day is looked upon as especially sacred in the temple. But
this story does not help us far in fixing the probable date of the
origin of the temple, asit has not bezn possible to gather accurate
authentic information regarding Soma Varma and his times. But
history has recorded that for pore than 400 years from the
5th to the 9th century A. D, when the Pallava p;)we;; was in the
ascendant, ' the Cholas were reduced to g condition of insignifi-
cant power,” and that they began to regain much of their
lost dominions only from the early vears of tha Gth century
A.D. It may, therefore, be quite probable, that Soma Varma.
who had to leave his kingdom owing ta f()r"eign invasions, and
who gained back his territor -

: ‘ . €S 058 result of his prayers 8¢
Thiruvanparicharam, lived and visiteq the shrine either towards

or by the beginning of the 9th
3 after King Kylashekars):
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