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for irrigation of the
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EASUN ENGINEERING o, 1p,
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CAPITAL
Authorised .. Rs. 1,00,00,000
72,00,000
53,00,000
62,00,000

Issued & Subscribed .. Rs.
Called-up

Reserve Fund

Head Office : MADRAS.

oCoca/ Oﬁ'ces:
ESPI ANADE, FEGMORE, TRIPLICANE, MOUNT
ROAD, MYLAPORE, THEAGARAYANAGAR,
PURASAWALKAM ROYAPURAM AND
ROYAPETTAH.
Branches & Sub-Offices :
In all the important places in the Madras Presidency
and in Bombay.

*

ALL KINDS OF
BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED.

N. GOPALA IYER,
Secretary.
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Only the choicest flowers will
do for your bouquet of beauty.
For the S€Rs0n's  gayest an‘d
most colourfuy) creations, take
Your choice of Madras Co-
operative Handloom Fabrics,

They lend grace and elegance
On every occasion. For M. C. H
Sarees, Prints -
ing fabrics

designed with an eye

and  furnish-
are  especially

‘ to beauty,
There is g world of charm o0

i

,;]. the new and tempting

orders ang lovely un-to~date
batterns,
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Telephone: 86486 (3 Lines)

SUNDARAM MOTORS LTD.,

MOUNT ROAD : MADRAS-2.

Dealers in:

Buick, Vauxhall, Chevrolet
CARS AND TRUCKS
We are running a modern Service Station
We undertake
automobile repairs of every description
We carry a large stock of spare parts

SPECIALISED SHELL ~ LUBRICATION
A Specidality.

Sub - Dealers :
CHITTOOR & NELLORE DISTRICTS :

M/s. MANNAR & CO.
Ranganayakulapet, NELLORE,

*
NORTH ARCOT DISTRICT :

M/s. VELLORE AUTOMOBILES
Katpadi Road, VELLORE.

*
CUDDAPAH DISTRICT:

Mr. QUADIR MOHIADDIN SAHEB
Petrol Dealer, CUDDAPAH.
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Fashion & Style

'l'f:legrams: CUMAYALS Telephone™: 66 i
elephone’s 66-A

UMAYAL In Modern Electric Lighting!
WEAVING ESTABLISHMENT LTD.

CANNANORE, N. MALABAR.
"UMAYAL FABRICS "

A Real Artistic & Decorative
Value for Oifices, Bungalows,
Studios, Theatres etc.

Varied Selection of high class ani
exquisite Pendent  Lights, Wall
fixtures, Table lamps with attractive
colours and design domes and shades
to suit your taste always available.

Manufacturers of : Encourage Handloom

Best Hamﬂoom FO})HCS lndusuy A ovisit to our showrooms ensures
Bec}spteads, Ta[){e Lmen you of right selection.
Furnishing  Faby; ' " Umayal Fabrics ™

g abrics  and Tics .
Cutain Cloths, D] | An Asset 10 Every Home K. §. SHIVJI & CO.,
Materials for Ladies and 178-79, Broadway, P. B. No. 5 Madras.

——

Gents, Fine Egyptian and ||

Silk Shistings and Suitings {1
in up-to-date Designs and

Charming Colouys, Turkish

Everything Made to Order
Enquisies Farnestly

_
WISH YOU A HAPPY DEEPAVALL

. g Sohcited

Bath Towels, DBatl, mats .

Btk i A Populac Fabrie THE SOUTH INDIA CO-OPERATIVE

Dhoties. and Sarees. etc.. throughaut Indja, INSURANCE SOCIETY, LIMITED.
etc.

United Kingdom and Us.A

Armenian Street, MADRAS.

Purely a policy-holders’ concern without either Share

— Distribusors : - or Debenture Capital.

e ———
e

SRI UMAYAL STORES

363, Avenue Road, Bengalore City
MYSORE STATE. l

The Ideal Life Office to cater to your Insurance needs,

ENTIRE PROFITS DIVIDED AMONG POLICY.-
HOLDERS ONLY.

V. Viyyanna, B. A,, B. L. V. Venkatachalam.,
M A.,B. L.
W‘MWM President. Secretory.




THE INDUSTR]
ASSURANCE COMPANY LTD.,

(Established : 1913)
N o PROGRESSIVE FEATURES :
ew Business inp isqa7 O :
Total Business in force . ver Re. 1233 Felhe.
Premium Income . e
Total Assets N

ging Direct
J. C. Setalvad, Esq,, =

HEA :
D OFFICE MADRAS BRANCH:

Industrial Assurance B
ort, Baie 8 10, Li‘nga Chetty Street,
« T. Madras,

uilding,

INTENDING IMPORTERS OF PAPER AND STATIONERY

may kindly contact

MERCANTILE

99.

ORIENTAL AGENGY

A, Armenian Street,
MADRAS-1.

Waverl » Goldwing,
S. Gift Writing o Letter Cling, Letter ppgy

awing Bgo
. Artistg’ Materials . Ks ete

Colours  ete,,

Telegrams: AGMEROR MADRAS

Post Box No. 19,
M\M'.

AL & PRUDENTIAL |

LODHRA has faith-
fally served the
women of India for
many yekrs and has
established for atself
a reputation as 2
thoroughly dependable
UTERINE TONIC,

A Course of LODHRA
ensures radiant
hexalth and abounding
energy

KESARI KUTEERAM, Ltd,,
MADRAS 14
Agents for Orissa Nizam's, Andhra
Districts & Tami Nad:
SEETHARAMA GENERAL STORES,
Berbampore, — Secunderabad
Bozwada — Madass

{
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For all kinds of

INSURANCE

LIFE
FIRE
MARINE
MOTOR
ETC.

CONTACT :

NEW
GREAT

INSURANCE CO.
OF INDIA LTD.,

{Incorporated in Baroda—Liability
of Members is Limited)
ONE OF THE LARGEST INDIAN
COMPOSITE INSURANCE
COMPANIES

Chairman :

Mr. Tulsidas Kilachand

Principal Office:
45/47, Apollo Street, Fort,
BOMBAY.

Madras Brauch:
121-A, Armenian Street,
G.T., MADRAS.
Other Offices in Madras Presidency :
Calicut, Mangalore, Cochin,

Bangalore, Bezwada, Madura
Etc., Etc.

A. SRINIVASA RAO,
M.A, B.L,,
Branch Manager_
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FR ASSURED SECURITY
ALL INDIA GENERAL INSURANCE

CO., LTD..
Head Office: BOMBAY.
Authorised Capital .. Rs. 2,50,00,000 -
Subscribed Capital .. Rs. 1,25,00,000/-
Paid up Capital .. Rs.  31,25,000.
Assets exceed .. Rs.  45,00,000/.-
TRANSACTS
Life, Fire, Marine, Motor, etc.
THE FERTILISERS & CHEMICALS 118, Trichy Road, P. V. K. Shanmugam, B.A.
TRAVANCORE 171p, ALWAYE COIMBATORE, Manager: MADRAS BRANCH.
{incorporaced in Travancors State: Uiability of membaers s Hmited) p — Madras Office: 808/309 Linghi Chetty Street.
Managing Agents : IFA\C-"— : Andhra Office: Wiagram Road, Rajahmundry.
SESHASAYEE BROS. (TRAVANCORE) LTD Other Offices at: Alleppey, Bangalorg.’ ‘K(.)ltayam, Madura,
) . Mangalore, Trichur, Tuticorin, Vellore, ete.
— TRIVANDRUM
..a-.---.-.--.-----------------‘----------.------------.D
Dival; Greetinga PATRUDU’S

Hindusthan Co-operative Ins

urance Mocj
(Head Office - CA Somety Ltd'

LCUTTA)
VlJAYA\X/ADA BRANCH OFF]CE
Off IS ivali
ers Diyal eemed Constiluents and

policy-hold
y ers . ation-wide service to the
nsuring publjc,

‘BALASANIJEEVINT (Regd)

Cures Infantile Liver & Spleen Disorders.
Greetings to its est

and assy its
sures its n Dr. Pilla Papiah Patrudu & Bror.

New Busine

Total Assete . 047 -+ Rs.12.31gg 760 [1, South Mada St., Mylapore, Madras.
Rs. 11,64,90 o
' ’ N 0 .

Persons wishing 1o represent the Soc; o  KUMBAKONAM BRANCH: TRICHY BRANCH:

Districts may piease v: it OtClety in Andhra 7. Sarangapani Koil 15, Pugulai Pillai Street,
rite to ;o
) East Street. Teppakulam Post.
LK. R

Hindusthan COY’ BA, Branch i

Manager,
.s ce Soc;
Vijayawada Branch, Ociety Lid,,
ox No. 12

O-operative Insuran

Consult our specialists at the above places.

Post B

-------.---.------—------------..
-
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Tolegrams : ‘' TAYLORS ' Madras. Phone: 3222.

T. A. TAYLOR & CO. (mADRAs) LTD.

100, Armenian Street, Madras, 1.
)

Importers of Piecegoods & Yarn

Agents for :—Goodlass Wall Ltd.,, Bombay,
for Paints, Varnishes, Enamels, Oils etc.,

Agents for :—Jardine Henderson Ltd., Calcutta,
for Lubricating Oils, Grease eic., for Motor Cars,

Buses, Textile Mills, Rice Mills and Ginning Mills.

Agents for : —Kassipur Company Ltd., Calcutta,

for * Barsat”’ Roofing material.

o348

\ $

E 3 ical for bleaching ©

B \ B‘st‘.;bt(\:“zm\n and  fabrics a\‘_\s_
po v pulp. Effective 2S \‘
i 4 sanitary reage”

“ .
m:lc“\:t i\t\\e steritisation  ©f
® public water supply.

APqud

INDUSTRIAL ¢co
Bam, South ngis

THE METTUR CHEMICAL 3
Meteys RPORATION LTD.
Monoging Agents.
Sole Setling Agents s

SESHASIYEE BROTHERS LTO. YHE ALLIED INDUSTRIAL
TIRUCHIRAPALL) DISTRIBUTORS LTO.
120. armenian Street, MADRAS & Branches

THE JAYABHARAT INSURANCE COMPANY, LTD.,

Head Oftice: —BOMBAY.

A Leading National Institution Transacting

LIFE, FIRE, MARINE AND MOTOR INSURANCES.

Authorised Capital Rs. 1,00,00,000
Subscribed Capital Rs., 50,00,000
Assets (ason 831-12-1947) excesds Rs. 64,00,000

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES.

We offer business careers in Life, Fire, Marine and Motor
Insurance business. Correspondence invited from gentle-
men of education and influence in all communities in
Madras Province and Mysore on good and attractive terms.
Special training given to selected candidates.

Apply to:
K. K. IYENGAR, Division Manager,
* Caithness Hall ', 310/311, Linghi Chetty Street,
Post Box No. 240, Madras. No. |.
Telephone No. 2710. Telegrams: “JAYBHARINS ”’, Madras,

KAISER-I-HIND INSURANCE
COMPANY, LIMITED

Head Office: BOMBAY
Figures That Speak of Increased Public Confidence

3::"‘5 1946 1947

MOTOR Premium Income Rs. 21,00,000 Rs. 28,835,000
LIFE Introduced Rs. 77.00,000 Rs. 85.74.000
BUS]NESS} Completed Rs. 61,00,000 Rs. 70,00,000

Another Step Forward
Madras Office; No. 5, Thambu Chetty Street Madras 1.
Also Branch Managers for
RELIANCE MARINE INSURANCE CO.. LTD.
Head Office: Liverpool {London)

Assets Exceed one Million Pounds Sterling with Claim Settling Agents
all over the World

For
FIRE and MARINE INSURANCE BUSINESS

Wo Invite applications for
Organisership, Special Agencies and Agencies from unrepresented Areas
GOOD OPENINGS FOR RIGHT MEN,

14

15



Phone- 3478 Grams: SANTHOSH| $
or { ANDHRA BANK §
Jndustries & Crade $ LIMITED, § |
@
3 Estd. 1923, Ocroen 1048
ROSIN 3 Head Office:  MASULIPATAM, § | lnnual
(all grades) $ -— , §
EE PAID-UP CAPITAL AND RESERVES é
TURPENTINE | |$ e, 34,00,000
( . . ¢ TOTAL WORRING FUNDS EXCEED CONTENTS
genuine No. 1) . S
. e Rs. 8,10,00,000 —_—
L4 M . .
GUM ARAB][C iE tlapore ggfl::ﬁtchery Road, § P S. Subbulaksh PaGE
1 : M. S. Subbulakshmi .
¢ Madras Branch: 378, Esplanade €. Cover Page— > O
GLUE EE Thyagarayanagar Office: splamade § Editorial: First Fruits Of Freedom .. .. 19
CAM 3 81/82, Pondy Bazar. § My Plan—By “Vighneswara” . S 21
PHOR EE OTHliR (:FI‘FICEs.- ) : Decision (Short Story)—By Manjeri S. Isvaran .. 27
(Japan & German) EE :r:r;:‘la;:‘:l:‘:\fa (Vizag Dt.) § The Philosophy Of Industrialisation—By '
$ Q:G‘?f.?pe'é (Guntur) § S. Parthasarathy .. .. 33
PACHAKAR,PU[R $ Bciimz?:?:;;,.(;?anianl) § The Great Wall Of India—By M. Chalapathi Raw .. 36
( Japan) EE E{.‘,‘,‘:{:'* istna Dt ) : Sarojini Naidu—By Harindranath Chattopadhyaya .. 41
3 Rajendra Babu—By Dr. B. Pattabhi Sitaramayya .. 45
< Go'faprolu . .
MERCURY EE g::;f::;'p;t (Vijayavada) § Veena Dhanam—By T. T. Krishnamachari 49
:E Sudur (Nellore D1 Lenin—By Philip Spratt .. 57
VHR ASAFOETIDA|l | $ g rapyaper, § To Hell With Brains (Short Story)—By
3 M;ha:'a}iég”,S‘i‘}z’&gamtm ) ; J. Vijayatunga .. .. .. 68
Etc. Etc. 3 Nelo $ Some Weeklies—Wise & Otherwise—By “K.S.” 73
3 fatkal, (Kistna D1 b4 “M.S.”—By “T.V.R.” .. .. 79
< eddapuram : : .
S :E Eit?'%p%ram,‘ § Reigning In Hell—By Pothan Joseph .. .. 81
$ gs:{\:EEE::;’(Cocanada), : This Golden Age(Short Story)—By Gora Sestri .. 87
$ ST’aE:uw?'x./i«'z: y;z ) § From Partition To Partition—By “Free Lance” .. 97
Please apply t S ' § Leaders At The Helm—By “Saka” .. .. 108
:: Vijayavada, '
VAR.HWANDAS HIRJEE & CO-, EE g;:;;':::f:m’(Gunzur Dt.) é Art Plates Facing Page
194, GOVINDAPPA NAICK STREET, ;E ALL :;;m (B.N.Ry.) § Lamk()}a;zdi Ylvi?man—By Devi Prasad Roy 19
MADRAS. $ BUSINES, DS OF BANKING owdhury .. .. ..
EE EXCHASNIGAE:L;']I?A%% FOREIGN § S. Srinivasa Iyengar (Portrait)—By Vasanti
b4 : ACTED. Krishnaswami : 33
* $ Tadepalli Sreerg T8 . ..
$ Managing o muly, Sarojini Naidu (Photograph)—Kohli Brothers,
Htead Offic $ restor. Nainital . . o4
$ K. VARNAsY, Veena Dhanam .. .. .. 49
BOMBAY. < M.A., B.COM,, L, B., ¢ . . ;
: General Man’agé"'l-l-ﬁ-’ Lenin (Portrait)—By H. V. Ram Gopal ..o 97
< r. . .
* W“"“”vawwm Indian Facial Types—By H. V. Ram Gopal 96 & 97
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Yevi Prasad Row Chowdhury,

WATANTRA

annva/

FIRST FRUITS OF FREEDOM

HE past year has been packed with griave events. The

supposed close of the war has not resulte ! in geace. Strife
is still rampant. Every time the statesmen neot to druaft an
instrument of peace, conflict over some xsue arses seemingly
preiraring the ground for another war. ‘the scekers and
makers of peuce have become divided into two camps, and the
shadow of the divisiou has fallen over the whole world,

India has not escaped from the entanglements of the con-
flicts in the international suhere,  Hyderabad and Kashmir are
symbols of the | rojection of suternationai intervention in Indian
affairs.  Peace would have 1vuenaeed in the two States long ago.
It was the meddling of powers from abroad that kept distur-
bance alive and checked settlement t.r = long.

Independence has thus meant the release of Toreign pres-
sures on India’s internal affairs. Strength and skill are needed
for safe guidance of the ship of State through the dangers and
difficultics confronting it.  Judged by his past, India’s Prime
Minister, Pandit Nehru, is as able and high-minded a leader
«° any nation can wish to have. His credit stands very high
in the world. The international prestige of statesmen however
is not a fixed unchanging thing. It is apt to vary with the
rise and fall of their political fortunes in their own national
domains. Only four years ago the voice of Mr. Churchill was
paramount in world affairs. It diss not count for much now.
It is not the character or qualities o! Mr. Churchill that have
changed. The change was in the people. Mr. Churchill was
strong not oniy in his own country but even beyond its coniines
while his people supported him. When they withdrew that

support the source of his strength at home and abroad was
gone,

If the high worth of Pandit Nehru’s international renown
is to be preserved as a national asset, it is necessary that the
Government of which he is the head should be strong and
stable at home.
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Strength and stability come
people bestow their confidence on
and acts they see reflected the bent

from public confidence, and
leaders in whose thoughts

of their own interests. If

no less than preached and worked
tics. He placed service above gro-
These standards are now being reversed
stepred into power i
ian struggle for freedom. The Ministries
the Provinceg generally hear the stamp of

into the texture of his poli
perty and privilege.
by those who have
victory of the Gandh
at the Centre ang in
such a reversal, -

In this context of affairs, the task of the P
one of extreme difficulty ang delicacy,
progressive elements in th
Support of Congress }
with British power.
has changed. It has become necessar
leaders who in the past provided ins
effort of the nation, Curiously, that g
used to consult its 0
regime by backing it
ress, has now sw
the present rulers.
as formerly it imped

ress has become
The full vigour of the
€SS was exercised in
their years of struggle
tent of progressiveness
Y to criticise the very
Piration for the noblest
ection of the Press which

eaders during al)
But now the con

i3 part of the essentigl adventurousnegg of jo
profession. The economic foundatig
place it‘ at the mercey of ricp and powerfy] interests, Duty often
(t:;)lmeskmt(; conflict IWith safety. If compromises are made for
€ 8aKe o survival, to “ i .

of faithfulness £ 1 that. extent they represent 5 diminution
the very basis for Service through wop
is the public interest th

is, here and everywhere,
journalist. Social intellj
cases of conflict betwee
Press. Otherwise the

urnalism ag g vital
ns of Journalism tend o
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I WORKED out a little sum in

arithmetic and—would you pe-
Heve it?—it has made me see the
world with new eyes. You know
its  population s supposed to
be somewhere about 2000 mil-
lions. That seems a lot, till one
remembers that in Germany the
other day those who wanted a
packet of cigarettes had to shell out
a million marks (or somewhere
thereabouts). And if you dip your
hangd in Madras tap water, the odds
are 1t will leave on the palm a few
million animalcules, which of course
are absolutely harmless, nay posi-
tively beneficial to the skin, as our
Corporation specialists have assured
us. The two thousand millions of
our species are hardly more than a
fistfu] in the hand of Brahma. The
Malthusians raise bogeys to frighten
children by saying that man spawns
far too easily and is rapidly eating
himself out of house and home.
But here comes my arithmetic with
its convoy of commonsense. If you
stood all our 2,000 milliong together
On a vast plain cheek by jowl as our
800d Madras citizens stood at the
Islang Grounds to hear Pandit
Nehry’s speech you would cover
hardly more than three hundred
Square miles with an allowance of
five square feet per man, averaging
Fat Charlie ang Lean Joe. But, of
course, the poor mugs cannot be
made to stand ail the time. So I
am prepared to give each of them,
old and young, big and small alike,
a hundred Square feet of living
Space—which incidentally is much

more than the building regqlations
of our civilised munici_palitles re-
quire of the jerry-builder. That
would mean setting apart some
6,000 square miles for our human
reservation. Give them dpuble
that area for moving about, divert-
ing or dirtying themselves_ as they
do most of their waking time, and
you arrive at a total of 18,000 square
miles; which, in anothgr way of
putting it, is only 100 miles by 18%,
hardly more than the combine
size of two districts. You could
easily put that Ilittle pocket of
territory in any corner of the map
of the world and then forget all
about it: possibly a second Columb}xs
would be needed to rediscover ‘it.
Compared with the vastness of the
habitable globe with its many
million square miles of land (not b(;
mention the generous allowance o
water), this is a mere bagateltlf.
And yet the Malthusians have Ehe
hardihood to maintain that e
earth is overpopulated.

In fact these good folk have “got
their economics all, topsytuavyn.
They want the world’s popula oe
to be thinned out—as if men we;
rice seedlings—so that there r;llg
be fewer men per square mile tt ;»1
there are today. That is incred g
extravagant in view of the l’{émvgu
habits of the animal. Haven hy ou
noticed the sirkxlxple ?r%ti tléﬁg ‘Za?th
human feet have i

ing grows? A desprted city like

?i(;trﬁpigog Fatehxi)ur os\:gérﬁg g‘itg
r two be

iggtgllléy b?nt the land thus redeemed
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by Nature will never again be
quite the same because it has felt
the heat of the hearth and the
heat of the human body. Don't
you think that consideration for our
uncomplaining mother the earth
requires that instead of pimpling her
face over with human settlements
we should collect them all together
in a single ‘boeil, since that may burst
some day and give her relief?
Looking at it from the point of view
of man himself, the case is no less
strong. The Malthusians simply
don’t care a hoot what happens
round about 2,000 A.D. No dount
they pretend that it is with the
idea of conserving man’s heritage
that they urge there should be a
limit to his multiplication. But they
forget that if their crazy ideas were
to be adopted in all its rigour there

might be no man left to inherit the

earth. My Plan would make sure,
as far as that is humanly possible,
that the rate of reproduction is
never slowed down. And it also
provides for men as a lot hopping
off when one pitch has been ex-
hausted or sufficiently defiled—as
it might be in a century or two—to
another in some other part of the
globe, not too near to the former
camp, there to settle again like
a flock of pigeons feeding on corn
in the ear, till the exhausted earth
bids them move on. Thus, wisely
economised, the earth might be
made to do for a few millennia,
which is all that even the most
ardent believer in progress looks
forward to. The suggestion I make
is nothing new; the historians will
tell you that when man was in the
stage of nomadic culture this was
precisely what he did. Since then
he has proliferated enormously;
hence the need for a Plan.

But, it might be objected, “The
nomad was a primitive. When he
settled down in fixed habitations
and took to agriculture he took 1
decisive step up the scale of social
evolution. You can’'t possibly ask
him to go back.” But cast an eye
about you. Don’t you see that it’is
the agriculturist who is everywhere
looked down upon as outmoded and
a laggard in the race for survival?
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True, they have no scruple, mean-
while, to take advantage of his
laborious toil, to make him grow
corn and oil for their benefit while
they graciously permit him to re-
main unobtrusively on the fringe
of their consciousness. But the
fabled fight between the stomach
and the other limbs will no longer
serve to keep the agriculturist quiet;
he is now big and bursting with
grievance. He will not go on pro-
ducing with the sweat of his brow
for idle mouths to consume and
curse; he will become a mouth him-
self and insist upon being fed. How
are we to get out of this crisis un-
scathed unless we rule that all
burdens shall be equal? ~Autarky
was the totalitarian solution; but
while the workers produced the
guns, the drones fed to repletion on
the butter which Hitler thought-
fully provided for them. Autarky
in fact raises more problems than
it solves. It involves the need for
perpetually craning your neck to

The Fellew On The Other Side

see what the fellow on the other
side of the national partition wall
may be doing in the game of
worsting you. That is good neither
for temper nor for morale. My Plan
does away with the disadvantages
of Autarky while conserving its
gains, If every man, woman and
child, living and breathing at this
moment, could be brought together
in one reasonably compact locality,
puf under one authority, made to
observe one code of laws and taught
to practise self-sufficiency in the
literal sense, there could be no room
for grumbling against God or man.
The myriad-celled human colony
which I propose for the considera-

tion of the unprejudiced reader
would give the magical mantram
of Equality sueh a chance of justi-
fying itself as it never had before.

You will perhaps ask, “Who is {0
feed the hungry millions in this
vast human beehive? Your bees,
not having wings and living
in a world sealed off ‘from
flowers, will probably take a leaf
from the book of the head-hunters
of Borneo. If it is a human holo-
caust that you want there might
be more pleasant ways of effecting
it. What about the atom bomb?”
The last suggestion will he duly
considered in its place, but I
maintain that the busy bee is most
of the time busy for nothing. It
seems to make honey-gathering a
pretext for lazing about in the sun
ot carrying on affairs of the heart
with amorous flowers. But the
adult citizen of my City State will

Soil-less Cultivation

grow his food on his own terrace by
soilless cultivation stimulated by
radio-activity. He will have no
time for philandering, though he
should have no difficulty or lack of
opportunity for producing his quota
of the “thing begotten in a couple
of minutes.” And sunlight and
open air and the gay dalliance of
Nature will be childish things which
he has learned to put away with
his toys.

After all, is that not the ideal
that the aposties of One World have
set bhefore themselves? Bui their
weakness is that they would eat
their cake and have it. The omnium
gatherum which is the United
Nations is as different from my
Universal City as chalk from cheese.
In the old Greek City State, all the
free men could be gathered into the
public square by the town-crier to

debate peace and war; buy, 1vi am
the money that goes down the
drain at Lake Success, you cannot
get the common cowboy of
Arizona and the humble- earth-
scraper of the Deccan plateau to
meet and settle how Stalin and
his opponents shall be brought to
heel before they destroy the world.
Faced with this poser, the U.N. pro-
pagandists brightly inform you that
the world has hecome an incredibly
small place. Radio, television, the
jet plane and all the other marvels
that the wizards of atomic fission
have got up their sleeves are, it
would seem, rapidly and inexorably
ushering in  the supremacy of the
common man, binding humanity
from Hong Kong to the outer
Hebrides with hoops of steel. Bug
the ninnies who argue thus forget
that while you may allow the radio
to blare without intermission there
is no obligation on Arizona Tom or
Achimota Jim to listen. He hag his
daily chores to do, and his private
dreams beneath his night-cap
that keep him foolishly busy.
The pace of Negro-lynching in
America has outmatched the
progress of aviation. And the
thunders of the Security Council,
more diseriminatory than old Jove’s,
are far less effective—not a wholly
bad thing either., Our Puranas
mention Kartavirya Arjuna as the
perfect policeman. The moment a .
sly, revengeful, maliclous or mis-
chievous thought began to form like
a fog in the brain of any individual
in any remote corner of his world
empire, that moment Arjuna of the -
thousand arms, with a sword grasp-
ed in each hand, and not for orna-
ment, you may be sure, stood
before him—and that was gener-
ally the end of +the maiter.
But we in these degenerate days
must perforce learn to do with
makeshifi{s. And, considered as
second best, the super-settlement 1
plan has, you will concede, its
points. If the whilom slave-owning
white of the Southern States of
America should feel his blood tingle
at the sight of a black brother he
will' remember in time that the
Negroes, formerly of Africa, live
only a few blocks off in the new
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World State and might demand
radress, which in those circumstan-
ces it would be hard to deny or delay.
Wholesome regard for the safety
of one's skin would still be the sanc-
tion for peace in my Republic.

I will not pretend that the transi-
tion will be easy. Whether that
peculiar waywardness which is the
special mark of the human animal
was the product of an accident—
that he found himself planted in a
planet where there was plenty of
room to indulge his roaming in-
stincts—is an academic question.
What we have to reckon with now
Is the fact that he is scattered all
over the face of the earth and that
each little clump has a tree-like at-
tachment to the soil in which it
has grown. But civilisation itself
has been one long process of educa-
ting man out of this primitive cling-
ing ta his roots. His progress has
been continuously from the small
to the big—the hamilet, the village,
the market town, the city, the
conurbation—and Cosmopolis is its
logical consummation. The wage-
earner who has lived for a decade on
the seventh floor of a Bombay chawl,
if perchance he finds himself for a
night in the Tanjore village where
he was born, feels the darkness
peopled with fearful phantoms and
eerie noises; and he swoons with
ecstasy when he returns to the clam-
our of the mills, which is as the music
of bells in his ear. The grega-
rious creature who has lived in a
crowd wants more of it, not less.
You think miles and miles of chawls
would be a nightmare? That is a
comnmon mistake. An undisturbing
monotony is one of those things
which satisfy our hunger for secy-
rity; how else do you account for
the popularity of a suburb like
Mambalam with its endless rows of

Endless Rows Of Bungalows
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bungalows, arranged in neat geo-
metrical patterns and all as like as
two peas? A visitor from another
planet might perhaps find the smells
of our super-beehive overpowering,
but the perfumer and the sanitarian
between them should be abie to
make them supportable in the first,
difficult years. In course of time
we should learn not merely to
tolerate, but positively to love them—
as the man who has lived all his
life over a cow-pen wiil sadly miss
the smell of cattle-dung if fate

should send him to winter ut the
Riviers.

And, then, what infinite variety
we shall have at our doors to delignt,
instruct and edify the youth of
Cosmaopolis, the hope of the new
world. The man who, avid for
sensation, spends a small fortune
now going by rail, aeraplane and
sailing ship to some inaccessible
hole in the antipodes to observe the
Maya Indians in situ, much as the
entomologist studies the coconut
weevil, can conduct his observations
with far less toil and trouble in our
One World; the Maya aborigine
settlement would then be within as
easy reach as Tambaram is from
Madras, if you allow for the
increased efficiency of its commu-
nications. We must be prepared for
the bewildering differences of race,
language, customs and manners to
be smoothed out in course of time.
But that will surely be a tremend-
ous gain. If the Governments in
India are prepared to risk endless
strife in their resolve to make
Hind} the language of all India,
imagine how much more vast and
worthy would be the achievement
of universal pidgin and a standard-
ised Eurasian amalgam. That may
be the end of culture as our old
backward-looking world knows it;
but, if Soviet Russia is to be believ-
ed, that would be no loss. At least
our Revolution should eliminate
fear. Men are divided as much
by their memories as by phy-
sical distance; and our super-
beehive would make an end of
both these things. The secret of
family attachment is that brothers
are privileged to quarrel with each

other and so can’t afford to do with-
out each other. In this sense
humanity will become under my
scheme one inextricably inter-
twined family pullulating with the
energising power of endless anta-
gonisms.

1 have said enough, I hope, to
show that once you collect all man-
kind on the top of Mount Ararat
the component parts will have little
inducement to fall apart. For man
fears nothing so much as to be
alone; Alexander Selkirk merely
made a virtue of necessity, It
would therefore be unnecessary to
put round our sane New World g
barbed wire entanglement charged
with electricity such as enclosed the
Savage Reservation in Huxley’s
Brave New World. You have per-
haps noticed that I suggest a
mountain as the most suitable
location for organised humanity,
The idea is to simplify sanitary pro-
blems and not to keep the inhabit-
ants from venturing intc the un-
known. They should welcome ihis
elevation, since it will save them
from the risk of being corrupted by
casual contact with such animals
as might otherwise stray in.
As this is after all a plan
and not a detailed blueprint, you
will not expect me to go into orga-
nisational details. But I should like
to point out that the jungle to
which most of the erstwhile popu-
lated world would revert would not
be without its uses. Such surplus
energy as mankind might still
possess would naturally need an
outlet. And periodical keddah
operations, undertaken by a repre-
sentative citizen army organised hy
centuries as in old Rome, would
provide all the pleasures of an out-
ing spiced with a minimum of risk
and unlimited opportunities for
blood-letting. During these sorties
no fraternising will be permitted,
of course. And then the jungle
would be an ideal penal settlement.
For I shall sorrowfuily concede,
unlike the Utopia pedlars, that the
most perfect system in the world
must still reckon with nonconfor-
mists.. In our New World the incur-
ably lonely, the poets, the mystics,
the star-gazers will not fit in. They

Poets, Mystics, Star-gazers

will be miserable and they will
make others miserable. The jungle
is the place for them; such is
human perversity that 1 shall not
be surprised if you find them
embracing exile with alacrity.

But mankind as a whole will be
sensible. It will drink at the trough
chediently enough, uniike its equine
counterpart; the difficulty might he
to take it to water. It is here that the
atom bomb comes in, if you know
what I mean. I do not suggest any-
thing so crude as a repetition of
Hiroshima. It will rather be g power
held in reserve by the controllers
of the World State who will remain
discreetly in the background. They
will merely let it be known that the
one and only atomic pile was being
built up in the citadel of Mount
Ararat and the efficiency of its
super-bombs was to be tested by
sticks of them being dropped at
regular. interval impartially over
London, Moscow, New York, and so
on. A period of three months would
be allowed for the population of the
whole world to seek shelter on the
magic mountain so as to be out of
harm’s way. If the time is insufi-
clent and the panic caused leads to
bloodshed and suffering, well, these
are incidental to any high adven-
ture, as the partition of the Punjab
showed, and you must learn to be
philosophical about it. The survi-
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vors will for the first time in human
history be world citizens, and not
only in a figurative sense. They will
have unlimited opportunities for
evolving new forms of government,.
From the same huge  cylindrical
drums, such as those used for the
Derby Sweep, the panchayat Presi-
dent and the President of the
World State could be elected by the
pracess of the lucky dip. By pro-
longing the duration of life on the
one hand and working out a suit-
able system of rotation for offices of
dignity every human being should
be enabled to gratify his supreme

wish by being, for however brief an
hour, cock of his own particular
walk, The engineers in their cells
with their hands alertly within reach
of the switch-boarg will allow the
mice to securry about in their cage
without a care; but the moment
they suspect an outbreak of thought
iIn any sector, they will push the
relevant button and the tainted
population will just disappear in a
puff of invisible smoke, And the
other mice will go on blissfully
scurrying about in their cage of
illusions.
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MANJERI.S. ISVARIM!

THE Sun never sets. Nor does it

rise. 8o says an ancient Hinda
hymn. The TiSing and the setting
are purely conjectural. For, after
having arrived at the end of day,
it makes itself produce two contrary
effects: night to what is below and
day to what is on the other sige;
and reaching the end of the night,
g2y to what is below and night to
what is on the other side. The sun
never sets. Nor does it set for him
wha has such a knowledge.

1t is a matter for doubt whether
any among the numerous inhabit-
ants of Damal had such a know-
ledge through a knowledge of the
hymn; to them day was day and
night was night: a time to work
and a time to sleep and rest,

Janardanan was sleeping. Wkhich
means it was night as he was not g
day sleeper. Outside, the moon was
waning with horns towards the west;
over the sky the lagt paten of
luminous feldspar fadeq out quick-~
ly and darkness hid the earth,
making the slumbers of the sentient
heavier. Life lay tmp, benumbed,
whatever the tone of its dreams,
with breath just enough to save it
from total extinction. It's a mar-
vel: life struggling to be alive; it's
a greater marvel: a new life strug-
gling to be born. Life is real he-
cause it is an unbroken flow.

All around was silence excep{ fur
the vague noiseless noises of the
night: the sigh of the passing wind,
the squeak of a lizard, a cat calling

to its mate, the bark of a stray dog. -

Nature is never completely at rest.
A spirlt moves this tree, that stone;
walls have ears,

Janardanan turned in his hed.
share was half-choked in his throat.
His hand drew the slipping pillow,
aware of what it wag doing, and
put it in position under his head.

He muwmbled something, Smacking
his lips, and drawing the quilt over
him settled himselt for s further
cosy stretech of sleep.

He was snddenly wakenegd by his
wife,

"Rise up,” Sarada
eagerly in his ear;
the shed. Come."

Janardanan mutiered in his sleep
and took another turn on the pillow.

whispered
“they are out in

“You told me to wake you up,”
safd she, and the silence intensified
the sound of her whisger, its im-
patience; “and now you g0 on sleep-

ing like a log. Afterwards to blame
me.”

“What do you 52y?” he drawled
out, mufling his face in the pillows
and lying flat on hig stomach.

“I said your mother ang your
sister are in the shed. I heard
them go out just awhile ago. At
the first creak of the door I was
awake. Get up, perhaps it’s already
too late.”

He sat up in his bed and yawned,
his dhoti had fallen off and he
tightened it about his waist, and
while doing so his fingers extricated
the yognopavite which was caught
entangled as a girdle within its
folds; he flung it right across his
shoulder, and then with ga curse
began to scratch his back, breast,
belly, and the extremities of his

legs—the mosguitoes were aggres-
sive,
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“Damn it!” he hijssed. “Should 1
remind you every day about the
net? At this rate there’ll not be a
drop of blood in my body soon.”

“Net!” ecried Sarada, warmly, “as
if there are dozens of it lying about
the house. The one thing has gone
to the washerman and when it
comes back, the mosquitoes will have
an easier entry through it, I am
sure. And while you sit scratching
and yawning and talking rike
this—»

“Yes—”

“It will all be over.”

Janardanan was pacified. He
even put an apologetic note into his
Voice when he spoke to his wife.
He choked off another incipient
yawn, He had no need to be told
what would be over. For the last
Week or so talk in the house had
centred round the event that was
going to happen, any day, any hour
—the calving of Godavari, Ganga,
Narmada, Godavari, Kaveri: all the
four cows were hamed after the
holy rivers and all the four were g

She retajn anga in the pen; the
:gm Was the oldest of the lot, he

» And had serveq the family
best, her grand-
children added to the gl

ory of the
Godavari wag her pet—

the flanks and dewlap,

COW ever hag and her

Sweetest. Now she was going to
have her second calf. ., |
“Where

are you?”
asked hig wife.

Sarada wag already at the door.

Janardanan

“Hurry up,” she whispered im-
patiently.

He groped his way, feeling for
her in the datk, and his hand was
stroked lightly by a curl of her hair
—it had come undone and she was
twisting it into g knot; he drew pack
at the touch as if a lizard or 1
scorpion were trying to crawl aver
him; softly she laughed at his
alarm and took his hand in hers;
he felt the moist, warm touch of
her palm both quieting and quick-
ening; for an instant he lingared,
altempting to draw her back, but
fighting down her answering weak-
ness she had locked her fingers
firmly in his and led him out swiftly.

They walked towards the byre.
It was a low, thatched lean-to, with
a2 length of fence behind which
partitioned off g neighbouring plot
of land. Quite a wealth of pumpkin
creepers  were trained over the
thateh, their dense broad foliage
almost entirely concealing it; a jack
tree rose brooding near by, floating
down another sere and yellow leaf
to those already strewn below. A
single Feurhand tried to dispel the

. blackness with its tiny, ineffecinal

glow; 1t succeeded to the extent of
throwing out In relief two figures
squatting on the ground, a short
distance off—two shadow shapes
within the radius of its light that
wavered like a pale nimbus of the
moon in that gaping void. They

were the mother and the sister of
Janardanan.

“I¥ll take another hour and a

half to complete,” said the elder
woman,

“That long!” cried the younger.

A sound ke a heavy sigh came
from inside the pen. It was fol-
lowed by a faint lowing.

“Poor Godavarif” cried again the
younger woman.

A it
“For every pore in its body, i
an eternity of agony fto the pggg
dumb animal,” sympathised

older one.

now Janardanan and Sarada
wgg within a few yards of tl;e
boose; hearing the shuffle of fo;)h;
steps the women paused in e
middle of their talk. Janardana)
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Janardanan peered more mtentlg
through the dim light of the lal®
tern and saw a tiny calf head ng
a white patch over the brow a}la
two little forelegs appearing. o i
sudden he felt a warm breath cu
up his neck; there was no need e
see whence and from whom it Cama’s
he knew it was his wife who W-iy
watching from behind, as gagelzu
as he, what he had fixed his g%fs
on. She had put her hand oB iy
shoulder, and he became presenwn
aware that her breathing had grg s
rapid; he turned his face on ﬁer
and saw the dark rings round .-
eyes had grown darker. Her 1r1'0
gular periods were the .cause
those rings. Haemorrhmd.al- val
knew. But the longer the mtern
Nops had been stronger; but bY &
by he learnt to cheat himseif e
more. And he began to ask h“g: a
Was it worth-while trying 10 5.,
father? He was thirty-five. nat
Years were indeed a long t}meﬁhr s,
marked the splendour of his €0 m-
At the end of a year after conb(;‘ .
mation, his mother had starte r;d
frown on his wife; in the S€¢0
her innyendos were fitful; in ner;
third they grew louder and harste 4
in the fourth she was on the toP by
her form and clinched matter o
saying that her son had sown

a more fertile earth. And thenman
father— g lovable, sentimental {ur-
—had intervened; there was ahoto‘
ther closer scrutiny of the
scopes; but astrology differed ‘lcriluals
oOpinions with different indivi wa
of the trade; one said that D€ pe-
Surz to have a son, just to pel;)te;
tuate the line, and no Mg
another cited with chapter that
verse from the Brihat Jatak¢ late
his house of offspring was deso ro-
but that of his wife was more Pl
mising; and suggestions were 2 10
for the performance of a Mo ilgri-
Dropitiate the manes and 2 pho‘”’
Mage to holy Kasi. NOthmg'these;
ever, had come out of all ne2:
none could break his mdiﬁet;e e
and so the years had pass?d' and
had kept pure till he marrie and
gave himself pure to his wlfféer
his purity continued as a M2 that
habit. As a matter of habit— 1%
Would please society better

ek °
enough on rocks and he should S€

always prides on its restraint,
knowing but not- wanting to recog-
nize inherent virtues but being im-
pressive about lesser traits.

Janardanan looked again into the
face of his "wife. The skin was
drawn tight over her temples: her
cheeks seemed hollower: her pallor
was deathly. Her age appeared to
have flown off at a tangent, suddenly
from thirty to a decade or so more.
She looked so bleak, so ugly. She
was breathing heavily through her
nose, intent on the cow that lay in
travail; and at the sight of ner
tenseness which was almost feroci-
ous, Janardanan was filled with an
emotion very near hatred for her,
but the very next instant he was
ashamed of himself for his ignoble
feeling, and a great pity for his
wife surged in his heart.

“Even a cow does it,” the words
of his mother fell distinctly on his

ears. He doubled up under the
stab.

“Look, it's coming, it’s coming!”

cried Sarada in a fever of excite-
ment.

A dull mooing came from within
the byre.

Janardanan drew his wife aside
and gently but firmly led
her back into the house. A mon-
goose darted across their path, the
light from the lamp betraying its

tr?,nsit:,. He heard his mother and
h}s sister talking animatedly bve-
hind. E

vidently they were wrought
up at the coolness with which he
had ignored their presence. Women
are all of a twitter only when they
hate or when they love; inferior
emotions but make th

em abnormally
normal.
ilThey sat down on their bed. The
)

ence cracked like a ghell.

. “S{eS, they are right, your mother
Is right,” she said, tonelessly. Her

voice sounded distant, coming as if
from a tar-oft land.

“What is right®” he asked.

"That you should marry again,
that you should no more waste your

mar,x,hood on a barren creature like
me.

“Not while I am alive. Had I
wanted to, why should have I waited
sSo long?”

“I must have killed many children
in a previous birth.”

“Why should it not be me?”

“No. No. You can never—” A sob
cut short her words.
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He threw out his arm and caught
her to his breast; a tear spilled on
to his palm, like a drop of rain pelt-
ed by a passing cloud, a tear wrung
from the heart of a woman to
waken a kindred drop from the
heart of her man—of untold agony,
of untoid bliss. He caught her to
his breast and sank to the bed with
her; one brief moment, empty,
electrical, and then they had rolled
asunder.

She lay in a sort of dream, a
swoon, a trance—dim with the
knowledge that the old life had
passed and a new life had opened
to her; and with the realisation.
too, that it was not a dream, a
swoon, a trance, but a feeling really,
an extraordinary sensation which
for all that knowledge and realisa-
tion she could not name; so awed
and thrilled was she in her happi-
ness. And she thought she heard
the bleat of the new-born calf, and
as she thus listened the sound taking
on a human note, so rapturous, so
close to her as to be tangible. ... ..
she smiled at her own foolishness,
at her hands fumbling for the dear
little body she tenderly visualised.

ledge and—the faith.

Outside the sky was slowly being
dyed with woad. A delicate pastel
colouring and then the lines of the
crayons grew bolder. It was sunup.
A new day was beginning to be born,
bringing newness to the flowers,
newness to the grass, to the waters,
to the voices of birds that were
flinging their flutes and pipes and
whistles in the wind.

Sarada heard the housedoor
opening with a strident groan and
the voice of her mother-in-law
Speaking irately to the maidser-
vant. She knew the irateness was
directed against her. But she didn't
care, she got out of bed exceedingly
at peace with herself and smiling
angelically at her husband. Janar-
danan smiled back at her; he was
both surprised and glad to notice a
strange new radiance about her, a
winsome resilience in her gait.
What a miracle does the rising sun
accomplish. he marvelled!

But the sun never sets. So says
the ancient Hindu hymn. Nor does
it set for him who has the know-

—
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of modern warfare.
advanced countries,
culture of the peopl
or their character t
shape to their poli
activities so0 much
framework. So th
of the industrial
generally an attem
with those undesir
the existing

But, in highly
it is not the
€, their genius,
hat is giving the
tical or economic
as their industrial
at the replanning

organisation is
Pt to do away
able features in

: industrial framework
which haye been responsible for

Introducing confusion in the politi-
cal and €conomic spheres. The
only exception to this is where the
Country is engaged in planning its
mgiustries in such a way that they
might serve the purpose of gan
aggressive war in contemplation.
Such .Was the object of industrial
Planning in Hitlerite Germany and

brobably is in Russia and th i
States today., ° United

But what most planners and
writers on industrial pblanning have
?nn;;ttted to do is to make an assess-
civil of the present mechanical

Jiisation. It has been assumed
Wltho_ut questioning that rapid in-
dustr}a}lsation of all ‘backward
i;‘eaﬁ s ,necessary if ‘the standard
e Ving’ of the people of those
: 48 s to be raised. And this in
Spite of the knowledge that the

3

present miserable plight of the
countries of Europe is the result ot
an undiluted mechanical civilisa-
tion. The opulence and the breath-
taking miracles of the industries of
the United States are attributed to
the industrial consciousness of its
people and it is again assumed that
every country in the world can be
a pattern of the United States if
only its people and the Government
adopt a forward policy of industri-
alisation. No credit is given to he
vast resources with which nature
had endowed that virgin country
and it is not being realised that if
the drain on these resources goes
on at the present rate, the American
Scene may become as dready as
what we see in India. Just as
night is darkest before dawn, a
sombre grey rapidly overtakes the
golden colours of the evening. It
is essential in my opinion that we
should give some thought to the
philosophy of industrialisation pe-
fore we begin to plan our industries.

There are, what I would choose to
call, three laws which operate
wherever there is no pre-planned
industrial development taking' place.
The first law is that industries are
attracted only to localities which
are already industrialised. There
is no need to elaborate about t}}e
evils of such overcrowding. It will
suffice to say that industrial areas
are eyesores and that the 'peqple
who are obliged to spend thglr lives
in such areas develop an at’gxtude o{
mind which is not only oqesxded buf
is influenced by the ex1s1§encethor
grievances against people In 0 gs
spheres of life. The spcond lgw t]o
that existing industries ten
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MUHAMMAD BIN TUGHLAK,

whose methodical madness has
perplexed historians, has provided
one of the imponderable ‘ify’ of
Indian history. Daulatabad remajns
3 mere dusty town. Had he stuck
ta bis decision to make Daulatabad
the capital of his sultanate, Dethi
would have been magnificent ruins
and north and seuth would have
Toet midway. New Delhi has pattern-~
ed buildings, huddled together like
white elephants, with the planned
confusion of Persepolis, and {he
Sameness of cireles ang squares sug-
gests the ideal bivouacking ground

for army manoeuvres, since even a
[#3
N

Snail-like ‘Grand Trunk Express,

skilled General would noet  know
whether he was advancing or re-
freating. The modernism of India's
modern capital dates back ouly {o
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1812, The Moghul empire, with the
south following its own wayward
course, bad only the variation of
Maratha incursions. The capital has
been a breeqing ground of 2orrup-
tion, not a meeting ground of cul-
tures,  unjess viceregal parties
flavoured with champagne couid he
called a  contribution to 2ulture,
instead of a page in yellow-book
politics. Delhi’s distance 1o the
south could bhe measured by the
snail-like Grand Trunk Express, on
which much poor wit has been ex-
panded in ridicule. The costly air-
mindedness of the new rich or the
tomicri-love  ang laxury-minded-
ness of some Constituent Assenibly
members has not shortened the
mental or physical distance. Al
T024s lead to Delhi. But they con-
verge ou quotas, controls, permits,
T.A.-draw‘mg committees and the
corridors of the secretariat where
corruption comeg crawling on like
paralysis. The Constituent Assem-
bly, far more than the old Central
Assembly, has Drovided a rendezv-
ous for high constitution-making,
small talk ang 3 little back-stairs
Intrigue. \ut jg provides neither
Toynbee’s environment nar stimulus
for  responsive ctutches. Tongues
are joined in issye but minds do not
come {o prips. Eloguenee ends on 2
note of envy. Intelectuaiism tapers
into scandal-mongering, hoarse or
sly. The South Indiap communities
may be high in the councils af gav-
ernment but when the most effactive
technique of governance is press
notes, it dages not matter «ho is
terebrating behing the sloth. These
south sea islands in the midst of a
5ea of Punjabi resurgence are ulti-
mately insular, #oting on provincial
confectionery. North and south

have a Chinese wall of separation
between them and even the Grand
Trunk Express weighs heavily like
a hyphen in the consciousness. The
south is drawing up the constitution,
the north, perhaps, will wock it,
without much respect for the sub-
Junctive clauses,

I do not pretend to be a Colossus
of understanding put the pain of
an anomaly persists for one who has
known the ghosts hoth of Shahja-
hanabad ang Hampi. To one for
w_hom the logic of linguistic pro-
Viniees ig inexorable, the logic of the
oneness of India is equally inexor-
abie. Northern geography and myth
24 legend are a part of southern
IMagery, except in the ‘Tamil
classies, The Ganga is a river of
time touching Indian eonseiousness
at many points. Yet, it seems, in
Spite of the varieties of lacal :olour,
there are two distinctive personeli-
ties divideq by th
of decadence and the bulge of ye-

agtion in Hyderabag, The Middle
We:st and the Wilq West of the
Uniteq States of A

merica  have

boundaries less distinet, angd they
are recessions of the same pioneer-
1% spirit unifieg by the Pullman car
and Presidentig] elections. I do not
farget the stray birds of passage but
€ very strayness ig the point of

Lucknow sweets and

€arness which is the
essence of modern  communication
seems to he the il'usion; the widened
mental chasm the reality. And when
I speak of the north, I do not inclu-
de Bengal and Calcutta, where Kid-
derpore Docks, Clive Street barons
and Christmas festivity mix abomij-
nably, Ang in the south I do not in-
tinde Father Verrier Elvip’

more than g4 Gunther to probe ingide

€ continental abdomen of India, I
am thinking of two broad belts of the
Same civilization. Einstein’s wuni-
verse ig boundless but finite,

The difference

0us even gn the
{

of pattern is obvi-
surface. You ecan
*a%el from Lahore to Calcutta with-

out touching any eruptions of the

earth or, if you take a bhird’s eye
view from a plane, you find hundreds
and bhundreds of square miles pi
grey flatness. On the road side in
U.P., I have seen flying camels and
dancing peacocks, but in the dry
season I have never seen such a
parched piece of earth. The colour
changes in the rainy season when
the whole Indo-Gangetic Valley
seems to be the greatest carpet of
gEreen on earth, the puddles of
water, lake-like in their 1argewxess,
turning the vast stretches into a
green glitter which I have seen only
in the now blood-stained valley of
Kashmir. Except the great rivers,
there is no feature, no landmark but
district flows into district and pro~
vince overflows into province. That
is, if you do not touch the north,
the Kumaon or the Nepal borders
which take you into regions by which
the beauties of the Nilgiris loqk
niggardly. Similarly with the cli-
mate. It is either very pold or
vey  hot, bothh  conducive to
extremes of laziness. Except for
the air-conditioned classes, for two
months of the summer it is a fight
against heat-stroke, and four months
are of oparalysis and ice-water
and ice-cream. Geologically the
epoch is in reverse process on a
minor scale, for people, apart from
meteorologists, nave felt that sum-
mers are getting longer apd hotter
and winters shorter and milder. The
common joke in a city like Madrag
is that it is eight months hot ans
four months hotter but the heat ttxﬁe
its caompensations, particularly of
sea-breeze. The Deccan Plawauﬁhis
caurse, has its deviations from hria
formula, the climate correspon 1; u%
ta the height above sea-level. i
the evenness of the temperature o
reflected in the evenness of the pe
ple’s temper.

Here then is a difference. o 'I;l;;e
northerner luxuriates in wgd b
some months in the year 2 e
students, in particular, ias:) 2
natural right to be dapd akhé o
Lahore and Lucknov_v it tad, e
form of wool-gathering ane o
monplace dandyism. 'l'hex"rhe o
thought of waol in summer. e o
sets of dress produce a £20l0
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variance in necessity. In the
south, a ‘blazer’ on the Marina

Blazer on the Marina,

invites scorn in winter and a rain
of stones in summer, though the
sight of fashionable Beaux Brum-
mels going about in tweeds in mid-
summer and of bejewelled politicians
parading like bedecked parables
(think of the Justice Party!) is a
tardy tribute to the mildness of zhe
summer. South Indians in general
are a set of semi-nudes compared
to the caparisoned personalities of
the north and since, as Walter de
la Mare says, whatever Miss I be-
comes Miss T, the vagaries of diet,
imposed by nature and habit, cre-
ate the bulbous brilliance as well as
the spare rock-bottom features. The
rules of complexion can be guessed.
Diet, so varied in the south, is as
much the cause of temperament as
its result. There is an underlying
unity of rice-culture. But dietetic
variations in the north are few, the
non-vegetarianism of Brahmins be-
ing a concession not only to hetero-
doxy but to climate.

The cities of the north are cities
of the plain most of whose citizens
have not seen the sea. Tha evils
of sequestration are seen in the
seven cities constituency of UP,
which has its advantage of decen-
tralization, but has led not only to
sequestration of civie consciousness
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but sequestration of intellectual
life. Bach city has a bunch of
Hindi newspapers but living from
hand to mouth, overlapping each
other. Talent is scattered. There
is no substitute for Madras or Cal-
cutta or Bombay in the north, the
modern metropolis where competi-
tive life produces not only squalor
but results. Not that these cities of
the plain have not their charm or
character. Like Oxford or Cam-~
bridge, they have the medieval air,
but some also the authenticity ot
their ancience. Lahore is a city of
dandies and pleasure and inordi-
nate night life. New Delni is model-
led on Washington where officialdom
lives on a diet of salaries and small
talk, completely out of touch with
the people. It does not mix with
even Old Delhi, which in spite of
its dust, has much more life. Alla-
habad is a dead city and Prayag
looks like no holy place. But the
rumble of the Sangham gives this
eity a stubborn adhesiveness to
anything that is ancient. Benarves,
perhaps, is the strangest city and
symbolises the attitude of the north
to the past. Its facade of temples on
the river side looks as old as time.
There is a tradition of culture which
is kept alive in secluded piaces and
contrasts oddly with the utter chaos
of civic life. Pride and sloth are

A set of semi-nudes.

mixed in respect for a city which
even many westernized Indians pre-
fer to cultivate as the Paris of the
East. There is more of worship-
fulness and temple-mindedness in
thf;se parts but the craft of temple-
building seems to have not existed.
The Benares temples look like faint-
hearted attempts to imitate south-
erx} architecture. While temple-
BoIng is more of a routine in the
south, it is partly due to the at-
tractlveness of the architecture. So
with punditry and priesthood. The
Durohlt does not seem to saunctify
marriage here but to detract from
its supposed sacramental character.
Brahminijsm is, therefore, less of a
formality here and Jess respectable,
t has helped the thawing of caste.

€ contrast of the villages is
‘g,?leater. _The average South Indian
r(1) lager is 5 sophisticated, litigous
r‘ 8u¢ who knows more about his
1ghts, even when he is untoucned
Y  politicg] consciousness. 'The

gs;mein villagers have remained
ute, in spite of th iitica
parties. D e poiitical

rousin nd thg village here i.q a
g call to immediate agraiian
revolution, Zamindari abolition here
as been delayed by intellectual

Cowardice but is more urgent than
in the soyth. d J

It. brings us tg a cursory diversion
on mte}lectual attitudes. The Indo-
rangetic Valley is rich in universi-
ples too and the dons, while more
1nteres§ed in International Rotary
than in their subjects, prefer *o
trade on their past achievemen:s
and cheqp publicity but boast with-
out conviction of intellectual stand-
arc}s, ‘There is difference between
university and university but tak-
Ing what is known ag the university
of life, the student here assumes
larg‘er gestures than in the south.
el is sox_nebody, a student-leader or
a adyfklller Or an influential stooge
of an influential politician. He gets
a large handicap in the form of
high aspirations, rarely thinks of
se:v‘ prizes of' competitive publiz
o Ice and invariably takes life
thore cheerfully, even if he lands at
St:rtbottpm of the ladder. But he
o t?) WxthA Marx. Without master-
thg e rud'lm.ents of composition, he

Inks of Imitating Dylan Thomads.

He has a contempt for text-books |
and is the social equal of his tea-
cher. The foundation is weak; it is

He is somebody.

all superstructure. I would not be
wrong in summing up the south as
all foundation and no superstruc-
ture. Students are more slavish to
text-books till at least they make
good in their examination. One has
to wade through even the Caroline
period before one is allowed to think
of contemporary poetry. They ap-
proach their professors as if they
are gods of some kind. There is
little initiative, except for the few
who go through the experience Qf
secretaryship of college associations.
The north thinks more of the con-
tent, the south more of the form,
that would satisfy even Saintsbury.
The southern student attempts
style, the northern is eager to deli-
ver his message. Besides the nor-
thern versions of dress pa;ade and
higher standard of Iliving, the
southerners look like anaemgc
scholars afraid of curtailing their
parents’ solvency.

rd of living in the
noyf?lf ;:gggg the educated middle
classes is higher. It is glpssy and
assertive. The belief is w1despread
that life is for living. The Gita is

39



as widely revered here but is kept
on the shelves, while, in some form
or other, it seems to oppress the
south. Life here has taken the form
of drawing-room culture with any-
one drawing a couple of hundreds
not capable of living without a
drawing-room. There is a nabobic
strain. The south comparatively is
sticking to the verandah and the
terrace, except in the exalted state
of Hyderabad. The veteran of the
law-court may meet boldly his
brother from the north in the neu-
tral ground of justice and vanquish
him but would feel inferior about
his drawing-room on a visitation
from the north. If this difference in
complexes, varied by tufts and dho-
tles, is carried into the convex re-
flexions of the Central Secretariat
it leads to many kinds of clashes.

These thin trickles of life add to
the surge and ground-swell which
is what we are trying to map out.
The spaciousness of the 1Indo-
Gangetic Valley is reflected in the
Spaciousness of mental attitudes.

Leadership is so easily created here,
without sufficient excuse

or founda-
tions, because a greater number of
people aim to be leaders. The crop

is destroyed by the god-made mon-
soon but part of it survives. The
lack of intellectual sharpness is
made up by largeness of gesture.
There is even g species known as
student leaders who think it is their
right to issue thundering state-
ments. The southern intellect,
sharper and more active, seems
stunted by the peninsular narrow-
ness. The ecritical faculty ends in
a cul-de-sac of self-criticisms.
Professors are afraid of self-expres-
sion.  Leadership is selective and
the recruiting ground, therefore,
limited. If Pandit Pant were born
in Madras, he might have ended
as a purohit or a good distriet bar
leader. Jawaharlal Nehru would
have found satisfaction in luxuriat-
ing over his father's briefs and at-
titudinizing in the Cosmopolitan
Club or Mylapore’s intellectual re-
sorts. A northern Sivaswami Iyer
would have dazzled his contempo-
raries as much by his drawing-room
culture as by his intellectual finesse.
Prakasam translated would not have
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become a mere heart of oak thre_zat-
ened by weeds. Not that things

If Pandit Pant were horn in Madras

are florid in the north. Scholarly
simplicity is enshrined in persons
like Narendra Deva, though even
Sampurnanand has with the touch
of power become somewhat pomp-
ous. But the large-heartedness of
heart looks lavish in these ampli-
tudes, while peninsular generosity is
frozen in a grove. Intellectual keen-
ness, so useful in drafting and shap-
ing constitutions, in debates and
committee discussions, looks inhibit-
ed by its own sharpness when un-
relieved by a capacious attitude to
life. If the Communists have reliev-
ed themselves of even a part of this
contradiction in the south, they are
Marxists worth their salt. Yet this
attempted differentiation in patterns
of life is inadequate. For generali-
fations convey at best only half-
truth. The patterns of life have to be
studied closely, if the invisible Great
Wall of India has to be understood
and broken. Such a precise demar-
cation would require g whole manual
and it is the task of a historian
with a needle eye for gathering the
details of life without falling into
the gaping pitfalls of Gunther’s

Slapdash and  slapstick school of
history.
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by HARINDRANATH

(A Brother's Impressions Of A Sister)

:% a brother, who is not so
who l!l;nous, to write about a sister
seemn mwm'ld-famous might, at first,
un ‘?‘fdnot only a stupid and
aud'amecious , ::.takmg, but a most

w N worth-

the ec,0 m:y g severa) others, whom

own T contributed to her
Sarojing -

08¢ who heard her
At an early age,

then, ghe was acclaimed by thou-

Sands ag g woman

of desti
:d dgenius lc:f the first order, 1'11{;
starteq » at  the time she

thg verse, Queen Victorig

b and well-versed in thei
Tzn rsl;p:ctlve provineial tonguesl:
msgemtedc?;‘:m Speak English were

to godhead! In those -

days, too, one who returned from
England was looked upon as
somebody who had returned from
Mars or .the Moon. An England-
returnsd butler took on the aspect
of the superior being as compared

even to a scholar who had not gone
beyond Indian shores. In such

times and conditions, when hardly

a handful of Indians wrote verse in
English worth the name, the emer-
gence of Sarojini resembled that of
a new star on the horizon of India.
People talked of her genius and in-
vested her with the miraculous.

But with the passing of years
writing verse in English became
more and more frequent and even
lost its power of compelling atten-
tion as it did once. With the growth
of nationa] consciousness and the
keen awakening of India’s people to
a sense of slavery under foreign
domination, the English languige
gradually began to take a less ur-
gent place in the minds of the peo-
ple. All the same, Sarofini’s lyrics
have still continued to be read and
praised. She has been called
“Bulbul-e-hind”, or “The Nightin-
gale of India”. -But it strikes me,
on closer analysis, that this title has
been given to her not so much for
her lyrical output in a foreign wnl-l
gue— (which is comparatively sma
in bulk and uneven in quality)—as
for the inherent lyrical gift of
oratory for which she has always
been celebrated.

Sarojini, the speaker, is far more

i rtant and = compelling than
ngx?t%lm, the poet. While even her

‘speeches are uneven in quality and

fOV 1948



inspiration—there is hardly any
doubt as to the influence she has
wielded in public life and the life
of the nation with her exquisite out-
put of words intoned like a nightin-
gale on myriad occasions—she does
not always rest at the rosea) point
of lyricism. I have at least on one
occasion heard her voice become a
roaring fire and her oratory a sharp
sword sure-laden with an instant-
aneous death-blow. There have
been other such occasions as well
—but I shali only refer to the one
occasion on which my hair stood on
end “like quills upon the fretful
borpentine.” It was in London in the
year 1920—after the shameful Am-
ritsar massacres which had left the
country humiliated and every sen-
sitive individual burning with bitter
vengeance and hate. Sarojini spoke
at the Albert Ha)l which was crowd-
ed to an excited overflow of audi-
ence. The hall was packed to chok-
ing with men and women who had
been attracted not only by a famous

subject of the

and vague ideas about what had
happened in India, Sarojini rose
amidst cheers which, however,
evoked no expression of gratitude.
I could see she was in dead earnest
that afternoon—she Wwas no more a
woman, nor was her voice that of a
mere individual woman. She had
been transformed into India and it
was India Speaking—India, torn,
bled, wounded, humiliateq, raped.
On the galleries sat 3 group of men
who had come determined to stage
an anti-demonstration. When the
gradually widening fire in her began
to take on the dimensions of g con-
flagration, the audience sat spell-
bound below in the auditorium. Her
description of the humiliationsg in
India even moved several to tears—
when suddenly the disturbing ele-
ment from the top began to shout
and do their best to break up the
meeting.  Sarojini, with eyes that
burned red, literally red—ag though
they had suddenly erammed into
their two littie optical worlds the
funeral-flames of those who had
been shot down at Jallianwala Bagh
—stared at them awhile and then,
with a sudden note which sounded
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like the bursting of an atom bomb,
she said “Shut up”-—and the result
was a dead stillness which daxje(?
not open its brute-mouth agamn:
That was a classic speech—and it
only showed that Sarojini was cap-
able of rising to the heights of t;ue
heroism, her lyricism resembling
that of birds, to an epic worthy of
the battlefield,

Sarojini, therefore, is a blend of
the lyric and the epic. When she
works through herself she breaks
into the former, ang seems colpur—
ful and sparkling—but when histo-
ric events of the country work
through her, using her as an ins-
trument, she thunders into memor-

able  epic reverberance which
influences history.

So much for Sarojini, the poet, the
politician. But so little is known of
Sarojini, the woman in the home.
Possibly this is due to the impression
that she has hardly ever lived in a
home, that she has spent most of
her life on railway-trains and ships,
that she has hardly had any time
to call her own, being so much in
demand by the people not only of
this country but the countries of
the world. In one sense, it is true—
her life has been lived a great deal
either in posh hotels or as guest in
the houses of the famous and the
wealthy. Yet, the fact remains that
Sarojini is essentially simple and,
whenever she can find the time to
get away from social activity, which
becomes more and more “seldom”,
she relaxes into a simple woman of
the home bursting with al) the quali-
ties of one. One of her proudest
achievements is that she can cook a
truly snperb stew or boil a delicious
Soup; during retiring hours you will
find her walking ahout from room
to room in g simple gown, some-
times torn at the back and not at
all concerned with the proverb—*“a
stich in time saves nine!” Rehind
a2 mask of non-attachment and
€ven of unconcern she is deeply
emotiona) and affectionate, I have,
on occasions, even caught a deeply
sad look in her eyes which seemed
to go back to the days that are no
more, when she was young and had
4 home, a beautifyl home, of her
own and four little children who had

[ ]
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come into her life like four litile
poems. One of them has been lost—
her son Ranadheera whom she liter-
ally adored. When I spent a few days
with her at the Government House
in Lucknow a few months ago, 1
realised what that loss had meant
to her—although she never indulged
in giving any visible vent to her
deep, deep sorrow. The death of her
son has definitely deepened her and
amidst all the glamour of Governor-
ship there is a gap which can never
be filled—behind all the comfort and
luxury of a lit-up palace, a wound
which can never be healeq,

Sarojini, the poet, the politician,
is now the Governor, or as she witti-
ly called herself, the Governess. But
1 is a fact that she moves about
from hall to hall of her magnificent
palace even as g caged bird consei-
ous of the bars., There is 3 grow-
ing simplicity about Sarojini which
is most remarkable and in keeping
with the tradition of our land, iIn
this quality, however, she is easily
beaten hollow by the Governor-
General who has managed to slip
from a great “personality” to g
greater “impersonality” which seems
freed of the chains of kingship.
Sarojini’s retinue of servanis some-
times does not know what to make
of her most unconventional treat-
ment of them. The U, P. calls her
Mother—and she does all she ecan
to live up to the reputation. Qcea-
sionally, when her health runs down

and her nerves are jangled, she
tends to burst into ifl-tempgr*
which, to those who are unacquaint-
ed with her, comes as a stunning
disillusionment. But behind such
unpleasant mood and behaviour the
essential  Sarojini seems to bhe
deepening intc g greater under-
standing, sympathy, ang grace to-
wards life and people.

I have often felt that it was a
great pity that she never really had
the time to spend in inward con-
templation which might switch her
on  to ancestral wisdoms which
dwell  eternally beyond  politics,
power and {empora} glory. But,
even inspite of this gruesome handi-
cap of lack of time for inward en-
quiry and search, she has not wholly
escaped the tradition of mysticism
which is in her blood and bones. I
have arrived at the conclusion after
watching her closely in communion
with Nature—with the trees in her
gardens or even the flowers in her
royal vases. Her eyes then take on
& dreaminess which, for a few
moments, switches her on to inward
planes from where, unconsciously,
she has been able, throughout her
varied life of political struggles,
defeats, triumphs, to draw the sus-
tenance, the living mystical susten-
ance of the spirit which keeps the
heart nourished with courage and
the body with an obstinate will

which hardly ever accepts weariness
or defeat,

f&,

PATRONS OF LIFE

There comas a time in the develo

when recelving from oth

status as parasites upon life and su

pment of ourselves

ers, which is the essence of celfish-
ness, gives way to the irresistible ur,

grow heyond the limits of one's ow

ge to give to others—to
n skin, whether in the

us to rsnounce our

mmons us {0 hecome
the patrons of life.—JOSAUA LOTH

of Mind.»
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LIEBMAN, in * Peace

I HAVE written much about Gandhi
- and  Gandhism, Indeed the
biography of the Indian Patriarch is
the history of India's exodus from
e land of bondage to the land of

freedom flowing with milk and
oney. I have written a little about
Jawaharlal, the man and patriot.
,JJave also written, though just a
it, about Sardar Patel, the man
of Jron will ang steel spirit. Now
thig Invitation from the editor of
write a word or two

about Rajendra Baby fits in with

he  serieg and is tempting to a
degree, But the long and deeply
ingrained habit of i

acters who are
ut being self—righteous,
! 1 ing rigiq, truth-
Speaking w;thout being offensiva, Tg

8 category belongs Rajendra
Bahuy, thl:ice President of theJ Con-
igsisc,uxhxlom Minister for Food and

ure at the

choson hea Centre, ang the

of the Constitue
Assembly. Anxious s

not unwilling to be its Speaker us

well; but a member of Government
could not simultaneously become the
Speaker of the House where he
would be called upon to justify his
own acts, move his own bills, plead
for his own budget. It was the
inherent incongruity of the combi-
nation that lay in the way, not the
magnitude of the burden nor any
incompetence of the shouylders.
Rajendra Babu is like the proverbial
camel t¢ whom only the last bundle
Is shown before it is added to the

full load which is already on its
back.

Few people know that Rajendra
Babu was at the very threshold of
4 promising and already remunera-
tive legal career in Patna, when
invited by Gandhi to help him in
Champaran in 1917 to give relief to
the thousands of indigo cultivators
who had been paying 64 illegal
taxes to their European plantexj-
bosses. It was here that he did his
apprenticeship in politics as the
junior of Gandhi. 8ix thousand
affidavits were taken. It was then
that Rajendra Babu was an eye
withess to the service of notice
under Sec. 144 on Gandhi to quit
the district, and to Gandhi’s first
open act of civil resistance and
triumph against bureaucracy, for
the order was forthwith withdrawn
ungder the instructions of the Gov-
ernment of India. It was here too
that he learnt what truth was,
when his fellow workers were
warned that if they retained with
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them a copy of the District Magis~
trate’s insulting letter to Gandhi
which he later thought fit to with-
draw, they could not be said to be
acting truthfully, In a word it was
herz that he learnt that facts are
more than perfervid oratory and
neans are higher than engds,

Gandhi, it is well known, had a
market partiality for those who had
worked with him in Champaran,
Khaira, Borsod, ang Ahamedabad,
next for those who were with him
at the Sabarmati and Wardha
Asrams, then for those who served
the nation with him and last but
not least, for those wha vesisted him
and  his  programmes. Rajendra
Babu came under the first category

and continued to occupy a hich
place in his affections till the last
day of Gandhi’s life. The leader of
Patna has the three-fpld agdvaniage,
besides, of being a speaker, a writer
and 8 worker—rather a rare combi-
nation amongst Congressmen. As
a speaker he is lucid and eloquent.
As a writer he is painstaking and
thorough. As a worker he is sincere
and whole-hearted. What eise can
a Satyagrabi ask for? The regard
for truth promotes depth and humi-
lity. The love of ghimsa ensures
patience and forgiveness. Not that
Rajendra Babu does not get angry
but that he knows how to control
it and how to transform it into
constructive energy. His work in
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the Behar earthquake reliet move-
Ment was a monument to his capa-
c1ty for organization, for it remains
unique in the social service annais
of India alike for its magnitude and
magnificence. He has always work-
B with disinterested devotion and
On oceasions was tuly rewarded, as
when he was calleq upon to preside
over that momentous session of the
Congross in Bombay in 1934 after
the seeming faiture of the Satya-
graha campaign of 1930-1934. In =zl
Critical situations his services have
been indented upon. When Subhash
Babu resipned his second president-
Ship of the Congress in April-May
1939 after the Tripura session, it was
Rajendra Babu that was chosen to
ﬁ.ll the gap. Again when 2 similar
Situation arose after the resigna-
ton of Mr. J. B. Kripalani in 1947
the choice fel) upon Rajendra Babu,
but this time he had to resign his
00‘:_1 Ministership to take up the
DreS{dentship of the Congress, so
Praoving that the leadership of the
Nation stands higher than Minister-

Ship even under a National Govern-
Mment,

Rajendra, Babuy has had his share
of doubts ang difficulties, for after
he release of the Working Commit-
‘ee frem the Ahamednagar Fort,

€ question for him to decide was
Whether ne should serve Govern-
ment in the province of Bihar oy
the couniry at the Centre. He had
not really much choice to exercise
Or it was decided that he should
take up Food and Agriculture. If
Instead he hag gone to Patna and
headed the brovincial Ministry the

h;story of Bihar would have been
different,

: & party or pne section of the
g‘;hans, but that gpe should bhe

Perhuman ¢ subhuman not to
TOuse gyep 5 thi
WOrk, ik

were palpable differences of view
and vision not wholly traceable lo
conflicts of principles or policies. -
Anyway Rajendra Babu did not
entangie himself in the local fissions
or factions and worked away on the
heights of Delhi. But even there ha
was not in the serene atmosphere
of pure admdnistration, for as a
member. of the Cabinet, he should
naturally be expected to take his
own view on any particular matter,
and it was widely talked abont in
Delhi at the time that Sri J. B.
Krinalani resigned his presidentship
of the Congress that even Rajendra
Babu had to dissent if not protest
on faur accasions in respect of eer-
tain decisions of the Centra} Gov-
ernment.  'What these occasions
were, {f any, and in what connection
they arose one does not know. But
when It comes to a dquestion of
standing up for righi, one neeg not
bave any doubt about the correct.
ness of Rajendra Babu's decision.
But thereafter one must confess
temperaments vary. While some
are content to register their dissent,
others may follow it up with con-
duet which no longer agrees 0
commit itself to the further deve-
lopment of policies which command
their allegiance. Rajendra Babu
belongs to the latter category and
one does not know how far his re-
signation of Food Ministership to
take up Congress Presidentship was:
influenced by the attraction of the
latter and dissatisfaction with the
former. While he was President of
the Constituent Assembly he haad
occasion o resent the cavaller
fashion in which he was ignored
and the Secretary and staff of the
Legislative Department were ap-
pointed without his knowledge or
consent. Nor did he like the course
of action followed in cettain matpe{s
during his officiating presidentship
of the Congress during the frst
year of the war (1939} when cer-
tain friends were invited to the
Warking Committee tWlthoutopck:sls
ledge and when it was pr >~
légog) reglieve him of hi_s premdentl;
ship without the initiative foz" sue
relief coming from him. Rajendra
Babu is quite capable of resentment
and righteous indignation but he
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Is not the person to place seif
above country or personality above
.party. In a delicate situation, how-
ever, he is found to travel along
lines of least resistance and is not
one of those who would walk into
trouble unless he could not help it.
This was noticed when the choice of
a particular Minister in Bihar was
left to his decision by the Working
Committee by the casting vote of
the president.

To Rajendra Babu politics is not
the prime attraction of life. His love
of his mother tongue, his knowledge
of Persian, his eloquence in Hindi
and Urdu alike, his sustained and
substantial interest in literature
and history, have made him the
head of two big organizations, one
connected with Hindi and the other
with Indian history. On the top
of all these, tcday he is the head of
the Gandhi Memorial Fund which
is yet to take shape and gather wind
and volumeo. His passion is for the
constructive programme. Khaddar
is his first love and under his fos-
tering care and untiring devotion,
Bihar which occupied g low place
in regard to hand-spun, hang-
woven cloth in 1921 soon attained a
first place in India. It is his abid-
ing and preferential love of Khad-
dar as the prince of village indus-
tries that has made him the presi-
dent of the Sarvodaya Samaj now
being organized in order to keep the
torch of Gandhism ablaze so that
it may burn brighter and clearer ior
ever in the coming spacious days of
Indian Nationalism. And if a sug-
gestion has been made that Rajen-
dra Babu should for this purpose
take the place of Gandhi, resigning
even his four anng membership of
the Congress, it must be interpreted
as -signifying the nation’s apprecia-
tion of his composite equipment, of
mind and spirit and his perpetual
readiness to give his ambitions if
any a second place as against the
inexorable demands of the country
and the people upon his time and
talent. Rajendra Babu’s India

Divided is really a plea for “India
Undivided” and this monumsntal
work undertaken at the instance of
Gandhi, will remain in Indian na-
tionalistic literature as a landma}‘k
while his later production, namely,
his autobiography, will be a record
of contemporary history written by
not a distant student of chronicles,
but by a character on the stage,
closely associated with the day-to-
day happenings of the political
programme of a nation which soon
become chapters of its nistory.
Rajendra Babu has a facile pen
only excelled by a fluent tongue, a
quick judgment though not always
followed up by a firm decision.
Through thess and other qualities
of head and heart he has made for
himself an abiding niche in the
halls of honour here and now as
well as in the Valhalla of nations
later and above. What his future
is, no one can say—whether he will
be canonized and made a saint or
elevated and elected as the first
president of the sovereign Indian
Republic. Either way it is not the
place that counts so much as the
qualifications that inevitably emerge
into public view, and hold aloft be-
fore your vision a great public char-
acter who has earned the title of
‘the good’ without being acclaimed
weak, accessible to all and accom-
modating to a degree, wedded faith-
fully to principles, yet capable of
hammering them out into policies,
always looked upon ag a pillar of
state, but never failing to function
as the prop of the nation, ever ready
for sacrifice and eternally immersed
in service. To him there is no law
higher than logic and no logic
higher than life, and he is content
to be a life’s devotee in this pilgrim-
age of his on earth already three
score and three gone, but pilgrims
are happy as the perpetua] seekers
of Truth, by invariably traversing
along the paths of non-violence, and
to such indeed the mind is the real
heaven, and the earth is but the
fcotstool that forms the stepping
stone of ascent to its heights,

God is the hardest
—MAHATMA GANDHI.

48

taskmaster I have known on ihis earth.






N the fast moving times we live

in, ten years is not a particularly
long pericd. To those that knew
Veena Dhanam and were devotees
of her music it is difficult to realise
that ten years have elapsed this
month since she disappeared from
our midst. Veena Dhanam’s papu-
lgmy during her comparatively long
life was confinea to the few that
we're lovers of Carnatic music. The
Void in the musical worlg created
by her disappearance is therefore
keenly felt only by such of those
few that survive her and it is no
grea§ braise to say that to them no
One in the musical world has taken
the. place that she occupied therein
While she lived. The reader might
Well ask whether it is wise to revive
1€ memories of something that was
‘neﬁ§=\bly sweet while it lasted and
Publicise it. That would be a valid

Objection. Even so it should be re-

Cognised that when we continue to
€el the loss of something- we con-
sldgred Precious it is best to exter-
nalise our feelings by putting them
On paper and sharing them with
Others. Besides, is it not fair that
those of us who knew Veena Dhanam
and have had the privilege of hear-
Ing her should tell the present gene-
ration Something about her and her
Contributions to Carnatic musie. It
S true that in this age of violent
emocratisation of music when its
hepend.ence for popular attraction
as shifted from mechanieal aids like

€ Microphone and the amplifier
131 dbeneﬁt performances conducted
G €r the auspices of Ministers and
Overnment officials and widely

4

advertised in the newspapers, the
qualities of the music of Veena
Dhanam can neither be understood
nor appreciated. Nevertheless, be-
ing one of those who with the Edi-
tor of “SWATANTRA” helieve that
things of permanent value can only
be eclipsed for a period and not be
totally destroyed, I have ventured
to put down on paper some of my
memories about Veena Dhanam. The
rich traditions that are the back-
ground of Carnatic music would
again come to be realised at some
future date though some of us who
were privileged to live through the
last few decades of the glorious cen-
tury of Carnatic music have not
done anything material to presecve
for posterity even a part of what we
had heard and enjoyed.

I have the peculiar privilege of
being able to remember Veena
Dhanam almost since the time when
I could remember things about me.
Even then she was an institution
amongst those that knew her. One
of my earliest impressions was of
the fact—which was then to me
surprising—that the Veena Dhanam
with whom I was familiar was held
in high esteem by well-known and
highly respected musicians. I re-
member during a wedding her play-
ing consecutively for four nights,
and amongst her audience were
musical giants of the time like
Anantharama Bhagavathar, Poochl
Srinivasa Iyengar, Tirukodikaval
Krishna Iyer, Alaganambi, not to .
speak of several musical connois-
seurs that only a place like Kumba-
konam abounded in those days,
amongst whom the most prominent
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INDIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS.
The Nation's Property For lts Prosperity.

i ia" iw 1 . ¥rom 21 miles to
Ninety-five yeatrs ago India's first rmmay was opened'
start witg we have some 33,500 miles. The capital invested is over Rs. T0D crores.

i ¥ ; i iy ; hey were
To-day our Railways are our own property. Time vias when thes .
managed by British Companies. We inherited them thh' several handicaps.
To blame the present for such handicaps is obviously unfair.

In pre-war years our Railways functioned with just adequate facilities.
During the War their facilities were overslogged. The end of war dig not
diminish the pressure on our Railways.

Accumulated maintenance arrears have to be pulled up. Over-used engines,
eic. have to be replaced. These we have to import immediately and to produce
eventually. Other countries want to serve themselyes first,

In this plight railways seek public sympathy and understanding. 'I.‘hg follov{-
ing statistical information for Class I Railways, if carefully scrutinised, will
speak far more than verbal comments:

1946~47 as

Particulars 1938.39 1946-47 (;)aferlcgéxstz%e
Passéngers carried* .. 4991 10778 2158
Passenger engines in use .. 1,756 1,636 932
Passenger coaches in use .. 16,428 15,244 82.8
Passenger train miles* . 10.68 9.84 92.1
Tons of goods carried* .. 8.44 8 1039
Goods engines in use .. 1868 2,444 1308
Wagons in use .. 295,198 241,083 18
Goods train miles* . 6.85 753 109.9
Capital Invested+ .. B813.25 450.76 10485
Gross earningst .o 10347 21545 208.2
Working expenses+ . 68.79 175.08 254.5
Staf .. 862,000 1023000 1545
Total cost of staff+ . 35.83 90.50 252.6

*Number in crores.
Inserted by:

The Public Relations Officer, MSM. & S1. Railways, Madras 2, to whom please
address questions if any.
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I now recollect was the late Keer-
thanacharya ¢. R, Srinivasa Iyen-
gar. A feature about those per-
formances that 1 remember which
was 2iso g distinguishing feature
of her later day performances was

the pin-drop silence with which she
was listened to.

To say that as a Vainika, Dhanam
greatly excelled her peers would be
high praise indeed, But even here
there might be room for difference
of opinion, Several connoisseurs
preferred a martig) type of Veena
Fendering and to such Veena Dha-
nam’s music could have made little
or no appeal. I have heard some of
the best Veena players that were
alive during the early years of the
century including that grand vete-
fan Veena Seshanna of Mysore, and
I helieve that by and large they all
recognised the pre-eminence of
Dhanam in the field. They mar-
velled at her mastery over a com-
baratively smaller edition of the
Veena. But Dhanam’s claims to
greatness are not entirely covered
by her proficiency in the limited
field of Veeng playing. Undoubtedly
the instrument was a means by
which she expounded her knowledge
Over an extremely wide and varied
fange of music. It is acknowledged
that Veena lends itself to a degree
of precision and definiteness which
ot{zer instruments and the human
Voice cannot hope to attain and

AnAm had in her time well-nigh
exRausted al] the Possibilities for
lmprovisation on that instrument,

My earliest impressions were that
& pacing or tempo was something
unique though I now know that in
€ rendering of pieces in Vilamba
kalam few could reach her perfec-
tion.  Voeql musieians of the frst
IWo decades of the century never
attempted tg any extent singing in
thxs'kalam, though the two eminent
Violin players of the century,
Krishng Iyer and Govindaswami,
both of them great admirers of
Veeng Dhanam, could with great
effort follow in her footsteps.

The other unique feature of
Veeng Dhanam was her varied re-
Dertoire. In the first two decades
of the century Saint Tyagayva’s

kritls  were the most popular
amongst musical compositions and
these kritis very nearly covered most
of the programmes of music perfor-
mances. Here and there a few com-
positions of Patnam Subramania
Iyer used to be sung. It was not’
that the celebrated musicians of the
time did not attempt composing
music. They did, and some of them
also used to sing one or two of their
own compositions in their perform-
ances. Y can remember Poochi Sri-
nivasa Iyengar singing his own
compositions which have after his
time been popularised by hig equally
eminent disciple. The Dhanakot
sisters used to include quite a num-~
ber of Shyama Sasiri's kritis and
even a few of Dikshitar's in their
brogramme of songs. Coimbatore
Thayi indulged in a few Kshetrayya
padams, though often in g pedestrian
manner. But a complete range of
Tyagayya's, Dikshitar's, Shyama Sas-
tri's and Subbaroya Sastri’s kritis,
Kshetrayya and Subbarams Iyer's
padams and Dharmapuri Subbara-

yar’s javalis, not to speak of the
compositions of several others,
could only be heard in Veena Dha-
nam’s periormances.

Saint Tyagayya’s kritis lend them-
selves to embellishment by the
improvisation of several sangathis
at the hands of a master, some plea-
sant and some- less so, but all of
them perfect from the strict Shas-
trajc point of view. But I have
heard it said, notably by a friend of
my father, one Subbarama Iyer, vakil
at Tanjore who was ten years old
when the Saint reached samadhi,
that Veena Dhanam's render‘xpg'ot
the Saint’s kritis with the minimum
of sangathis was nearest to the
Saint's own method of singing. Ge-
nerally speaking, Veena Dhanam
avoided multiplication of sangathis
in any of her pieces. She conzen-
trated on producing the largest num-
ber of musical effects by subtle twists
in a few sangathis. I used to be
particularly attracted in those days
by her rendering of padams and
javalis, It is not that I was conscious
of the Sringara effects of her
Kshetrayya padams. Pe_rhaps, as I
might now seek to explain i, it was'
the association of the ‘Krishna
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background in the Moova Gopala
padams that evoked an interest in
those padams, but the main fact that
made the singing of those pleasing
to hear was the fempo and the
supreme melodic effect it produced.
The effect of her javali singing was
exactly the reverse. It produced a
bouncing feeling, at any rate in a
juvenile hearer. While this effect
is not perhaps difficult to produce
in javalis sung in ragas like Kamas,
Janjuti, Kapi and Behas, Veena
Dhanam could produce similiar
effect in other ragas like Suruti,
Pharas, Ananda Bhairavi as well.

The second decade of the century
was in a sense a breaking away
period from the past. The golden
age of Carnatic music was well-nigh
"~ over Dy that time. These ten years
saw the eclipse, and in many cases
the disappearance of the older
savants. Violin Krishna Iyer was
the first to pass away. He was in
his field as unique as Veena Dha-
nam. New stars like Ariyakudi
Ramanuja Iyengar and Maharaja-
puram Viswanatha Iyer made their
appearance. But the old and the
new were alike eclipsed by a meteor
in Pushpavanam. The timbre and
reach of his voice held the imagi-~
nation of the then rising new class
of musical enthusiasts drawn mainly
from the student population. But
he went as he came well before the
end of the decade. The next decade
saw the emergence of a number of
music sabhas, and with them, a
greater fleld of activity for the music
vidwans and a considerable raising
of their status. But in the act of
providing caviar to the million the
quality of the caviar steadily dete-
riorated till a level was reached
when the difference between the
genuine article and its ersatz varie-
ties became indistinguishable.

With the disappearance of the
demand for the semi-chamber-cum-
public hall type of music the public
appearances of an artist like Veena
Dhanam became rarer. Want of
encouragement, due mainly to the
disappearance of the class from
amongst whith most of her ad-
mirers came, failing eyesight and
the psychological effects arising out
of these causes, very nearly drove
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Veena Dhanam into the background.
A genuine friend .who has now
vanished into obscurity, Jalatharan-
gam Ramaniah Chetty, kept her
interest in her art alive by gather-
ing a few friends and admirers
weekly every Friday at his house to
hear Veena Dhanam. I owe to this
act of Ramaniah Chetty the rene-
wal of my association with Veena
Dhanam which provided me with
the opportunity of hearing her in-
imitable music as often as my pre-
occupations would permit, till a few
weeks before she passeda away.
Barring a few public performances
eévery year specially at the annual
festival conducted by the Music
Academy, she rarely appeared in
public in those years. Her devotees
went to her and listened to her in
a small room in the upstairs of a
house in Ramakrishnar} Street, one
of the most congested parts of the
city. Of ithe older savants Violin
Govindaswami Pillai was one of her
visitors till illness and death inter-
vened. The younger musicians used
to make it a matter of pilgrimage
to visit her on Fridays. Of the elite
I have seen none among these Fri-
day pilgrims except one constant
friend, Sri S. Duraiswami Iyer, now
of Pondicherry. The last years of
the greatest of the musicians that
the living generation has knoswn
were passed in this manner.

In a sense Dhanam as a Vainika
and as a mausician reached the
heights of absolute perfection dur-
Ing the last ten years of her life.
Physically she had then become frail
besides being nearly blind. She was
not without the faults that beset
human nature. She had a live
temper and a caustic tongue. She
could never tolerate the second-rate
in the musician. She was an aris-
tocrat and never believed in play-
ing to the gallery. To her last days
few could ask her to play any parti-
cular piece. That was a privilege
rigorously confined to her chosen
{riends. Nor would she tolerate the
slightest disturbance amongst the
audience. In her earlier days these
facts made the quality of her per-
formances sometimes uneven, She
would be excellent at one place, the
next day at another place her per-
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formance would not reach that
standard. To a large extent the
quality of her music depended on
he musical qualities of her audi-
ence. But during her last ten years
.there was no unevenness of quality
In her music. I am not a musician
and I cannot therefore write about
the gymnastic feats she achieved by
her deviations from conventional
types of singing within the limits
that orthodoxy permitted. But this
Mmuch I knew of her. She hated
the exhibition of ultra-musical
Knowledge that was the special
forte of the professional vidwan.
She felt that the hair-splitting
arguments advanced in musical

“ tontroversies were often beside the

mark. 1 was once treated by her
to a dissertation on the futility of
taking such arguments to their
logical con>lusion. She took up the
raga Nata Kuranji and played it
for over twenty minutes pointing
out at various stages how traces of
the various other ragas of the same
motif obtruded into her treatment
0of Nata Kuranji. I have never
heard anybody perform an alapana
of Nata Kuranji like that.

Of her special talent in her treat-
ment of ragas a lot can be said. It
always appeared as if she had a
clear picture in her mind of how
she was going to deal with 2 parti-
cular raga when she launched forth
Into rags alapana. As none could
detect in her rendering the trace of
any method of alapana pursued by
her known contemporaries we must
concede that her treatment of
ragas was unique if not original.
Whenever she departed from tradi-
tion in her alapana she did so fully
alive to the fact. Yet to the listener
it appeared that the progression in
an alapana, while it was simple and
logical, was by its simplicity itself
made so baffling as to defy the repro-
duction of even a single note. It would

difficult to say what were her
favourite ragas. When she was in
he mood she was excellent in any
raga she handied. Usually her
alapanas were not of long duration.

Yet, I have heard her sing Begada
for over

time she took over a raga, whether

thirty minutes without any .
trace of repetition. No matter what -

it was half an hour or three minutes,
she always produced a perfect and
fuil picture of the raga.

Swara manipulations while sing-
Ing krithis she rarely induiged in.
She positively disliked the now con-
firmed habit of swara singing for
every krithi whether the songster
had the necessary equipment or
not for the purpose. She preferred
to play the set chitta swaras for:
particular krithis which were of
uniformly superb quality. In most
cases the composer of the chitta
swaras she sang was unknown. I
have already referred to her dislike
of the multiplication of sangathis.
But the absence of many sangathis
was more than compensated by the
importation of some DPleasing twist
or turn at the varlous stages of
pallavi, anupallavi and charanam
in every song she sang. Her ren-
dering of even the better known of
Tyagayya’s songs had a stamp of
her personality. Who could imitate
her Yochana Kamalalochana in
Durbar even if he or she had heard
her a dozen times? Whether it is
sung in Harikamboji or Karnata
behag, can any one of the vidwans
who attempt to lay down the law
in these days sing Nenendu Veda-
luthura like her and produce the
effect of giant waves rolling on. Who
in these days can create the mental
picture of Sree Rama in the minds
of the audience that she was able
to create when she sang Ninuving
Sukhamugana in Thodi? In Dikshi~
tar’s krithis the field has been all
her own and in many instances she
has blazed the trail. Songs com-
posed by an outstanding Vainika,
it looks as though these were com-
posed for Veena Dhanam to popu,-
larise. How many of Dikshitar’s
compositions she knew, no one
knows. The most significant impres-
sion she created in the minds of
her hearers while playing these
pieces was that not only was she
musically competent to play them
but that she was also mentally
equipped for the task. o

r Shyama Sastri’s krithis I have
a F;articszllar partiality. In their
melodic content they reach the
heights of Kshetrayya’s padams and

" Veena Dhanam's rendering of -them
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is in my view the sole standard by
which the rendering of these com-
positions by others could be judged.
I wonder if any body can produce
a similar effect as Dhanam did when
she played those lines in the chara-
nam of Marivere gathi in Ananda
Bhairavi, “Apara Kripa  Nidhi
Neeve Rakshimpa”. The extent of
her ~knowledge of Kshetrayya
badams was not known. Intended
essentially for Abhinaya it is not
easy to render these padams either
through voice or the Veena. There
are many that feel that if a padam
is sung in an elongated manner it
is in the orthodox Dhanam style,
Nothing is farther from the truth.
She never played any piece in a
fHat long-drawn out pace. It was
the essence of her craft that she

could Imperceptibly change the
tempo. Who taught her all this
technique

» how much of it was her
Own improvisation, these things are
all unknown. That she had learnt
from many masters and that she
had known many eminent musicians
is a fact she hag herself revealed
and the enumeration of the names

of those she hag mentioned woulg
convey nothing to the

reader. Be-
sides the songs of these well-known
composers, her repertoire included

the compositions of several lesser
known ones. In the matter of
javali singing the setting was very
largely her own creation. Dharma-
puri Subbaroyar, that composer who
reeled off javalis was her contem-
porary and not merely followed her
about but composed for her to play
on the Veena. His admiration for
her was so great that in one of his
javalis in Pharas he transposed
their relative roles and described
Veena Dhanam as the lover who
Vinula Kimpuga Veena Vainsune.
Veena Dhanam was not merely a
gréeat musician, she was also an
entertaining conversationalist. She
kept the talk at a very high level
and in doing so revealed her pro-
found knowledge of men and things
acquired over severa] decades. An
affectionate person, she was during
the last ten years of her life anxi-
ous that her friends should hear her
play as often as possible. Speaking
for myself, knowing Veena Dhanam
and hearing her play and sing in
that pleasant voice with the faintest
touch of a tremour in it which stood
her in good stead all her life, was
perhaps the richest experience in a
not altogether uneventful life. May
her soul rest in Deace.
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TWENTY-FIVE years after his

. death ang thirty years after
31(; culminating event of his life’s
enou’ l? man should stand in a clear
aSse g Derspective to allow of
achissment. But s0 much is Lenin’s
o evement bound up with the
p dsihes of our day that an unpre-
2 tged Judgmgnt is as difficult now
> en. In his time it was possible
as regard the 'Russian Revolution
poy 2 merely nationaj event; today it
. nnot‘be denjed the status of an
Poch in world history.

do'flgere was however never any
con t as to Lenin’s stature. When
o eservativ-es. everywhere still con-
St tl;:Ed it likely that the Soviet
appe would break up and dis-
ron ar, Churchin acknowledged his
staﬁfﬁt for Lenin. He was out-
leady Ng as a national political
. r, but he was also 3 symbol of
worl greatest significance for the
rateq v € expressed with exagge-
Poing Vl%our and clarity the growing-
sy of the collective emotion of
of thege~t_he disgusted repudiation
Vailag fsocxa.l order‘which had pre-
is wnn or the previous century. It
rooty Ogcgflsiary to' inq.uire. into the
Mattems S emotion in him. What

is that h i
an3 acteq oat e felt it acutely,

This emoti i

h on was in fact endemic

n‘;;ughout the time of the domin-

suot of capitalism. It is shown by
different men as Rousseau,

C .
azgle;algieltzsche, as well as Marx.
to camtan;)nalised their objections

¢ at botm in very different ways,

Probapiy tom the objections were
he social

Much the same. Even in
1t movement one suspects

-way differentiate it

that the motive-spring is not so
much sympathy for the proletariat
as a recoil from the capitalist order.
For what was felt to be so repulsive
in this system was not its economics
—it was the best economic system
yet known, and was steadily im-
proving—nor its wars, which in no
from other
systems. It was not, again, that
capitalism was cruel or oppressive:
on the contrary, it was far more
humane and liberal than any previ-
ous system. What was wrong with
capitalism was the emotional im-
poverishment it brought, shown in
its prudery, its “stuffiness”, its
vulgarity, its humdrum mediocrity,
its “materialism”, its artistic philis-
tinism, and its immense scientific
progress. Its critics fulminated
against the starvation of the
magsses, but what really moved them
was their own emotional starvation.
When Rousseau advocated a return
to nature, and Nietzsche glorified
the murky “Dionysian” depths of
the psyche, they were voicing the
same disgust as Marx and Lenin,
This disgust with everything
bourgeois doubtless became stronger
as one went eastward. There are
obvious, as well perhaps as more
obscure, causes of that. Lenin did
embody an element of the specifi-
cally Russian, the messianism of

which Berdyaev speaks. There alke
some minor figures in the early
Russian revolutionary movement

who seem to be historical rehearsals
for Lenin. Perhaps only that back-
ground could have given h_im the
superhuman, and quite unscientific,
certainty which was the main
factor in his success.

87



But though in this respect he
bears the marks of his national
origin, he was well fitted to appeal
to a world publicc. There was
nothing about him of the popular
caricature of the Russian intellec-
tual—nothing sentimental, pro-
found, extravagant, unworldly,
artistic. He reminds one of nothing
so much as Benjamin Franklin's
advice to a young man on how to
make money. No great man in
history, probably, has been more
single-minded, more completely
free from ambition and vanity. He
underwent the supreme test of
success, and emerged totally un-
scathed, as modest and humorous
as ever. This awe-inspiring yet
human and companionable figure
was a mighty factor in the world-
wide acceptance of his doctrine. So
also was his literary manner, with
its complete carelessness of orna-
ment and artifice, its mastery of
fact, its apparently inexorable logic,
its confidence, and its bellicosity.

An emotionally starved and intel-
lectually bewildered generation
found in him a way out of its frus-
tration. His success against impos-
sible odds seemed to justify even
his self-confidence. The young
found a father in whom they could
trust, who yet told them to revolt
against their fathers. They found
companionship, a generous cause, a
means of identification with the
masses, with mankind, with ‘“his-
tory”, a theory which seemed to
hold the whole world within its
grasp. Here was something to de-
vote oneself to. Life was worth
living again. 1In the twenties and
early thirties Lenin conquered the
intellectual world.

Lenin died at 54. 1t is useless to
speculate on what would have
happened had he lived. His reputa-
tion might have declined even
earlier. For as it was, admirers con-
trived for years to allay their doubts
by putting all the responsibility on
his successor. But in fact, beside
the great and endearing in Lenin's
nature are to be seen the seeds, at
least, of Stalinism. The two inost
important events of the twentieth
century are the Russian Revolution
and its sequel, the moral collapse
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of Russian and international com-
munism, which promised to raise
mankind to the heights and ‘then
hurled them down into the pit of a
still deeper crisis; and Lenin, the
supreme leader of the one, cannot

be absolved of responsibility for the
other. .

His private life was spotless, yet
he advocated in theory and tolerat-
ed among his colleagues a total
politica] amoralism. He encouraged
armed robbery to fill the party
coffers. He was unscrupulous and
remorseless in manoeuvre. His tota-
litarian principle of party organisa-
tion passed over naturally into the
totalitarian state. He repeatedly
split his own party, in order to get
a faction completely subject to his
own leadership. In the same way
he split the International. He dis-
solved by force the Constituent
Assembly. though it had an 80%
socialist majority, because his own
party had won only 25% of the
seats. He habitually attributed to
political opponents cowardice, flun-
keyism, corruption, mercenary con-
siderations, and indeed a long voca-
bulary of abuse. He carried even
farther than Marx the subordina-
tion of intellectual life to politics;
though thought was still relatively
free in his time, he initiated “mili-
tant” philosophy and the persecu-
tion of religion, a sinister trend
which has resulted in “proletarian
genetics” and the shooting of ex-
ponents of scientific theories which
are disapproved by the Government.

Nobody but an ideally consistent
Gandhian can object absolutely to
the use of evil means for good ends.
Lenin’s means might have justified
themselves by success. But in fact
he was not infallible, and even by
his own realistic political criteria
many of his policies have proved
disastrously wrong. Without deny-
ing the weaknesses of the Second
International, one can say that he
gravely misjudged it, and accentuat-
ed its weaknesses by splitting it.
Indeed he misjudged the whole
world outside Russia. His defiance
of accepted political principles alie-
nated allies at home and abroad who
might have saved Russia much of
the civil war and foreign interven-

ton. His ruthless methods provok-
ed a fear andg hostility which spread
far beyond the ranks of the capi-
talists and were probably a decisive
factor in the rise of fascism. Apart
from this provocation he provided
the fascists a model of party, state
and police which both Mussolini and
Hitler followed. And without fas-

cism there would have been no
second world war.

‘The split in the International
harmed not only Russia but almost
every other country. It was fatal
to Germany, the key country of the
Interwar period, and was a great
disaster to France, Italy and Spain.

€ spirit of stagnation, purpose-
lessness, decay, which pervaded the
world in the interwar period would
have been far less in evidence had
the International remained the
authoritative liaison centre nf the
great socialist movement, in good
Felations with Russia on the one

hand and the British Labour Party
on the other.

‘Lenin did not initiate the terror
until provoked by opposition, but a
minority seizure of power makes
Obposition inevitable, and once the
terror was unleashed he used it
Mercilessly. His own position was
50 strong that he did not need to
Use the whip within the party, but
he established the tradition of total

cipline and devotion, and the
intellectyal justification for it,
Wwhich provided his successor all he
Needed to bring the OGPU into
Party controversies. It is true that
€ decided during his last illness to
get rid of Stalin, and failed; but it
is not certain that another leader-
Ship would have been greatly differ-
®nt. It is however unlikely that
Wwithout his authority intellectual
Te8imentation would have gone as
r as it has; and there can be no
oubt at al] of the disastrous results

?itte this policy in Russian cultural

thTheSe however, important though
faiely are, are only corollaries to the

ure of the main policy, the policy
socia Jhon-democratic imposition of
e 2Usm.  The aim was to estab-
soci 4 substantially equalitarian
offy ety: at the beginning no Soviet

tlal was paid more than skilled

workman's wages. It was expected
that people would work from a
sense of public duty. It was expect-
ed that the standard of living would
rise rapidly, that the element of
democracy in the Soviet system
would spread, that personal freedom
would increase, and that old preju-
dices like sex inequality and narrow

nationalism would be quickly got
rid of.

In fact scarcely any item in this
programme has been realised. Rus-
sian society is by this time just as
inequalitarian, just as truly a class
society, as the unregenerate West.
After very few years idealistic
motives collapsed and the lucky few
had to be bribed and the majority
coerced to work. It is doubtful if
the standard of living is yet above
that of 1913, though but for war and
war preparation things would of
course be better. There is nog self-
government of any sort at any level,
and liberty is most drastically res-
tricted—more so, probably, than in
any other country. There is some
improvement in the outlook of the
people on sex and other such mat-
ters, but even here things have gone
back since Lenin’s time.

Russia is now a great military
power, placed by geography in an
impregnable position. She has
allies in all countries, in the ignor-
ant and suffering masses, led by
groups of intellectual fanatics whose
appeal, though it has lost most of
its rational basis, still possesses im-
mense emotional strength. Russia
is using her power, and these allies,
to sabotage other countries’ efforts
at economic recovery and political
unification, and with the advantages
of centralised direction and com-
plete ruthlessness she is steadily ex-
tending her sway over a devastated,
divided and leaderless world. She
may succeed; but thirty years after
Lenin’s revolution, which was to
emancipate the human race, ‘the
prospect of this style of emancipa-
tion, far from - enthusing, strikes
terror. Worst of all, this campaign
of expansion threatens the world
with a third war.

That is the great failure, the moral
collapse, of Russian communisrp.
Except in a few countries the capi-
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talists, the natural enemies of som-
munism, have lost self-confidence
and all real power. The world is
clamouring for a new order. But
Communism has to be forced upon
1t at the point of the bayonet, and
at the risk of world suicide. Lenin
and his successor have transformed

tommunism from an utopia into a
hightmare,

It may seem unfair to hold Leain
responsible for all this. There is
indeed reason to believe that in the
last bedridden year of his life he

Ban to realise that something had
gone wrong. It is possible that if
he haq lived ana retained his full
intellectual powers for another ten
Years he might have undone some
of the mischief caused by his earlier
bolicies. But it is cerfain that he
Wwas the only man who could have
done it. The others could only have
tolowed the lines laid down by him,
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and those lines have led to the pre-
sent moral collapse. The bhasic
errors were his.

It is clear that though he made
such a convincing show of rationa-
lity his thinking was guided by
passion just as much as other men’s.
The disgust for the bourgeois,
stronger in him perhaps than in
any other historical figure, led him
to adopt a dogmatic and bellicose
helief in the Marxian class war,

The class war is but a half-truth,
an

aspect of the truth, but
It became the central assump-
tion of his thinking, and

whatever may be thought of its
effects in Russia, it has certainly
had the most disastrous results in
application to foreign countries. It
blinded him completely to the
merits of liberalism and social-
democracy, which he saw as noth-
ing but hypocritical masks over the
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face of rapacity and aggression. His
disgust for the bourgeois distorted
his principal contribution to the
Marxian theory, his pamphlet Im-
perialism, the Last stage of Capital-
ism, which is principally concerned to
indict the capitalists as responaible
for the war of 1914. The case how-
ever is not proved. The peculiarity
of the 1914 war was that it took
place in the technological age. It
was otherwise a typical eighteenth-
century war, initiated by the least
bourgeois states in order to redeem
the balance of power. Trade and
colonial  rivalries were at best
secondary factors, and the states
which were principally concerned
with these were dragged into the war
against their will. Lenin’s emotions

had manifestly run away with
him.

On the other hand he accepted—
as did Marx—a thoroughly bour-
geois fallacy, that of automatic pro-
gress. This led him into one of his
most fatal false beliefs, that once
the revolution had been achieved
utopia could be established without
any special difficulty. Some months
after the revolution he wrote that
the “jump into socialism” (Engels’
phrase) would still take them some
years, “perhaps ten or more”. Pro-
bably he did not realise what he
was up against till 1921, when he
forced through the New Economic
Policy. To do this he had to over-
come the opposition of virtually the
whole party; and since the party
derived their opinions mainly from

him, this suggests that until :hen -

his views on the matter had been
quite utopian.

The whole Marxian school has
suffered from lack of psychology.
Their best men have not lacked
shrewd psychological insight, but
it has not been incorporated into
the theory, and Marxists are men
of theory. Lenin’s optimistic blua-
ders just referred to were rendered
possible only by the crude Marxian
assumptions about human nature.
In effect this theory assumes that
men naturally form themselves into
good societies, and that the only
important factor disturbing this
tendency is economic inequality and
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competition. It followed that all one
had to do was to abolish inequality
and competition as quickly and
drastically as possible. It did not
occur to him that the attempt to
do this might run into insuperable
difficulties, that the process of
abolition might have prolonged and
uhpleasant repercussions, or that
men’s aggressiveness, denied outlet
in economic rivalry, might find still
worse ways of expressing itself. In
fact all these possibilities have
materialised. Lenin’s protests in his
last years against the growth of
bureaucracy show that he saw some
of their manifestations, but he pro-
bably never grasped in its full ex-
tent the evil potentiality of the
totalitarian state which he created.

Among Lenin’s eminent contem-
poraries was Thomas Masaryk, the
founder of Czechoslovakia. He was
certainly Lenin’s superior in scho-
larship, and in his grasp of psycho-
logy, of the historical process, and
of the human values. Starting,
admittedly, with a less devastated
country, he made a far better job of
building up a civilised state. But
he fell short of Lenin, perhaps in
penetration, certainly in passion. He
had none of that hatred for the
old order which made Lenin so sup-
reme a revolutionary.

But in the short view at least,
passion is more powerful than rea-
son, tearing down easier than build-
ing up. Only this year the military
empire which is the outcome of
Lenin's destructive passion engulfed
the island of civilisation which
Masaryk shored up in eastern Eu-
rope. The historian of a century
hence may decide that Lenin’s
penetrating theory was sound, and
may justify the violent dissolution
of the bourgeois order, Czechoslova-
kia with the rest. We who observe
at shorter range can only judge by
what we see, the overthrow of the
more civilised by the less. To us
it seems merely the triumph of the
irrational destructive passion which
animated Lenin. As an earlier libe-
ral, Gladstone, said of an earlier
revolutionary, Cromwell, “He was &

mighty big fellow, but I don't bke
him.” -

D gty Wi ot

IT was the name of the place as

Spelt in the advertisement that
had first attracted him. He iiked
the name Urur—Uur repeated twice,
and it intrigued him to find a village
50 named in an area that was
Predominantly Andhra. How did a
Tamil name (Urur in Tamil mean-
Ing “Village”) get itgelf appended

an Andhra village? Before he
had seen it he dreamt of all kinds
of romantic things in connection
with Urur. Surely there must be
Woodland springs and trees hoary
With age and the people must be
Pleasant and care-free leading an
ldyllic pastoral existence. He had
recently been reading about “Sweet
Auburn” and he had imagined an
Indian counterpart of it in Urur
With just the difference that none
Of the harsher realities of life were
to be found in Urur.

Those were the days when news-
Papers used to carry columns of
advertisementg inviting applications
from teachers at a salary of twenty-
Ve rupees a month. Urur, the little
Village, which had just formed itself
nto a Local Board was not going to
risk it finances, so the salary offer-
€d to the Teacher-cum-Drill Master
for the school which it was going
O start (as soon as a Teacher had

en  found) was briefly put as
S. 20-2-7: Rs. 35, which meant
that the lucky candidate would
Start on g salary of Rs. 20 and
would have it raised by two rupees
Untl at the end of seven years’
Service he would get the maximum
Salary of thirty-five rupees 4 month!

But those were days when men
Were men and the wide open spaces
of hungry mouths to be fed and
hungry “bellies to be filled held no
terrors for those pioneers. So lo,
and  behold!  Chellapathi, just

TVuAYaTUNGA

married, just turned twenty-three,
and just become a Bachelor of Arts,
being selected as the Teacher-in-
charge-cum-drill-master of Urur’s
first “Anglo-Vernacular School” as
the Local Board named it.

No Yankee pioneer going Waest
felt the adventure more keenly than
Chellapathi as he set out for Urur
in a roughly made bullock-cart with
his sweet little wife, Ranna, sitting
beside him while their belongings
signified by a smallish tin trunk, a
cloth bundle containing odds and
ends and soiled linen, and a brass
pot for carrying water from the well
and a few other cooking pans and
pots remained precariously perched
between the driver and Ranna., But.
at every jolt and every yard of the
way the driver kept adjusting his
seat more comfortably with the
result that the luggage was conti-
nually piling itself against Ranna.
But sweet seventeen is not easily
discouraged and Ranna even slept
in fits and starts while Chellapathi
guided by a waxing moon looked on
the countryside and kept himself
awake dreaming dreams and seeing
visions of an Urur made famous
and himself made famous as the
creator of India’s model village.

The model village-to-be when
they arrived travel-weary after a
night’s journey was a typical small
Indian village with a collection of
thatched mud-walled huts whose
greyness was relieved‘by a streak of
white-wash and various paints of
the houses of the half-a-dozen
well-to-do residents. Among these
were two merchants, three lami-
lords and the village headman. It
was too early to see whether the
village had any shpps but Chella-
pathi who craned his neck th‘ils way
and that trying to locate a coffee
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hotel” was soon convinced that
Urur had no such caravansary. A
member of the Local Board met
them and took them over circuitous
mud tracks to the house of one

member of the Local Board ufter
" another where there was the usual
conventional how-do-you-do’s but
nothing else, until Chellapathi was
forced to ask for some coffee for
himself and his wife at the last
house they visited. At this request
there was a certain amount of
consternation but after much shout-
ing, messengers had been sent to
get buffalo milk and orders had been
transmitted for coffee to be made;
and they settled down to wait for
coffee, Ranna waiting in the cart.
At last coffee was produced and
drunk and they were conducted to
the school and their quarters.

The school was a shed and the
“quarters” was a small mud-walled
thatched hut. There had evidently
been some white-wash left over at
some Local Board Member’s and this
had been splashed on the ‘ront
walls on either side of the single
door-way which admitted Ranna
and Chellapathi to their new home.

But for Chellapathi who had flled
his brain with stories of the Pilgrim
Fathers and other hardy pioneers
this was Adventure in real earnest
and he scanned the horizon, now
being filled with an increasing heat
haze, expecting all kinds of mira-
culous manifestations. But for
Ranna there was a year's work to
be accomplished in a day. She had
to improvise a cooking-place, find
firewood, go in search of a well and
fetch water and start cooking with
the few provisions ang foodstuffs
she had had the forethought to
bring.  Chellapathi paid off the
bullock-cart driver, moved the
bundles and other luggage from one
corner to another and fell to

dreaming and building castles in
the air.

* » *
However he held on, long enough
to earn his maximum salary, and in
the meanwhile he had not only
improved the school and raised its
attendance but he himself had
undergone one searing and soul-
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shaking experience after an):ner.
In the course of the seven “years
Ranna had given birth to two
daughters and a son, and the buxom
lines of her body .(which might have
led an observer seven years back to
fear that she might run to fat with
the years) had vanished and her
frame was lean and spare and her
face care-ravelled and work-obsess-
ed. But she had caught in some
dim, half-comprehended fashion
the exalted “madness” of bLer
husband and still hoped to see Urur
grown into an Utopia and them-
selves occupying a respected place
there and enjoying modest comfort.

Chellapathi taught with a burn-
ing fervour hoping that his students
would turn out to be Mazzinis and
Garibaldis and Lokamanya Tilaks
and Srl Aurobindos. Notwithstand-
ing one disappointment after an-
other in his pupils, who after a
little smattering of knowledge left
school either to assist their fathers
in their shops or to go to the town
for more ambitious careers, he fixed
his hopes upon one likely pupil
after another. One of his greatest
disappointments was Karunakara,
a lean-faced, idealist-looking boy
who seemed to drink in all that the
teacher said. In fact Chellapathi
secretly hoped that Xarunakara
might become the husband of his
eldest daughter, Lakshmi. But soon
after his eighteenth pirthday Karu-
nakara married his own niece—his
eldest  sister’s  twelve - year - old
daughter—falling in with the plans
of the elders for keeping the family
wealth in the family. Karunakara
and his girl-bride left for the pro-
vincial capital where he joined a
political boss and throve and flour-
ished sans ideals, sans service. In
the next few years Karunakara's
former Shelleyan face hecame
transformed into a coarse, heavy-
jowled, hirsute countenance, and
once when on one of Karunakara's
rare visits to Urur Chellapathi had
a glimpse of him he was so revolted
by the sight that he sat down
by the road-side and nearly became
sick.

And still the idealism burnt un-
diminished in him. He had res-
ponded to one national leader after
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another and had according to his
circumstances carried out their
policies and in his humble way ful-
filled their political programmes.
First it had been Sri Aurobindo,
then Lokamanya Tilak, and .aext
Mahatma Gandhi. At the Mahatma'’s
call for Non-co-operation he had
without compunection turned his

back on his school and had‘done
some silly thing and got hlmse}f
arrested and spent some months in
jail. During his imprisonment his
thoughts were only of India, and of
course of Urur. He had no thoughts
to spare for Ranna and their grow-
ing children. God will provide, he
used to say to himself, in conscl-
ence-stricken moments but it was
not God but Ranna that somghow
kept the home going. Back irom
imprisonment he took up teaching
much against his will because he
was beginning to realise that pat-
riotism, unless it was platiorm-
patriotism, never filled the pot.
However, he took to spinning and
wearing home-spun and forced,
rather coerced, his wife and two
daughters into wearing the heavy
stuff which made them very uncom-
fortable.

The seven years had become four-
teen (and grudgingly the Local
Board had raised his salary to
eighty-five rupees a month; and
the fourteen years had grown into
twenty-one, and his salary was now
one-hundred and fifteen rupees a
month—a very adequate salary the
Local Board, now dignified into a
Municipality, told itself. Ch:lla-
pathi, now forty-four years old still
taught hoping to inspire, still
dreamt dreams and saw visions but
his eyes were weaker, his limbs thin
and his face lined and harrowed.
Ranna had ceased to share his
visions but she carried out her
household chores without any bit-
terness or disappointment. Lakshmi
and Radha having learnt all that
their father had cared to teach them
helped their mother in the house-
work and spent such leisure as they
had improving their singing. They
had long since stopped taking
lessons, being unable to pay the
seven and a half rupees a month
for the singing teacher. They were
comely girls but self-conscious of
their lack of jewellery, and like the
rest of the family badly needing
two square meals a day. They had
ceased to worry about marriage for
they knew that their father had
not saved a penny and young men
who married a poor patriot’s daugh-
ters just for what their father was

and for their looks and brains weré
§till unknown in India. Mani, the
Son, and the youngest, was still of
school-going age, and he attended
his father’s school, and managed to

IS_&}ueeze some little pleasure out of
ile,

But there was now an increasing
discontent within Chellapathi’s
breast. Hig pupils noticed it. He
Seemed to say things by rote. For-
merly whatever he taught, even
When he spoke on general matters,
his pupils had noticed the glint in
his eyes and the swelling in his
breast and the catch in his voice
When he became emotional. But
of late all this had given place to

a far-away look and an absent-
mminded manner.

Well into middle-age Chellapathi
Was at last taking stock of himself.
The patriot, he realised, ended on
the scrap-heap, every time. It was
the time-server, the opportunist,
Who caught the eye of the leaders
and got preferments and places.
And above all he was sick of the
Indulgence with which his fellow-
Citizens treated him. The Urur citi-
Zens, mostly tradesmen, and new-
fich landowners introduced him to
a visitor or referred to him as “Shri
Chellapathi, our school-master” in
Such a reproving, sad tone as if
they were suppressing the fact that
he had been convicted of attempted
Tape. Those tradesmen, those self-
Important city-fathers, he asked
himself, did they have a grain of
Culture, did they read a book® from
year’'s beginning to year’s end, did
they have the faintest notion of
ldealism and real patriotism? And
Still with what superiority they look-

down upon him, with what
Shobbish airs did their over-fed,
:Ver'bejewelled wives and daugh-

L‘;r; look down upen Ranna and
by dshm1 and Radha because they

t ; .
lery angmselves 50 little of jewel-

they wore th i
as e same saris
they hag worn two years back.
hoﬁmfo& Urul:*, of which he had

ma, i i
ad grop € a model village, it

% but quit, trary to hi
nl quite contrary to his
s&?ﬁ@»E"ery second door on “Main

was a res ,
hag blar restaurant, and they

Ing radios which trans-

formed the peace of the village intd
the pandemonium of hell. And
what was more, people were always
going into and eating and drinking
in those restaurants. They seemed
to have no other pastime. There
was even a cinema. There were all
kinds of shops. Only the streets
were unpaved, undrained. Theré
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wWas no drainage or sewerage, but
money-making went on with gsuch
zest that people did not notice the
laclf of these very necessary con-
v_emences of collective living. Urur,
like every other urbanised village
In  India, advertised one fact—
Wealth and Poverty. When Ch~la-
pathi first came there, there was
not a beggar in the place. Now
there were swarms. Twenty-one
years ago there was not one prosti-
tute, that is, not one who publicly
blied her trade. Now there were
Scores. Nevertheless the Urur citi-
zens subscribed to the Xasturba
Fund: they celebrated the birth
anniversaries and death anniver-
saries of national leaders, and on
appropriate occasions some of ‘hem
clad themselves in Khaddar and
wore Gandhi caps.

* * *

What finally decided Chellapathi
was the much-heralded visit to
Urur of “its most distinguished
son”, Chellapathi remembered
Kosambi Rao as a seedy bookworm,
who used to hasten home the
moment class was over. He knew on
which side his bread was buttered
—even then. He never took part
i a political procession or attended
a meeting of public importance. His
father, who had started life as an
“oil~presser” had done well and now

- eémployed others to “press” while

he squeezed profits and enjoyed his
Wwealth. It was the old man’s con-
Stant advice to his son “to be always
well-in with the Governmnt.” And
the son, an undersized, goggle-eyed,
fish-faced little monstrosity, fol-
lowed his father’s advice to the
letter, passed his matriculation—
Chellapathi’'s school Wwas now,
thanks to his labours, a High School
—and having given up schooling,
Seemed to bide his time.

About the time the British an-
Nounced their plans to quit India
Kosambi Rao left Urur and shortly
afterwards paragraphs began to
appear in the newspapers to the
effect that “among those who spoke
were  such-and-such, and Shri
Kosambi Rao, the jeading Congr:ss-
man and Khaddarite of Urur.”
Sometimes there were variations in
the reports: “Shri Kosambi Rao,

Urur’s leading nationalist made the
most spirited speech of the day”,
or, “with tears in his eyes Shri
Kosambi Rao, the well-known Con-
gressman of Urur spoke of the
sufferings that he and his fellow-
Congressmen had undergone in
those dark days of 1942.”

Well, the paragraphs became
more frequent and longer, and one
fine day it was announced under a
New Delhi date line that “Shri
Kosambi Rao, the well-known Con-
gressman of Urur had been appoint-
ed Head of the newly-created
Central Appropriation Fund. Before
taking up his duties in New Delhi
Shri Kosambi Rao will make a tour
of Europe and America to study the
methods of work in Central Appro-
priation Funds as they exist in
those countries.”

What more ‘natural than that
Urur should have the first claim on
its Citizen Number One before he
started on his world tour? So he
came, and conquered. Urur went
wild. Its muddy streets were sand-
strewn, buntings and flags flew, and
Nagaswaram and a Brass Band
added to the general din. At the
public reception given him under
a2 massive pandal in the centre of
Urur, Chellapathi managed to get a
glimpse of him. He was still under-
sized, but self-assurance and good-
feeding had softened the contours
of his body and those who had not
known him in his early days must
have beheld a hero in him. Stand-

-ing under five feet, but making up

in girth what he lacked in height,
Kosambi Rao, weighed down by
several garlands made such a speech
in defence of the Plans of the
National Government as Urur or
any other village or town in India
had never heard. Even Urur citi-
zens who barely comprehended the
difference between the National
Government and the Government
that had just left, felt that here
was a new force, and that it was
good policy to be well in with the
Government and such influential
men as Shri Kosambi Rao.

* * *

On his way home Chellapathi
thought of that small twelye-acre
farm just seven miles outside of
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Urur. He had met the owner re-
cently, and the latter was willing
to give a long lease of it. People
were putting their money into
buildings: farms did not pay, so the
owner had told him. Chellapathi
liked the mixed orchard, with its
guavas, bananas, mango, orange,
and pomegranate. And then there
was the well reputed never to g0
dry. There was only a watcher’s
hut on the land, but he could, he
imagined, easily construct g temypa-
rary dwelling.

He had in all those years never
bought Ranna any jewellery, but
she had brought as her dowry some
worth-while jewellery, the costliest
of them being her neck-chain and
the next costliest being her gold
bangles, six of them on each wrist,
He thought of thase bangles. His
most urgent need was to get away
from Urur and from those flesh-
pots; and his next most urgent need
was to stop using his brains. He
wanted to live the rest of his life
by the sweat of his brow, not by tne
sweat of his brains, People barely
disguised their contempt for intel-

lect which did not bring its owner
financial success.

He explained it ali in a torrent of
words to Ranna. She listened to
him and without saying a word took
off the six bangles from her left
wrist and then the remaining six

bangles from her right wrist. She
handed them to her husband. .He
feit like one who was committing
murder in cold blood. He took them
to the local bania, who after much
haggling paid him a thousand
rupees for them.

Chellapathi paid five hundred
rupees for a two years’ lease of the
farm with an option for renewal,
and kept the other five hundred for
expenses. They went by bullock-
cart, in two bulock-carts rather,
one to carry their goods in, and one
for the five of them to trave] in.
They reached the farm by sunset.
On the way Chellapathi again awelt
on the future. His two daughters
might never get husbands, his son
might never be called an educated
man and never become an import-
ant citizen, but they could all live
clean, healthy lives working with
their hands and eating by the sweat
of their labour. Let God see Lo the
rest. To hell with brains!

It was sunset as the two bullock-
carts pulled up by the watcher’s
hut. Ranna and her two daughters
hastily got hold of the pots and
bans and the firewood. Soon a fire
was nicely blazing in front of the
hut, and Ranna was cutting the
vegetables up. Chellapathi was
looking at the sunset. QOr was it at
a vision of his own?
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IT may seem odd that Swatantra
should gratuitously publish a

3tudy, which may serve as an ad-
Ertisemet, of other weeklies, but
en Swatantra has been evenly odd

-and long may it continue so!

0Newspa.pers, journals, periodicals,
rgans, bulletins, transactions—all

. €se words suggest topicality and
,Certain restriction to a particular

'me, place or subject. They rule
Out the leisure, the calmness and
. e _comprehensiveness that we
S8aciate with literature, the Great

uOOks of all time. For fullness and
u?~bo-dateness of information, for
gai%ncy and effectiveness of propa-
abl a, for immediate and ponder-
prae Tesults, whether academic or
0“rctlca}, we have learnt to look to
" Periodicals and, on the whole,

Wisd are not disappointed. For
We om, however, we look elsewhere;
ingo to the Kural or the Bible, to

9 Lear or Gitanjali, or if we go

oo 3 Periodical at all, it is to the

cfﬁan of some professedly religious
t or brotherhood withdrawn from
¢ madding crowd’s ignoble strife.

Young India and Harijan were
exe' first periodicals to combine the
Citing details of the programme
ca bursuit of a vigorous political
o Mpaign together with the calm
Ontemplation of eternal verities.
¢ many-sided but well-integrated
l‘;frsonanty of Gandhiji gave to his
vaelel‘:lies a wealth and variety of
n ues, both immediate and perma-
cent,‘which were far beyond the
o"}pamty even of A. E, T. P.
thcpnnor or G. K. Chesterton at
c;[en' best. As the years passed,
andhiji hecame less of a moral

[ISE-ATHERSE

teacher and more of a suffering
saint and Harijan was transformed
into a confessional diary in which
Gandhiji gave to the world a faith-
ful and charming reflection of all
his passing moods, his tentative
thoughts and half-formed plans, as
well as classical expression to his
deepest convictions. All the trou-
bles of India Gandhiji adopted as
his own and used as the raw mate-~
rial of his spiritual development,
and the columns of Harijan carried
the two-way traffic of ideas and in-~
fluence between himself and the
people for whom and with whom he
thought and felt and laboured. In
his open conspiracy and bloodless
war against embattled Evil Harijan
was the main means of communica-
tion between himself, his followers
and his opponents. And if it con-
tained ultimata and orders of the
day and interim reports and despat-
ches, it did not on that account
cease to be great literature present-
ing the dynamic balance between
the practical and the ideal, between
the topical and the universal. One
could pass from the Kural or the
last acts of King Lear to any issue
of Harijan and back again to the
Ramayana or Sophocles and not
feel a jolt in the transition. Some
of Gandhi’s articles, like some of
Lincoln’s speeches, were at once
historical events and literary mas-
terpieces. With Gandhiji journal-
ism was a necessary means and con-
comitant of intense practical action,
itself the by-product of a life of
earnest prayer. Gandhiji, in fact,
was in Carlylean phrase “The Hero
as Journalist”. When shall we see
such another?
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After the sudden death of Gan-
dhiji, the Harijan stopped publica-
Uon, On the 13th, 14th and 15th of
March 1948 there was a meeting at
Sevagram of over five-hundred con-
structive workers, all followers of
Gandhiji, who formed themselves
Nto a loose organization called the
Sarvodaya Samaj and resolved to
carry on with greater vigour, if
D0§§}b\e, the various items of Gan-
hiji's programme. As a natural
corollary the Harijan was  revived
and is now being issued under the
editorship of Sri Kishorelal Mash-
Fiwala. The first numbers contain-
ed articles by Vinoba Bhave, Sardar
Patel, Babu Rajendra Prasad, Man-
Baldas Pakvasa, J. C. Kumarappa
and others. The revived Harijan—
as amateurish as the old series and
far less intimately connected with
turrent politics—is still a most in-
teresting experiment in journalism
83 j{ presents with engaging naivety
& way of thinking and living which
has been adopted by a small but
creative and critical minority of the
Drofessed followers of Gandhiji.
The disciples are attempting to con-
tinve the Gandhian movement of
self-reform farther and farther and
they have been scrupulously careful
to avoid the ever-present danger of
arresting this movement by petrify-
Ing the teachings of the Master into
2 creed or cuit. In Vinoba Bhave,
whose life has been one long auste-
Ity and who is a master of Sanskrit
anq Arabic as well as of many living
Indian languages, we have a scholar
and reformer who may claim to be
8 true and full spiritual successor
to Gandhiji. Those who set “the
budding rose above rose full blown”
Will watch the career of the revived
and crescent Harijan with sympa.-
thetic curiasity. : .

A few weeks before the death of
Gandhiji—to be precise, on the Tth
January 1948, —there appeared the
first number of an American weekly,

nas. (Indian agents: Inter-
National Book House, Ltd., Bombay;
5 dollars for a yr., 8 for 2 yrs.) The
Cause for which Gandhiji lived and
died.,' the cause which the revived

@rijan is struggling so hard and
agam§t, such public indifférence and
teehr‘x}cal inefficiency to uphold, the

I . |
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cause of humane education and true
spirituality, is being served with
great intellectual distinction and
with far fuller resources of know-
ledge and in a far more attractive
get-up, by Manas. To those who be-
lieve in the reality of Spirit, the
essential oneness of the human race
and the urgent need for self-reform
as a first step towards any improve-
ment of the world’s economic and
political situation, in fact, to all
practical idealists, the issues of
Meanas offer the most valuable in-
formation, drawn from all countries
and all ages, and the most welcome
encouragement and fuspiration.
Like the Harijan, Manas, too,
carries no advertisements. It goes
farther than any other periodical in
its studied impersonality. Its editors,
printers, publishers are all anonym-
ous—which is a tribute not only te
the modesty of the persons con-
cerned bui to the genuine freedom
of the Press in America. Manas
deserves the most careful study and
the most generous support at the
hands of all earnest and serious-
minded persons in the English-
knowing world. It is the authentic
voice of Advaita Vedanta broadcast
from America for the benefit of all
mankind, as the following extracts
will oonvince the reader:

“The building of a civilization is an
organic process, like to the evalution of
a plant succession, in which the diver-
sity of human life finds its best flower~ -
ing through the conscious symbiosis pt
human co-operation, and this will be
attained when enough individuals can
see, quite literally, the whole in the
part of the human family, and the part
in the whole. Each individual human
relationship will then become an ex-
pression of the inviolable symmetry of
the great brotherhood of all; and, -
schooled by this mood, each one W}ll
find his place and his true freedom in
that place. And so, the Whole will be
the God of each, and each will feel
himself to be a moment of the Univer-
sal Self, his life a movement of the
Spirit within eternity.” . . . -

e Self, to endure
the infinite
must

nfeftedness with the
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race. It must be, in short, a religion
of solidarity with a transcendental
ground.”

‘Manas stands explicitly for the
principle that the end of thought is
practical decision, and should, there-
fore, be ‘careful’ about its thoughts.”

“One delightful bit is Tucci’s dis-
covery of Einstein's devotion to anci-
ent Greek thinkers. Learning that the
great mathematician spends an hour
each evening,—tired out or not—read-
ing aloud in Sophocles, Thucydides, and
Aeschylus, he remarked, ‘So you too,
Herr Professor, have gone back to the
Greeks.” Einstein replied: ‘But I have
never gone away from them. How can
an educated person stay away from the
Greeks? I have always been far more
interested in them than in science’.”

“Gandhi put sincerity into politics. ..
He has shown, by personal example,
that individual morality and political
morality can be the same thing: this,
we submit, is a world-shaking innova-
tion in public affairs.” . . . .

“The practical act is always the act
issuing from moral judgment, It has
been Gandhi's genius to be able to
convey this idea of human conduct to
millions of Hindus.” . . .

“Jawaharlal Nehru is India’s greatest

man of divided mind—divideq between
East and West.” . . | .

“We know nothing, really, of ‘God’,
vet we talk to our children about Him
with confidence. What we are not
sure of for ourselves, we seem to be

very sure about when we address the
young.” . ..

“Children are more like Tolstoy than
we usually realise, ... --..Psychological
death and rebirth is the fundamental
process of character growth.” . .

“The struggle of Gandhi against the
age-old oppression of the Untouchables
and the inequities of the caste system
in general was an emergence into
practice of a universal ethical princi-
ple. Essentially, the principle declared
by Gandhi in this struggle was that
man is by nature a creative being—that
his past, cultural, hereditary or per-
sonal, ought never to be held against
him”» . |, .

“The greatest tribute that India could
pay to Gandhi would be to follow his
example as a man. This would be more,
much more, than repeating his words and
imitating his actions. The wisdom in
his words and the purpose behind his

76

actions will continue to live, not from
religious devotion to them, but from 2
resolve like Gandhi’s, on the part of
many, each man according to his
light.

“From Gandhi the people of India
may learn also the meaning of purity
of heart and unqualified self-sacrifice.
But they will not learn it by making
a ‘code’ of his personal habits, nor
even by a literal foliowing of hls_ ex-
hortations. They will learn it from
the preociple of honesty which came
before anything else in his life, and
from the imagination which he exer-
cised in applying it.” . . . .

“There must be solid faith in a
bhilosophy  which interprets all of
life’s experiences, unpleasant as well
as pleasant, as of evolutionary value
to the human soul.”

“The recklessness with which such
words as ‘fascist’, ‘communist’, ‘re—’
actionary’, (and we may add ‘Aryan
and ‘northerner’) are hurled about
betrays a lack of thought equalled only
by lack of vocabulary...... Were the
truth seen, the unknown areas Of
agreement might frequently be greater
than the known areas of disagreement.
Men seldom label one another face to
face.......... The classifiable individual
Is never the whole individual. No true
advance in human affairs is ever
brought about by classifiable men, nor,
We may add, by the habit of classify-
ing them. Classifiable men advance
Social  dishonesty, through  their
‘necessity’ of concealing thought n
order to keep their friends, their
bossessions and their ‘security’. And
condemning them with slogans con-
firms their weaknesses by creating the
need in them for self-defence. Only
one label fits any human being—man.”

Mrs. Besant used to say, “You
tannot argue a man into slavery
through the English language.”
Similarly, a generation ago, it might
well have been said, “You cannot
preach narrowness, exclusiveness or
hatred through the Tamil langu-
age,” for from the earliest times the
outlook of Tami] literature has been
universal, its temper all-tolerant:
“Every town is my home and all
men my friends.” But other times,
other manners. Today there is quite
a number of Tamil weeklies of which
the following cartoon, with the
legend translated in English, is a
fair specimen:
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(Cartoon From Tamil Weekly)

“When Wavell and Mountbatten
have left Delhi, a Brahmin brandishes
the sceptre as Governor-General,
When Arthur Hope and Archibald
Nye have left Madras, a Marwadi
Comes in procession as Governor.
The White Man goes from the reat
of power. But the Banya and the
rahmin ascend the seats. The
Brah'min-Banya conspiracy flourishes
triumphantly in the land. Who is
here to question this injustice? Who
has the courage to destroy this (ruel-
ty—except the Dravida Kazhagam?”

Week after week and day after

day, these beautifully—composed

amil articles, swallowed up eagerly
Y devoted groups of readers, spread
itter communal hatred. False his-

tory, cooked-up etymology and
fantastic anthropology are dragged
in to reinforce the latest and most
untenable “two-nation” theory. To
believe in it is rank folly. To pro-
pagate it without belief is _waorse.
Is it not time that the Tamils, the
inheritors of an ancient, unbroken
and noble culture, learn to look for-
ward rather than backward and tg
co-operate with one another instea
of arraying themselves into mut'u-
ally warring and destructive
groups? You may say what you
like (and there is a gr.eat deal to
be said) against the claims of sqme
persons labelled ‘South Indian

(i
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by T. V. R.

“Music hath charms to soothe the savage breast
To soften rocks, or bend a knotted oak.”
“Bright Gem Instinet With Music, Vocal Spark.”

GREAT men and women of the
South must be discovered for
us by others! If today Rajaji is in
2 position of well-deserved emin-
ence, if Raman and Radhakrishnan
have attained international teputa~
Yon, it is in spite of us in the South,
and certainly not because of us.
If you are a good speaker, they
Will say you are shallow. If you are
8 very learned man, they will say
you have no powers of expression. If
You have both scholarship and
eloquence, they will say you are not
Quite religious. Well, something
Mmust always be said to gualify iheir
pPraiset
Among those who have suffered
by this queer weakness of the South
Indians, not the least is that great
Singer of our times, Srimati M. S.
Subbulakshmi, familiar as a house-
old word in all mouths as “M. 8.”
Mahatma Gandhi, Mountbatten,
Jawaharla] Nehru, Sarojini Devi and
lip Kumar Roy must praise ber
nusic before Mr. Highbrow of South
India wil concede some reason for
he unsophisticated millions grow-
Ing lyrical over the haunting melo~
des of Srimati M. S. Subbulakshmi.
ny years ago, Vox Populi gave
Rer a Sanskrit title, a tribute to her
Yoice, “Kokila Gana”, and a 'Tamil
Utle, “Isa} Vani”, which is a
tribute to her music. in general.
These two terms admirably sum
up  the exquisitely unique music

with which M. 8. has been regaling
tens of thousands of peopls year
after year. ,

Voice that of a nightingale, music
that of a celestial being—that is
thz import of these two titles,

And any one who is not a prude
or a prig or a cynic, anyone who
just loves music and allows no irre-
levant prejudice to cloud his judg-
ment, will admit that there is little
or no exaggeration in this view of
Mr. Everyman.

Has India known of any artist
who has thrilled with her sweet
melodies so many thousands of
people, over such a long period as
M. 8.?

It is a superb blending of all the
features of a very great art—melli-
fluous voice, perfect knowledge of
the science, a fine sense of propor-
tion, a marvellous understanding of
the Sahitya and Bhava, innate at-
tunement to the aimosphere creat-
ed by the ecstatic symphonies and
the wonderful ease with which she
reaches the highest notes—it s
sueh a splendid blending of all the
essential qualities of great music
that has made Srimati M. S. Subbu-~
lakshmi’s rendering so captivating to
50 many over so long a period.

In oint of consistency, of
Gamakg, of being the first in the
field for years and years, while new
stars rise and set, M. 8. is among

i9



‘"l'lll!lhlnlnlnlv)l:\IJ‘l\‘IHIHIHlHll.l:ilﬂlf!li‘IiilHl‘lllll((ll\l!‘lv\l“" women-artists What, Ariyakudi has
" i

been among musicians of the other
sex.

‘Li.ke him, she too has developed a
distinct school. She blazes thz trail.
Others imitate, with more or less
success, If she sings Marubalga
in  Sriranjini, or Guha Saravana
Bhava in Simmendira Maddhiman,
or Maye in Tarangini or national
songs like Katrinile Varum Gitan,
they arz seized with avidity by other

artists and they become the rage
everywhere.

He_r pub}ic spirit and patriotism
are, in the.xr genuineness and inten-
sity, as unique as her gifts of music. 5
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no artist has even done! ‘J e A
It is not for nothing that saints E &

and statesmen, who have a fin2
sense of proportion, have rated M. S.
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Sm. M. S. SUBBULAKSHMI
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not only as a unique voealist but also
as a cultured, public-spirited citizen

Al honour to that celebrated
Violinist, Vidwan T. Chowdiah, for
havmg cast away the monstrously
medieval notion that a lady, how-
ever great her proficieney in éhe art
of music may be, should not have
the benefit of baing “accompanied”
on the violin or mridangam by any
celebrated Vidwan of the other sex.

But these sypérstitions judi
, prejudi-
ces and fads melt away with the
Dassage of time. But M, S.’s con-
tribution to the country, as a great
vocalist and as a patriot, as a
gznerous giver for good causss, and
?n o;e all, as an astonishingly
odest person, will live for ever.

foﬁilflfﬁ %amnc;;}g lucid, persuasive,
¢ 11 writer
At s on current

Rajaratnam v
Swara  Vidwans, D‘?l;:ﬁ:lg gggf?d
zta.lrln(')ng hockey Players—like these in
merllr respect;lve spheres, among wo-
) :yw }E?ere is none who can comse
lakshmire near Srimati M. S. Subbu-
ks, S0 far as her powers of
Te concerned.

.......... the purity of grace,

The mind, the muys; i
y us b n
from her tace ic breathing

A FRIEND who recently returned
from New Delhi after a busi-
ness visit tells me that the country
is going to the dogs, but it is not
he alone who laments symptoms of
a slight decline in efficiency and
Standards of public life, he being
completely oblivious of the simple
fact that “good government is no
substitute  for  self-government.”
The dictum is attributed to Sir
Henry Campbell-Bannerman when
he proposed self-government for
South Africa after the Boer War.
According to that sage, Purushot-
tamdas Tandon, the Sambamoorthy
of the United Provinces who refuses
to retire, corruption and the quest
for favours have become so rampant
In Congress ranks that he would
prefer slavery under the old British
regime as against the sort of inde-
Pendence that India enjoys, but here
again he forgets that self-govern-
ment even of a lower pattern is
better than alien efficiency. Let us
consider some of the malpractices
and tendencies that characterise
the present transition.

(1) Loss of Efficiency. 1 am quite
prepared to admit that there has
been a decline in the efficiency of
bureaucratic smartness in the

the steel-frame machinery of the
British Government which operated
with a sense of distance and awe
from the common man. Indianisa-
tion has narrowed the gap of
prestige which means increased
pressure on officials for the grant of
reliefs through inexpert hands.
Remember that in the agitation
against foreign rule, many positive
promises were made to give it
voltage. If the Government have
not been able to catch up with them,
cost free on delivery, it should not
be taken for lack of efficiency. All
the same, the sense of bewilderment
accompanying the change-over is
there to account for slow adjust-
ment. As against this complaint,
there is comfort in the fact that
the old fever of frustration has
been overcome by the transmission
of power to Indian hands. British
rule in its last stage had over-
strained the material capacity of
India through a strenuous and ex-
hausting war. Inflation against
which we fight is a British bequest;
and defects in rolling stock on
railways are due not to the incgm'-
petence of the Ministry since
ramshackle conditions in the trans-
port system form part of the
legacy we have inherited. I often

gisnay

The heart whose "
e nized the wh(;slzf'tness harmo

Secretariat, but there is no reason feel that among _t}le reasons which
for alarm. We have taken over prompted the British to quit India,

. a1
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was the dread of famine and the
prospect of chaotic developments
beyond foreign control.

(2) Increased Bureaucratization.
The pessimist would make capital
of the following facts comparing
the strength of the Secretariat in
1948 with that in 1939 when India
was undivided. The position in the
Central Secretariat according to
various cat2gories of officers and
staff in 1939 and 1948 is roughly as
follows: Secretaries, nine and now
nineteen; additional secretaries, nil
and now five; joint-secretaries, eight
and now thirty-five; deputy-secre-
taries, tweive and now eighty-four;
under-secretaries and assistant sec-
retaries, sixteen and now one
hundred and ninety-one; superin-
tendents, sixty-eight and now two
hundred and binety-six; assistants
in charge, eight and now one hun-
dred and nineteen; assistants four
hundred and ninety-three and now
three thousand, four hundred and
eight; clerks, six hundred and forty-
one and now two thousand, five hun-
dred and sixty-nine; stenographers,
ninety and now five hundred and
ten; chaprasis, eight hundred and
seventy and now three thousand
and one hundred. These figures do
not include the Railway Board
establishment ang the General
Headquarters of the  Defence
Services. When the doctrine of
laissez-faire g dead and the
Government have entered the
market with control of commodities
besides currency, there was bound
to be an increase in the number of
nincompoop officials. In Britain
there is the same criticism about
enlarged personnel in Government,
services, and Sociallsm hag been
proved to be more expensive than
mid-Victorian democracy. Sir Wwil-
liam Meyer, when he returned home
from India, predicted that the
adoption of the democratic system
would entail more expenditure for
the Indian tax-payer than govern—
ment by the Heaven-Born Service
to which he had belonged. we
should not be appalled at rising
budgets although we shoulg be on
our guard against squander-manig.
The danger is that amateurs have
come into power upon the extinction
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of a well-tried system and more
mistakes are liable to be made in
detail than in the routine of the
past.  Inexperience is bound to
result in fumbling and therefore
we should give a wide margin of
condonation for those elevated out
of the jails to the carpeted rooms
of the Secretariat. If the subordi-
nates who had jailed them appear a
little perplexed over their reverse
duty as they say “Namestae” before
the ex-culprits at the door, is it any
surprise that there is a look of

sheepishness in the whole situa-
tion?

{3) Corruption. Because there is
corruption and nepotism which is
the vulgarest form of corruption,
they should not suggest a hark-back
to the past, wistfully reminiscent of
British rule which has vanished for
evermore. The very grouse about
caorruption creates a menta} complex
taking it as a novel discovery cor-
responding to the fabrication that
it was British Imperialism that had
introduced communalism in India as
a balancing fraud. A certain degree
of corruption must always exist.
There are more venal practices in
France than in Britain; the influ-
ence of dissolute characters in the
public life of Paris makes a hideous
form of self-government, but no
Frenchman dare dream of some
kind of foreign subjection to purify
and sublimate French politics. We
must not forget that the prospect
of prizes in public life suddenly held
before the eyes of demagogues wan-
dering in the wilderness as nation—
alists ultimately consenting to the
demands of the two-nation theory,
found them in a state of psychologi~
cal incontinence. Deeds of favourit-
ism were inevitable although they
are rendered in nasty fashion by the
berpetrators of patronage loudly
declaring that there should be 20
Such thing as liberated India except
In some metaphysica} sense.

Congress Irregulars, like private
armies equivalent to non-violent
Razakars, ought to be disbanded.
Time-expired soldiers are usually
given land to cultivate, and erst-
while heroes accustomed to jall-
going tactics should be asked very
kindly to enijst themselves in the
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Grow-More-Food campaign on the
original level of their culture, agri-
culture. If school-boycotters find
themselves lost in career, it is for
them to re-adjust, out of regard for
a grateful nation. The world is too
small for accommodating all of
them as ambassadors. A huge
salary for the Governor-General?
No accumulation could exceed the
capital gains of an Alladi Krishna-
swami whom he could have rivalled
in practice from the time C.R. for-
sook law and resolved on sacrifice.
Moreover every patriot has the right
at the proper time to proclaim that
everything he has acquired is really
meant for the nation, he himself
subsisting on gruel, and in old age
fixing false teeth only on public
occasions for the issue of audible
statements containing platitudes in
token of a childlike simplicity of
heart.

The struggle between the haves
and the have-nots in Congress
circles is the real bane of our pre-
sent public life, corrupting even

black-market patronage, but these
things are bound to pass; anyway
the re-instatement of foreign rule
can mean only a drain of good juice
out of our internal economic cess-
pool. Let us reign in hell rather
than serve in heaven. What is
required is the spirit of compromise,
the readiness to sing Jana gana
mana to the tune of Vande Mataram
during the enjoyment of our blufi-
won freedom.

(4) Interference with Justice.
This is a sore issue, because of the
mean disposition of some people in
power who after misuse of autho-
rity are exposed by courts of
justice and who in retaliation resort
to arbitrary reserved powers in the
hands of the Executive or a docile
Legislature to gain the better of an
equitable award. Here is a tend-
ency which should be resisteq in
terms of “British Justice”, a faculty
which we should value in spite of
all the faults of the British during
their two hundred years of admi-
nistration in this country. Even so,
scif-government with an inferior

.
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Juristic stamp, is better than good
government.

(5) Party Racket. A current com-
plaint is that people do not know
whom to bribe, whether a Minister
in office or his jealous counterpart,
namely some boss of the Congress
Committee on the spot. The
Emperor Tiberius wrote in his diary
that he would extend the governor—
ship of Pontius Pilate in Judea for
the reason that a new hungry
Governor might cause more corrup--
tion and bribery than the one who
was already in a state of surfeit.
Gratification both for g Minister
and his unofficial gauletier must
constitute a practice unknown in
British rule, but eventually, the
Khadi-clad volunteers will have to
be told that the war for Indian
independence is over, and that they
had better treat themselves as
released from soldierly  service
happily demobbed ang now free to
cultivate land and increase food
supplies for the civilian population.

(8) Upstartism. This is the kind
of annoyance which naturally makes
men above forty long for the burra-
sahib in office of the good old days.
Tom, Dick and Harry have suddenly
ascended to seats of power ang their
relatives go on Government mis-
sion abroad in huge picnic parties.
Whereas in the days of yore a single

return-voyage for g veteran in pub-
lic life was

considered as an
opportunity and g privilege much
noticed in the press and valuable in
result for the country, today there
are rabble-excursions of the moss
irresponsible kind in order to chlo-
roform claimants for favour. This
practice has become g scandal
and nobody dare say a word in
the face of its principal author
who as in the case of body-
odour cannot perceive its

noxi-
ousness. Favouritism ang family
infatuation constitute his only

pathological weakness and con-
sidering what the nation derives
from the individual we had better
accept it as so much balance of ad-
vantage in our favour, putting
incidental loss as what cashiers call

“current expense under suspense
account.”
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On the whole when I survey the
situation, I cannot agree with my
licence-denied friend from New

Delhi that the country is going to
the dogs.

* * ]

In Pandit Jawaharlal’s Autobio-
graphy, he gives a story about his
pinching father’s fountain-pen and
getting a hiding from Pandit Motilal
Nehru for the offence. Jawaharlal
was really innocent since he suffered
from an inborn urge to distribute
whatever he could lay his hands on
for the nearest and the dearest.
Let us imagine that we give him
a carte blanche allowance per year
of Rs. 25 lakhs (we can't get a sub-
stitute), what is there wrong in the
debauch over Swedish furniture for
Vijaya Lakshmi Pandit or a Rolls-
Royce car for Krishna Menon for his
travel from Chalk Farm to
the door of India House in his
newly acquired robes of dignity?
Pandit Jawaharlal is worth the
foster-brother’s Kashmir war whilst
eritics murmur against the daily cost
to blow up the two-nation theory,
Sheikh Abdulla’s professed mission.
Many newspapers would prefer the
theme as advertisement, like the
“Grow More Food” campaign.

In one of his psalms King David
bowed to the God of Israel and played
a refrain on the harp that “even
if Thou slayest me, yet shall I trust
In Thee.” John Hay at the first
milestone past the American Re-

volution paraphrased it in Bosto-
nian verse:—

“For always in Thine eyes, O
Liberty!

Shines that bright light
Whereby the world 1s saved.
Even if thou slayest us
Yet shall we trust in Thee.”

The roly-poly crowd draped in
unwashed linen should be dissolved
from the rabble-scene of Indian
bolitics, and clean measures should
be restored since Free India’s great-
est enemies consist of Satyagrahic
bretenders within the bounds of

.Hindustan. On the whole the going
is good.

HE significant characters in

this narration are: A seashore,
a coconut grove, a-rice field. Others
who figure incidentally are: {\n
agriculturist, a judge, a college girl,
a progressive intellectual. Also, a
host of inconsequantials.

The seashore is the Marina,
Madras. The rice field and the
coconut grove are in the delta of
th: Godavari, which is- also the
home of our agriculturist. The
judge is a dispenser of the Eircar’s
laws and the college girl is his
sister-in-law. Enquiries made about
the young intsllectual show tha:t .he
is, by faith, a votary of the Religion
of Man and, by occupation, an
International revolutionary who has
dedicated his life to service of the
world’s toilers.

A word about another charactsr
who fares here, Head Clerk Anand.
In a way, the whole string of events
hangs around this personality. He
is, as it were, the catalytic agent
aiding each incident to unfold
inevitably out of its predecessor. It
is sad that he should, despite ms
important function, remain at the
end of the narration in thq same
humble station as at the beginning.
It is not fair, it is perhaps a blot on
the story. But it cannot be helped
if faithful chronicling is desired.
Incidents in real life conform very
rarely indeed to any artistic pattern
or poetic justice.

ain, it is very difficult to decide
fr:ngl r\1:}hich point to start this
narration. It seems cruel to impose
the rigidity of sequence on what
happened with such crystalline
spontaneity. However, if it is agreed

that of all the characters here the
sea is the most sublime, mysterious
and eternal, it would only be proper
to start with it. And so....

Srimathi Madhavl, that lovely
evening, was at ths Marina, dis-
cussing, with Mister Masha, current
history. Madhavi is the only woman
in this tale.

She was born very rich, in a silver
cradle as they say. And was
orphanad at a tender age. Her
sister, ten years older, assumed
guardianship. Madhavi was brought
up most affectionately. The brother-
in-law was no less devoted than'the
sister to the sparkling, vivacious
young girl in their joint charge.
Near and dear to both, to whom
Madhavi was dearer, no one could
tell.

r years ago Madhavi came to
thzor‘;letgopolis and joined a college.
In those days, she was noticeably
fond of silk sarees and blouses of
gorgeous colours, of tall dazzllilng
eardrops and all manner of other
trinkets. She liked cinema shows—
in Telugu, Tamil, Canarese, any
language—and sat through the lﬁng
hours at the picture houses wlth a
relish which often amused ] er
companions. Holidays? They w ;reI:
to her, god-sent intervals of s ;ate
joy. Wandering about the c1 Y,
dropping into eating houses, sipﬁn r;i
cups and cups of coffee (somet: e
iced, sometimss steaming), muncm
e e e ing) —tnee
(how sweet an 'Her

er holiday hobbies. :
gregfherljin—law made it his duty :g g
visit his ward at least once a xp%x;ld,
and see for himself how the ‘c
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was progressing. And when Le
came, they visited English pictures,
atz their lunch in restaurants
{which seemed to her ever so tosh),
and imbibed rainbow - coloured
liquids (what a queer sensation
they gave har) at reserved tables.

Today Madhavi has changed,
changed a great deal. So much
more mature, spiritually. Life has
taught her many revealing lessons.
As a result of certain contacts, she
has turned her attention to politics
now. The bitter truth has been
proved to her on her pulses that
her personal happinass is something
that is entangled in the collective
happiness of mankind, that the one
problem is inseparable from the
other. Her class-mate, Masha’s
sister, had helped to set her mird
on this new track by introducing
her to Masha. It was a meeting of
minds pregnant with consequences,
as Madhavi was to discover.

She was deeply influenced by
Masha. The dark apolitical corri-
dors of her mind were lighted up
by the flashes of Masha’s brilliant
intellect. He was nothing if not
modern. With equal ease he
exhibited his grasp of Marxism and
Relativity, interpreting the latter in
terms of that class struggle of which
he was an eloquent  devotee.
Madhavi today wears only Nylon
and tissue sarees, not those heavy
things of native silk of earlier days.
She visits only English picture
houses and studies only the costliest
books on advanced political philo-
sophy. They also serve who stand
and wait, for the break of the revo-

lution on the sky of human destiny,
the revolution that is ultimate and
red as the blood

of the cactus flower.
Saraswati, according to Hindu
mythology, is the goddess of learn-
ing. And one is reminded of Her,
looking at Madhavi today. ‘The
hoary procession of sculptors, artists
and poets of Ind have immortalised
in stone, mural and page, the con-
tours of Her divine body, reniering
with reverent care the pair of her
heavy, rounded breasts as symbols
of Litarature and Music, the twin
attributes of the Goddess, Be it so,
and by the same token, the allied
attributes of Madhayj suggest
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themselves as symbols of dialectical
materialism and historical neczssity
—the twin heights which it was the

ambition of Masha to reach and
hold.

That evening at the Marina,
Masha felt sad, very sad. The state
of affairs on this unfortunate earth
was so gloomy. There was no change
in the hard lives of the tramwaymen
in Honoluly; and from Mexico.
there was no further news at all of
the matadors’ strike. Revolutions
elsswhere were still in the offing.

And for these reasons, Masha was
very sad.

Also, Masha was badly in need of
money. A situation was fast deve-
loping in which it was imperative
that he should go underground.
Madhavi sighed a comradely sigh
and asked him anxiously, “How
much do you need, Masha?”

To the soft, tender query, Masha
replied with a helplsss gesture, “I
¢an manage with a thousand rupees
-...but from where is one to get
even that?” His voice sounded so
feeble and so full of pain it seemed
to echo the desperate cry of the
world’s exploited toilers,

“You must let me try and help
vyou, Masha. My brother-in-law is
the only person I can think nf and
the size of the amount we need
rather frightens me. 1t he should
ask why I need so-much in one lot
at once, I wonder what I could say.
Anyhow let me try. You will know
the result within z week. I shall
start off by tomorrow’s express.”

Madhavi did start by the morrow’s
express, telegraphing in advance to
her brother-in-law. The train
reachad the station at the break of
dz}wn_ and the judge was there with
his liverieq retinue to receive her.
Hz2 was a big man of the locality,
one of the biggest, Servants saluted
as Madhavi stepped down from bher

‘ompartment and the tickep ccllec-
tor at the gatzs too.

On their way home in the ecar, to
her brother-in-laws remark. “But
this is g

D0 surprising, what's up,
i\dadhavx?” she replied, “Oh, dear,
felt so nostalgic anout home and

I wanted to see—sister.” And she
laughed a laughter of utter abandon.

On reaching home Madhavi had
to plunge at once into the nctivity
familiar on such occasions—chitchat
with her sister, exchanging remarks
on the latzst acquisitions of furni-

ture and pictures, playing with the
children and humouring their
antics, responding to the servants’
greztings, and so on. She was frez
at last at 8 o’clock, after breakfast,
and stepped directly into her
brother-in-law’s room.

The judge was raclining on a sofa,
lost in deep thoughts having to do
apparentiy with the law journal on
his lap. On the teapoy beside him
stood a half-empty bottle, glasses
and a tin of cigarsttes. The rich
odour of tobacco smoke pervaded
the room. When he was in his
study, only three persons were
allowed to enter it—Head Clerk
Anand, personal valet Venkanna
and Srimathi Madhavi.

It was difficult to guess the judge’s
age. He was lean and tall, with a
pair of eyes that weare alwa_ys nearly
red and betrayed a certain tense-
ness and anxiety. Madhavi sal on
the edge of th: sofa. Patting his
hair and twisting it with her
fingers, she remarked, “The morn-
ing has hardly dawned and jyou
have started putting lighted matches
into empty bottles.”

Smiling, he just said ‘Madhavil’
There was silence for a -while.

“yes?” Madhavi raised her eye-
brows, invitingly. .

«T am in a peculiar state of ming,
Madhavi,” he continued. “Some-
times—you know what happens—
the dividing line bcm.rean past and
present somehow vanishes and rr:l){
sense of time gets confused. T2
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11215, how long is it since we left
rishnapuram?  Years ago, of
(flourse. But last evening, returning
rom the club, a strange sensation
;’Verpowered me. I imagined I was
D Krishnapuram and started
Searching for advocatz VenKairao's
house. Funny, silly, isn't it?”

. Madhavi burst into laughter and
naéld' pgttmg her arms around his
b ck, My dear and marvellous
rother-in-law, you are really the
Y'IY‘IOSt remarkable man I have met.
hat nirvanae to attain which so
many seekers tried and failed, you
have reached it with so little effort,
with such eass. Now, I do hope you
are not imagining that I am still
that young Madhavi in skirts!”

“My dear, you cannof imagine
how much I wish I could still regard
You as a child. But I must confess
the effort is totally unsuccessful.”

DMadhavi looked at him intensely.
esp womanly understanding was
ev1dqnt in her look—but the judge
fancied that she imported flashes of
mischief into it too, the wench.

_The spell of their mutual fascina-
tion was suddenly broken. Venkanna
entered to announce “Mr. Anand
to see you, sir.”

Madhavi clapped her hands in
joy. “Mr. Anand has come? How
lovely! Let me go and enquire how
the chaste and faithful wives of the
Place are faring” She darted out
of the room, whistling an air. The

-L'-!dge followed her, chuckling to
Imself,

TAnand was waiting in the hall
he floor was covered with a bright,
finely worked carpet and on the
walls were hung tiger skins. Spot-
ting the judge trailing behind
Madhavi, Anand stood at attention
and greeted him with “Good morn-
Ing, Your Honour!” Turning to

adhavi, he said “Good morning,

adam! It is such a pleasure to
Ses you, and so unexpected.”

The judge just nodded in response.
Madhavi said, “Me? I came by the
gar ly morning train. How is every-

0dy getting on, Anand?”

“Getting on well, Madam, thank
You.” Tyrning to the judge, he said,
Today the Hanuman Lanka case

will come up for defence arguments,
Your Honour. I have come to re-
mind you.”

“You m2an Chandrayya’s sronote
case? Yes, I remember. The case
apart, Anand, the child has come
from the city and badly needs some
ralaxation. Will you arrange a
suitable dinner?”

That meant meats and wines, of
course. Anand nearly smiled. He
thought of his old pious mother and
his own correct observance of the
Brahmin code at home. And he
thought of the variety of things he
had done (which would have shock-
ed his mother to death if she knew
of them) in order to please his
bosses. The incongruity of the two
worlds in which he lived alternately
did pain and amuss Anand now and
then. But one had to live.

Lying huddled in a sofa, Madhavi
was examining her manicured
finger-nails. Looking at Anand
obliquely, she was musing too:
«Head Clerk Anand! Past middle
ags, he has all the time been tread-
ing softly, gently, in the shadows
of his officers’ benevolent looks.
violet curtains, pretty faces, cauli-
flower, if the officers wers fond of
them, why, he was 2 connoisseur of
them too. Anand has recognised
and acted on the bourgeois truth
that it pays to please and be helpful
to your boss. His personal code of
conduct, habits and morals, he has
likewise attuned them to suit the
varying tastes of his successive
superiors. And in return for all this
salf-discipline what does he hope to
get? Next to nothing. How iire-
sistible and empty this attraction
of bourgeois life! What absolute
power of enslavement in its culture!
Caught in its spell, even 2 man-
eater of Kumaon might start using
knife and fork and so conform 1o
table manners. And to resist the
charm of this bourgeois world it
needs a man much stronger than
Anand. After all, was she not also
bzing carried away, like a feeble
straw in this floodtide of pretence?

But did it really matter? The
sands of time will run out fast and
meanwhile she, with Masha, was
only trying to project her life, like
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2 rainbow, across the sands. Why
not?

* * *

Down the centuries, generations
of Telugu poets (may their tribe
increasz) have sung ballads and
pcems in praise of the river Goda-
vari. Nannaya, the father of Telugu
pcetry, was nurtured by the holy
waters of the pirennial river gznd
this gave him the strength to write
the epic of Mahabharata,. Mother
Godavari, silent witness to the rige
and fall of many Andhra 2mpires,
the poets say, is part of the Andnra’s
life ang heritage. Flowing majesti-
cally across the Andhra terrain, it
has fed millions of acres of rice
fields. The river is indeed the god-
mother of the Telugu race and its
culture. (It was lucky that at the
turn of the century Sir Arthur
Cotton built an anicut and thus
Saved the embeddzq Andhra cuiture

from being washed out into the
sea).

Chandrayya of the pronote case
referrzd to by the Judge is the agri-
cuiturist of our s5tory. The coconut
grove belongs to him. The price
field, however, belongs to Chan-
drayya’s cousin Surayya. Accord-
ing to a pronote executeq by
Surayya, ne owed eight thousand
rupees to Chandrayyz

The grove and the field both lie
alongside g canal of the river
Godavari. The sprout in the field
and the sapling in the grove are
hourished by thz same waters and
ETow on the same Suil.  And for
generations the ancestors of Chan-
drayya and Surayya  were born,
they flourished ang perished on tha
same soil.  Children of that carth,
their ancestors treated it  with

reversnce through fair weather and
foul.

But during the time of Chan-
drayya and Surayya the grove and
the field were insulted many a
time. Their honour and pridz were
dragged to law courts. One never
knew what passions, what dark
hatreds of the old, days of the
jealous queen Chitrangi lay dormant
n the waters of the holy river, put
they seemed to have come to the
surface now, Between Surayya,

9
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and Chandrayya grew an estrangz-
ment,

At the time when the pmnpte
execuled by Surayya was reaching
the axpiry date, his daughter Ruan-
gamma came of age. Chandrayya
advised his cousin to marry Ran-
gamma to his wife's brother.
“What!”  yelled Surayya, like a
wounded tiger, “Tqo your wife’s
brether?  That congenital idiot,

that worthless, silly insufferable
ass! Never!”

“Well, in that case, let him pay
what he owes us to the Iast pie,”
was the advice given to Chandrayya
one night by his better half.

Surayya stiffened and Chandrayya
counter-stiffened. A suit was filed
and it was contested.

On the eveaning when Madhavi
and Masha were engaged in their
pourparlers at the Marina at
Madras, Chandrayya called at the
house of Head Clerk Anand.

After hearing the story, Anand
said “Certainly, you are within your
rights.  You need an injunction
order restraining Surayya from pro-

-ceeding with the reaping of the

harvest. It could be given, Meet
Ine day after tomorrow evening at
seven o'clock at the Refreshment
Room. 1 shaj) be waiting for you
in the front room. You can depend

on me for the rest of the pro-
gramme.”

Things moveq according to plan
and on the appointed evening,
Anand was found with Chandrayya
in the front room of the R R. And
in the antz-room were, at a reserved
table, Srimathi Madhavi and the
judge. A snow white cloth, glitter~
ing like the forehead of Lord Shan-
kara, like the crescant moon in his
matted hair, like the crystalline
waters of the Ganga, was spread on
the table. The table sustained
many bottles with liquids that
glowed like the Aurora Borealis.
His Honour starteq dropping lighted
matches into emptied bottlzs,

In the adjoining room, Anand was
asking Chandrayya: «Is this sil
strange to you?  Are you afraid?”
Chandrayya™ was touched to the
quick and Tetorted, “You are asking

Me?  God, if only you knew how

Many officars and inspectors I have
met heret”

“So you nezd not confine yourself
to plain soda water?”
* * *

Outside the room it was cold. A
Cutting east wind was blowing that
Winter night. The judge, however,
felt warm inside his body and mind
and in hig consciousness, the divid-
Ing line between past and present
Was slowly vanishing. In these
bejewelled  moments touching the
Iringes of divinity, the concept of
Time appeared before him as an
endless meadow stretching on to
infinity; it had no survey mark§.
Yesterday, today, to-morrow—all s
One. As hz Jooked at Madhavi,
wonder grew within him that she
should have grown up so suddenly,
and lo, she was wearing a Saree
Instead of a skirt.

But presently his awarzness ran
in reverse gear. The years rolled

back. He was in a different situa-
tion, in a differant place.

resently a local train puffed into
thlt:lgt:tiog. It was about to move.
The guard whistled. He waved the
green lamp. Lik2 an arrow shot
by an unknown hand His Honour
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ran out and boarded the train. It
moved on.

“Brother-in-law!” shrieked Ma-
dhavi and came running into the
front room. But the train had
gathered spzed.

There she stood, astride on the
doorstep, stunned. She felt the
rolling whezls crushing her heart.
Her languid eyes heavy with mas-

cara gazed vacantly into the space
beyond.

There she stood, astride on the
doorstep, like a statue carven by a
master sculptor who, tormented by
the magic of the midnight silance
and moved by the beauty of his
vision, had created this inspired
angel in marble—

There stood Madhavi, astride on
the door step.

Anand suddenly saw her. Oceans
clashed in his heart.

On the saffron blossomed gardens
of Kashmir the ’follies girls of gay
Hollywood the midnight music of
negro maidens in the dense African
forests the hula hula dances of Bali
and Javanese maids the lights of
New York and Monte Carlo Rio Rita
Carmen Miranda—oh the fused
essence of the warm delights the
psychic music in soul the music of
a thousand violins the coma of a
thousand wine casks the charm of
a thousand Nylon garments oh the
confluence of music and literature

oh the congestion between literature
and music oh!—

“Why, what has happened, Ma-
dam?” asked Anand, with g dry
voice, coming {o.

“My brother-in-law! He jumped
into that traint”

“Which train?”

“God, what an idipt! the train
that has just left, didn’t you see?”

The droning in Anand’s brain
stopped. Comprehension came t{o
him gradually.

“The car is parked outside. And
there is no driver! And I haven’t
brought my hand bag either! Tell
m2, Anand, what am I to do now?
What am I to do....” Madhavi’s
angry voice trailed off in helpless-
ness. Anand felt a strange elation
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as of a hero, a knight. Sir Galahad,
Don Quixote.

“Don’t you worry your pretly
head, lady”, he said emboldened by
an overpowering impulse of gallan-
try. “After all, nothing has hap-
pened. His Honour though tipsy
will be quite safe—"

“Blast his honour—” interrupjch
Madhavi, “how am I {o pay the hill
and get home?”

“Leave it to Anand” said Anand
coolly, “and like the dear thing you

are, follow me. I shall escort you
home.”

Chandrayya paid all the bills.
Anand took the wheel. Chandrayya
was dropped at his cottage on the
way.

* » *

The moon was down when the
car reached the bungalow. A petro-
max was burning in the hall, and

at the gate a liveried servant was
dozing.

Entering the hall, Madhavi asksd
him the appropriate guestion: “Is
the master in? Has the memsaab re-
tired to her bed?” The master was
not in. The memsaab was asleep.

Madhavi stretched herself on the
sofa. Conferring on him a piquant
look to show her gratitude she told
Anand “Many thanks indesd”. I
am grateful to you for your help. I
shudder to think what might have
happened stranded there like that.”

“Please, Madam, don’t make me
feel uncomfortable. I have done
my duty and nothing else. I am
much too small to be able to render
you any help. On the other hand,
it is in your power to do me favours.”

“You are wrong,” said Madhavi,
“1 don’t. agree. In a way, you are
Dlaced in a better position than I

am, you at least earn your liveli-
hood, I--I am a parasite.”

“Livelihood, my foot,” Anand ex-
claimed. “My total monthly earnings

cannot buy, say the blouse which
you are wearing.”

“May be, but you know, Anand, I
100 sometimes suffer for want of
money,” confessed Madhavi. She
was in an expansive mood.

Anand was surprised. “You don’t
tell me, Madam! That is incredible.”

Pray, why? It is perfectly credible.
For instance, I am now desperately
in need of a thousand rupees, see?
And where can I get that? My
brother-in-law is the only source.
But if he refuses, I am helpless.”

“Money!” said Anand, “You
shouldn’t talk about it like that.
You are a Maharani, and a thousand
Trupzes is nothing to you. A
thousand? I will get it for you,
don’'t worry. You have only to tell
me, Madam! By nine o'clock in the
morning, you shall have a thousand
rupees.”

It was a pleasant shock for
Madhavi. She called the portico
Servant and told him he could go
home for the night. And turning to
Anand, she said, in soft undertones,
“This is a strange evening, Anand.
All sorts of fantastic things are
happening. A thousand rupees, did
you say? Where can you get it
from?”

Anand smiled at her. “There is
nothing you do not know, Madam.
You are, of course, pretending
ignorance. This is the age of the
Sovereign rule of officials, Madam.
And they in turn depend on their
clerks to look to things. Officers
tan’t be bothered about petty de-
talls of administration. Their pur-
Suits are after the higher things of
life—fraternity, peace and happi-
ness. But if in the course of their
delicate pursuits, any dangers crop
up, the minor fry are there to be
Sacrificed, And the officers con-
tinuye harvesting their delights. This
golden age must surely be familiar
to you. And therefore, a thousand
Tupees is as nothing to me—as long
as it is for you. Only, I must be
2 detached agent—a trustee. If I
take a single pie home, the wrath
of the gods will descend on me.
Sircar gives me something, thank

?Od, to keep the home fires burn-
ng.”

Madhavi felt outraged. But the
Prospect was so tempting.

“Supposing, supposing,”  she
tUmidly put in, “You give me a
thousand rupees! will not my

brother-in-law know it?” “There
is no need for your brother-in-law
to know. And even if he knows, the
heavens won’t com2 down. You can
take care of him yourself, can’t
you?”

Whither Madhavi, she questioned
herself. But it did not matter. So-
ciety was moaning with the pain of
class war. Money was cornered by
the chosen few and frozen. The
first attempt of one should be to
make it melt and flow, after which
it would find its even, proper level.
Caught in the uncritical entangle-
ments of our tattered moral atti-
tudes and petrified bshaviour-
patterns, she heard nothing but a
pandemonium of rococo voices and
weired music. It was difficult to
know which was the melody and
which the mad cry. In these times
when all human values were in the
melting pot it was foolish to cling
to absolute notions of right and
wrong. Coming was the great re-
volution, and till then, all else was
secondary.

“Agreed, Mr. Anand, let us close
the deal. What shall I-do in returp
for your kindness?” asked Madhavi.

“Simple!” said Anand. ‘*What
you have to do is this. You have
seen Chandrayya, haven't you? He
has a case in Honour’s court. In-
volved in the case are the affairs
of a rice field. Chandrayya wants
an injunction order restraining his
cousin from reaping the harvesti—
only for a week. You have only to
whisper this in the ear of your
brother-in-law at a propitious mo-
ment.”

“Who is the other party in the
case?”

“One Surayya. He owes eight
thousand rupees to Chandrayya.
They are cousins, you know”.

“Is Surayya a poor man?”

“He owns two hundred acres of
wet land, besides coconut and
mango gardens.”

“Then why can’t he pay back this
small debt?”

If Madhavi was a child of that
soil, she would never have put that
question. What did she know about
the complex psychology of vpeople

g5



like Chandrayya and Surayya? They
could lose at a single night’s gamz
of cards thousands of rupees and
execute pronotes. She had never
scen the2 mile long marriage pro-
cessions of that part of the coun-
try, where the bride, going to the
husband’'s home for the first time,
would have tradling bzhind her
scores of people carrying over thair
heads the bridal presents—bunches
of plaintains, gourd fruits, crockery,
confectionery and so un. Chan-
drayya and Surayya (and they were
only representative of their classj
would contribute liberaily to the
funds of mutlually opposing politi-
cal parties; thay would court the
favour of all officials. It was not in
Madhavi's ken to comprehend the

complex and contradictory trends
of these people,

“Ch, family feuds,” said Anand.

Therz was silence. Madhavi yawn-
ed, stretched her limbs. How weak
she felt! How awful the hangover
from the night's experience!

“Alright, Anand,” she said smil-
ingly, “the court now rises for the
night.” :

“Good night, Madam.”

The judge, (a mighty man he was,
dispenser of the Sircars laws)
finaily rezached home during the
dying hours of the night,

Hearing the sound of the foot-
steps in  the corrider, Madhayvi
sprang up on her bed, drew the
curtain aside and cried, “Is it my
dear dear brother-in-law that I see
or his apparition? I thought you

had disappeared into your sweet
wonderland-—"

“To meet dear Madhavi in her
infinite variety-—" interruptzd the
judge, entering the room,

“You naughty brother-in-law.
But, loak, silly ass, 8o you Xnow to
what humiliation you put me last
night?”

“Tell me what happened.
did you reach home?”

“Oh, Anand brought me home.
There was another bucolic brute
with him. He paid the bills, how-
ever,” replied Madhavi. She draw
the curtain back and seated herself
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squarely on the bed, lazily streteh-
ing her arms out. The blue lamp
on the wall was dim. Suddenly 1t
started to rain outside. A whiff of
cold wind pierced the curtain and
the lamp-flame went out. A calen-
dar on the wall, showing Radha

and Krishna, quivered and dropped
to the ground.

“It is very cold, my dear brolher-
in-law, would you mingd closing the
shutters?” The judge did not mind.

* * *

After some days, one evening,
thousands of people gathered on the
Marina. An important public meet-
ing was going on. The orations
were on the subject of banishing
hunger for ever from the country.
Presiding over the function was
Srimathi Madhavi. And the prinei~
pal speaker was Masha. He did not
have to go underground after all.

That evening, in the provincial
town, the judge was sitting in his
club, at a game of bridge. The pro-
blem facing him and his friends at
that moment was not hunger—it
was thirst, Well-bred horses, pure-
white, galloped in the sparkling
glasses. But the thirst continned.

That evening, in the fields of
Hanuman Lanka, in the Godavari
Delta, there occurr:d a terrible riot.
Local factions had come to a clash
consequent upon a certain Injunc-~
tion order, restraining the reaping
of harvast for 2 week, Two people
were killed, and forty-six were in-

;ured._ Police arrived on the spet
immediately after the event and
arrested

8 two hundred people includ-
Ing Surayya ang Chandrayya, De-
tails of the riot appeared in ths
daily papers.

That evening, Mr. Anand attend-
ed the town cinema with his chaste
and faithful wife, The picture was
a  mighty mythological, Superb
dances, music right through,

That evening, in tha coconui grove
of Chandrayya, fireflies glowed as
they had from times immemgrial.

The crickets chirruped as they had
always done.

That eveni
fine,
lazily
blowin

' ng, the weather was
with dry white clouds floating

across the sky and the wind
g with itg caressing coolness.
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" PApTImioN” DADTITION

ASepeNtary Opyssey

ECLINING in my arm-chair
with the key-board of my type-
writer at my fingers’ ends, and the
mind beginning to turn back on it-
self, I feel tempted (I know it’s also
hazardous) to chronicle for the
nonce a synoptic history of my own
times. Let me enumerate my dis-
qualifications for such a task in
hopes of disarming adverse critic-
ism in advance. I am not one of
the big men of my time with any
record of outstanding achievement
to my credit. For, there has bzen
an unbroken tradition from Thucy-
dides to Trotsky, from Caesar to
Churchill of the makers of hisiory
writing it up as well. Nor, asbefits
less heroic times, have I had access
(fugitively or by the front-door) to
the ante-rooms of the great. I have
not peered through strategic key-
‘holes " nor eavesdropped behind
diplomatic curtains. I do not know
how much of my urge springs from
an untenable egoism, and how much
from the senss of a vocation.

There are two considerations
which should extenuate, if not
Justify, attempts at autobiography
by thz obscure, camouflaged under
any misleading title whatsoever.
The first is that I may claim to know
just a little more about my times
than I can ever hopz to about that
of the Pallavas. Even the people
who write most learnedly about a
remote past must fezl and be more
intimately at home in their own
milieu than out of it. The only
shocking exception to this universal
rule that occurs to me is—Gibbon.
For hz remained a silent and in-
glorious member of Parliament what
time Burke thundered against the
Iniquities of England in two con-

1
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tinents. It did not however prevent
him from becoming and still remain-
ing the greatest authority on the
Decline and Fall of the Roman
Empira.

The second consideration is that
contemporary records, however con-
fused or meagre, have a superior
validity to the circumstantial in-
ferences and bold guesses of the
future historian. We who are too
near the scene might often fail to
see the wood for the trees, but the
distant or so-calied dispassionate
view, evolved long after the event,
ascribes to the wood all the merit
that pertains to the trees! For
there is .an inner logic, an occult
coherence, a spiritual inevitability
underlying events, ths discovery of
which is the obsession of the philo-
sopher brooding over purpose in
life. Only contemporary testimony
can make a vital contribution to
thz evolution of it.

The autobiographies of the great
draw attention from the events of
their time to the secrets of their
ego, thus suffusing movements with
the glow of emotion, But the auto-
biography of the obscure should
promote a reverse process, namely,
to divert attention from the insigni+
ficance of the man to the magnitude
of the events chronicled, thus mak-
ing the’ heroic cradible. Letter-
writers, diarists, chroniclers, and
other smaller fry have often thrown
transverse beams of light on current
affairs without however being awar
of it. :

I have just been a spectator of
my times, and have watched the
current of life flowing by, both in
its clear and muddy states, with a
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bu}'eaucracy, and continue to be
prize-boys of the Nehru Cabinet as
well. This remarkable power of
survival and self-renovation has
bean the subject of exaggerated
satire and irony. But it is after all

an insignificant penalty to pay for
our success.

" In the dark ages of Indian histor
;hettgrch of our culture has bees;;
ept burnished and burnin i
th2 South. € only in

Among ourselves, there are differ-
ences enough which are certainly
acute even where they are not
always real. But beyond the Vin-
- dhyas, we are all dubbed Madrasis

with compendious envy. Unlike the
canny Scot, we don’t stand by cach
other. Each of us plays a lone hand.
We are supple and supremely ser-

viceable; we germinatz ideas but -

allow their paternity to be enj
putatively by others! enioyed

The chief difference batween
and South is this: .there is aNg::Jlj
graphical and climatic continuity
of background in the North:; there
is a mental and ideological continu-
ity in the background of the South.

Madras politics have never bzen
at the mercy of emotional aberra-
tions. But they have matured more
securely for that very reason. The
essence of the. democratic game be-
ing a scramble for power, it is g
matter of astonishment that our
corruptions are not so serious as
they have been elsewhere. We have
not yet mads administration im-
pefsonal; but th:2 vagaries of jndi-
vidual intrusion are neither so many

nar 80 scandalous as i
well have been. they might

This leads me to consid
origin and growth of the Non‘igra?ﬁt-3
min movement. It is a short-sight-
ed notion to Suppose that the move-
ment started with connivance of
the bureaucrats thirty yzars ago
Its roots really go back to the oldest:
period of South Indian history
Although the communal wranglé
has been going on for more than a
generation, it has left the springs
of social intercourse singularly un-
touched and unpolluted. At the be-
ginning of the movament it had a
patron saint in Sir P, T. Chetty who
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affected white robes to underline
his claim to canonisation, but whose
real title to fame is that he once
declared that ‘political prisoners
were worse than criminals.’ To
balance him, there is in Mr. E. V.
Ramaswami Naicksr a ‘black-shirt-
ed saint’ who has popularised the
notion that the Aryans are a kind
of bloodsuckers. But it is not realis-
eq that not all Tamils are Dravi-
dians, nor all Brahmins Aryans.
T.he scientific foundations of Dra-
vidastan cannot bear sxtended or
sustained scrutiny. They are most-
ly e}ced out by erratic etym-logy,
fanplful history and frenzied pho-
netics. But the cry doss duty for
a nucleus out of which an opposi-
tlop may eventually emerge, capi-
talising mass-feeling but without
capitulating to it.

"~ Of other notable figures who filled
the South Indian stage with distine-
tion, special mention may be made
o{ thz roles of Sir C. P, Ramaswamy
Alyar and Dr. C. R. Reddy From
the point of view of pure intellig-
ence, Dr. C. R. Reddy is easily the
first; but it was his misfortune to
be up against the Raja of Panagal,

and to be smitten by him hip and-

thigh in the vulgar arena of olitics
For Dr. Reddy’s forte was in golitics,
and yet 1_13 was driven out of it by
the unkind fates,—an unfeeling
mechanical block vote! ,

Sir C. P. had the rare honour
running the administration ofu tltl)z
province of Madras during the
permq of Iford Willingdon’s gover-
norskpp. His greatness synchronis-
ged with the palmy days of dyarchy
itself. Of the two halves of the
Government, the popular cne was
supposed capable of being changed
by a free vote of the Council. But
@here was a block votz which was
in phe pocket: of the better half, and
which was invariably pressed into
sn?vxce to bolster an unpopular
d'mistry. That was the unplzasant
I1Scovery made by Dr. Reddy, and
therea'fter hs turned his back o’n the
giouncxl as a delusion and a snare.
spro ng' 3:1 was however differently
3 orzd. He once declared in the
( o;ncgoirg.l;lismt la;ughter and cheers:
y ent of
lelmgdon is the hea‘t’ivfl’ictlrh:g;g

he was the victim of an unprece-
dented volume of rancour and
obloquy, he laid the foundations of
our provincial prosperity by visua-
lising the benefits of cheap power,
and making it available for indus-
trial and agricultural purposes on
what was then feared an unduly
optimistic scale. Events have since
vindicated his vision and courage.

The Economic Revolution

Thirty years ago, the basic wage
was Rs. 15 a month; and millions
found it not intolerable to live on
it. In retail shops, I remember to
have bought rice at 6 to 8§ measures
to the rupee. Everything else could
be adjusted to that norm. But two
world wars have had the effect of
bringing to the surface millions who
had livad in placid, pathetic con-
tent to whom a vision of an ampler
world if not a purer air was unfold-
ed. Two spirals of inflation have
thus been tacked on to the economic
structure within a generation; and
so prices are booming while commo-
dities are either shrinking or dis-
appearing altogether. In those far-
off days there was plenty of every-
thing, but not enough money about;
now there is a lot of debased money,
and nothing which can be bought
with it which is worth while.

" An index to our diseased economy
is the alarming growth of the art
of advartisement. In the old days,
we had to go in search of our trust-
ed dealers, Now they invade us in
packs in the privacy of our homes.
Though there are less things to buy,
there are more shops everywiere
in which to buy them. I do not
pretend to understand this, being
but a layman. We are at once richer
and poorer, better fed and worse-
starved, more active and more lazy
—all because we fought the war on
the basis of unlimitad liability. So
our debts arz coming home to roost.

This new situation is ideally suit-
ed for the tactics of the Communist
Party throughout the country. . For,
agreeably to their major premise,
they find the economic argument
their strongest weapon of propa-
ganda. The emergsnce of the Com-
munist on the Indian scene is mat-
ter for separate consideration. But

he has not only come, and burrowed
himsza1f, but also intends to stay on
for ever. Outlawing him, proscrib-
ing his literature and other ancient
but puerile’ expedients cannot dis-
pose of him. We can dsprive him of
his occupation only by removing
the root-causes of mass poverty and
mass ignorance. We are all agreed
on these dszsiderata; only we go
about implementing them in blun-
dering ways. We intend to abolish
Zamindaris, but there is no definite
promise of rslief to the tiller in that
platform. We have deprived the
ordinary worker of his drink; it may
be a dubious pleasure; but our
motive is an unlovely puritanism.
The black-shirts threaten the liqui-
dation of our temples; if that mate-
rialises, it would be an instance of
the triumph of atheism over the
pleasures of popular superstition.
But in all these mad flights from
pillar to post, and back, the facts
that the poor are getting poorer.
and that the rich are only changing
their labels arz entirely forgotten.

Literature And The Aris

The onset of a renaissance in the
regional literatures has been adver-
tissd throughout the period. But
it has been a case of all cry and not
so much wool. The Tamils are over-
doing Bharati, the Andhras have
doubtless their opposite number,
and the Malayalees perhaps swear
by Vallathol or some one else.
Everywhere it is still largely oneman
shows. For the rest, there is a senti-
mental harking back to the Sangam
classics, or to Kambhar or to Krish-
nadevaraya. Journalism has be-
come a capitalist enterprise with
the security of gilt-edgeds and the
profits of successful speculation.
The artist with the one talent ap-
pealing to the still small voice is
rebuffzd by a barrage of sound and
fury signifying nothing.

Chamber music now blares forth
from loudspeakers at every street-
corner. The nautch which was
solemnly excommunicated with bell,
book and candle thirty years ago
as a naughty recreation, has come
back under the sonorous title:
Bharata Natyam; and every parlour
is convertad into a school for danc-
ing. How much of unintended



cruelty to children goe

checked can never bg ksnog.rl;) ufrg;
parental vanity has been berﬁused
by the mystic utterance ot the word
ART in all the languagds, In this
fury qf competition, nothing more
E) eact?lev%d than the liquidation of

ue-born arti i

of Stam o ist and a lower1gg

The learned professions
crowded, but their inﬁuenaéfae 1? ng?
the wane. For the course of events
is determined not so much by means
of debate and discussion as by
authoritarian imposition from
above. Indeed, the decline of
oratory and the discrediting of de-
bate are the most serious of our
losses in this period, In the name
of party discipline, the spiri{ of
d:n;gcracy is sought to be sterilised
a € source. The lot of the com-
mon man is thus seen to be imposed
upon eithar by his friend or lfy his

énemy. Buf{ he does no
too late who is who! ¥ know

Summing Up

Thus there has been a m
less complete revolution in allozfalzg
of lite.‘» But as the French proverb
Says: “The more things change, the
wmore ’t’:hey remain pretty much, the
same!”. I have sampled the feeling
of being enslavad no less than of

being free. ‘To be frank, my old- -

time servitude was not as in y

able as it was taken to be fosru?ggg—
ri_cal purposes. In our un-free con-
giltion, we had the luxury of parad-
ing before the world ag 2 nation

with a grievance. Now that we are
free, I have not felt any of the rap-
tures which I was taught to expect.
In short, my character, the char-
acter of my fellows, the national
cparacter has not changed over-
night. I wonder if it will change
zint all; and if it can, whether it
sl}ould. _Our venerable historical
dichotomies still persist:—Hindu vs.
Muslim, North vs, South, Brahmin
vs, Nop-‘Brahmln. We were easy-
golng in subjection, for the yoke
that poweq us was light. It gave us
Security }mthout responstbility. The
irresponsibility stifl remains. Luck-
ily for us, the danger of our being
over-run by any major power is re-
mote;_ but we ars in danger of
pawning our heritage in multifayi-
ous directions in exchange for un-
constdered trifles. It is as well that
we cannot hope to achieve g totali-
tarian regimentation of our stag-
gering millions; for if we could, we
\:g:lllgnswal%%w Russia at one em’i or
ge e supr
rica at the other? eRIAcy of Ame-

If we can keep order withi
boundaries, gand encouratgt:em gﬁ:
peaceful evolution of regional pat-
terns of tI}e good lifs, we will make
an enduring contribution to the
peace of the world, For we have
ghe material and moral resources
O rear a society which can be pro-
%}l;essive aqd stable, and an economy
bat distributes its burdens equit-
?. 1y, so that a clear field may be
eft frez for the adventures and
achievements o

achi { the spiri
In its ageless quest. pirit of man

®
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PANDIT NEHRU, Sardar Patel and
Mr. N. Gopalaswami Ayyangar
are the three most important figures
of India’s Central Cabinet today.
Dr. Rajendra Prasad has lately
declined in influence. He had an
initial pull over his colleagues in
the Cabinet as the nearest in spirit
to the Mahatma, though perhaps the
prize for Satyagrahic perfection

~among all his disciples would have

been awarded by the Mahatma him-
self, if one such had been instituted,
to Vinoba Bhave. Gandhi however
looked upon Nehru as his political
heir. For sagacity in practical
affairs and organisational effective-
ness of the institutions he con-
trolled, he relied on Patel. The
Sardar was the Mahatma's Chief
of Staff when the theory of any
movement propounded by him rea-
ched the operational stage and bad
to be mobilised into action., ¥For
Rajendra Prasad the Mahatma had
the preceptor’s good-humoured re-
gard for the most obedient and least
trouble-giving chela. But it was to
CR. that he turned in difficulties.
A strange blend of sets of qualities
in opposition went into the making
of the Mahatma. He was shrewd,
yet simple and candid; firm as a
rock in his stand on chosen princi-
ples, but ever ready to co-operate
with those who challenged them;
punctilious but unattached; regal
and yet humble; both an egolst and
a saint; inflexible of will, yet per-
meated with the spirit of compro-
mise; unsparing in his judgments
but affectionate in personal rela-
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tions; a fighter and a lover of
peace, a preacher, crusader, propa-
gandist, politician, rebel, reformer,
philasopher, all rolled into one. C.R.
set himself to study Gandhi; and
acquired in course of time enough
expertness to be able to calculate
to a nicety every minute nuance
of Gandhian reaction to any kind
of event. He mastered the Mahatma
with his intellectual comprehensijon,
He alone among Congressmen could
enlist the power of dissent to. ex-
tract influence in his dealings with
the Mahatma. Nehru also, like CR.,
proved capable of self-assertion be-
fore the Mahatma through attitudes
of dissent. But the aloofness and
objectivity of C.R. were lacking in
Nehru. Nehru's dissent was govern-
ed by a pre-ordained harmony of
identification with the Mahatma
and it could be depended upon
never to allow its tempo reach a
breaking point. Dissent in the case
of Pandit Nehru is a constitutional
ventilation of integrity for the
satisfaction of a conscience in
search of peace in the midst of a
taxing world torn with perennial
conflicts of duties. There is a cer-
tain spontaneity as of the innocence
of childhood in it. Which is the
reason why it is possible for Nehru
to proclaim a difference and act as
if it did not exist, No dread of any
breach with Nehru therefore ever
disturbed the Mahatma. Not so in
the case of CR. He shared with
Gandhi one quality of the great:
the zest of conguest over opposition.
Jinnah magnetised Gandhi with the
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wuLsvalILl CXCICISE e gave Ior his
gifts and abilities through the diffi-
cuities he presented him with, A
similar fascination for the hostile
enabled C.R. to seek in conflict the
fruition of his influence with the
Mahatma. Only Mr. Jinnah, had he
been subdued and brought into the
fold, could have rivalled C.R. in the
hoid he exercised on Gandhi. When
CR. passed on from allegiance to
divergence, a competitive element
entered into his relationship with
Gandhi. Respect was consolidated
by conflict, It placed C.R. on a
higher pedestal than any of the
Gandhian lieutenants. Uncertain
loyalties fetch a higher price.

The partition of India established
C.R. as the most sagacious of Con-
gress leaders. As the partition took
place on the lines of the C.R. for-
mula, the credit of an exclusive feat
in the prophetic envisagement of
history belongs to C.R. Some say
that with his formula he gave to
events a turn which they would
not have taken otherwise, by im-
parting a filip to Mr. Jinnah’s for-
jorn nopes at a time when they
were on the eve of collapse for lack
of encouragement, Whatever the
theory as to the extent of CR.s
contribution to the partitioning of
the country, the fact remains that
the final architects of the plan were
Nehru and Patel, while the attitude
of Gandhi was one of disconcerted
protest eventually lapsing into phi-
losophical acquiescence. The horror
of the sequel scarcely left any room
for CR. to claim the honours of
pre-vision over the destiny that
emerged. Nor was there, at first,
any sign of fraternal readiness from
Nenru and Patel to invite him to a
"share of the power that had come.
His exclusion from the Centre might
have continued indefinitely but for
the intervention of the Mahatma.
The posts for which he was subse-
quently chosen seem as though
pianned to divest him of the fruition
of a lifetime’s laborious dedication
to Gandhian principles.

Renunciation of wealth and
material benefits was the basis on
which the pattern of Gandhian lea~
dership was perfected over the past

-quarter of & century. Popular con-
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fidence cate to Congress leaders
because they revealed themselves as
seifless servants of the public who
cared nothing for the normal paihs
of lucrative endeavour. But at the
moment of the political triumph of

the Congress, it is as if it lost its -

moral footing. C.R. in receipt of the
fabulous Governor-General’s Dpay
fixed for British predecessors in the
predatory imperialist era, is a

figure of incongruity. If one steep--

ed in the distilled essence of the
culture of Gandhism over so many

years needs so much, is it any woh-’

der that throughout the heirarchy
of Congressmen the floodgates should
be opened for a complete disowning
of the non-acquisitive standards of
the Gandhian teaching? The
power of saintliness lies in its im-
munity to the common acguisitive
impulses of the worldly-wise. Influ-
ence of the Gandhian type cannot
be squared with overmuch of afflu-
ence. C.R.)s gains as Governor-
General are balanced by losses which
leave him the poorer now in the
power to influence people. He was
richer in this respect previously.
Influence is not a matter of the
technical adjustment of words to
captivating sentiments. It is an
emanation of character. There has
been a steep decline in the power of
Congress leaders to live up to their
pro_fessed principles in the wake of
t,t_lexr assumption of office. They sur-
vive on the momentum of the past.

It_ is a precarious foundation for
cXistence.

In the setting of pomp and luxury
of the Governor-General’s office,
C.R. has lost his rank as an ex-
emplar of Gandhism. The inhibitions
of the office have cut him off from
tpe 'h‘eart of simplicity. His new
dignities seem to have captured him
more than he has captured them.
We are presented with a cultivated
technique of manner which is no
substitute for the lovable bene-
volence of the Satyagrahi. While
he wears the crown of sovereignty,
other hands wield the sceptre of
real power. For Nehru and Patel,
the wielders of the sceptre, it does
not seem to be easy either, to have
tq reckon with the exclusion from
direct administration of an aspiring
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genius of the stamp of C.R. with au
unsatisfied thirst for the contents
of »ﬁles and the handling of port-
folios. Two more dissimilar
colleagues than Nehru and Patel,
harngssed to the common task of
ruming a Government are scarcely
to be found in any capita] of the
world. Nehru’s passion has ever been
for Socialism and it was thought
that it was only held in leash by
'the .bigger passion of the patriot
in bxm for national liberation from
foreign rule. Nehru is the natural

leader of the Socialists and the

Congress Socialists came into being
as a party with his blessing. Patel
is }he darling of the capitalists,
their chosen knight-errant for de-
fence of their threatened privileges.

'Nehru is impetuous and suscep-
tible to criticism, though the
democrat in him ig schooled to the
admission of the rights of all to
criticise whom they wish as they
please. Nehru's impetuosity s
balanceq by a delightful for-
bearance. He allows the whole
world to play on his judgment and
Subjects himself to the harassment
of a continuous introspection that
never leaves him any rest. The
battles of all conflicting ideologies
are f_or ever being waged on his
conscience as an arena,. Patel is
pothn}g If not cocksure. He goes
mﬁ.ex1b1y his own way and his
attitude to crities is one of indiffar-
ence anq contemptuous disdain.
The Cabinet ang all the environs
oﬁ _Bovernment at  the top are
d1v11ded into a Nehru party and a
Patel party. The two work at cross
burposes ceaselessly and it is a
mlracle; that the accumulated force
of their clashes has not resulted in
a crash., This miracle is partly due
to the deep personal esteem of the
wo leaders for each other despite
the ‘heat of thpe differences that
continually drive them to mutual
exasperation.  Theip patriotism is

Sreater than their ambition and
ngtc?h;s aware of the country’s need

e other’s services no less than
ments (mm. Nehru and Patel comple-
ent, € virtues and failings of
ach other impelling the Govern-

Ment run by them int i
o a middle
path between the extremes repre-

sented by their respective char-
acters,

C.R’s chance for real power will
come if and when the Nehru-Patel
harmony diminishers. C.R. is zredit-
ed with having established great
influence over the Prime Minister
already, and to be exercising it in
the filling of some of the important
appointments. The C.R. stamp is
patent in Santhanam’s admission
to the Cabinet. The dexterity
of C.R.’s choice for injecting
into the Centre a trusted lieutenant
of his own acceptable to both the
main parties must compel the ad-
miration of all political strategists.
Is it the prelude for the conversion
of the bi-party structure of the
Cabinet into a triangular orienta-
tion? When major parties are fairly
evenly matched, there will be occa-
sions when the whole power of
decision of the State will pass on
into one single vote poised as a
balancing lever between the two.

In the atmosphere of exciting pos-
sibilities confronting the Centre,

Mr. N. Gopalaswami Ayyangar has
established himself in the esteem
of all as a counsellor of rich worth
and dependability. He has ability,
wisdom, experience and integrity.
He is attached to no party. He has
no favourites to godfather into
positions. He has no personal
ambitions. . His inclination is for
well-earned rest after so many
years spent with such distinction in
administrative service. Membership
of the Central Cabinet came to him
unsought and he continues to serve
there as a call to duty which he has
no right to ignore, whatever may
be his own inclination or the strain
of the effort on one of his age. His
strength lies in his detachment and
freedom from vainglory. Often he
is content to work and strive, leav-
ing others to reap the laurels. Few
are aware of how much the grand
success of our police action in Hyde-
rabad is due to his timely initiative
and insistence. But this is no acci-
dent. It accords with the pattern
of his conception of public work in
which there is no room for any
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bravado, no putting forward of self
to win applause. He is a man of few
words and inclines to taciturnity
but there is no element of unsocial-
ness in it. He combines gracious-
ness with precision. His proneness
to silence invests his speech with
rarity value, and his opinions nave
added weight in consequence. To
the intrinsic worth of his judgments
on affairs, is added the Ffurther
virtue of economy of articulation,
and nobody’s advice is more res-

pectfully sought by the dissident
groups at the Centre. He has at-
tained a position of matchless in-
fluence with the leaders of the
nation and he has been using it
with exemplary rectitude to ensure
peace and promote efficiency. The
value placed on his approbation and
goodwill by both Nehru and Patel
%s not the least of the stabilising
influences at the Centre in the
midst of the intrigues and turmoil
of the day.
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world, this nature which surrounds us in its infinite
variety. Some Hindus talk of going back to the Vedas,
some Moslems dream of an Islamic theocracy. Idle fancies,
for there is no going back to the past; there is no turning
back even if this was thought desirable. There is only
one-way traffic in Time.—Jawaharlal Nehru.
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We can also supply

HORIZONTAL CRUSHERS
drawn by bullocks

as also power-driven
. o~ RN T

Manufacturers: -

-

M/s. SUBBAIAH FOUNDRY
' COIMBATORE.
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1 M/s. R. NARAYANAN & CO.
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Available from

Stock in
3x3,4x4, 5x5, 6x6

Sizes (in inches)

A

" Sole Agents ;

‘ 19-20, Linghi Chetty St.,
; MADRAS.
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— IN GANDHI'S WORDS___

GREAT ISSUES THAT LIVE

(Excerpts from Mahatma Gandhi's Writings and Speeches)

In the individual body the head is not high because it is the top
of the body, nor are the soles of the feet low becausz they touch the
earth. Even as members of the individual body ars equal, so are the
members of society. This is socialism.

In it the prince and the peasant, the wealthy and the poor, the
employer and the employee are all on the same level.

Th2 prince and the peasant will not be equalized by cuiting off
the prince’s head, nor can the process of cutting off equalize the
employer and the employed.

* L *® * *

Evaryone thinks of himself and his family. No one thinks of the
whole of India. The centripestal force is undoubtedly there, but it is
not vocal, never boisterous; whereas the centrifugal is on the surface,
and in its very nature makes the loudest noise, demanding the attzn-
tion of all. It manifests itself most in matters communal. This has
given rise to fzar in other fields.

* * * * »

It is wrong to think that anyone is good enough for the Consti-
tuent Assembly, it is altogether wrong to think that the election
carries any honour with it, it is a post of service if one is fitted for
the labours and, lastly, it is wrong to regard the post as one for
making a few rupees while the Assembly lasts. The Constituent
Ass2mbly should have such members only who know something about
constitutions all the world ovar, above all, about the constitution that
India’s genius demands. It is debasing to think that true service
consists in getting a seat in the Assembly.

* * * * *

In my opinion, the salary and allowances drawn by the gentle-
men of the various Assemblies are out of all proportion to the services
they render to the country. The scales fixed are on the English
pattern, not at all compatible with the income of this country—
the poorest in the world.

* * * * *

If the Congress wants to continue as a people’s organization,
the Ministers cannot live as sahib log nor use for private work
facilities provided by Government for official duties.

» * * * *

I have been saying for som:z time, that the words “truth and
non-violence” should be removed from the Congress constitution.
* * * * *

If the wife has to prove her loyalty and undivided devotion to
her husband, so has the husband to prove his allegiance and devo-
tion to his wife. You cannot have ong set of ki o easures
for the one, and a different one for thz o .
heard of a husband mounting the funera ?Q '

: )

* * *
A slave-holder cannot hold a slave &itofit putting hims
deputy in the cage holding the slave,
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V. RAMASWAMY SASTRULU & SONS

292, ESPLANADE, MADRAS.

Rs. A, P,

Sanskrit Mahabharata, Southern Recension—Edited by
Prof. P. P. S. Sastri, 18 Vols, .. .. . 70 0
Bhagavatam Text in 2 Vols. .. .. . 6 8 ¢

Ramayana of Valmiki, Text—

» Text only in 2 Vols. Cloth-bound 6 8 0
» Balakanda . " 1 40
” Ayodhyakanda " 112 0
" Aranyakanda ” 100
" Kishkindhakanda " 1 00
" Sundarakanda " 1 8¢
Yuddhakanda R 2 4 0

Sri Bhagavad-Gita, With Sankaracharya’s Commentary
translated from Sanskrit into English by Pandit
A. Mahadeva Sastri, B.A., contains Sanskrit Text of
the Gita .. .. .. .. .. 8 0 0

Minor Upanishads Vol. 1. By A. Mahadeva Sastri, B.A, .
Comprising I. Atharvasikha and Kaivalyopanishad
(with Sanskrit text and English translation.) Pocket
Edition .. .l .. .. ..

Minor Upanishads Vol. II, By A. Mahadeva Sastri, B.A,
(The Vedania Doctrine of Sankaracharya). Compris-
ing (i) Sankaracharya’s Dakshinamurthistotra and its
commentary (Sureswaracharya’s  Manasollasa), (i)
Suresvaracharya’s Pranavavartika; (iii) Dakshinamurthi
Upanishad, Sanskrit text with translation and notes in
English). Second edition, with the addition of the
Sanskrit text of Manasollasa .. .. .. ..

MBAY
COMPANY. LTD.

| Head Office: BOMBAY.
Where there is a Will....

There is always the méans to buy an Insurance Policy.
We have a Policy to suit the average man, And
~ an Insurance Policy is a substantial Will that an
unfortunate man could bequeath to his dependants.

(Estd. 1908.)

—

OUR GOODWILL IS BUILT ON 38 YEARS’ SERVICE.

' KOCHIKAR BROTHERS LIMITED

(Estd. 1910.)
i CHIEF AGENTS FOR SOUTH INDIA.

! 30, MOUNT ROAD, MADRAS.

| Branches at Bombay - Mangalore - Calicut - Trivandrum

m
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Coimbatore - Madura - Madras - Bangalore - Udipi.
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Our Sfearfy gruh'nqs to all our Guxlamer:, Friends
and  Well-Wesher, for a very %ppy .@eepawrl[
and a 3riq/z£ and g)wspcram New year.

The Mysore Premier Metal Factory

Office : "Grams : Factory & Works :
‘Phone : 2535 “ SUNBRAND ” 'Phone : 3177
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The Hindustan Metal
* Refinery and Rolling Mills o

: *
Ugly pimples ofte
n
loveliest of faces. Res(:: meven . crams:
beauty of your skin ° natu‘ral “ ROLLINGMILLS **
N - Spots, black- Office : Factory & Works :
Witk SWATHI'S ‘Phone: 2000 'Phone: 3177

Managing Partner: Keshavlal K. Shah

SWATHI PRODUCTS LTD.. mamac e o S e —
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OFFERS POLICIES TO SUIT ONE AND ALL

e

A Policy in it is a
Safeguard for Family ‘

Saving towards old age
Il Means to stay in Business

l

Transacts all classes of Insurance Attractwe and Liberal lerms

Lite-Fire-Accident Good opening for both
Motor & Marine Insurances Men and Women

Capabte and influential
Please write to:

The New Asiatic Insurance Co., Ltd.

289, Linghi Chetti Street, Madras |

Phone: 2718 Grams: GOODBONUS

Branch Manager: A. SUBBIAH

- I

Qee?oooﬁ K From
k'tes 50 G A N e A
¢ PADER STORES

27. NARAYANA MUDALI STREET,
G. T. MADRAS.
»*

All kinds of PAPERS, BOARDS
(BHARAT AND WINTERBOTHAM)
BOOK-BINDING CLOTH, Etc., Etc.

Dealers in: \\
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Swadeshi Shop

THAT SERVES HUNDREDS EVERY
DAY, with UNSURPASSABLE ZEAL
and COURTESY

Swadeshi Silk,
woollen & €Cotton
Diece= GCoods

THE
General Swadeshis

Limited.
369, ESPLANADE, MADRAS.

Phone
No. 2853 and 2389

e ]
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iDEAL
POWER PLANT

FOR

MOTOR BOATS
LAUNCHES Ete.

MODELS AVAILABLE

2-127. 2 ¢yl 27 H.P.
4-226. 4 cyl 55,65 H.P.
6-298. 6 cyl 84 H.pP.
6-474. 6 cyl 113 H.P,

Apply for Purticulars to.

BRUNTON & CO ENGINEERS LTD

BALLARD ROAD, COCHIN.

“KELVIN” MARINE ENGINES.
“HERCULES” DIESEL, ENGINES.

Tl
Estimates, Quotations & Speci/ications on app/ication.

All Types of FERRY BOATS, LAUNCHES,
TUGS Constructed and Fitted out.
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