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MISTY MILLENNI

T is six weeks since Congress lea-
ders at Avadi tried to capture
public imagination by a vague elo-
guence about a phantasmic socialistic
state into which they hoped to trans-
form the country in course of time.
We were told it was a dynamic ideal
which needed to be sought by dyna-
mic thinking and dynamic pursuit.

.Sorely needing something tangible to

pin our faiths on among the plethora
of nebulous generalisations and
incoherent appeals to the people to
stand together and cooperate and
sacrifice, we have patiently waited for
the issue of some kind of a sketchy

.outline, however incomplete. round

which we could build our hopes. So
far no such consideration has been
shown. Nor has the Government
admitted, by the strategy of complete
.omission of all mention of the sub-
Ject, that the socialistic state was
the creation of the frenzy of the
moment, the baseless fabric of a
vision, as it were, and the sooner the
public forgot about it the less embar-
rassing for all concerned. Pandit
Nehru, the high priest of the new
.cult, stil rises in Parliament
and in a spirit of divine aflatus
waxes eloquent on this social
and political vision that he among
-all men has been chosen to see. And
‘he still continues to be obscure and
unintelligible. The whole thing has
‘by now acquired a mysterious, almost
mystic aspect.

What is really alarming, however,
{s that apparently the infection of
vague, romantic thinking has spread
¢0 at least two of his Cabinet Minis-

ters. The s

he was here for the annual Co .
He spoke of forces to be generated in
the course of the remaining two years
of the life of the present Ministry
which would create 12 million new
jobs. Where and how these forces
were to be generated and how they
were to be stemmed was left to the
public imagination which could not,
unfortunately, rise to the mystery.

The second to catch the infection
is Pandit Pant, who has declaimed to
the members of the Lok Sabha that
any doubts about the socialistic pat-
tern were entirely due to lack of
knowledge of the economic develop-
ments in the country. The question
that confronts us, he said, is not se
much of increased production as of
increased opportunities of consump-
tion and that what we need today is
proper and equitable distribution,
thus fortifying himself against
probable accusations of omission by
using all the three key words of aln
economic planning in any country.

At Avadi all that we gathered was
that basic industries were to be
nationalised. Last week Pandit
Nehru vouchsafed that what We aim
at is an egalitarian society. This is
the first new word that we have
heard on tg subject in six weeks.
But egalitafian means equaiffarian,
which leaves us very much where we
were before. Pahdit Nehru sald his
picture of a soclalistic pattern 1is
a distant picture of a happy society
of everyone having opportunities ond
no ome doménuting over the other.
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It is thus, admittedly, such stuff as
dreams are made of. In a statesman
of lesser status and popularity and
lovableness we would have been
forced to call it loose and unsubstan-
tial thinking. The INTUC has sug-
gested a programme of equitable
distribution, land reforms, promotion
of village industries, price stability,
rationalisation of industries and
nationalisation of natural resources,
industrial peace and the introduction
of basic education. Even this, high
falutin and hackneyed as the words
are, does at least not make us feel
that we are living entirely in a fool’s
paradise.

In the mind of Pandit Nehru the
socialistic pattern and the Welfare
State go together. But it seems as if
a great many other people including
some State Ministers are mixing up
two separate things, namely, the wel-
fare activities of any government
worth its name, and a Welfare State.
Welfare or social services are not
all that is implied by a Welfare State.
Indeed, the recognition of a certain
amount of responsibility towards its
citizens in the matter of the provi-
sion of amenities and utility services
is implicit in all government. Govern-
ments differ only upon the extent
and degree of these services. The
body proper of the Welfare State is,
not the social services but the kind
of economic planning which makes
the establishment of these services
possible. And economic planning
would include questions of employ-
ment, industry, taxation, land and
private property. It is about these
basic and fundamental questions that
we feel the Government is maintain-
ing an exasperating notional idealism.

This will not do at all. We are
not unusued to confused and incon-
sistent postulations from Cabinet
levels. But the impression is grow-
ing with each session of Parliament
that our leaders themselves are not
quite clear in their heads what

s March 5 1955,

exactly they mean or intend to do
about this socialistic baby that Pandit
Nehru has delivered. In government,
unlike in marriage, one needs above
all the courage of one’s convictions
and one cannot impress the people
indefinitely merely by one's abllity to
conjure up visions or make romantic
speeches heavy with dedication. We
do not expect that even Pandit Nehru
can produce his socialistic state like
the rabbit out of the hat. We are
only too well aware that it will per-
haps take a generation for the econo-
mic fabric of a country to be thus
changed. This transformation, we are
also aware. cannot be a continuous
process. Every flood, every drought and
every war will interrupt it and per-
haps put it back a few years. Great
Britain appointed its first factory
inspectors in 1833. The socialisation
of that country is still not quite com-
plete. But the goal and the path and
perhaps even the method were clearly
admitted by successive governments,
not all of the same colour.

What we want is not even fixed and
immutable definitions, for all plan-
ning, whether for a family or a
nation, must inevitably accommodate
compromises and circumventions and
take into account the texture of mind
of succeeding planners., But having
committed themselves to this Utopia
the Government can no longer take
refuge in vague and mystifying
generalisations. It is not likely, of
course, that any plan made on a
national basis would meet with
approval and acclaim from all sides
for it stands to reason that in a coun-
try economically mismanaged for a
century and a half as India has been,
one sector cannot benefit except at
the expense of another.

At this stage a basic blue-print for
public enlightenment is inescapable.
Why not get it over with, Pandit
Nehru, and let the storm blow itself
out? It is even likely that some-
body will be able to improve on the
blue-print.
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KESKAR TAMES THE SHREW

R. KESKAR (whom I have not
met) is by all accounts a most
superior person, quite a George
Nathaniel Curzon, in fact. It may be
an apocryphal account which credited
a fond parent with the admiring
exclamation, in the presence of a
chance acquaintance, “Oh! my son is
a very clever man”; but if it is not
true, it deserves to be true. Lady
Simon, as she contemplated the
beatific excellence of her partner in
life, delivered herself of a similar
sentiment when bombarded for ‘copy’
by importunate reporters on landing
in India. It is even more difficult to
be a hero to one’s near relatives than
to one’s valet. .

If these superior persons suffer
from the blight of intellectual steri-
lity, that does not seem to interfere
with their success in life. Dr. Keskar
Thas reason to congratulate himself
that, like John Brown’s soul and un-
like Dr. Lohia, he is marching on. He
and the stormy petrel of Indian
‘Socialism have more than their
whilom tenure of the office of Con-
gress Secretary in common. They both
set up for being connoisseurs of the
arts, and they have a pretty taste for
dictatorship. But while Lohia's
cleverness has landed him plump in
the wilderness Dr. Keskar’s has
planted him securely where he can
play with the push-button.

L 4

with infinite sang froid he lays
down the law for the Press, the radio
and the film. He may be expected to
deal in the same masterful way with
television when it comes. It is true
that he knows practically nothing of
any of these media of publicity from
4he inside; and I have not heard it
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claimed for a Sorbonne doctorate
that it endows the recipient with
second sight. But in Swaraj India
we have a proper contempt for base
earth-grubbing knowledge; we value
only the divinatory power that is
currently believed to go with the
empty mind. The Press Commission,
for example. was composed of men
most of whom did not know what a
newspaper was. But they knew what
was good for it. And so does Dr.
Keskar. .

Look at the suave assurance with
which he drove through the Rajya
Sabha his - one-clause Bill which
brings the Greek gift of trade unio-
rism to working journalists. Less
than two hours sufficed for the Elders
to give their enthusiastic support to
the Bill. The only discordant note
was struck by Dr. Kunzru. With a
life-long Liberal's respect for the
freedom of the Press, he urged that
journalism being a learned profes-
sion with standards and traditions of
its own. a special type of machinery
for protection of journalists’ rights
should be set up, very different in
character and functions from the
trade union that serves the needs of
manual labour.

Dr. Keskar promptly snubbed
the veteran. “One should not be
afraid of trade wunionism,” nc
pompously declared. He went on to
point out, rather superfluously, that
even the best paid people could have
a trade union. Perhaps he did not
realise the irony of asking journalists
to follow the fashion set by those
who earned larger wages. Measuring
men's worth by the silver yard-stick
is far worse snobbery than clinging

(Continued on page 7)
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SIDELIGHTS : :

HE Communists have been routed
in the Andhra elections. The
organising genius of Sri S. K. Patil
has no doubt had its share in bring-
ing about the rout. But main credit
for it must be given to the wisdom
and perspicacity of the voters. It is
evident they have realised the gravity
of the Communist peril and in the
attempt to avert it got over the
normal justifiable aversion to Con-
gress misrule in the State. If the
Communists had won to the extent
of being able to form a Ministry,
their first attack would have been on
the ten per cent or so of the rich in
everybody’'s eye, in a legislative pro-
gramme of rapacious expropriation
completely devoid of any vestige of
compensation. It would have thril-
led the millions of the have-nots. But
it would also have been checked and
blocked by the Governor’s veto or the
Centre’s interdict on the ground of
its Iincompatibility with a funda-
mental provision of the Constitution.
At that very moment the Commu-
nists would have got established as
martyred heroes whose labour of
love on behalf of the masses was be-
ing spoiled by Congress vested inte-
rests, the class war would become
hot and bitter, ninety per cent of the
gopulation would vibrate with devo-
tion to the Communists, and there
would no more be any chance for
the Congress in an election.

All the consequential evils of 2a
Communist victory in Andhra have
been halted for the time being. But
for the time being only. The next
five years will be really the most
fateful years for the Congress and
country. With no Opposition to
speak of in the legislature, with a
steam-roller majority, and no Press
at all within the boundaries of the
State, the Ministry to be formed in
Andhra would be most comfortably
placed for undiluted autocracy sub-
ject to none of the checks and inhi-
bitions which a continuous barrage
of criticism from powerful and effec-
give reflectors of publc opinjon is

apt to induce in the deeds and judg--

ments of the wielders of political
power. It is just the situation that
offers the widest prospects for mis-
rule and is fraught with the greatest
danger to the ruling party of falling
cut of the goodwill of the electorate,
a situation inviting those mad and
irresistible convulsions of mass pas-
sion which so frequently in recent
years have in China and other parts
of the world destroyed seemingly im-
pregnable Governments, substituting
the revolutionary regimes of their
most inveterate opponents in their
place.

Despite the present sensational

clectoral victory, the future of the:

Congress is in  Andhra clouded not
only by the perilous consequences
of “no Opposition” in the legislature,
but also by the immediate certainty
of bitter squabbles among far too
many uncompromising aspirants for
supremacy in a war of power politics

that must have started already. The-

cohesive force that held together
the incorrigibly discordant leaders
and parties that constituted the
Congress United Front was their
common fear of the return of the-
Communists as the strongest party
at the polls. That cohesive force-
operates no longer. I expect a
break-up now of all the component
units that combined so successfully-
for the common advantage to win
the elections. It will mean a tur-
moil of virtually chaotic rivalries for-
every post and .office in the offing,
not behind the scenes as on occasions
of crists in Tamil Nadu, but as in the
Andhra way, on publiec platforms, in
the columns of the Press, in bar
rooms and in street fights. Sri Raja-
gopalachari was brought in as Chief
Minister of Madras to avert Congress
defeat in consequence of the risky
position then of the Congress in the
legislature as against the Commu-
nists. There seems to me now to be:
greater need in Andhra for bringing
in a competent leader from outside
the legisiature to tackle the far more’

March 5 1855.
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difficult consequences of the Congress
victory that has wiped out the Com-
munist Opposition. Dr. Pattabhi and
Sri V. V. Giri are the only two out-
side the State legislature that
deserve to be considered for the
Andhra leadership. Dr. Pattabhi
has reached an age when he will be
more useful in retirement from
active political life or in compara-
tively light assignments like thg
Governorship he is now adorning. Sri
Girt has two bright feathers in his
cap—the loyalty with which he stood
by Sri Prakasam in the struggle for
leadership in Madras State, and the
intrepidity he revealed when he
resigned from the Union Cabinet
rather than continue in office at the
sacrifice of a principle which he
valued. Sri Giri’s moorings, however,
are not in State polities but in inter-
State activities. He has no strong
personal party position in the State
legislature. Nor has he Rajaji’s gifts
of manipulation and brilliant foren-
sic sophistry to make up for the dis-
advantages of an inadequate party
following. He will do well. and bet-

(Continued from page 5)

to the status of a learned profession,
of which the new journalistic proleta-
riat clamouring for unionism accuse
those journalists who, like Dr. Kunzru,
remember they have public responsi-
bilities which cannot be easily recon-
ciled with clock-watching and parad-
ing with the hammer and sickle.
*

A glorified mechanic may draw a
thousand rupees and call himself an
engineer, but he remains a mecha-
nic at heart and finds no difficulty in
ganging up under a union boss. But a
journalist who regards himself as in
no way different from a typesetter is
no journalist at all. Mr. Kingsley
Martin, while in Madras, observed
that most journalists employed on
Britain's popular newspapers were
really of this kind and could
not be ranked as members of
a profession. But in India things
have not yet come to that pass, how-
ever strenuously Dr. Keskar and
his friends of 1. F. W. J. may pretend

otherwise. .
The Minister for Information was
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ter than others in the field, if he
gets there; but to get there, he has
not the self-propelling power of
Sri Rajagopalachari’'s  variegated
talents and capacities.

No Andhra member in the new
legislature measures up in character
to the post of Chief Minister. Some
blatant blemish revealed in the past
rises up against every possible aspi-
rant, proclaiming him unsuitable. It
is not a choice of the best that is
possible, but reconcilement with the
second best. Setting aside all likes
and dislikes of a personal nature,
and viewing the issue wholly from
the standpoint of the public and the
State interest, my vote would go to
Sri Gopala Reddi. He has experi-
ence, ability, capacity for work and
a certain quality of fairness. If the
reverses he has suffered have chas-
tened him out of nepotism and
vanity and thee companionship of
undesirable characters, he would
make a good Chief Minister and
prove himself, yet, competent to
render signal service to the nation
and the State. Saxa
sracious enough to recognise, if but
obliquely, the existence of “a small
section of working journalists” who
were opposed to trade unionism. He
was even ready to grant the
possibility of setting up & type
of machinery for journalists other
than that provided in the Industrial
Disputes Act, which would be more
satisfactory and do better justice.
But the “vast majority” of working
journalists, it seems, wanted trade
unionism. And so unionism must be
foisted on everybody, including those
who did not want it. And Dr. Keskar
was not sorry, either, that he had
to do it. Journalists could not be
allowed to have a special machinery
for settling disputes, as that would
elevate them into a special
class—“which had not been done
in the case of any industrial section.”
In other words journalists must be
herded with the proletariat willy
nilly, regimented and disciplined by
an all-wise State lest they should get
ideas above themselves. And that is
democracy as Dr. Keskar understands
it. VIGENESWARA
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MODERN INDIA’S CULTURAL
DEVELOPMENT

“It Will Exercise Increasing Influence
Throughout The World”

“The significant place in world affairs held today by India is not

entirely accounted for by the fact that there are nearly four hundred

million Indians,” writes Manas, the American journal of independent

inquiry, concerned with study of the principles which move world

society. It holds that “the civilized world is bound to honour riches
of the mind, whenever they appear.”

The Manas article, which is of considerable interest to Indian readers,
is reproduced below:

T the turn of the century, a man
who was as distinguished in
philosophy and general understand-
ing as he was in literature, Lafcadio
Hearn, told his students in the Uni-
versity of Tokyo jhat Japan’s best
hope of gaining the sympathy and
friendship of the world was through
literature. He gave some examples of
how great writers have served as
civilizing influences, winning world-
wide respect for the cultures in which
they emerged.

While Hearn had in mind the lite-
rature of the imagination—stories
and poetry—his counsel, it seems to
us, has the greatest importance. For
the civilized world is bound to honour
riches of the mind. wherever they
appear. The significant place in
world affairs held today by India is
not entirely accounted for by the
fact that there are nearly four hun-
dred million Indians. An Indian
spokesman is listened to carefully for
several reasons. First, he is a
countryman of M. K. Gandhi, who
won world fame as the inventor of
the techniques of mass non-violence,
and as one who imparted credibility
to the idea that morality and truth
may exercise an actual power over
human affairs. The Indian spokes-
man also enjoys a kind of associa-
tion with the author of Toward
Freedom and Glimpses of World
History, books which reveal both the
integrity and comprehensive intellec-
tuality of India’s Prime Minister
Nehru. Finally, a growing number
of people in the West are impressed

by the philosophical splendour of
India’s past. One who has  read
India’s epics, who has even a little
familiarity with The Bhagavad-Gita
and the Upanishads, and knows that
Gautama Buddha built his great reli-
gious reform on the foundations of
Indian religion, cannot help but anti-
cipate finding at least the flavour of
these greatnesses of the past in
modern Indian expressions.

What, then, is happening in India
in respect to the creation of a natio-
nal literature of the present age? We
cannot possibly answer this question,
which would involve at least months,
possibly years. of reading; nor are
we persuaded that the time has come
to pursue such an investigation. We
suspect that a generation at least
should pass before any serious
attempt is made to measure the
synthesis of ancient with modern
culture—which is almost the same as
saying synthesis of Eastern and
Western culture—taking place in
India. The making of culture is
something more than a ~imple act of
the will; it results from slow growth
and draws into its processes countless
nuances of thought and feeling.
What we should like to report on, is
rather a definite trend in Indian
thought—a trend which gives at least
an indication of the direction of
modern India’s cultural development.

First of all it is the fact of marked
self-consciousness. A useful measure
of cultural self-consciousness is
found in the capacity of a people to
cope with an allen or foreign culture.
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while it would be silly to suggest
that India has suffered the impact
of Western imperialism without loss
of equilibrium, the thing of historic
importance is that there have been
Indians and are Indians who see
what has happened to them as a
result of Western invasion. Both
Gandhi and Nehru assimilated the
fruits of a Western education. While
Gandhi seemed to shed most of his
Western learning as irrelevant to the
work he set out to do. he did not
abandon what he learned from
Thoreau, Ruskin and Tolstoy. He re-
tained certain moral essences of
Western thought. Nehru retained
more—the themes of Western radica-
lism and the skeptical spirit of
scientific inquiry. Both these men. at
any rate, and doubtless others of
whom we know little, knew what they
were up against in their contest with
the West. To know what yvou are up
against—this is a phase of seif-
consciousness.

A second aspect of self-conscious-
ness is the capacity for self-criticism.
Before there can be authentic self-
criticism. there must be considerable
self-reliance and self-respect. The
uncertain and insecure man fears to
look at himself closely. lest he find
weaknesses he does not know how to
correct. Partisan nationalism and
dogmatic religion are incapable of
self-criticism because partisanship
and dogma are marks of immaturity.
It is gratifying, therefore. to find in
an Indian newspaper. the Hindu
Weekly Review., a full awareness of
India’s historical situation “between
two cultures,” and a clear apprecia-
tion of the problems which are in-
volved. In the Hindu for August 30,
a large book devoted to the history
of Asia under the dominance of West-
ern imperialism is discussed at some
length., The reviewer speaks well of
the book. as covering with great skill
a long and difficult period of Asia’s
past, but observes in conclusion:

... it (the book, “Asia and Western
Dominance.,” by K. M. Panikkar) has
been conceived in the classical tradition
of Western historiography and the
grand style of the Western masters of
the art, both of which presuppose a
much larger agreement on facts and
philosophy of a civilization than is pre-

g

sently visible in the Asian scene. Mr.
Panikkar has an established reputation
as historian, man of affairs and diplo-
mat, has had intimate personal know-
ledge of the countries of Asia, has been
close to the sources which decide the
relations between these countries and
is thus equipped to write the epitaph
of Western imperialism. But an orien-
tal or Asian culture or civilization as
homogeneous and pervasive as that of
Europe is the Waesternized Asian’s
vision of the future; the absence of
pan-Asianism as a fact or feeling in
the centuries covered in the book
deprives it of the unity which is essen-
tial to a history that is also a work of
art and handicaps the author who
wishes to evolve an organic story out of
a mass of discrete data from several
countries. It is also inevitable that an
Aslan author steeped in the Western
tradition should betray on every page
the dominance whose decay and dis-
appearance he accepts and is prepared
to record with relish.

HERE, centrally expressed, is the
problem of creating a new litera-
ture and culture in India. Fundamen-
tally. it is a problem of assimilating
the best values of Western civilization
and uniting them with those ele-
ments of India’'s ancestral culture
which ought to survive in the modern
world. All too often, the combina-
tion of the two lines of influence is
an unattractive mixture of incompa-
tibles rather than a synthesis of
harmonizing contrasts. Gandhi, one
may say, succeeded in spiritual
synthesis, Nehru is valiantly attempt-
ing political synthesis, and India’s
scholars and learned men are busy
with comparative discussions of Vedic
tradition and Western sociology. The
most™ appropriate. comment, is in
effect to say that this is the process
that is now going on. If it proceeds
in a truly cosmopolitan spirit, with-
out nationalist anxiety to be purely
“Indian,” and avoids uncertain imi-
tation of the Western sort of matu-
rity in the flelds of science and tech-
nology, then we may surely hope for
the flowering of a great new renais-
sance in the Eastern hemisphere—a
renaissance that could bring new
riches to all the world.

Especially interesting is the fliter-
ing process now being applied to both
ancient and modern knowledge. The
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following is said of a book on edu-
cation:

The deep dissatisfaction with modern
education, despite the reform in
methodology, is so universal that one
is compelled to ask whether the failure
is not due to its preoccupation with
the present and biological needs of
man. In India, as the author rightly
argues, the educational system which
is an imitation of the Western system
is an exotic, not having its roots in
Indian Philosophy and no wonder it
has not enabled its products to feel
that sense of security and joy which
is the outcome of an integrated deve-
lopment. According to the author (Dr.
G. N. Kaul), “in India, man is pri-
marily divine and his present physical
and mental form is only a finite repre-
sentation of his infinite stature . . .
Again . . . does the author point out
that “man always aspires to be what
he is not. He aspires to his fullest
development, which, according to the
eternally accepted tenets of Indian
thought of all shades, is divinity itself.”
. . . The author pleads for the evolu-
tion of 2 new school of Psychology
based on this Indian view of life and he
fervently believes that the world has
come to a stage when & clearer under-
standing of this conception of life,
with its message of hope, is needed.

A BOOK by C. Rajagopalachari,
India’s famous political leader, is
a Vedantin tract in behalf of Hindu-
ism, proposing that the only happi-
pess for man lies in freedom from “the
bonds of Karma, the unending chain
of work and results,” leading to re-
union with the Supreme Spirit—Sat.

“Enlightenment,” according to C. R..
+js not an intellectual state but a
state of spiritual awakening which
comes through moral rebullding and
is an overcoming of Maya, for it is
not intellectual ignorance that blinds
our vision but desires and attach-
ments. The latter cause a wall to
be raised between our understanding
and the indwelling spirit.” The first
step toward emancipation is sald to
be “to develop the firm conviction
that the I in us is entirely distinct
from the body and the senses through

which it functions.”

A book dealing with <“the Asian

Revolution” is quoted as saying:

The anclent peoples of Asia are now
ancestral religions with

turning to thelr
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a new hope. They realize that a cul-
tural reintegration involves a religious
reconstruction. They have become a
very real force in the life and thought
of the Asian people. But the modern
Asian is keenly aware that religion can
be a disastrous source of division within
a nation and he is therefore anxious
to avoid religious rivalry.

This, then, is a period of recovery
for the ancient religious philosophies
which have been in eclipse for so
long, and of striving for cultural
dndependence. It seems practically
inevitable that this movement will
exercise increasing influence
throughout the world.

*

CORRECTION

Sri H. R. Vedanta lengar writes:

An error has crept into my article
“Qrganisation of Soviet Industry” as
published in SwaTaNTRA of February
26, 1955. On page 18, second column,
in the passage beginning with the
words A well known American eco-
nomist, Seymour E. Harris, . . . has
written: ‘Over a period of twelve
years (1928-40) individual output
rose by 65% and real per capita
income by 35% . . . etc.”, the figures
have been printed wrongly. The
correct figures are 650% and 350%,

(Continued on page 14)

ELEMENTAL SPELL

In this sunswept hour
Redolent of lcaf and flower,
Far away the lush green valley
With an unflurried grace

Bares its bosom delicately

To the warm soporific embrace
Of a poised infinity.

We who must wilt and cower
Under the hard grind of humdrum
life,
The fever of evanescent loves,
Yield to the magic of this hour
With the spellbonnd leaf and flower.
The sorcery of elements proves
The ether for delirfous strife.

Dizzy in a surge of peace immense,
We cuddle in the arms of silence.

V. DHURANDHAR
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“ .. OVER A. L R.”

By M. KRISHNAN

URING the first half of Feb-

ruary I listened to few broad-
casts, for I was busy with prepara-
tions for a holiday in the jungles.
And during the latter half, when I
was in places blessed with electricity,
no recejving set was available; when
1 did succeed in getting hold of a
radio run on a battery. the battery
was needed for the jeep. However,
I returned to civilization for the last
three days of the month and., as a
compensation for earlier lacks, was
lent a very posh sort of radio, with
a most intricate dial framed in
chromium plate, eight valves and a
dozen knobs and switches. Let me
quote just half a sentence from the
self-contained instruction book of
this super de lure model, to impress
you with its performance potential—
~gseven tuned circuits, and a three
section tuning condenser with a
tuned radio {frequency stage insur-
ing maximum sensitivity and selecti-
vity.” That was the sort of the thing
it was. Unfortunately, used to my
own elemenary set, I got hopelessly
confused with this borrowed glory.
Every time I turned it on. I got only
Bombay, and if I tried harder, I got
Melbourne, Toronto or a station
which, I suspect, is Manilla.

In the end. I appealed to the
owner for help. But, incensed by
this insult to the pride of his heart,
he would only give me advice. His
advice, though more colourfully
worded, was to the effect that he
thought that no man who was such
a bloody fool that he couldn't ope-
rate this superhet had any right o
indulge in views on A.I. R. program-
mes, or even broadcasts from Manilla.
1t is always helpful to have outside
opinion on one’s critical faculties. 1
offer you my comments subject to
the friendly remarks detailed above.

X

I HAD thought that Bombay was
rather an austere sort of place in
its creative expression. 1 don't know
how I came by this impression, but
it was there. Well, after listening to

Bombay so often in the past t
days @hat impression has }t)xnder:cfxei:
a radical change. I heard quite a
lot of delightful music from Bombay
much of it undoubtedly classical but,
sung in cultured and controlled
voices, notable for tonal purity and
rl_ch expressiveness. I also heard the
kind of music that appeals so power-
fully to my plebeian senses, Bhav-
geeta. These, too, were sung with a
Just appreciation of tonal purity and
melody. I quite realise that art is not
mere ‘technical efficiency, but after
listening so frequently to the music
broadeast over southern stations, and
now to Bombay, I do feel there is
much to be said for a pleasant and
well.-trained voice in broadcast.
music.
*

I WAS no less lucky in the National

.Programme concerts I listened to
Fhls month. On February 5 I tuned
into Kumar Gandharva’s recital in
the hope that, like other Gan-
d.harvas whom I had heard, this
singer would treat me to light
Maharashtrian music. Actually he
was severely classical and Hindu-
s_tam. and indulged in obscure rags
like Malvati and Gauri-Basant (?2)
However, his singing was effortlessl
controlled and communicative and
very pleasant on the ear.

The National Programme recital
on February 26 was even more
delightful to listen to. I have
always liked Pannalal Ghosh, but
have_ found the low, sonorous tone
of his flute too dominant after the
ﬁrst‘ half an hour—I mean, the
music has been submerged in’ that
particular tone of his distinctive
instrument; I can only make myself
clear by drawing a graphic parallel
—it has been like looking at too
many, dry-brush drawings, when one
is apt to lose the vigour of the
draughtsmanship in the vigour of the
technique. This time, however 1
missed nothing of Pannala} Gho,sh’s
virtuosity. Particularly did 1 like his
Yaman in slow tempo. It was
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refreshing to tired limbs—that night
I was physically utterly tired.

It was also on February 26 that 1
listened to the compositions of
Papanasam Sivan sung by Srimathi
K. Sankari Ammal from Madras. I
could listen only to the first 25
minutes of this broadcast, for there-
after I switched on to Bombay
treception from which station was
clearer) to listen to the National
Programme. However, I heard my
favourite song by this gifted com-
poser. I have vivid recollections of
hearing Papanasam Sivan sing his
own compositions, some twenty years
ago. I am afraid A.I.R. will not be

To Honour and Liberty:

An [nvocation
By BHARATI

RETHREN. the authorities have

taken a vow to stop also your
being shown the way for liberty by
peaceful and lawful means. The
way mentioned by us is not only
beneficial to the people, but is also
free from danger to the Govern-
ment. But the English authorities
have completely lost their sense.
Afraid of those who throw bombs,
they begin to strangle our Swadeshi
movement. They have not under-
stood that our movement has an
adamant neck—a neck which cannot
be broken even if cut by seventy
crores of magical swords. Let them
go their way I have no anxiety
about them. My heart burns only
when I think of you. A race affected
by never-ending poverty. A race
which has lost its beauty. A race
which is awkward to loock at. A race
which is clad in rags. A race which
has no physical strength. A race
which has no mental strength. A
race which has no freedom. A race
which does not realise its duty. A
race which is sickly. A race which
has no education. A race which has
no science. A race which does nnt
know worldly pleasures. A race
which has no sculpture. A race
which has no poetry. Alas! My
heart burns. Are you not all of my
blood? How can my mind brook to
see you in this state? Is it for one
day or two days? Is it one or two

able to broadcast any programme of

those compositions which
that recollection. can mateh

I DID listen to a few more broadcasts

last month but have nothing to
say of them. However, would like
to add that what 1 have recent
h.ea'rd of broadcasts from Manmy
tif it was Manilla) has made Al Ra
€0 up In my opinion. Radj eylon
still the easier to pick up, t;;)oucu?l?g
the remote countryside, and is eduz;.ll
popglar in rural as in urbanp m'eagv
I; is their broadcasts of Indiari
clnema music that makes them so
popular, of course.

persons? Brethren, have :
gotten the condition of ouiouani(e);:
tqrs? Ah! Laziness yet? Internaj
dissensicns still? Lethargy still? How
are you going to live? Poor men!
Dlsarm.ed men! Sickly men witﬁ
short lives! Why do you style your-
selves Hindus? Why should we who
hgve_ no learning and sense have the
dignity of being called the Aryan
race? Why should we who have
neither lustre nor strength nor
valour nor liberty style ourselves
Rgma. Krishna and Arjuna and
bring discredit to the names of
those great men? Brethren., I wil)
say ouly one word. It is doubtful
whether I will have an opportunity
to say it again. Therefore I pros'—
tratp at your feet and entreat you
to' Impress this one word on your
mind. That is, do not be discouraged
whatever may happen. Do not for-
get the mother. Do not commit any
uqlawful deeds. Courage and deter-
m.mauon—-»it is only these two which
will save us. May every one do alr
that is possible to uplift the coun-
Fry. We should not refrain from do-
Ing anything, thinking that what we
can do is only a little. Do not
transgress  just laws. Every possi-
ble_ effort should be made to remove
unjust laws. The vow of Swade-
shism s'hould be kept up as long s
there is life. Honour should ;)(
regarded as a great thing. we
should always meditate on iiBerty
—From an old writing of Subrah;
manya Bharati published 45 years
ago in a journal, Suryodayam!
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“T AM GLAD TO INFORM YOU...”

By H.

VERY vear during the summer

monfhs of April-May. he was
accompanying his boss to the Queen
of Hill-Stations and was enjoying
‘paid holidays’ for six to eight weeks
at public expense. This was one of
the few amenities which made his
existence as a subordinate official on
a meagre salary a little more beara-
ble. While the rest of his fellow
citizens in Bangalore puffed and
sweated and wiped the Dperspiration
{rom their brows and prayed for
early rains, here he was 7000 feet
or more above sea level, swathed in
woollens and walking round the
lake in Ooty or going to the Botanicul
Gardens after doing his daily chores
of pen-pushing. quill-driving and file-
pushing in the camp office. To be
breathing the air of Ooty along with
Rajas and Maharajas, Nawabs and
Nizams, Dewans and Members of
the Governor's and the Viceroy's
Executive Councils gave him an
exhilarating feeling of superiority
over his fellow men in the plains
below. and made him forget his
financial status for the nonce,

But the summer of 1941 was differ-
ent. He was not feeling on top ot
the world now. He was not feeling
like a million dollars tas Wodehouse
might say) this season. For the past
few months he was more than ordi-
narily thoughtful. No, he was not
worried about the way the world war
was progressing. Hang it all, he did
not care a rap which side won,
though he dutifully wrote drafts
about the urgency of promoting the
Allies’ war effort and similar stuff.
He was intensely concerned about
certain impending developments in
the domestic environment. He
thought and thought. At last he
reconciled himself to the prospect of
one more addition to the family.
That would no doubt increase the
strength of his family to six includ-
ing himself and his patient, dutiful
spouse. But it was too late to do
anything about it. He remembered
having read that m Germany addi-

R. V.

tions to families were encouraged
and subsidized by the State. Con-
trast this with the miserable country
he was in where his modest repre-
sentation for an increment in his
pay had been sat upon by his boss,
was pigeon-holed and was gathering
dust. And yet he was obliged to
make his own contribution to the
war effort with his pen-—was not
the pen mightier than the sword and
his pen mightier than the ordinary
run of Secretariat pens? It was
galling to be obliged to go on doing
his bit behind the desk to defeat
that fellow Hitler who had after all
such splendid ideas about what the
State should do about the population
problem instead of leaving it to the
concerned individuals to solve it as
well as they could. This was free
private enterprise with a vengeance
indeed!
FOUR weeks passed. An air of resig-
nation settled on him. At last on a
fateful Wednesday morning while the
Ooty sun was still struggling behind
the Ooty mist. the postman handed
him a letter bearing the Bangalore
pojstmark He recognized his
nephew’s handwriting on the cover.
He had no doubt about the contents
of the letter. He had expected the
event to happen somewhere around
that date. All that he cared to know
was whether it was a boy or girl
Not that he was particular about
which it was going to be, though he
knew that he would be laying up
more trouble for himself in the
future if it turned out to be the
latter. He slowly tore open the
cover and began to read the letter.
“My dear mama” the letter ran *1
am glad to inform you that yester-
day evening at 6 O'clock mathusr{
aunt gave birth to a pair of twin
girls . ”

His heart sank intc his shoes. Ris
head began to swim. The letter fell
from his hand. A pair of twin girls!
He had read occasional newspaper
reports about twins, triplets, quartets
(in bis present state ci mind he could
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not say whether the correct English
word was quartets or quadrupeds)
being born to human beings and he
had even seen the photograph of the
“Dionne Quintuplets.” But such phe-
nomena occurred in far-off places.
He had never imagined or dreamt in
his most fantastic dream that any-
thing on those lines could ever hap-
pen to him.

The whole day he felt queer. Every-
thing seemed to have suddenly
aoubled itself in appearance in Ooty.
The pen with which he did his hack-
work, the ink-stand on his table, the
turbaned and Dbelted orderly who
continually ran back and forth from
the boss’s chamber to the office with
trayfuls of papers and files—all
seemed to him to have become two-
fold. His colleagues noticed that
something had gone wrong with him
and asked him why he was so
absent-minded and vacant-looking
and whether he had any disturbing
news from home. He gave evasive
answers about the Ooty air being
somewhat vicious this season and
about his feeling headache due to
exposure the previous evening and
so on.

He lay awake on his bed the whole
night digesting the news conveyed
by his nephew and haunted by the
thought of two extra mouths where
he had bargained for only one. True,
he had made a representation for an
advance increment. But that repre-
sentation was made to his boss in
this world, not to Lord Brahma in
the other.

When he awoke next morning he
felt somewhat more reconciled to
the idea of twin offspring. He took
his nephew's letter again to see the
rest of its contents, especially to
know how the mother was faring
after this unexpected ordeal. As he
read it over again, a knot appeared
on his eyebrows and he muttered to
himself in subdued rage—“Look =2t
that idiot of a nephew! He says that

~he is ‘glad to inform’ me that I have
begotten a pair of twins. He does not
know what he is talking about. Glad
; indeed when two have arrived where
“only one was expected and would
.+have been tolerated . . . or is my
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nephew really pulling my leg and
enjoying a joke at my expense?”

After a couple of days, be became
more and more accustomed to the
thought of his being the father of
twins and felt himself equal to the
embarrassment of sharing the news
with one of his colleagues in whom
he wused to confide his private
thoughts. One day he called his
friend aside and handed him his
nephew’s letter. The friend read it
and cried out his congratulations
half-jestingly and half-enthusiasti-
cally. But he was cut short by the
new father of twins. “None of that
nonsensc for me,” he said. “What
exasperates me is that you should be
jumping to congratulate me while my
iciotic nephew should be coolly writ-
ing to say that he is glad . . . Glad
indeed! He and you do not seem to
know your Mark Twain well enough
— Suficient unto the day is one
babv. As long as you are in your
right mind, don’t you ever pray for
twins. Twins amount to a perma-
nent riot . . . 1 never circled round
the peepul tree praying for twins.
And yet . . "

HE f{riend replied: “Nor, I am
afraid. do you know your Mark
Twain well enough either. Does not
Mark Twain go on to say—“And
there is not any real difference bet-
ween triplets and an insurrection?"
Suppose triplets had been born to
you instead of only twins. Or
quartets or even Quins. What then?
I am perfectly in order in congratu-
lating, and your nephew quite right
in feeling glad, that it is only twins
and not any of the higher multiples.”

(Continued from page 10)

not certainly 65< and 357, which ts
nothing much to talk about for 3
country like Soviet Russia undergoing
a process of forced industrialisation
in a regimented economy. The
remarkable thing is that in 12 years
individual output rose by 6} times
or 6507, and per capita income by
3! times or 350%. I have verified
these figures once again with refe—
rence to the sourcc.
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AN AMERICAN VOTARY OF
INDIAN DANCE

By JAIBOY JOSEPH

HE Spartan recipe of hard work
T and healthful living is an in-
vigorating staple for Miss Gina Blau,
an ex-New York lawyer who has now
become a votary of Bharata Natyam.
For Gina the study of the_ 2,000 year
traditjon of Indian dance is a dream
come true, one worth all the work
and concentration required.

Gina's day is busy and intense. Up
with the birds, she limbers up, dons
her sari and fixes the bells on her
toes as a preface to the
daily dance tuition at the
Indian Institute of Fine
Arts, not far from the
¥ .M.C.A. hostel, Madras.
Direction under the celeb-
rated Bharata Natya tea-
cher Pandanullur Chok-
kalinga Pillai to the synco-
pation of drums and veena
occupies the biggest part
of the morning. In the
evenings she again goes
through the motions of
the ancient art. It all adds
up to a rigorous schedule
with spare hours reserved
for enormous study and
research. But Gina can
take it as well as any
local devotee of dance.
because to her it is a
religion. She says: “There
is a correlation between
indian dance and Indian
philosophy and art: in
studying Indian dance one
{s studying an ancient
culture.”

Of all dances, east and
west, Indian classical bal-
let appealed most to her
because of “the strong,
emotional response” it
evoked. The first time
Gina felt this response
was when she beheld the
breathtaking “Kartikaya”
performed by Uday Shan-

kar who toured the United States in
the thirties.

Born and bred in Manhattan, New
York, Gina saw dances and dancers
from the world over for whom in-
variably New York was the first port
of call. Nevertheless, she could not
bring herself to think of taking up
dancing as a career. Instead she
entered the New York Bar after her
LLB at St. John's College. Maybe,
she thought. she could be of service

Miss Gina Blau of Manhattan, a votary of Indian
dance in Indian costume
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to the poor and the needy by work-
ing for a legal aid society. But she
just couldn't make it. True, she had
legal acumen, and was full of wise
saws and modern instances, but her
dreams were always of dancing.

Gina did not miss opportunities to
study the nuances of various types of
ballet and dance. Says she: “For a
while I even took lessons in Java-
nese dance from the virtuoso Raden
Suwanto. Suwanto was a member of
. the East-West Association, New York,
which Pearl Buck had helped to
found. The Association would arrange
lectures on the East and it was at

one such lecture by Suwanto that I.

met him and persuaded him to teach
me.”

ROM the Javanese to the Indian

dance was not a big step. Gina
met Ragini Devi, the American dancer,
who had successfully toured India
partnered by Gopinath, and learned
much from her. Ragini had just
opened her dance school, the famous
“Dance Theatre,” on 57th Street
which soon became the mecca of
Indian dancing in America.

Gina was all keved up for a visit to
India, an wundertaking not without
sacrifice. The prospect of a nice, COsy
job in a legal firm just a few blocks
away from home conflicted with her
ambition of journeying into the un-
known in the pursuit of her dream--
Bharata Natya.

Gina arrived in Madras in Novem-
ber 1954 and quickly joined classes.

-

PATRUDU’S [
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Her teacher, pleased with swift pro-
gress, worked out choreography to
suit her in set classical pieces. On
the side, Gina mastered theory. 1In
Manhattan she had bought the
famous treatise of Bharata, the
ancient sage of Indian dancing
“Natyasastra” or the science of danc.
ing, as well as “Abinayadarpana” and
“Tandavalakshana"—study of ges-
tures and poses—bv Nandikesvara
another ancient. With her new back-'
eround of experiences, these books
seemed to unfold many rich mean-
ings. The month of December, the
height of India’s cultural season,
found her attendine numerous semi-
nars devoted to dance.

Gina is also studving Tamil in
order to understanc¢ the meanings of
“padams.” or snatches of songs to
which the dances are set. She plans
to learn Carnatic music as the music
forms an integral part of the ballet.
Her plans, within the means of her
slender resources, a!so include visits
to major Indian temples to synthe-
size her views of Inaian dance, archi-
tecture, culture una painting.

Gina has evolved a personal philo-
sophy which fits i1 with the tenets
of Hinduism: she firmly believes that
no event in the woild is an accident
and as such her c¢oming to India
must have a special purpose. The
special purpose, as far uas she can
see, is the gaininy of - tranquillity of
mind throueh the fulfilment of 3
life-long ambition to study a much-
loved art in the viace of its birth.

»

[o 2]

Branch:
7, Sarangapani Koil East St., KUMBAKONAM.
(Enclose 2 Annas Stamps for Free Advice)
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TWO WEEKS IN TITOLAND

Pursuing his travels around Europe, Douglas Blanchard found his way

into Yugoslavia, a land wooed by

the West since Tilo veered away

from the Kremlin, but nonetheless still Communist-ruled.

By DOUGLAS

“FOR 1,000 years we were fighting.
For 10 years we have had real
peace. See what we have done with
those 10 years,” said the young Com-
munist student in Belgrade. Like all
true Yugoslavia Communists, he was
immensely proud of the gleaming
new buildings you see everywhere in
the Federal People’s Republic, of the
co-operative and collective farms, of
the new superhighway, of the work-
ers’ committees that run their own
factories and stores, of the new Yugo
Hollywood just out of town, of the
great new student city, of the stream-

‘lined air force and the new airlines,

of the booming cities—of everything
we saw.

I spent two weeks roaming around
Tito's new nation. Never before
have I had. so many things happen to
me in such a short time.

The question mark of Europe—
that’s what they've been callin_g
Yugoslavia in 1954. One week it
looked as though Tito was going to
climb on the NATO bandwagon. A
few days later he was making nasty
remarks about U. S. anti-Commu-
nists. Moscow was wooing him with

-ever more attractive offers. The

U. S. mission was doing ditto with

‘more aid.

Yugoslavia is a big prize in the
bingo game of the cold war. Its
people are the toughest fighters in
the world. If you want cold figures
to prove it, just look at the record
of the last war. Eleven per cent. of
the population gave up their lives,
compared with less than one per
cent. in Britain, less than one half
of one per cent. in Canada and about
one-eighth of one per cent In the
U. 8. Yet she tied up 14 German
divisions, kept fighting when the odds
seemed hopeless, finally drove the
Germans and Italians from her soil
and today is more powerful than
ever before—whether you look at her

3

BLANCHARD

from the military or economical or
numerical point of view. If she
comes into NATO, the European
defence of the Western world will
be complete. Of course, the big ques-
tion is: To what extent is Yugosla-
via really part of the Western world?
Nobody knows all the answers to
the complex Yugoslav puzzle., Not
even Tito, because he came from
only one of the six countries that
make up the federal republic. Each
of these countries has an atmosphere,
a culture, problems and outlook of its
own. There is Serbia, stretching along
the Danube and Sava rivers, with
its almost 7,000,000 citizens speaking
a Slav language of their own. There
is Alpine Slovenia in the north that
looks like a chunk of old Austria—
which it was up until a few years
ago. There's Croatia with a German~-
looking landscape around Zagreb and
a flord-dotted coast like Norway's
along the sunny Adriatic sea. Down
south there is Montenegro with its
1,000 years of fighting for indepen-
dence. There is Bosnia-Herzegovina,
rich in forests and minerals and lakes
and mountains. And there are
lesser little countries.
HE whole conglomeration is ruled
as a federal republic but each of
the six people’s republics has it own
capital and its own government, its
own little patriotism, its own langu-
age and traditions, There are plenty
of Communist bureaucrats in Bel-
grade today who know less about
Montenegro than I do because they’ve
never even been there. There are
plenty of Slovenes who know less
about Serbia than I do, because
they've never even seen the place.
So the next time you hear some
foreign correspondent talking about
Yugoslavia as though it was a sim-
ple unit, take what he says with a
grain of salt. Nobody knows Yugo-
slavig in.all its detalls. The experts
in Belgrade and #s university are
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the first to admit it—off the record.
Policy Aimed at the Young

That’s why it’s really a miracle in
nation building Tito is achieving to-
day. Maybe the old folks are still
divided. But youth is being moulded
in the same pattern in modern
schools all the way from the Alps
down to the Albanian border. You
see the bronzed sallors from the fast-
growing Yugoslav navy in mountain
villages far from the sea. National
air force bases are everywhere. The
army is a model of patriotic indoc-
trination. It is said to be one of the
biggest publishing enterprises in the
nation. Cultural centres run by the
party are everywhere. The sleek
new Communist party bulldings are
in every town and city. The radio
blares forth patriotic talks even in
the secluded lovers’ lanes of Bel-
grade’s big Kalemegdan park, even
in the rural bases, even on the seclud-~
ed beaches for Adriatic sun worship-
perr, even at some soccer games.

OBODY knows just how united the

new federal republic is under Tito
today. But there seems little doubt
it is going to be solidly united with
a national outlook wunder the Com-
munist party when the school child-
ren and recruits of today grow wup.
That is how Communist planners
operate. They aim at the citizens of
tomorrow.

When you get off the plane at Bel-
grade ailrport the first thing you
notice is a long row of big apart-
ment buildings crowded with boys
and girls—that is student city built
by the students themselves. Next
thing you notice is a serles of vast
concrete skeletons along the city's
front doorway. Said my driver:
“That’'s the biz new government
place they started to build—and then
quit. That’s the big new hotel they
started to build—and quit.”” And so
on. It was going to be New Belgrade
—something like Stalin Allee in East
Berlin—a showplace for the world.
Today those vast ghost structures are
the greatest eyesore found in any
city in the world; a sort of showplace
in reverse.

Everybody seems to have a differ-
ent explanation—sinking sand, hard
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times after the break with Moscow,
a bigger bite than the Communist
planners knew hcw to chew, sabo-
tage. No matter what explanation
you accept, the spectacle makes you
wonder about the whole Tito set-up.

The U. 8. colony in Belgrade has a
word for it—“slovenliness.”

In theory, Yugosavia is run from
Begrade. In theory, the seat of
power is in the imposing Parliament
building. In theory, it is the truest
democracy in the world because law-
making and executive powers are
united in the federal people’s as-
sembly. It consists of two houses.
One is the federal council, the ma-
jority of whose deputies are elected
by ballot under universal suffrage.
The rest are appointed from the six
people’s republics (the countries that
make up Yugoslavia). The other
house is the council of producers.
Industrial workers elect some of these

members, farmers others, handicraft
workers still others.

“So you see, we have both politi~
cal and economic democracy—we
have freedom such as is found no-
where else in the world,” said my
Communist instructor.

“Baloney,” I said. “Where’s
opposition party?”

This started a long argument. The
gist of his claim was that the work-
ers elect their own factory councils
who decide the policy of the Commu-
nist party so all that was necessary
was to have the electors endorse the
party. What could be mo

re simple?
1 gave up. Like East Germla)ny,

Yugoslavia is a land of liti
make-believe. Tito runs thep:hov:f}
and everybody should know it by now.
Immense Riches Waiting

Hlét:ohas :ome marvellous materjal
work with. The

hard for little. 1 don'tpetohl:g!klat:z‘rl;
is any other country in the world
with such rich natura] resources
having regard to its area. I sau;
rivers with immense water power
potentials. Beside those rivers are
some of the richest bauxite deposits
in the world. 8o Yugoslavia should
become one of the world's greatest

producers of aluminium. Here the raw

your
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material and the necessary power
.are side by side.

A visitor is astounded by the mine-
ral riches of this newest and oldest
land. Antimony—the richest in
Europe. Mercury—potentially the
richest in the world. Lead, zinc-—
some of the richest concentrations
.anywhere. Copper—already second
place in Europe and the surface only
_scratched. Cobalt, tungsten, oil, gold,
silver, asbestos, magnesium—to hear
the engineers talk you'd think Yugo-
slavia was the Eldorado of tomorrow.

«Under American enterprise this
Bosnia-Herzegovina area would give
any mining district in the world a
beating,” a U. S. geologist from Pen-
nsylvania told me in the mountains
between Sarajevo and the adriatic.
“Under the present regime there's 110
telling just how fast it will be deve-
loped. But the riches are here wait-
ing to be exploited. If Communism
does the job properly, it will have
nothing to worry about in economic
matters in the future. But from
what I can see In my short time here
the Communists are too short-sighted
and shiftless to be good promoters.
What a clean-up Wall Street would
make here if it had the chance.”

That's just what the Communist
students and intellectuals say they're
.out to prevent. Theyre in no
hurry about minerals. They’ll be
just as good 40 years from now. Their
exploitation is going to be handled
by the people themselves through
special committees of workers, say
the Communists. And there is ura-
nium in those mountains. It comes
first. Yugoslav scientists are deing
‘their own atomic research.

IF you want to take the grin off a
Communist’s face, just mention the
farmers. They form the big rub for
the Belgrade bureaucrats. They want
to keep their own land. They want
to live their own lives. They are as
stubborn and independent as any
Ontario back-concession Hiram. So
Belgrade has had to backtrack on
collectivization. It is going in more
for co-operatives . I visited one at
Saral down in Macedonia with trlm
little whitewashed cottages in neat
rows and a model barnyard and
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farm buildings. Marketing and buy-
ing of supplies are done by co-opera-
tives run by the state.

These peasants have their own
homes and a bit of land. But there
are big state-operated collectives,
too. These grow large scale crops
and bees. They have dairies and
cotton production and communal
living and are models of efficiency.

The trouble is, the average pea-
sant doesn't give a hoot about effici-
ency. He likes to live his own life
the same way as his forefathers, no
matter how lazy and shiftless. That
is how the Communists explain the
slowdown in the five-year agricultu-
ral programme. I have an idea that
those dissenting farmers are merely
expressing in the economic sphere
what a large proportion of Yugoslavs
feel in the political sphere, namely,
that there’s more to life than any
bureaucracy can give. no matter how
well planned.

Walk down any Yugoslav street
and things don’t seem much different
from any street in a capitalist coun-
try. Sure, old buildings are run down
in most places and the poverty is
appalling. But that is true of a lot
of other European areas where there
i{s not a trace of Communism. My
Communist guides are quick to point
out that the war wiped out about
half of the country’s industry, more
than half of its agriculture, practi-
cally all of its mines, most of its
rallways and bridges, ruined its roads,
destroyed tens of thousands of
houses for a lotal war damage of
$47,000,000,000.

It took billions of U. S. dollars to
pull Germany ocut of a much less
appalling fix. Yugoslavia has had to
pull herself out by her own boot-
straps in the face of the hatred and
hostility of the most heavily armed
nation on earth—Soviet Russia, on
which the whole Yugoslav economy
used to depend. What have I to say
to that? the Communists asked me.
To which I replied: “It's a great
country, all right. You're a great
people. But I haven’t seen anybody
laugh here in two weeks.” '

What does Yugoslav Communism
mean to the man in the street?
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Here’s what they tell me. The people
as a whole own all the means of pro-
duction in industry, transportation,
communications, commerce, banking,
all minerals and forests—just about
everything except some private agri-
cultural holdings and some small
individual! handicraft shops. Go into
any medium or large sized store and
you find the place is run by the
employees themselves with a “direc-
tor” in charge who bows to the wishes
of his lowliest hired hand as ex-
pressed in the managing committee.
Maybe that system is good for the
underdog in the merchandising busi-
ness, but it gives the customer the
short end of the deal. I wusually
found I got better service—and lower
prices—by dropping around to the
local farmers’' street market.

You can offer no greater insult to a
“director” than to call him “boss.” I
did that to a woman in charge of the
best hotel I stayed at. She gave me
a real bawling out and explained she
was in the hands of her staff who
gave her instructions. Which was
just a lot of eyewash. She was the
bossiest boss I've ever seen and that’s

why her hotel was so well run. She-

was a holy terror to every lazy and
shiftless underdog in the place.

Sure, Tito is the boss. Talk to the
men and women in the street and
you find the big boss, Tito, has
become a sort of remote mystery.

But he knows his armed forces.
They get top priority and the old-
time partisan fighters have gone
highbrow. There are 15 schools now
for the training of officers, four mili-
tary academies, 25 other military
schools and several indoctrination
centres. Since the break with Russia
a whole new armament industry has
been built up. About $2,000.000,000
has been spent on plants alone. And
a new fleet is being rushed to comple-~
tion in the naval shipyards you see
along the Adriatic coast. You see
military training everywhere. Army
officers and airmen look as keen as
any in the world. Scientific research
centres in every university and city
are giving a new look to the tough
fighters who broke Hitler's back.
Their sons are just as tough—and
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infinitely better equipped. That's why

Yugoslavia will be a marvellous
for NATO—if it can get her—NN%‘me

X

“Most F ascinating Man”
Hemingway

NEW YORK CITY. An American
journal asked Marlene Dietrich.

Who is the most fascinating man
you have ever known? ¢

She answered: Fascinating men!
There are many to think about. Ii
was many years ago on a trans-
atlantic crossing on the Ie de France.
I hgd come down to the dining saloli'
to join a dinner party. As I appro-
ached the table the men rose and I
was oftered a chalir, but I noticed
that  there were 12 people in the.
party. “Oh,” 1 exclaimed, “I'm the-
}3th. You will excuse me if I don’t
join you, I'm superstituous about 13
at dinner, I'll join you later” Tt
turned to leave, but my path was
blocked by a large, trim man, who
said: “Excuse me, T don't mean to
intrude. But I'd be glad to be the

fourteenth.” That was Ernest
Hemingway,

That was in 1934, and for 20 .
we have been good friends. Wieaé;
not see each other often, but we write
and his letters are funny and aad"
and compassionate and sometimes
$0 overwhelming I could dgje, It is a
great pity I must be selfish about
them and cannot share them with
the world, so wonderful are they. I
do keep them in a fireproof strong-
box in my apartment, for they are
the only possessions that have rea).
value for me. Sometimes I re-read
thgm and enjoy them the way you
enjoy certain classics, no matter how
often you have read them.

For example, I spoke to him .
telephone just a few weeks t:.):ou”il
live in New York, and he lves oh a
lovely old farm outside Havana, so
the only way we can chat is by t'ele-
phone. Emest was alone in the
house; he had finished writing tor
the day, and being a man who loves
good conversation and treats it as anr
art, he wanted to talk. at one point
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‘he asked me what work plans I had,
if any. I told him that I had just
had a very lucrative offer from a
Miami night club but I was un-
decided about whether to take it.
“Why the indecision, daughter?” he
.sald.

“Well,” I answered, I feel I should
work, 1 should not waste my time,
it's wrong. I think one appearance
in London and one a year in Vegas
is quite enough. However, I'm pro-
bably just pampering myself, so I've
been trying to convihice myself to
-take the offer.” There was silence for
a moment and I could visualize
‘Ernest’s beautiful face poised in
‘thought. “Daughter.” he said, “don’t
do what you sincerely don't want to
do. Never confuse movement with
-action.” Are those not words to
carry with you forever? “Never con-
fuse movement with action.” In five
words he gave me a whole philosophy.

That's the wonderful thing about
Ernest—he kneels himself into his
{riend’'s problems. I know this is
not good English, but 1 hope it con-
veys my feeling about his friendship.
1 honestly think that if more people
‘had friends like Ernest there would
be fewer analysts.

Ernest does this with the genero-
sity of affection and knowledge, and
with a powerful force that comes from
8 rare combination he possesses—
“intelligence of brain with intelligence
of heart; to my mind, these are the
ingredients of real courage.—P. G.
Krishnayyu.

*

BIRDS VERSUS AIRCRAFT

HAT can an air ¢crew do when a

bird as vast as an albatross is
sitting on the runway? Christopher
Serpell, BBC correspondent in the
“United States, said in a recent broad-
east that the United States Alr Force,
18 suffering from albatross trouble. It
started during the last war when the
Afr Force developed Midway Island
in the Pacific as a base. The alba-
4ross had had the same idea many
years earlier and after long ocean
flights used Midway for courtship and
tiesting. “The nlbdtross ignoted the
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huge alien metal birds and their
pilots but the pilots could not ignore
the Wandering Albatross, impressively
named Diomedea Exulans, and now
rechristened by them “mollymawk” or
“gooney bird.” They watched his
majestic flight, with its twelve-foot
wing spread, and were amused by his
waddling gait on land, his grunts
and squawks of greeting to his lady
love and the clumsy dance with
which he wooed her. The female
albatross was improvident and had a
habit of depositing a single chalky
white egg just anywhere and, said
Serpell, “G.Is, were sometimes told
off to remove the eggs from the run-
ways and place them in the rough.”
Lately the entertainment value of the
gooney birds has worn thin while
their nuisance value has increased
and, said Serpell, “They loat about
the airfield in an insolent manner,
and their familiarity with aircratt
bas become contempt. They perch
on Incoming planes before the planes
stop moving, and they stay there
until after the take-off. Occasionally
they crash into windscreens or pro-
pellers ta the great danger of the
pllots. And now jet planes are using
the base, and someone has thought
of the appalling possibility of a
gooney bird being sucked into their
intake: it's believed this would make
the aircraft explode.”

The Air Force has decided that the
birds must go, a decislon that the
birds themselves are slow to appre-
ciate. They cannat be shot as half
Midway is a wild life refuge. Natura-
lists have suggested that the Alr
Force should transplant the entire
colony by means of an air lift but
admit at the same time that birds
with a twelve-foot wing spread
hardly need such assistance and their
removal might well provide a splen-
did test of their homing instinct. The
first measure 10 be tried is to destroy
all eggs lald in the vicinity of the
alr strip. If this has no effect there
are plans afoot to use electric cur-
rent Yo shock them off the runways.
“God save thee, anclent Air Force
man, from the fiends that plagde thee
thus; = why look’st thou s0? With
voltage law, I shot the atbatross”
parodied Serpell. : .
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SPRING IN THE COUNTRY
By M. KRISHNAN

HE great mango in whose shade
# I rest must be half a century
old, perhaps a century old. It
towered as loftily as it does today,
and its outflung limbs were as
robust and massive, thirteen years
ago when I knew it first. Redun-
dant, dark foliage still covers its
crown, and its shade is cool and
deep. How much have I changed in
these years and how little this tree!

The sap still runs strongly in its .

aged, thick limbs, renewing the
vigour and green of the shoots each
year. There are no flowers, but soon,
very soon, they will be unfurled.
Spring opens in these parts some-
when about the first week of March,
and by then the classical vernal
banners, the profuse, yellow panicles
of flowers, will be spread across the
tree.

I know this intellectually, but how
remote and hopeless the idea of
spring seems just now! Only this
mango, green in its maturity, and
the stone well beyond the reach of
its limbs, redeem the charred deso-
lation about me. Every tree on the
hill-side is bare and black, the grass
is turned to ashes and the very
earth is scorched and dark. The
forest fires that raged across the
outer hills last night, devouring the
dry underbrush and suffusing the
sky with a hot, angry red, have
passed this way recently. You can-
not know what desolation is till you
have been on a Deccan hill-slope
scorched by fire.

However, it is not only by intel-
lect that you may know that
spring will be here next week;
you may perceive it emotionally.
Beyond the hump of the far-
thest hill, in a pateh licked even
blacker by the flames, you may see a
breath-taking proclamation of hope
and vernal joy. There, two stunted
trees grow side by side, their gnarled,
misshappen branches black and
groping upward, leafless and burnt,
And from their swollen tips hang the
most gracious and cpulent flowers

one can see, great cups of pure, rich
yellow with hearts of burnished gold.
Those are yellow silk-cotton trees,
earliest and loveliest of spring
heralds. Few trees can stun one's
senses so with the sheer, surprising
beauty of their bloom.

But they are far away, beyond the
hill and unseen. The mango above
me is still in dark leaf and only a
certain warmth and unrest in the
dust-laden air tells of the coming
spring. T can hear a koel somewhere
in the tree—it has not yet found its
voice and is stuttering incoherently.
A thirsty jackal comes sneaking up,
slinks down the steps of the well, and
drinks. Suddenly he cocks his ears,
bounds out and scurries away. It was
not I that scared him, for I lay still
and thick as a log, and am sure he
never saw me.

WHAT sent him packing was the

girl arriving with her brass
water-pot. She, t0o, has not seen me. I
like her free gait and the way she
holds herself, and the supple young:
strength of her body. A fine upstand-
ing girl, and not bad-looking at all,
now that I can see her face. I am no
admirer of pretty delicacy. Give me
grace with strength. This girl is quite
near now, and I can see how superbiy
she {s made. Rounded, clean limbs, not
too frail a walst, and a proud set to
her head and the heavy knot of hatr,
Her face isn't pretty, nor handsome
but there is charm enough in the
frank eyes, the firm young line of

jaw and cheek and the wid
curved mouth. & up-

It is as I think over these thi
that it occurs to me, all at once, t:xﬁ:
it is the old tree that is still young
not I. I wonder if that is quite trye.
and as I am wondering the gir] tarns-
around and sees me. She almost
drops her pot in her surprise, then

outs {t down and comes str. .
to me, *leht up

_ “Hallo!" she says, “When
come?” did yowr

I get up awkwardly from the earth,
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handicapped by the numbness in a
cramp-gripped foot and the dead
leaves clinging to my clothes.

“Don’t you know me? Why, you've
clean forgotten me!” she says, not in
reproof but as a matter of fact.

I can't place her, but it is only my
foot that has gone to sleep;, my
logical brain stiil functions. In a
split second I have reasoned out that
this girl is probably twenty-two or so
and that she must, therefore, have
been seventeen five years ago when
I left this place for good. This, how-
ever, does not help me. Even st
gawky seventeen this youthful ebony
Venus must have been quite easy to
remember, and I just can’t place her.
I have met so many people here dur-
ing the past few days who remember-~
ed me circumstantially, and asked
after my domestic welfare with a
polite display of detail, but, I am
ashamed to confess, I had often only
the haziest recollections of them.
However my gallantry comes to my
rescue, automatically.

“As if I can ever forget you!” I
hear myself replying, in just the right
tone of protest.

“Then tell me whoe am 1?7

An unfair question, manifestly, and
one that betrays the asker’s immatu-
rity and tactlessness. But luckily she
answers it herself, hefore I can.

“Don’t you remember your goatherd,
Thippaga? Dont you remember
his younger sister who used to take
your goats grazing when Thippaga
couldn’t, for some reason? I am that
younger sister.”

Of course, I do remember. I have
very clear recollections of Thippaga
—a fine lad and an excellent goat-
herd. And I have no less vivid
memories of a terrible ifttle girl with
8 fuzzy mop and a serene indifference
to her charges that used to take the
goats out, when her hrother was
indisposed. I had always suspected
her of stealing the soaked green gram
rations of my milkers.

How ldiotic of me mnot to have
known this girl. but even now, even
after her announcement of identity,
I can see no resemblance to that lean,
lazv little deputy goatherd. But
strangely enough, I feel suddenly at
onse.
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“What a big, fine girl you have
grown into!” I remark, sitting down
cn the rim of the well. “Naturally 1
couldn’t spot you.”

“I grew up on your bread.”

That is mainly a conventionally
polite remark, and partly comment
on my having forgotten her—mnot at
all a literal expression of gratitude.
But I feel embarrassed and awkward
once more. And before I know it, I
have said, “No, not at all! It was the
green gram.” .

UCKILY she seems to miss the

< allusion altdgether. We talk of
this and that, and make enquiries
about our respective families. Every-
ane, we tell each other, is doing fine,
just fine. Only, Thippaga is married
and has two daughters, and, of course,
she too is married and has a six-
month old child, a boy. T am even
more surprised to hear of Thippaga’s
fatherhood than this last bit of news.:
However, T hide my surprise. I get
up from the well, for it is now time
to leave. In half an hour I am to:
leave this place, and resume my
travels.

“You are staying with the big peo-
ple, aren't you?” she asks.

I reply that I am, and then she
wants to know when I will be free, in
the evening, so that she and Thippaga
can call on me with their children,
to show them to me. I expiain that
I am leaving in half an hour, but
that the next time I visit the place I
will surely meet her husband, and
son, and Thippaga’s family—I intend
that sincerely. However, she seems’
disappointed; she’s really keen on my
seeing her son. <

Things are not made easler by the.
fact that in my ignorance of the:
language I have said “young” instead '
of “child” and she persists in harp-
ing on the word—“But I must show
you my young.” ‘
{

3
v

I search furtively in my trouser
pockets for the two-rupee note which
I know is there, but cannot find it.
Inatead, I discover an eight anna bit |
and three annas in loose change.
That is much too littie, but I tell my-
self it fs- the sentiment that matters, :
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not the money, and hand over the
coins to her.

“I'm sorry I have no money on me
Just now, but please aceept this and
buy your ... your son . . . some little
thing with it.” I have, by now,
remembered the right word for “son.”

8he is touched by the gesture, by
my measly attempt at amends.

“Do you know, I used to cheat you
regularly? I used to eat the green
gram and then swear the goats did,”
she says in a penitent, small voice.
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“Green gram is excellent stuft” 1
reply lightly, then bid her a formal
good-bye and walk away. It is only
after I have walked half a mile that
I find the ftwo-rupee note in my

trouser pocket, just where it had
been.

I DISLIKE ' psychological explana-

tions, but I'm afraid there's one
here. 1 believe I would have found
that note at once, had green gram
never been mentioned.

stretched

We pierce the upper air, feeling light-headed,
Venturesome and free.

Devise a way to breathe when breath is gone,
To see, when darkness strikes across our eyes.
Daring we are, deflant and supreme!

Until the cycle ends, the heart rebels,
The body aches to stand erect, or kneel
Where moss is heavy on a bank of stone,
And earth demands a microscopic part
Of every life, before it pays in full

The fragile bounty of fertility.

SONNET

YESTERDAY 1 watched an elephant die
On a crossing where bullocks and cars pass by;
They seemed like insects tn' his small eye
, - T Assessing the {rade they hoped sb soon to ply.
But suddenly they fled before his cry,
Once and again once; miles of agony
Worked along those roadway nerves til} sky
Re-echoed laughter trumpeted on high.

Enduring five hours he kept hiz ivory

- Pointed above, then let his body lie

: On ita first bed, pillowing a fiy
Inside the vacant head. So mast 1
Send my pain through the earth -one day or die
Like an ant, incidentally.

RETURN

IME and again we come back to this spot,
Familiar grass roots holding to the earth
And vulnerable stone.
{ Over and again, though we have thought
To find new worlds of estimate and fact, i
We stand once more where trees have yearly

Their patient roots, feeding and being fed. b

M.C. 8.
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HEAVY WEATHER ABOUT A
PICTURE POST CARD

By ESSEN

happened one spring morning.
The cannas had blossomed pro-
fusely. The marigolds provided
an exquisite rellef to the ver-
dure of the garden. The sparrows
chirped. All seemed well with the
world. Gopalan the do-gooder
sauntered in with a smile on his face
and a sheaf of papers almost burst-
ing the seams of his shirt pocket. 1
became defensively suspicious of the
blighter’s intentions. 1 knew of
QGopalan’s wide range of both hono-
rary and remunerated occupations.
He had been many things over a
cycle of years. But I had not asso-
. clated him among other things with
Insurance. Nothing destroys the
serenity of a Sunday morning more
than a visitation by an insurance
man who opens out his elegant bro-
chures and talks his head off about
guadruple benefits, coilege policles
and child deferred insurance. In fact,
when 1 first heard of the “child
deferred policy” from an enterprising
agent, I screamed that nothing bet-
ter could happen to India than for
- children to be deferred and I was
glad to hear that an insurance com-
pany had made a policy of it—till dis-
llusion waited round the corner and
1 realised I had only embarrassed the
agent by my ill-timed neo-Malthusian
- geal.
"To go back to Gopslan, my fears
gbout his sheaf of papers were ili-
founded. What I suspected to be {nsu-
rance prospectuses were in fact an
innocuous bundle of horoscopes. Be-
ihg one of those modern editions of
the horoscope-scattering fraternity
of busybodies, he alsa carried photo-
graphs of the boys and giris con-
ectrned and these interesting like-
nesses of post-card-size formed
-appropriate schedules to the horos~
~copes he so purpesefullly dispensed. 1

"trad mentioned to Gopalan a week:

edrliier that a young man of my
acquaintance was matrimonially
‘seoclined. Here was Gopalan, a mobile

clearing-house of horoscopes of eligi-
ble prospects, come over to hand me
the haroscape and photograph of his
first cousin’'s daughter. I thanked
Gopalan for his promptness in deli-
vering the goods and tucked away the
horoscope and photograph in my
middle-sized pocket-book. The same
evening I went to my astrologer and
handed him the horoscope Gopalan
had given me—for comparison with
that of the boy which my astrologer
had in his possession already. The
photograph I retained in my pocket
book. Astrologers as a race are not
interested in photographs—except of
course when they publish their own
alongside of advertisements. My
astrologer was particularly distrust-
ful of photographs. He was so zea-
lous a votary of astrology that he
would not like any other considera-
tion to prevail over occult factors.
The aspects, the trianes, the benefic
and malefic conjunctions should in
his opinion be the sole determinants
of marriage alliances. A photograph
of a pretty girl is apt to predispose
parties in her favour and if the
horoscopes did not match, the par-
ties sometimes steam-roll over astro-
Jogical objections and get on with the
alllance. So that it is natural that
my astrologer should develop a repug-
nance to photographs and treat them
d4s the devil’s invention. I therefore
took care to delink the photograph
ftom the horoscope and retain the
former in my pocket book. Pray do
not get impatient with my pedestrian
manner of elucidating a straight-
forward aet of mine—in fact I wonder
it I have succeeded in elucidating it .
to this day to the satisfaction of the
only quarter where elucidation s
material. Kindly therefore bear with
me. . .

I forgot all about the pocket-book "
ahd its interesting contents. The -
evening following, my wife Neela was :
getting ready to attend one of those
all-the-year-round berefli, performe



26 SWATANTRA

ances. The tickets for this had been
dumped on us a week previous by an
importunate and noisy deputation of
girls. They did not give either of us
a chance to shove a word in edge-
ways. They tore off two tickets and
were entering our names on the
counterfoils and were thanking us for
allowing ourselves to be robbed,
before I feebly muttered something
about not being in station on the
date of the show. They had heard
all this and similar dodges before and
were not disconcerted. In fact, when
they left, they had hinted to us not
to be ashamed of the customary
evasions which formed a part of the
defensive mechanism of these occa-
slons. We were so used to being
completely vanquished in th ese
ticket-dumping campaigns that bet-
ween Neela and I we had decided to
rehash the stale and obsolete excuses
about prior engagements, illness at
home and expecting friends for tea
at the precise hour of the show. We
are still hoping our combined resour-
ces would shortly hit upon something
effective to deal with these youthful
blackmailers. While I fiddled with
the tickets that were thus handed in,
Neela rubbed it into me that but for
her I should have just grinned, look-
ed stupid and let myself in for those
25 rupee tickets against the 5 rupee
ones she had so diligently compound-
ed with the girls for and saved the
family from financial ruin. There is
a wide and colourful range of ideas
on what would save the family from
ruin and who saves it but I have
always deferred to Neela’s very clear
opinions on the “Whats” and the
“whos” in these matters. To come
back to the tickets, I opened my
pocket book and extracted the tickets
for the show.

ALONG with the tickets came the

picture post-card T had left there
the day previous. The card dropped
on the floor with the photograph side
in full horizonta! view. Neels. had
one good look at it and picked it up.
She turned it over as if she expected
the blank side to contain the name.
address and affectionate greetings of
the girl. Bhe stared at the picture
and then at me. She repeated this
gruelllng performance with ‘her
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X-ray eyes. I am not much of a
brilliant conversationalist at the best
of times. At this tense moment 1
started some disjointed twaddle about
horoscopes and Gopalan. It was
obvious she was not hearing me. I
might have spared myseif the incohe-
rent explanation that followed. Neela
opserved aclidly that it was lucky the
picture post-card was dropped in our
own drawing room. I might have:
dropped it in a public place. She said
she did not expect me to behave like
an overgrown college boy carrying
film star pictures about me. I tried
to say the picture was that of
Gopalan’s niece and not that of a
film star. She was not going to stand
Teeble interruptions. She said “After
a quarter century of married lite,
middle-aged person like you mixst
know better than carry picture post-
cards of young girls in your pockets,
I can understand a youngster doing
it.” I said boldly “I did not do it In
my youth and if I did you would not
have tolerated it.” “Perhaps that is
why'you have started it in the middle
age” she retorted with warmth. Byt
it was important to get back to the-
origin of things and I tried to give
it a fresh start. “You know Gopalan
—he brought the picture along with
his niece’s horoscope.” “I know
Gopalan, don't I,” Neela interposed
pertly, “at any rate sufficiently to
know that he is the sort that might be
annexing horoscopes to picture post-
cards of girls he carries in order to
give it a veneer of respectability. 1
suppose he inducted you in this éllly
pastime.” This seemed quite the limit
in uncharitable constructions. I con-
tinued to offer battle. “Look, this is-
very unfair, you know Gopalan has
brought about a dozen marriages in
the last five years. Besides this he-
also carries boys' pictures with ti\elr
horoscopes in his pocket. You can’
challenge the decency of his inten
tions.” 8he was resourceful. N
pose tha? makes his blind even more-
effective.” I was not going to col-
lapse. I held my ground. “You can
come with me to the astrologer. You-
can see the horoscope I left ﬁen-
which came along with this pictyrs *-
I shouted, but immediately felt my-
roat drving up. 1 remembered the-
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astrologer knew nothing of the pic-
ture or my detaching it from the
horoscope and he might prove an
embarrassing witness. Neela remind-
ed me of the novel written by a
woman novelist we both had read.
John never spent late evenings at his
club because his wife would not let
him. But on club day he decided to
defy the better half by staying on
for cocktail and dance and came
home at 10 a.m. next morning with a
headache. With a feeling of hot
coals heaped on his eyes, he
was not particularly inventive and
started a faltering explanation.
Mrs. John declined to encourage
him and said “John, you need
not trouble to tell lies” Remons-
trated John, “Nothing of the kind. I
am telling you the bald truth.” She
replied calmly, “You are a liar. All
men are liars.”” This was too much;
he was not going to allow an indict-
ment of the masculine race to go un-
challenged. “What do you mean?” he
shouted with warmth. She rushed to
her table and brought a sheaf of
telegrams. “I waited for you till
8 pm. and thought you might have
taken the occasion to visit one of
your friends.” She said with biting
sarcasm “I sent telegrams to four of
them asking if you were there. And
here you have the replies”” All the
telegrams said “Yes, John is here”—
from Bristol, from Southampton,
from Leeds and from Manchester.
John's eyes were wet with tears of
gratitude to friends who could stand
by him this way—who could take the
risks of being found lying to save
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him. Of course every friend knew
the type of wife John had been
blessed with and was not going to let
him down on so critical an occasion..
All the same, poor John was silenced
by the sheaf of telegrams that pro-
voked so sweeping an indictment
from his wife. Neela had a fly-paper
memory for all the drivel she ever
read which can be annoying at times.
I asked Neela “Wherefore the com-
parison—particularly when you were
not the type Mrs. John was?” But
then her point was that the story
contained an interesting unmasking
of masculine falsehoods. “Please do
not throw some women novelists”
trash at me” I pleaded.

The next day I sent for Gopalan
and asked him to bring his niece to
our place—in order finally to ham-
mer the nonsense from Neela’s head.
Gopalan obliged. The niece was a
spare-built girl of not very conside-
rable stature and my wife took an
instant liking to her—though she told
me afterwards to my alarm that the-
photograph made her out to be very
different. She bestirred herself about
the marriage proposal of the girl and
took a leading part in fixing it up. In
three months the wedding came off.
The girl is today blessed with a small
family—and our wishes are that it
stayed small.

Since then however I have firmly
declined to carry picture post cards
of girls with or without horoscopes
attached in pocket books. Marriages
are undoubtedly worth promoting—
but without imperilling such married
happiness as still obtains in this
world.

G. O. M. OF TAMIL

By V. SUBRAMANIAN

OCTOR Swaminathier was twice
blest; he was blest with a great
and kind teacher and with loyal and
talented students. This in part
accounted for his achievements and
their recognition.
His teacher Meenakshisundaram

Pillal was a great scholar in the true
Tamil tradition. His copious output

of Sthalapuranas, would have long
ago been forgotten. Even his deep
erudition in what were known as
Tamil classics in his time might have
impressed only his generation. But
his kindness to his student Swami-
nathier made him live in the pages
of a well documented if not so well
arranged blography. To Swami-
nathier his teacher was a very great
poet and very great. scholar, besides
being his kind guru. The first he
was not and even his erudition was
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severely limited by his being born
"before his student Swaminathier re-
discovered and re-edited the great
-old classics of Tamil. But the most
exaggerated imagery of his student is
bare truth as regards his kindness
‘to his students, and in particular to
Swaminathier. One can see from
‘what Swaminathier says about him,
with characteristic restraint, that
he was a great kulapathi.

To many of us, the indefatigable
.scholar Swaminathier was made a
warm human personality mainly
‘through his short essays and remi-
niscenses, which appealed in Kalai-
magal. If Iyer had been constantly
‘kept before the Tamil public then
-as now—as few retiring scholars have
had the good fortune to be—without
any high pressure propaganda, this
again is mainly due to his talented
student, K. V. Jagannathan.

My memory of Swaminathier is
made up of a few occasions, when I
heard him preside and talk in col-
lege meetings. I received a mild
shock when the old man wanted to
know the caste of the student who
brought him drinking water-—for
my mental image of him was some-
how that of a very modern sophisti-
cated college professor. I learnt
only later that he was as far away

from it as the musty manuscript:
collected. y ripts he

It was as well that he had limita-
tions—both natural as well as self-
jmposed. His lack of = working
knowledge of Sanskrit and English
his utter lack of interest in the poli-
tical turmoil (exhibitions of which
gave mild shocks to quite a few)
and his frequent refusals to stand
up before insolent might (he was
averse to having Bharati’s congratu-
lations to him read aloud)—all these
probably were limitations imposed
by his circumstances. To these he
added some of his own making. He
curbed his natural musical instinets
~+t0 devote his energies entirely to
“Tamil. He rarely used his skill . in
versification.—a rather dificult thing
for any Tamil scholur of those days.

“All these saved' both his time and
<€nergy and -conserved them for the
Eréat-task he had eet’ for - Himseif.
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He achieved, single-handed w
nobody has achieved in Tamil “IR:E
rary history. The great Pope could
recover only a portion of an old
classic. C. W. Thamotharam Pillat
added probably two to our stock
But Iyer has recovered at least a
dozen major classics bestdes a large
number of minor ones, portions of
others and single stanzas. One can-
not give the name of any scholar of
the European renaissance who came
near this gigantic achievement.

Of his patient labours

a vivid account in somehoer t;fi: g};voe v:,
autoblographical essays. He plannerd
to go to Tinnevelly to collect manus-
cripts. On his way to the station he
met with an accident by the turnin
of his cart. He just went on—pro%
bably his orthodoxy was less strong
fchan his love of Tamil. His searches;
in the houses of old pandits in Tin-
nevelly were {fruitless. Disheartened
hg finally asked a pandit in Alwar
Tirunagari whether he had any more
Yes; he had; but they were with his;
father-in-law with whom he was not
on speaking terms. The old scholar
would not be bafed so easily. Could
not the pandit forget the old mis-
understanding for the sake of Tamil?
The pandit reluctantly went out t6
his father-in-law. Meanwhile
Nammalwar’s image was being taken
out in procession and came that way.
The old man prayed to the great
saint who had brought into Tamil
the Vedas. Would he not get him
back the old Tamil classics? The pro-
cesslon passed and the moon shone
forth and lo! there came the old
pandit bearing some further manuys-
cripts and on top of them was one
called “The song of the lily” ( Mullaip-
pattuw). The ‘lily’ that flowered in
the moonlight brought tears of joy
to the eyes of the old scholar.

Iyer's life was full of such 'l
The reward came to him in t::o du;ss-.
covery of old classics and to us the
reward is even more in the splrit ot
the ‘classics the spirit of a catefree
strong simple people who had no?\e'
of the inhibitions that a later age

hed eome to assoelate L
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A Short Story
PO U OO U O WY)WV, W W W WP,

DEBRIS

Suddenly he had opened his eyes and said . .

. “You were imagining me dead,

weren't you?"

By A. BHADRAGIRI

“WHY do you plague me s0?”
she had wanted to say to her
dead father, but she couldn't get the
words out: and with a scream she had
woken up. Why had this dream, un-
varying in its detail every time it
occurred, suddenly come to possess
her from the time it had become
clear to her that she wanted back
her once rejected lover?

She flung herself out of the bed and
walked out of her room into the cen-
tral hall. She went up to the foot
of the stairs in the corner. This was
where, in her dream, she was telling
Anil that she was his—now, as her
father was dead and no longer need-
ed her. As she said it there had been
a scraping noise on the stairs and
she had sharply turned to find the
figure of her dead father at the turn-
ing, tall, thin, gaunt, with his grey
hair and wasted- features, his lips
parted in a mirthless grin. And she
had tried to ask him, “Why do you
plague me 507"

She started walking up the stairs;
but after she went up a few steps a
queer uneasiness gripped her and she
walked down to the foot of the stairs
and switched on the lamp lighting
the stairs; and started going up
again. She stood uncertainly for a
moment at the turning, looking at a
large portrait of her father on the
wall, went up to the landing and into
her father's room which she had not
entered for the past few months
since he had died. The place was
dusty with cobwebs at the corners of
the ceiling and with a faint smell of
medicines. She went up to the large
bed and sank down upon the sofa
near it in which she had sat for inter-
minable hours watching the old man,

reading out-to him when he would

have anything read out to him, and
ever ready to fulfll his slightest need.

He had been ill for years with
short periods of comparative health;
and the major part of her life during
these years had been spent in that
close and confined atmosphere. It
was during this period that she had
met Anil; and they had found that
they needed each other. But she
knew from the beginning that she
couid never marry him.

Yet she could never bring herself
to tell him that she could never
belong to him. She knew that the
old man would not live if she left
him. He wanted her like a selfish
child who wanted bis mother all for
himself. He had even become into-
lerant of Anil and had become very
till whenever Anil came to visit her
until she was forced to meet him
without the old man’s knowledge.
And, she couldn’t explain it to her-
self, she had come to need his need
of her. But there were periods when:
she had resented her father’s posses-
sion of her, periods of violent
reaction. And when Anil came into
her life, she had for a while thrown
herself upon him with a strength of
love derived from suffering and had
bound him to her. But the initial
phase of her love had not lasted long;
it was followed on her part by an
attitude including the extremes of
torturing neglect and poignant ten-
derness. But she could never let go
of Anil for he provided her certain
vital compensations.

This uncertain relationship could
not last long. It came on a certain
afternoon when the old man was
asleep and she was lying in Anil’s
arms completely oblivious of every-
thing except his arms round her.
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The old man started coughing and
the cough broke the spell. Anil had
got up and stood before her. His
frame was quivering with an un-
-controllable feeling and he was
sputtering, “The devil's cough . . .
‘The rumble of hell gates opening to
take you in . . 1T could feel your
soul slipping through. I could feel
your warm, pliant, sensitive body
freezing into a corpse in my arms. I
can't stand it! I ca-a-a-n't stand
it!” The old man had started call-
ing in his feeble, insistent voice,
“Rupa, Rupa, Rupa.” Anil had
started to say, “I want to talk to
you, Rupa.” But Rupa had paid him
no heed. She had got up and was
walking away towards the sick man's
room. Anil had walked down the

steps and gone out, never to come
back.

After Anil left her she had sat in
the same chair by the sick man,
nursing him, for three long years.
Her loss of Anil she began to feel.
She became preoccupied with her
lost lover. And though she would
never admit it to herself she had
begun to hate the sick man. Rupa
shivered as a certain incident came
into her mind. One afternoon she
had been reading to the old man anc
after a while he had closed his eyes
and she thought he had dozed off.
A white sheet was covering his body
up to the neck and he was lying on
his back, his head resting limp on
the pillow. Rupa had laid the book
aside and was staring at the old
man’s face, fascinated. Suddenly he
had opened his eyes and said, “My
dear, did I surprise that look in your
eyes? You were imagining me dead,
weren’t you?”

X

ANIL threw away the book in his
hands, rose from his chair,
glanced at his watch and started
pottering about the room in a rest-
less, nervous manner. It was near-
ing seven and she would be there
any moment. He moved over to the
window and looked out. Heavy
black clouds were massed along the
horizon. He told himself that there
would be a pouring rain. The faint
dying lght was oppressive. He had
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always hated staying indoors during
twilight; there was about this time
of the day an indecision, an un-
certainty, an unreality which was
oppressive. There was during twi-
light neither the clarity of day nor
the deep conviction of night; and it
represented to him the uneasy pause
between day and night . . .

He had been meeting Rupa again
during the past few months. Every
time he met her he found that his
soul would not register her presence
but had merely used her presence to
more fully live in his memory of the
springtime of her love long years
ago. He had every time failed to
connect the present with that past

which dominated his mind . . . He
switched on the light. He thought
that the light was some relief . . . It

was funny that every time he thought
of her after she had left him it was
not the face seen a few minutes ago
that would stand in his mind but
her portrait which she had given
him years ago. It was not so funny
after all . . . He had lived with that
portrait for years . There was
a knock on the door. She had come.
“Come in,” he sald.

She came and sat down. There
was an oppressive sllence which
neither broke for some time.

“We have never before been alone
together after our . . . reunion.
Now, I have come. What shall we
do—start making love again?”

“I don't think we need start
afresh, my dear,” Anil bantered.
“We can start from where we left off
years ago.” After a minute, he
said. “Shall we move to my den: the
place where I work and sleep? We
will do better, I should think, in

rediscovering each other in my den
than here.”

As soon as she entered the den she
caught sight of her portralt which
she had given Anil years ago, stand-
ing on a little table at the head of
the bed. Over the table was a
mirror. She stood looking at the
portrait for a while; and as ghe
looked up she caught sight of her
own face In the mirror.

“I dldn’t know I had changed such
a lot, Anil,” she said with an ex-
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pression Anil thought did not belong
to her. She came over to him, put
her hands on his shoulder and look-
ing up into his eyes, “You still love
me?” Anil thought the face had
changed and that the portrait shone
through it.

“One never ceases to love if one
has really loved once,” he said with
a faraway voice and added bruskly
with a smile, “unless one should start
hating; and I don’t think I have
made any particular effort to hate
you.”

The rain was pouring in sheets
and there was a peel of thunder and
the lights went out.

“I had better search for the can-
dles,” Anil mumbled. The next
moment Rupa's body was pressing
his and her lips were seeking his.
She was shaking violently. Anil
caught her firmly in his arms and
steadied her. He fumbled for the
candles in one of the drawers of his
writing table. He lighted the two
candles and placed them on either
side of the portrait. He came back
and sat beside Rupa on the bed. He
1it a cigarette.

“Don’t you think the portrait
looks beautiful with these two can-
dles burning on etther side?”

“Yes, dear.”

He leaned over, put his arm
round her and drew her closer to
him.

“This is an old pastime of mine,
Rupa: this placing of lighted can-
dles on the altar of my goddess.
Religion of Love. I have worship-
ped you thus, often. I have many
times lit candles and burnt incense
at your altar and prayed and longed
for you to come. I thought you
would never come. But no, you have
come. My prayers are answered.”

Deep down within his self there
was a voice that was telling him
that he had always had her; that on
those other occasions too, when he
had sat facing the portrait with the
two candles on either side, he had
known fulfilment—or perhaps what
he had known was a strange complex
of longing and fulfilment. But he
had never before experienced this
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complex of longing and fulfilment
as intensely as then, with Rupa by
his side.

He rested his head on her lap and
lay staring at the portrait. He
gradually sank, through the yeass,
into the past which held his mind
all the time. As he felt the caress-
ing fingers of Rupa stroking his halir,
the present got obliterated; and he
was no longer aware of the woman
on whose lap he had his head. A
powerful current was flowing from
Rupa’s body on to his vivifying
memories of long ago. His body
conducted the current without his
being aware of it.

“Anil, Anil.”” He heard Rupa’s im-
portunate voice in which was the
note of misgiving that the man so
near her was not with her at all.

“Yes, darling.” His voice was that
of a man only half awake.

Suddenly the lights came and the
room was flooded with brilliance. It
hurt his eyes. He got up with a
bound. There was a pained look in
his face. The enchantment had
ceased.

“Anil, put off the light. I don't
like it.”

“No, Rupa, let it be on.” He lit a
cigarette and sat down on a chalir
some distance from her, moodily
pufiing at his cigarette.

“Anil, come over here.” He went
over to her.

“What’s wrong, Anil?”

“I think I have to tell you, Rupa.
It's no use. I love you and . . . I don't.
I am possessed by ghosts.”

“Don’t be silly, dear. What's it
now? Some new feeling hasn't fitted
into any of your theories of . .
would you call it . . . ‘true related-
ness'?”

“Rupa, please don’t be hurt by
what I'm going to say. When I am
out of the haze of memories and meet
you, there is no ecstasy. I am
frightened at such times by the
drabness I bring with me and my
soul's lack of springiness. I am sur-
prised you haven't noticed it. And
whenever there is a sense of ecstasy,
I'm not with you at all but . . . with
ghosts . . . with memories of long
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ago. I seem to have left behind my
heart in some dark backward abysm
of time.”

“I do not, perhaps, excite you any
longer, dear.” She gave the words a
sharpness that cut into Anil's abst-
raction.

“I thought you would understand.
Can’t you understand? You had no
right to reject me in favour of that
dying father of yours, that emo-
ional sucker; and leave me at the
mercy of an image, of a memory.”
SHE did not say a word. She quietly

walked over to the portrait.
She blew out the .two flickering
flames of the dying candles. Then she
took the portrait into her hands and
dashed it against the floor and
stamped upon it. Anil raised his
face, then buried it in his hands, as
he heard the splintering of glass.

“What right had you, you . . .?2”
Anil shouted.

“Shut up, baby. Don’t scream
because you have lost one of your
toys. And now, listen. Let me try to
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knock some sense into that silly heac
of yours. I suppose I was not
emotionally free when you first met
me. You must have found me rather
difficult to get on with. Perhaps you
had no alternative to making am
exit and we have suffered enough
these years . . But, Anil, even it
I had completely given myselt up to
you, then, how long do you think the
ecstasy you are treasuring in your
mind, the ecstasy of the first flugh of
love would have lasted? Inevitably
we would have had to slip into a less
hectic relationship, like all other:
lovers. I do not mean that we would
have descended into the abominable

drab, conventional, loveless state of’
a stable married couple. I only mean
that the initial turbulence is always
replaced by something, which 1 think
is more valuable, more beautiful and'
more subtle. Lord! Can’t you spare
me the recital of these banalitjes?”

“I know all that, Rupa. But:
when I left you the fact I had to
come to terms with was that I coyld
never have you. That makes all the
difference. 8o, I suppose, all these
years, I have been withdrawing my-
self from you, perhaps even learning
desperately to hate you; and with all
the strength of my love clinging to-
memories. You had no right to reject
me when you did. ‘These years, in
between, the chasm, the chasmt T
am not now emotionally free.”

“Anil, you are right. I had no:
right to close any part of my hear:
to you when you asked for my
heart. Can't you forgive me9 It
Is true that we have lost some-
thing which cannot be recovered
something we could have had duriné :
these three years, something for
which we will feel the poorer all our
lives. But we need not lose each
other. What I have lost during these
years, I know, I cannot hope to have
I know I cannot fall in love again

“Nor I, Rupa. You will be .
Iove.” my only

“I had no right to reject yoy
I did. You have no rlghtyto ;jhee:;
me now, Anil. Won't you take me?

We shall bulld upon th
must.” po € rulns. we

“It 1s no use, my dear.” Anil said.
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GHALIB AND HIS POETRY

By M. A. RASHEED

OST people in India know very
little about Ghalib and his
poetry. This is because he is an Urdu
poet and his writings are in Urdu. He
is one of our national poets and his
writings are our national heritage. To
¥now and to understand him is our
national duty.

He is one of the greatest poets of
Urdu literature. He was the first
among the Urdu poets to revolutio-
nize Urdu poetry and to separate it
from the shackles of Persian litera-
ture. In the works of earlier writers
there is the great influence of Persian
poetryv—the importance is to the
language rather than to the thoughts.
But Ghalib laid a new path. To him
language is only a medium and no-
thing more. His poetry is full of
human emotions, mystic insight and
deep wisdom. Though many of his
writings are in Persian and he was
proud of Persian poetry, his Urdu
writings alone won him his repu-
tation.

The main feature of his poetry is
brevity. His thoughts are compressed
into short verses. This uniqueness
distinguishes him from other Urdu
poets. There is only a single volume
oI poetrv in his name. His imagery
in description and his selection of
sweet sounding words are quite
remarkable. There is not a single
verse which does not contain a simile
or a metaphor. His verses are full of
an inexhaustible loveliness and
charm. He resembles Shelley in this
respect. Though he is as obscure as
Robert Browning sometimes there is
no ruggedness in his writing. His
poetry is aesthetic and philosophical.

Ghalib was a shy. emotional and
sentimental man. It is said that his
poetry is an expression of his own
self. He was a self-possessed intro-
vert. In most of his verses there is
a.cross examination of his own self,
and a grieving for the unkindness of
mankind and of Providence. There
is neither optimism nor pessimism
but a total surrender to the will of

God. Naturally a poet’s writings are
usually coloured by the events of his
own life and Ghalib was no exception,
He was grieved to the extreme
because of the unkindness of his fel-
lowmen. He was receiving a meagre
pension from the British Government
for the services of his uncle in the
Indian Army. During the Indian
Mutiny, he was suspected of treason
and his pension was stopped. He
suffered very much, although the
pension was restored later. The poe-
try written during this period is filled
with an intense grief and remorse.
The following verses are a true reflec-
tion of his state of mind and heart.

Why does it not overflow with
grief,

It is after all a heart and not a
brick or stone,

We will shed a thousand tears;

Why showld anybody trouble us.

Oh, ignorant heart, what happened
to you?

At last what is the cure of this
grief?

Though grief is life-consuming,
there is no escape because it is
a heart;

If there were mo agonies of love,
there would be the agonies of
life.

In my creation lies a blemish
inherent;

The fire of the lighining on the
corn heap is the hot blood of
the peasant.

Because of his introvert nature
Ghalib was confronted with the
mysteries of the universe. He often
went into mystic trance. There are
many reflections of his mystical
experiences in his poetry. He was a
fatalist and he attributed everything
to the will of God.

The manifest, the manifesting and
the manifester are really one.

I wonder on whose account this
manifestation is.
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He had a clear understanding of
the things around him and he dis-
carded the conventional conceptions
held about them. Regarding the con-
ception of paradise he says:

We know the reality, what tLhe

Paradise is,

But heart’s content, it is a good
idea.

He resembles Robert Browning in
this respect. He was also a mystic
and he also discarded the conven-
tional conceptions of his time. But
the difference between them lies in
the fact that Robert Browning was
a mystic-philosopher whereas Ghalib
was a2 mystic-saint. Robert Browning
was analytical by nature. He rea-
soned out the achievement of his
mystic realisation. But Ghalib was
an extremist. He gave out the reali-
sation as it came to him without any
cuter trappings. He was the lover of
naked truth and did not want to
taint it with worldly garbs.

When there was nothing there was
God;

If there were nothing there would

be Gad.

I am deceived by this being;

What would have been if I were

not?

Though Ghalib was a mystic he
had no definite goal like the religious
saints. He wrote what came to him.
He did not think or brood over a
topic. He says:

From unknown these topics come to

my mind;

The voice of the Pen is the voice of

the Angel.

In this respect he closely resembles
Goethe. Both of them were saints.
They pursued truth only for the sake
of truth. Ghalib says:

It is hidden what we think to be
manifest;

They are yel dreaming who have
awakened in a dreagm.

Besides being a mystic poet he was
a humanist also. He was aware of
the psychological problems of human
beings and put forth solutions for
them.

Grief flies away when one meels

grief;
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The troubles which fell on me were:

so many that all of them hqye-
become easy.

He did not build any moral code for
human ethics but his poetry is not
devoid of moralistic reflections.

Though it is difficult for every~
thing to be easy;

It is not of avail for a man to pe
human.

Ghalib can be ranked as one of the
greatest poets of the world. He can
be placed on a par with Goethe and
Emerson. Because his writings are
in Urdu alone he is not as popular
as the other two. He is too tough
to be translated. He stufts such a
vast meaning in a short verse that it
will take a stanza of five or six lnes
to render it into plain language.
Besides this there is a sort of dream-
sequence in his verses. He employes
symbolism and surrealism to com-
press the thoughts. There are so
many popular idioms embodied in his
verses that it is very difficult to fing
equivalents for them in other
languages.

THE uniqueness which we see in his

poetry is evident in his prose-
writings also. Here also the brevity of
expression is the chief characteristic.
He seldom wrote essays. The letters
written to his friends and his rela-
tives is a very precious collection. It
is a valuable treasure of Urdu lite-
rature. The letters are short, precise
witty and humorous. His conversa.’
tion was often coloured with witty
and humorous remarks. Some of his

jokes and wits have become pro-
verbial.

————— .

Small talk and gossip are not con-
versation . . . Conversation {s an
exchange of thought that leaves alt
parties to it a grain the wiser, it
implies progress. Though it may
begin anywhere, even in the realm
of trivia, it shonld try to get some-

where and carry every one with 4
as it goes.
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New Books

DEAD MAN IN THE SILVER MARKET
An Autobiographical Essay on National Prides
By Aubrey Menen
Chatlo and Windus, London
8s 6d net

ERE is a man who has three
native lands—England, Ireland,
and India—and «ho says he can cali

Aubrey Menen

them his own provided he paid his
taxes. speaking thus from where he
lives in peaceful retirement now, in
the Italian Riviera. There are people
who love the land of their birth, liv-
ing in it and never leaving it; there
are people who love it, living else-
where, exiling themselves from it
voluntarilv—perhaps to love it the
more—or by accident; and there are
people who believing in the father-

_hood of God and the brotherhood of

Man proclaim that this earth will be
very heaven if humanity rejects its
hubristic nationalism, its brainless
racial hatreds and arrogances. This
man with no less than three
native lands seems to be a person
out of the ordinary, consi-
dered from the vastness of his
heritage, but when he says that—“To
love the fields, or the hills, or the
town in which you are born; fo like

.your neighbours better than stran-

gers; to have a quicker sympathy
with the people who speak your own
language than with those who do
not; to love and admire those people
among whom you have chosen to
make your own home, are virtues . . .
that civilisation is unthinkable with-
out them,” he does not scem to bhe
so out of the ordinary; he has but
given expression to the trite adding
ne new meaning to it, and his crown-
ing observation of all—"This love is
patriotism”—does no credit to adult
wisdom. It is unfortunate,” he
continues, “that the most memorable
phrase about it has been totally mis-
understood. Samuel Johnson said it
was the last refuge of the scoundrel,
but two things should be remembered
by anyone who quotes him. First, he
says nothing in criticism of patrio-
tism. Secondly Johnson was speaking
of a political faction that he did not
like. Those were the scoundrels and
patriotism was their mask . . . John-
son did not say a patriot is a
scoundrel, which is false, he said that
some scoundrels may claim to be
patriots, which is true.” Which is
involving sapience in syllogism and
the author who doges it is Aubrey
Menen. who has made a name for
himself with his novels. The Preva-
lence of Witches, The Stumbling
Stone, The Backward Bride, The
Duke of Gallodoro, and who, a year
ago, in the complete grip of his
daemon and consolidating his various
gifts for wit, irony, satire, and sharp
eye for character borne on the brisk
rhythms of a simple, energetic prose
style, achieved a remarkable smutti-
ness in Rama Retold—intended as a
parable!—in which he told the story
of The Ramayana, of “Rama, a prince
of India . . . who took his morals

-from the best moralists, and his poli-

tics from the most experienced poli-
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ticians. As a result he was ruined,
exiled, and disinherited, his wife was
stolen from him and when he got her
back he very nearly had to burn her
alive from the highest of motives. In
the teeth of the soundest and most
reliable guidance from his moral and
mental superiors, he finally recovered
his country, his throne and his com-
mon sense.” So did the Indian strain
in Mr. Menen—the anglicized spelling
of the Malayalam Menon—fulfil itself
indecently; the other two strains are
Irish and English, and in his latest
book, Dead Man in the Silver Market,
sub-titled An Autobiographical Essay
on National Prides, (here again in an
end chapter this perverse apologuist
drags in Rama), he speaks of all the
three with a whole bellyful of his
candour:

“My ancestors on my mother's side
were brigands who infested a range of
hills overlooking the Lake of Killarney,
called Macgillicuddy’s Reeks . . . My
ancestors on my father’s side are Nayars
of Malabar, a tropical stretch of coun-
try in the South of India . . . They are
to this day rigidly conscious of their
class and strict in the observance of
untouchability. They live by growing
coconuts and grinding the faces of the
poor, if by this it is understood that
the operation takes place at the ritual
distance of twenty feet from any mem-
ber of he family.”

Mr. Menen’s father having run
away from his kinsfolk and come to
England married his mother; the for-
mer is praised for his doting affection
and the latter for her sagacity—so
much admired by her husband; and
Mr. Menen himself has an English
upbringing-—thanks to the sagacity of
his mother of which his father is
never in doubt.

“If it should be thought that the idea
of bringing up an Indo-Irish man as
a Briton had something of the whimsi-
cal in it, I should say at once that in
nineteen hundred and twelve it was
nothing of the sort. The English were
then masters of three-quarters of the
earth, and in this three-quarters were
both the Irish and the Indians. Had I
keen brought up as either of these I
would have thought of the English as my
equals and treated them as my masters.
As an Englishman I was able to treat
both the Irish and the Indians as my
inferiors so long as I was careful to
speak of them to their faces as my
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equals. This formula was the basjs of
an gstounding organization called .the
British Empire and remained so untij
the formula ‘was finally understood by
the subject races, when the British

Empire somewhat hurriedly bec
Commaonwealth.” v Became the

Mr. Menen's childhood is

d}n’ing the Keiser \\'ar——anrt)iasslel(;
gives a colourful account of hjs
schooldays, his popularity growing
and declining and growing again, for
towards the end of the war he 'was
mistaken for a Turk because of his
dark complexion and the “Turk§
were reported to be cutting ofr th;z
testicles of their English prisoners,”
but nobody charged him with do'm'p
this, but because of his complexiox{
he "\yqs considered to have at least
proclivities in that direction " and
this hostility against him ceased when
“Victory had been won and the
Indians who had cut the throats of
the Germans were to be seen in
London, wearing the very knives with
which they had done it "

At the age of twelve his :
grandmother demands thatpag:rnl;lé
brought to her and he is “inconti-
niently taken half across the earth
from London to south of the towr{

of Calicut.” His mother acco
o mpanies

The Malabar scenes are draw
g awn wi
great fidelity and after his gran:il-1
mother “takes him in hang” Mr
Menen ‘“never thought the A

Englis
were perfgct again.” Here is the Li)osrrj
trait of his grandmother, 3 formida-

ble woman. with a withering
tempt for Western civilisation and to
w.hom. the English are “incurabj
dirty in their personal habits.” Shi

is not rude to them but wishe
to keep their distance > them

“My grandmother, Ij i
had terribilita. She hllxliie'lNclilxcl}'fII):, will:
she would not be baulked and \\'h'\to"l'
she did was designed to strik; :}:r
spectator with awe. She was also som ¢
thing of a stick. She rarely xp(:\ko i(-)

con-~

ngeln,

that is to say, with her
pletely bare. Even in her
were growing lax about th
Malabar. But my grandm
on it. She thought that m
who wore blouses and

time women
Is custom in
other insisteq
arried women
pretty saris
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were Jezebels; in her view, a wife who

dressed herself above her waist could

only be aiming at adultery.”

There is a proverb in Malayalam:
To the Nayar’'s sword there is no
sheath: to the Nayar woman's breasts
there is no cover.

Mr. Menen refers to the fact of her
mother being “ritually unclean,” how
she is kept isolated in a house far
from the family mansion, to the
many pin-pricks she is subjected to
and which she avenges in her own
way by setting up a free dispensary
in the verandah of the building to
which the peasants came flocking,
and finally to the suggestion of his
conversion to Hinduism by which
alone he could lay claim to his ances-
tral coconuts which brought in
annually a great amount of money,
by “drinking one full cup of the urine
of a cow.,” which he calls “magic
potion.” Of course he refuses to
drink the cup which is neither the
cheering nor the inebriating kind,
and goes back to England with his
mother. He doesn't. at this point,
talk about the much-admired saga-
city of his mother. but his father
whom he has consulted about the
conversion remarks:

“What ix it that vou object to? Is it
drinking cow’s urine that vou don't
like? Or becoming a Hindu?”

To which I replied that it was the
cow and what went with it.

“You disappointed me.” said my
father. “If drinking the water of a
cow is the most disgusting thing that
vou do in vour life for the sake of
money, you will be a singularly upright
man. On the other hand. if you object
to becoming a Hindu. then you are
intelligent.

Mr. Menen never for once falters
in his intelligence: and he applies it
to the full in his views on the
English oligarchy and the English
gentleman caste which is one of the
illusory adorations of the Indian. His
adventures in princely in India are
guite lively but we have read liveller
accounts of such in E. M. Forster’s
The Hill of Devi, and J. R. Ackerley's
Hindoo Holiday. And his depiction
of India at the end of the British Raj
is mere reportage and the incident
of the shooting in the Silver Markat
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of Old Delhi is described with a
facetiousness which is irrelevant as
well. At the end of the book,
before the Rama epilogue, he
indulges in commonplace moralis~
ings about love and virtue and being
good and being bad, about false
patriotism and man’s loneliness in
the ultimate, and it is all neither
here nor there. The style deterio-
rates into a certain slickness and
the erstwhile satire seems to lose its
edge and slide towards the senti-
mental. And this author with rio
less than three native lands gives
only a page and a quarter to Ireland
in a book of 135 pages—a very. very
poor portion indeed for Erin compared
to what Albion and Bharat have got.
Is it because his maternal grand-
mother who was a native of Killarney
had died before he was born and was
not a personality to him as his
paternal grandmother, the aristo-
cratic, grand matriarch of Malabar?

The Black City

By M. F. Caulfield

A Signet Book

The New American Library

New York, N. Y. 22
25 cents
THE BLACK CITY is obsessed by
what is between Protestant and
Catholic, between mongrel Briton
and mongrel Irishman. The crude
and bigoted lives that its people
lead. both Orangemen and Catholics.
battling out their implacable hatred
for each other with fists and guns
and incendiaries and riots, are a
vivid demonstration of the harm and
evil that organized religion can
produce when it subordinates huma-
nity to the greater glory of its parti-
cular church. There is a militant
Catholic section in the Black City
which is continually smouldering and
crackling against Orange rule. The
Catholic youth have black memories
of Orangemen’s atrocities, and they
plant bombs on police-stations, break
into banks and post-offices, and
shoot and kill; so that Ireland might
be free and honourable again. To
the Orangemen, the Catholics are
insects, Communists in reverse,
superstitious barbarians who are bet-
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ter exterminated. In this tragic clash
of modern Ireland, individual hap-
piness is something unknown.
Mothers get their little ones dragged
from their arms and killed, children
witness the murder of their parents
in cold blood, girls lose their lovers
to the cruel call of the I. R. A., and
women their husbands to the avenyg-
ing wrath of the Black and Tans.

Out of this dramatic material,
M. F. Caulfield fashions a readable,
and sometimes exciting, story. He is
detached and sardonic, but not con-
temptuous; his sense of futility and
waste and evil is tempered by fellow-
feeling for misguided men and
women. The book provides that emo-
tional pleasure which is infrequent
in our world of bitter division and
party alignment; the pleasure pro-
vided by a man who in the heat of
the battle, can be in love with both
sides and wish neither side defeat.
Mr. Caulfield is also skilled as a
narrator, his long training as a
journalist enabling him to arrange
dramatic details in interesting
sequence.

There are also other well-done
things in the book. The ding-dong
struggle inside Hugh Kelley between
natural kindness, the code of the
I.R.A., and the desire to avenge his
father to the hilt, for example. Or
the losing battle for the heart of
Kelley that Maura Nolan fights with-
out knowing what forces are destroy-
ing her future. The importance and
futility at once of the violence that
both sides indulge in as righteous
action—such as these compensate,
partly, for our disappointment at an
absence of character-drawing in
depth.

Science in Qur Lives

By Ritchie Calder

A Signet key Book

The New American Library

New York, N. Y. 22

35 cents

IT is reported of Oppenheimer
when he saw the apocalyptic

explosion of the first atom bomb at

‘New Mexico that he was reminded of

what the Lord says in Bhagavad

March 5 1953

Gita: I am become Death, th -
terer of worlds. But scientist§ ls)lgfrfg
human the responsibility for the
stupendous potentialities of modern
weapons of destruction which they
crgate may be too much for them
Scxgnce has become 3 matter of
soc.1a1 concern, an aspect of life of
which ghe layman, members of other
professions and the administrator
can ill-afford to remain ignorant
Tr}ough the originators of moden{
sclence, as Mr. Calder so interest-
%ngly points out, were not specialisis
in the sense which that word h'1s
attained now, science has enlarm;d
so much and its ramifications have
become so great that even a minor
bra»nch of a specia)l subject requires
a life-time study. To bring out the
mteryelated aspects of science, and
po dispel the gueer notion o'f the
mcpmpatibility of the ‘arts’ and the
‘sciences,” is an undertaking whic}‘;
wo.uld do credit to any science
wrl'ter. Ritchie Calder succeeds pré—
eminently in this attempt. His range
1s versatile, and with g descriptive
power as vivid as it is accurate., he
is abl.e to convey to the reader in
graphxc terms the excitement the
thrill and the adventure of scle'nce.

Science in Our Lives treats science
as a part of life and not as a species
of jugglery. The expanding horizons
of the scientist’s vision, the ever new
problems challenging solution and
the different approaches to scléntiﬁc
questions through the ages gqre
treated by the author with a histor;-
cal knowledge which is amazing 'fhe
scientist is not {reateq as‘ an
abstract, bloodless phenomenon ail
intellect, but as a warm human b‘eino
with the same interests and the samg
pursuits as any one of ys, ’

Sensational discoveries 1

and Penicillin are describeicli(,e ax:?id?r:
their narration the author brings out
the way a scientist’s mind works It
can be said of this book that it con.
taxr}s all the interesting and fasei
nating discoveries of science whlcl;
lend excitement and charm to a styg
of sclence. Creative writing or!:
:(l:li;:]nttilﬁc s;ubjects for popular con-

ption is foun j i
Sman v I d at its best in this
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LABOUR AND INDUSTRIAL
RELATIONS

By C. S. RANGASWAMY, Jr.

NE of the things that we hear
‘&S very often is that India possesses
a tremendous potential wealth of
man power. It is common to refer
to the large numbers of the un-
employed and the under-employed,
and to indicate, next, that develop-
ment endeavours in India would not
suffer from an inadequacy of labour.
Another statement as often made
concerns what is said to be the low
cost of Jabour in India. I have men-
tioned these two beliefs about labour
in India: for, before we can under-
stand the peculiar complexities in
industrial relations with labour, we
need first to appreciate that both the
cheapness of labour and the abun-
dancy of labour are misconceptions.

It is not the level of wages which
determines the cost of labour. From
such a view point, labour could not
but be reckoned inexpensive in India.
It is productivity, rather, which
forms the basis for determining
costs. In this respect, Indian labour
must be deemed to be, not inexpen-
sive, but merely cheap. The other
point, about the untapped resources
of man power, stems from an exagge-
ration of unemployment. Such
exaggeration is the result of over-
looking what I would term the un-
employables and those who, for what-
ever reasons, are by no means
anxious to secure employment.
Labour-management relations in this
country have been subjected to
approaches based. firstly, on the
labour view that salaries are low
and, secondly, on the management
belief that labour is plentiful.

For, it is only in this light that we
are able to appreciate labour condi-
tions in India over the past many
years. An undeniably long history
of under-paid labour has been follow-
ed by the last quinguennium of
speedy labour legislation by Gov-
ernment. It cannot be denied, I
repeat, that, until a few years

ago, there was exploitation of
labour. The accumulated resent-
ment and grievances found their
voice once India achieved indepen-
dence. Such exploitation was possi-
ble so long as the employer believed
that he could with facility obtain
his requirements of labour and =o
long as the Government in power
did little to set right such exploita-
tion as did obtain. With indepen-
dence, there was a popular Govern-
ment with deeply felt sympathies
for labour. The consequence has
been a spate of labour legislation,
such as has sought to do, in this
country, in a brief span of five years
what it took industrially advanced
nations as long as half a century.
Such quickening of labour legisla-
tion is not altogether to bhe wel-
comed. For, I believe that labour
legislation must be a dynamic process
and for all the elements and inte-
rests concerned. It should not
merely consist in the arbitrary pres-
cription of minimum wages and the
like. As important is the side by side
education of labour—the education of
labour such as it can understand
that further improvements in the
individual worker’s standard of lv-
ing can come about only from greater
productivity by the worker. Without
such simultaneous education of
labour, no increased production
would result, but only added costs.

It is obvious that labour legisla-
tion should not be such as to
endanger the very existence of an
industry. Labour legislation, it must
be made clear, is a two-way mea-
sure: it enjoins the management
to give higher wages and to provide
more amenities to its workers; at
the same time, it must entall the co-
operation of 1labour in increasing
productivity in the -:larger national
interests.

Management has grown to believe
—and T hold the same view—that the
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slice of the cake that comes to
labour is already a large one. The
portions of the others—of the share-
holders, of management, and of the
Government—can scarcely be redu-
ced. If, therefore, labour wants a
larger piece of cake in coming years,
it can only be by increasing the size
of the cake. To increase the size of
the cake, what is necessary is an
improvement in productivity.

Another factor which makes indus-
trial relations with labour even
more complex is the insistence on
demands. We hear of labour de-
manding its rights and privileges.
Surely, there is never the need for
demanding a right or for insisting
on a privilege. Rights and privileges
have to be worked for, not to be
struck for. In this regard, I may
quote Mr. V. V. Giri, who said
recently that labour can argue for
its rights and privileges only after
it has full knowledge of its duties
and responsibilities. Labour legis-
lation which merely stresses the
rights and privileges that the man-
agement must provide for labour
prevents the education of labour as
regards its duties and responsibili-
ties. I can understand it that there
has been a great desire on the part
of Government, if I might coin the
word, to de-exploit labour. But it is
doing labour no real good if it is not
made clear that only the comple-
tion of duties and the acceptance of
responsibilities can earn rights and
privileges.

T is surely disturbing that we

should, in recent years, have had
many a complaint voiced that the
belief that the cost of Indian labour
was low is a myth On the other
hand, it is heartening to have heard
from Mr. Giri that labour should pay
greater heed to its duties and res-
ponsibilities before it fought for its
rights and privileges. Even more
reassuring was the earlier statement
by Mr. Jai Prakash Narain that wage
demands could and should be based
only on greater productivity.

The time lost in strikes and the
energy mis-spent in long drawn out
arbitration are indeed at deplorably
high levels. The number of man

days lost in August 1954 as a resylt
of industrial disputes is as high as
314,945. Absenteeism has been losing
roughly 10 per cent of man shifts
scheduled to work, Absenteeism in
the collieries was as high as 13.13
per cent in August 1954. We had
month long “Go-slow” strike at
Calcutta Port. We had 3 lightning
strike that disabled Bombay Port just
about 2 month ago. These are facts
to reckon with in industria] relations;
and these are facts which are t)r
which should be, of considerable
interest and importance to the Govy-
ernment. For, let us not forget the
announced intention of g Sociallsué
State in India, in which the Gov-
ernment will figure more angd more
prominently as the employer of
labour. So long as industrial dis-
putes arose in the private sector, the
scapegoat phrase that could be used
was exploitation of labour. But
when Government themselves becomé
the employer, can the national eco-
nomy afford labour legislation of the
variety that freelv hands out rights
apd privileges. Personally, 1 arﬁ
disposed to think that the labour
legislation we have had in the first
flush of freedom has qQuite con‘u-
pleted the process of de-exploiting
labour. 1t is necessary now to evolve
a new poliiy towards labour such as
can constructiv i i '
trial relations. Iy improve indus-

What must that new policy be? 1
do not, certainly, suggest that' we
should suddenly turn a deaf ear td
the legitimate pleas for amelioration
of labour conditions. It is import-
fmt to remember that the key word
in .the next few years will be coope-
ration. Cooperation alone can enabie
the development and industrial pro-
gress that we wish for. Labour
must work in harmony with man -
agemgnt: management and labour
must In concord strive for increasing
production; and Government's z;ttih
tude should be 3o fashioned tha;
such' a  synthesis of effort will b
possible. In effect, this means m?
We must now have a new Species af
labour legislation—one that wij .
relate progress in production ac;(i)r—
ved by labour to greater rights a:&
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privileges for it. But progress must
come first. There is an egual duty
for management readily and grace-
fully to recognise the rights and
privileges earned by labour. Labour
time., management money and Gov-
ernment energy must all be syn-
chronised towards achieving the
industrial progress in India. There-
after, each would earn its reward—
of higher wages. of better profits, of
greater production. If it is recog-
nised on all sides that the key to
tomorrow's India is cooperation, we
should have little difficulty in doing
away with the pinpricks that infest
the industrial relations of today:
and, therefore, we would be enabled
to ensure the success of Indian
endeavours for development.

ORCE is given to the importance
of productivity by a fact about
America. There are few in India,
representing labour. management or
Government, who know this fact.
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We all are aware of the high level
of wages, the variety of perquisites
and the array of amenities that
American labour is blessed with. But
American labour earned those wages,
perquisities and amenities. There is
almost a guaranteed increase in pro-
ductivity of three per cent from
year to year. This margin is utilised
by the management almost exclu-
sively for research and for higher
wages. I suggest that this is a lesson
which we in India must learn. 1f
Indian labour guarantees that 3 per
cent improvement in productivity,
and if management in its turn pays
to labour what it has earned by work,
we could create those industrial rela-
tions which would contribute to-
wards the development of Indian
industry. The key word is co-ope-
ration; and productivity the answer
for improving industrial relations in
India.—Andhra Association Annual,
Calculta.

INDO COMMERCIAL BANK
LIMITED

(Established 1932)
Sir A. Ramaswami Mudaliar, K.C.S.I, D.C.L,, (Oxon.)

OFFICES IN MADRAS CITY

Netaji Subhas Chandra Bose Road: Periamet: Triplicane:
Mylapore: and Theagarayanagar.

BRANCHES
Ambasamudram, Ambur (N. A. Dist.), Chidambaram, Cuddalore, Erode,
Kancheepuram, Karaikudi, Kumbakonam, Mathurai, Mayavaram, Palghat,
Pudukottah, Ramnad, Shiyali, Tanjore, Tenkasi, Tirunelveli Junction,
Tirunelveli Town, Tiruchirapalli, Vellore, Vijayapuram, Villupuram &
Virudhunagar.

DEPOSIT RATES
Rates of interest on Deposits are as follows:
SAVINGS BANK: 219 pa.
MONTHLY DEPOSITS & CASH CERTIFICATES Will yield 49, to
41, p.a. according to period
FIXED DEPOSITS:

City: 3% p.a. for 1 year and 319 p.a. for 2 years
Mofussil: 31<; p.a. for 1 year and 319, p.a. for 2 years,

(Chairman)

S. KRISHNASWAMI,
Secretary.




42 SWATANTRA

Pattern of Land Holdings—
No Need for Change

NO satisfactory reason or accepta-
ble principle has been established

for changing in any manner the

existing pattern of land holdings.

Viewed as property, agricultural
land must be put on the same footing
as any other property. It is
rather invidious that while the
Government is keen on getting the
public to invest in its loans and on
paying with regularity the rate of
interest promised and also on redeem-
ing the bonds in time, they should
think of expropriatory measures
with reference to land only. On the
ground that money is needed to
finance the Five Year Plan or to
satisfy the hunger of the masses for
a higher standard of living, no Gov-
ernment has yet thought of expro-
priating cash deposits in banks or
suggested that the return and the
dividends declared on the shares in
industrial undertakings should be
limited to some arbitrary percentage.
So long as private property is recog-
nised by the State, no distinction
should be made between one form of
property and another.

Any interference with land hold-
ings could be supported only upon
principles of complete Socialism. The
reasons very often given for intro-
ducing changes in the existing pat-
tern of land holdings are two-fold
Firstly, it is stated that the land
hunger of the people should be satis-
fied. Secondly, that the food produc-
tion should be stepped up. What is
the land hunger? 1Is it presumed
that every villager desires to own
some piece of agricultural property
himself or that every villager wants
to cultivate some agricultural pro-
perty permanently. It has been statis-
tically determined that agricultural
property in India comes to nearly one
acre per head. Any distribution of land
without making any distinction bet-
ween person and person even amongst
those directlv dependent unon land
could give barely one acre per head.

Tt is really problematic whether
fnod orodnction eould be increased hy
distribntion of land with its neces-
sary concomitant of fragmentation of
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holdings. It would en
accepted that to keep o rg?ll;ym:ﬁ’
standard of living 50 to gp per cent of
the total bPopulation  should be-
employed in industria} undertakings
If this be the ultimate objective, a
re-distribution of 1land now m;xs:.
necessarily be followed by consolida-
tion of holdings when a high degree
of industrialization is  achieved
Secondly, if mechanisation of agrl-'
culture is also to be desired, the small
ho}dings could not enaple such a
thing to be achieved. As g result
talks on collectivization on the Sovlet’
pattern are mooted, One wonders
why the State should g0 all the wa
to grant an acre or two of land tg
every cultivator, recognising in the
very act private property, and then
impose  collectivization to establish
large. farms enabling mechanisation
and increased production.
Conferring such ho
cultivgtors would neceslsc::?iig;
establishing gigantic credit factlities
for the use of small holders Tl;
State will have tgo help the indi ie
dual holder with capital oy
terms.

I feel that there isa wa
. 1 Yy of a -
ing the highest standard of livi;l;;evl

upon

. (o}
undertakings shouyld be starté'cli(' 2?1?1,

run.  All such contrij i ’

repayable only after zlzt\:?r:xsnc;‘ei:l l):e
ines had begun Iuncuoning efficie al-
and without interest. 1 feel fy tnhty
that as land is something that rca:r

directed to it, while other forms of-

secreted

easily are left out ~Bu R T Seshadri

achariar, from o memo,

] ran
cented to the Tamil Nadud;l’mcpre-.
Committee on Land Reforms ¢
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Annual Exhibition
of Paintings :
Govt. School of Arts

HE fourth annual exhibition of

paintings and sculptures by the
Senior Students of the School of Arts
and Crafts which is now on view at

—An Exhibit

Blossom Time
—C. Venu

the School premises is highly inte-
resting in more ways than one. About
25 artists have contributed over 125
paintings and sculptures. The im-
mediate impression produced by these
exhibits is the high overall general
standard of the exhibits. The artists
have eschewed exotic as well as out-
worn schools of thought and expres-
sion and stick to the nurturing influ-
ences of the local life and inspiration
and training obtained by them. 1t
would be no exaggeration to say that
the exhibition as a whole breathes a
personality that has its roots in the
soil of the South.

Coming to individual paintings,
among the many good works that
are on view the most outstanding

”v
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perhaps is the “Edge of the Work-
shop” by S. Murugesan. Here is 2
picture that is striking in its simpli-
city of treatment and the remarkable
manner in which the artist has help-
ed to convey the atmosphere of the
‘no man’s land’ on the outskirts of
any workshop, a stretch of desolate-
ground lying between the conflicting
influences of man and nature. The
factory looms behind in luminous sil-
houette (depicted with a knowledgea-
ble absence of details) and here again
the tragedy of man sacrificed to the
machine is very powerfully suggested.
It is evident that the artist has res-
ponded tremendously to the prevail-
ing conditions of life around him. Mr.
Murugesan has some other outstand-
ing works to his credit among which
the ‘Head study’ of a woman {s in--
deed remarkable. Another artist who
has very good work on display is R.
Balaraman. ‘Play Time' and ‘Girl
reading’ are indeed very good works
that help to reveal his control over
the medium, and the pithy epigra-
matic and highly effective style of his
expression. 8. Pichairaj is yet ano-
ther artist who steals equal promi-
nence. His picture ‘The Hamlet’ a
landscape in oils is highly praise-
worthy effort wherein he has revelled
in sombre tones to produce a pleas-
ing pattern along with representa-
tional values. “Boats” by the same
artist is also noteworthy. Mr, G. P.
Pillai makes a favourable impression
with his picture ‘The River Side’ in
oils, in whch he has achieved a strik-
ing effect of luminosity with his
greens and yellows. ‘A peasant’, a
head study by the same artist is a
good effort in which he has adopted
a similar mode of expression but
with a completely different subject.
‘Blossom Time’ by C. Venu is excel-
lent for its sense of form and tonal
value displayed. Mr. C. S. N. Patnaik
has some good works on view among
which ‘Still Life’ and ‘Children with
Toys’ are especially noticeable.
‘Nambudiri Women’ bv Vasudevan
Nambudiri is an effective piece. In
the commercial arts section Mr. T. J.
Oommen has displayed some good
works.

K. N. RAMACHANDRAN"
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FILMS 5
By V. P. SATHE

AN NN R I

renowned distributor from the

north who had recently released
a very poignant, realistic film of
contemporary life said that contrary
to his expectations the picture did
not appeal to the public and the
very points which he had considered
‘strong’ in the picture proved to be
its shortcomings. For, when he or
rather his staff members tried to
find out the reaction of the audience,
they got a rebuff. The picture-
goers said: “It is good, it is true.
This has been happening everyday
in our life, but we don’t want to see
the same things happening on the
screen. We want to see something
different.

It has been found that only the
rich and the well-to-do people like
the tales of common man's poverty
and want; the common man does
not want to be reminded of his
poverty. He loves to see the opu-
lence of the rich and as such he is
essentially a votary of escapist enter-
tainment. All that he expects in a
motion picture is two hours of fun
and some good music.

And as he typifies the majority of
our audience the producers have to
make ‘escapist’ pictures to please
him. Even the good old box-office
rule of identification of character
does not seem to hold good any
longer. The common man in the
audience enjoys a picture in which
he can Identify himself with the
hero emotionally and subjectively;
to him the hero is a symbol of the
unfulfilled dreams nurtured by him
and not just his prototype suffering
the same way as he does in life. Espe-
ciallv any picture dealing with the
economic problem does not appeal
to him. That is the experience of
all distributors. And that experi-
ence indicates that the ‘escapist’
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films will continue to dominate our
film production whatever the eritics
and the Ministers may say.

Picture of the week

A typical example of escapist
entertainment is provided by Hira
Films’ Chandni Chowk produced on
a lavish scale with stars, ornate sets
and slick production values, And
yet Chandni Chowk has not proved
the hit it was expected to be. The
reason for it is that while the pre-
sentation has all the glamour the
story-content is rather thin, lack-
ing as it does in story, melodrama

and suspense so essential to gr
audience. erlp the

The basis of the story is nothing
new; its theme is worn out dealing
as ip does with the false pride of
family lineage prevalent in the
feudal aristocracy. And yet out of
this very theme a powerful human
drama could have been evolved had
the characters of the hero, g poor
but honest boy from a family which
has no social status, and the villain

"who also comes from a family with-

out status but who wants to buy
family prestigce with money, been
presented in their correct social pers-
pective. The villain, a rich contrac-
tor aspiring for the hand of the
Nawab's daughter is presented more
like a  huffoon than a hard-boiled
businessman that he should have
heen. The hero who readily agrees
to pose as a Nawab to decelve the
feudal father of the girl he loves
also appears to be g weakling, A
boy like him should never havye
resorted to such tricks to win his
beloved. .

Moreover, as the whole story evol-
ves out of the manipulations of a
third man who is acting as the rich
contractor’'s agent every situatlén
appears to be forced and contrived
T.he _runmng away of the hero atter:
his identity is exposed, provides an
excuse for a new setting and Egyp-
tian dances on the one hand ang
the heroine's gazals on the other;
but it does not add to the dramatié
tenseness anyway. Only in the last
sequence when the hero returns
from Egypt only to find his  wife

March 5 1955

taken for a widow, is being re-
married to the villain, that the situ-
ation is cleverly handled and the
suspense is kept right to the end.
But for this sequence or the sequence
in which the rich contractor and his
agent are drugged by the former’s
sweetheart, the screenplay does not
come upto I. S. Johar's old stand-
ard of Afsana.

But for this note of artificiality
and incredibility which prevails
throughout, Chandni Chowk is an
entertaining picture noteworthy for
slick direction by B. R. Chopra, com-
petent photography by Keki Mistry,
soothing music by Roshan and good
portrayals by a star-studded cast
with Kumar and Meena Kumari
sharing the acting honours. Agha
and Shekhar both suffer from poor
characterization while Smriti Biswas
makes an alluring Egyptian dancer.
In the supporting cast Jeevan, Sun-
dar, Yeshodhara Katju, Achala and
Pratimadevi acquit themselves with
the ease of professionals and Krishna
Kumari looks charming as Laila.

The theme is however beautifully
summed up by Kamil Rashid in his
last dialogue spoken by Manmohan
Krishna who says “"that there is no
greater family tradition than huma-
nism and humanism has no tradition
at all.”

Personality of the week

Raj Khosla who won
plaudits for his direction of
Milap will soon be starting
an independent venture of
his own. He will be one of
the young band of enter-
prising and educated pro-
ducers.

Though Raj hails from
Punjab. he is essentially a
product of Bombay. He has
been educated in Bombay
and graduated from St
Xaviers College. There was
a time when like all un-
employed college youth. he
used to frequent the coffee-
house and discuss the
possibilities of joining the
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called Rain Basera which has not yet.
been released at least in Bombay.

And like many others who left the
Radio and took to the films, Raj
Khosla after working with A. I. R.
and Radio Ceylon joined Navketan as
an assistant to Guru Dutt when he-
was making Baazi. And it was only
after working as an assistant for
three years that Raj Khosla has
become a director.

Those who know him for the last
several years describe him as an
intelligent, hard-working boy. Tall,
lean, be-moustached, Raj is rather
an unassuming person; and though
educated, like Guru Dutt he believes
primarily in entertainment and espe-
cially in the popularity of music.
From Guru. Dutt, he seems to have-
learnt the art of picturizing songs
aptly; and he has a flair for out-
doors.

Raj Khosla has great ambitions.
But he is not one of those who boast
much or even talk much. He prefers
to realize his ambitions by hard
work. Luckily for him he got a good
opportunity first to direct a picture
and now to produce a picture inde-
pendently. It is to be hoped that like
Guru Dutt he will avail of this oppor-
tunity and fulfil the expectations he
has aroused.

film industry.. Late‘f he  phqtograph shows Mr. and Mrs. Sam Broers on
joined All-India Radio 3S arrival in Bombay on the S. S. “Carthage” on
an announcer and also February 25th. Mr. Broers is President of the

played a role in a picture

Firestone International Company.
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CORRESPONDENCE

The Editor welcomes letters on

subjects of general interest or

topics arising out of articles printed

in SWATANTRA but reserves the
right to abridge them.

Neglect Of Andhra

Sir,—The “systematic victimisation”
of Andhras referred to by one ‘“aggrie-
ved” in your correspondence column is
not only with regard to recruitment to
Railway service, but also in the matter of
development of Railway lines and pro-
viding amenities to passengers, such as
-electrifying the stations. etc. But for ‘he
main lines constructed in order to con-
nect Calcutta and Bombay with Madras,
there are no remarkable branch lines
covering the interior of the Andhra State,
whereas one is astonished at the way in
which a network of lines has been deve-
loped near Mayavaram and other places
in the south. Recent additions are the
Arantangi-Karaikudi line, the revived
Madura-Bodinayakanur section, the pro-
Jected Hasan-Mangalore line, the Quilon-
Ernakulam section, the Shoranur-Nilam-
bur line, and the Salem-Bangalore sec-
tion which is under preliminary survey.
For the second Five Year Plan, the
Virudhunagar-Manamadura section has
already been proposed, and it may
materialise with the same pace with
which the Salem-Bangalore line has been
taken up for survey. But not one Rail-
way line has been proposed for the
Andhra area. Sometime ago I made an
appeal to the authorities to examine the
feasibility of connecting Avanigadda with
Masulipatam, or Bezwada in the alter-
native with Bezwada via Pamarru and
Ayyanki. Neither the Andhra Govern-
ment nor the Centre seems to have taken
any cognisance of the same. Similarly,
there was a news-item in the papers that
& Railway line is to be constructed con-
necting Ongole with Cuddapah. But no
further news that the proposal has been
accepted and will be included in the first
Pive Year Plan has come so far.

Regarding the conversion of the
Gudur-Renigunta section into broad
gauge, I suggest that the same conver-
sion may well be extended to the
Renigunta-Pakala section since Tirupati,
which is a permanent pilgrim centre to
be developed as a tourist centre by the
Government of India) will then be easily
.accessible by a system of “through carria-
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ges and special trains in times of festival”

from all broad gauge stations such as
Bezwada and Madras.

In view of the fact that the Andhra
State has been admittedly neglected in
the matter of industrial development, T
hope the Government of India would
bestow maore attention on it hereafter at
least, especially in view of the golden
promise of a “Socialistic pattern of
society” where there could be no room for
undue development of g particular area
to the detriment of the underdeveloped.

V. P. DIKSHITULD

Why Prohibition Was Repealed In U.S.A.

Sir,—The thought-provokin article ¢
Major Raja Rao, published ig your 1s§u;
dat.e(_i 18th  Pebruary, is worth serious
cons}deration by every honest ang sane
administrator. Prohibition was sum-
marily repealed in U.S A, in the same
§pectacular manner in which it had been
Introduced. It was repealed not because
the U.8.A. lacked the proper instru-
ments for its enforcement. The U.S.A
police was and is one of the world'é
most efficient and it could grapple suc-
cessfully with every type of gangsterism
Nor was it because the movement had
lacked the spiritual backing of
mahatma. “Pussyfoot” Johnson  was
the American edition of a Mahatma, H;‘
captured both the Senate and the Presi-
dent almost napping. It cannot be said
either, that the average Americar{
lacked those moral and spiritual quali-
ties which Indians, particularly Con-
gressmen, are supposed to possess in
apundant measure. Prohibition in Ame-
rica was certainly not repealed for the
reason that the President realized before
it was too late that it presented a threat
to 'the efficiency and honesty of the
police force without which law, order
and public security were bound to ‘become
more mockeries. Prohibition was scrap-
ped because the President of the U.8.A
laid down the tundamental law of “saf'eu;
first and Salvation next” as the supreme
policy of the Government, Only a mad
man would view the repeal of Prohibi-
tion in U.S.A. as a failure on the part
of the Government or a triumph for the
devil. But what about our country? If
we are still to pursue this Prohibition
brogramme, either on a provineial basis
or on an all-India basis, the danger to
the country's governance wil be very
great indeed,

C. T. Sanvasan
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Language Medium In The University

Sir,—The principle that the medium
-of instruction at the university level
should be in the regional language has
been universally accepted, though Indian
universities have been chary of imple-
menting it, on the plea that there are
no suitable text books in the regional
languages to replace the English ones.
Most university students now depend
upon the notes of their lecturers sold in
the market. And the students rarely look
into the standard text-books in English.
Many do not know the names of well-
known English text-books in their parti-
cular subject. Consequent on the steady
fall in the standard of English in the
high school and college classes, students
shun standard text-books in English.
Their poor acquaintance with the Eng-
lish language stands in the way of their
reading and understanding the standard
text-books in English. Is it any wonder,
then, if the habit of reading standard
text-books in English among Indian stu-
dents has reached its nadir? The cause
for this can be directly ascribed to the
national demand to replace English with
the vernacular medium in all stages, no
less than to the quality of the teaching
method and personnel. The argument
that there are no suitable text-books in
the regional languages is not the whole
truth. There is something in our educa-
tional atmosphere which is responsible
for the present sorry state of affairs.
Deplorable as the situation is, it is the
responsibility of educationists to find a
solution for this problem.

The delay in introducing the vernacu-
lar medium for teaching non-science sub-
jects cannot be justified any longer. The
matter is simple. From the next acade-
mic year. professors of colleges teaching
history, politice. economics, philosophy
and other non-science subjects may be
asked to prepare their lecture notes in
the regional language and lecture to the
students in that language. After the
two or three year period, as the case may
be, depending on the duration of the
course, the notes of the professors can be
examined by a committee and the best
in each subject may be approved and
awarded a prize as most suitable to serve
as a text-book. This procedure may he
continued for a period of flve years. At
the end of that period we shall have
enough text books to choose from. As
regards science subjects, so long as the
dispute between the purists who are
against using internmational scientific
terminologies and those in favour of
them, is not satisfactorily settied, the
‘English medium will have to continue.
Besides, the task of coining suitable
scientific terms in the regional language
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is one that cannot be done overnight.
People who are keen on the language
medium will have to adopt for the time
being the international scientific termi-
nology and review the position after a
period of five years if they desire the
regional language to be the medium for
science courses as well. I feel that the
English medium should continue for
sometime yet to come.

South Indian universities should take
early steps to introduce the language
medium as far as history, politics, econo-
mics, philosophy and other non-science
subjects are concerned.

S. R. VENKATA RAMAN

Why Not Post Offices On Sundays?

Sir,—One of the achievements we had
after the attainment of Independence is
that OUR Government have been very
kind towards us in not keeping us wait-
ing eagerly at the door steps for the
arrival of the postman with our tappals
on Sundays! Because, this facility so far
as I knew, has not been extended in any
other country to its people.

It was in 1950 that Mr. R. A. Kidwal,
the then Communications Minister In
the Union Parllament made the
announcement that all post offices in
India would be closed on Sundays, which
item of news was received by all the pub-
lic with considerable surprise. And five
years have now passed without postal
facility on Sundays. Although some of
the post offices in important cities and
towns are kept open with a skeleton staff
for delivery and clearance of mails, for
which an extra stamp of two annas and
anna one respectively is to be afixed, the
places where this facility exists are few
when compared to the total number of
other places where it does not exist.

In Madras City, for example, though
there is Express delivery on Sundays, the
other convenience, the posting of any
urgent letter is denied for quite a num-
ber of people, leaving apart those near
the G.P.O. and Mount Road and near
places where the mobile post office func-
tions.

{

The Special Feature of
SWATANTRA for March 12, 1955
will be the Malayalam Literary
Miscellany which will be issued
subsequently as an off-print at two
annas a copy.
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An essential convenience which every
member of this vast Republic has been
enjoying since the inception of the postal
system, is thus denied. This is an
infringement on his primary right to have
information without et or hind-
rance, time being the essence of the
matter. Obviobusly, this decision was
taken at that time by the Government
from the point of view of economy. If
only they realise (i) how important the
time factor is in many cases and how
much can be accomplished by the timely
receipt of information and how much is
lost for want of it; and (ii) what the
magnitude of such inconvenience and loss
is likely to be when the vast multitude
of the Republic’s citizens, and the volume
of its trade and industry are taken into
account; and weigh the inconvenience
and loss against a small extra compense
incurred and the strength of the public
opinion against the introduction of this
measure, there is every reason to believe
that they will take into consideration the
present situation which is quite different
from that which obtained flve years ago
and revert to the old system of delive-
ries on Sundays also.

If it is the intention of the Govern-
ment to give a day’'s rest to the postal

stafl, they can do so by giving it in turns
Railwaymen of all categories are given
rest for a day in a week, and the trains
do not stop on Sundays!

The Ministry of Railways appointed g
three-man commission to tour foreign
countries and study the conditions
obtaining there with regard to the-
amenities provided to rallway passengers
The commission, on their return aftex:
visiting countries like Russia reported to
the Government about their study. The.
first phase in implementing the report
was to provide sleeping accommodation
to the railway passengers and removal of
the distinction in exit gates between
upper and lower class passengers. This
very same suggestion of providing sleep-
ing accommodation was put forth by me
through the correspondence column of a
leading newspaper some years back and
was also supported by several others
Unfortunately I was neither a Mlmstex;
nor a V.I.P. and my suggestion was not
implemented. Likewise, if the Ministry
of Communications find it not practi-
cable to open the post offices on Sundays
they may as well appoint a committee m:
a selected person may be sent to mre'ign

countries.
N. V. R. Swamy
Aynavaram

”~

Dr. A. Lakshmipathi, whose seventy-fifth birthday falls this week
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—for T.C. State (excluding Cochin gre;
Malabar and South Kapara Districts, ‘

M/s. SRI PATTABHIRAM (OM;
CIAL SYNDICATE, Kakinacli:l_efl
Visakhapatnam, Srikakulam and Ea
Godavari Districts.

M/s. SRI PRAKASH AUTOMOBILE
Vijayawada—for Guntur, Krishna a1
West Godavari Districts. ’
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THE CENTRAL BUDGET

T is as a foretaste of what is to

be expected in the coming years
that Mr. Deshmukh’s fifth Budget
assumes exceptional importance. The
fifth year of the first Five Year Plan
finds the States well behind sche-
dule in raising the resources which
the Planning Commission expected
them to raise. They had also been
lagging behind in expenditure as
scheduled under the Plan in the first
three years of the Plan; furious
efforts are fo be made in the current
and the coming year to make up for
Jost time. Uniformly the States
have come out with heavy deficit
budgets (except Bombay) the excuse
for which is the scale of develop-
ment expenditure programmes for
1955-56. States in Northern India
have generally preferred to wait on
the bounty of the Centre and have
sought to make no provision through
new taxes for closing the gap. The
southern States. in keeping with their
more orthodox and conservative
traditions, have been exploring such
additional levies as are still open to
them. But even they cannot find
all the money to cover their deficits
from taxes and are looking to such
expedients as drawing on cash
balances, loans and Central assist-
ance for meeting the bulk of the
deficit. In this context, the over-
all deficit of the Union Government
is perhaps of much greater import-
ance than the revenue deficit alone,
which itself is expected to amount
to Rs. 30 crores next year.

Aggregate fresh taxation to the
tune of Rs. 26 crores in one year is
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not by any test a trifling burden.
Mr. Deshmukh has doubtless armed
himself with the authority of the
Taxation Engquiry Commission in
determining the pattern of new
taxation, but the country is yet to
digest the implications of the analy-
sis and the proposals made by the
Matthai Commission. There is still
too little data about the incidence
of taxation on different sections of
the community, but the general im-
pression is inescapable that in the
past the middle class—including in
that term the salaried classes and
families with incomes of Rs. 2,500 to
Rs. 15,000 a year—has had to pay
more than its fair share of taxes
directly and indirectly. It was the
class which largely bore the brunt
of protection to infant Indian indus-
tries. It bore the burden cheerfully
in the hope that when the foreign
industries were replaced by indige-
nous industries, there would be more
employment within the country and
ultimately Indian-produced goods
would be cheaper than imported
goods. And just at the moment
when that long-deferred hope seems
to approach fulfilment, the Taxation
Enquiry Commission has come for-
ward with its proposals for a wide
range of excise duties on new indus-
tries which have established them-
selves in recent years. Last year
Mr. Deshmukh introduced excise
duties on a variety of consumer pro-
ducts like soap, matches. vegetable
oil products, and footwear. This year
he has exfended the list by the tnclu-
sion of several other products like
sewing machines, electric fans, paper,
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and woollen fabrics. The excise duties
amount to ten per cent ad valorem,
but we may be certain that to the
ultimate consumer the prices of these
goods will rise by more than ten per-
cent. The middle class consumer,
who is the principal buyer of these
manufactured goods, will wonder
when, if ever, he will get the relief
to which he has looked forward for
years. As thouch the excise duties
were not enough. Mr. Deshmukh has
also chosen to increase the direct
taxes on income slabs between
Rs. 7,500 and R< 15,000 and to bring
down the exemption limit for super-
tax from Rs. 25,000 to Rs. 20,000.
The increased burden on the mid-
dle incomes will make a sizable hole
in the purse, which will not be com-
pensated by the new differentiation
sought to be made between bache-
lors and married persons in regard
to the exemption limit in the first
slab. A penalty of Rs. 25 on single
blessedness is no great infliction and
a relief of Rs. 25 will not make the
married man’s troubles any the more
bearable. Mr. Deshmukh has claimed
that this is only the beginning of a
more rational tax structure in which
provision will be made for children’s
allowances, etc.,, as in the Waest.
What is more important, it is the
total burden of taxation, both direct
and indirect, Central, State and local
taxation, that matters. And if all
the taxing authorities lay their hands
on people with middle incomes as the
class that can be most easily taxed,
the results may be disastrous. If the
unspoken implication of the “Socia-
list pattern of society” envisaged by
the Congress is the elimination of
the middle class, it would be well if
that is realised early enough by the

victims.

Rush Into Congress

HE Forward Bloc has joined the
Congress, and after the Forward
Bloc, the K. L. P. Professor Ranga
has announced the unconditional
return of his party to the ruling
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organisation. These conve

the Congress, taking place i;sj:n;oo:lo
leave a bad taste, They resemble,
the enthusiasm of boor relations for
a rich potentia) benefactor {n antj-
c.lpatlon of favours. The volunta,
llqu?dation of the smaj] parties !g
having the deplorable eftect of accen
'tuating further the already frighten:
Ing polarisation between the Con-
gress and the Communist party
That means that the Communlsbé
can be kept out of power only by
means of the perpetuation of Con-
gress rule, introducing just  that
feature of Communist government,—
permanent. unalt: rable irrevocal;le
one-party rule—which i urged by
Congress propagantists as its most
undesirable and undemocratic fea-
ture. It is a very odd factor in the
present situation that only a Com-
munist victory at the polls can save
the Congress from falling hopelessly
into this undemocratic, totalitarian
rut. In Andhra oaly the Socialists
have held out of the crazy fortune-
hunting stampede of the satellites
towards the Con ress. A shining
example of straicht, undeviating
devotion to significant political prin-
ciples in lofty disdain of the prevail-
ing opportunism has been given,
when so many veterans failed, by
the young Raja of Vizianagaram. In
the new Andhra Assembly he towers
over all as the outstanding exemplar
of personal honesty and political
integrity. Though the elections have
for the time beinc, averted Commu-'
nist rule, it does not appear as if the
Congress leaders in Andhra have
learnt the art of useful combination
in the public interest, In Bombay,
Tamil Nadu and <imilar other States,
the formation of the Ministry after
an election is done~ quietly by mutug]
consultations among the prominent
political leaders. Only in the case
of Andhra, there is a regular inva-
sion of Vijayawada by stalwarts
from everywhere else. The tide of
new entrants does not look like bring-
ing corresponding strength to the
Congress.
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Sorto Voce

THE VISWAMITRA GESTURE

N one of those sudden transitions
from bland geniality to explosive
wrath with which Mr. Nehru has
made the Indian public so familiar,
he told the Film Seminar that his
Government would come down with
a heavy hand on producers “who
made films showing warfare, which
was bound to encowrage war menta-
lity.” And he added decisively, “I
do not want any war propaganda in
India.” Now, a film showing warfare
need not necessarily encourage war
mentality. “War and Peace” on the
screen might be a powerful plea for
pacifism. There have actually been
produced many first class war films
of that sort.
*

As for war propaganda. it is
a creature of policy. Of course
Mr. Nehru does'nt want war, nor do
any of us. But if tomorrow for any
good and sufficient reason we should
go to war, or we should have a war
thrust upon us. we should require ail
the propaganda we can get. And we
should vote the war film makers pub-
lic benefactors, as in Britain they
voted Beaverbrook at the beginning
of the first world war and Winston
Churchill at the beginning of the
second. So long as no nation is pre-
pared to renounce war as an instru-
ment of policy. it is mere sentimen-
tal evasion to gird at war propaganda.

L 4

But war propaganda is not on the
tapis just now. Mr, Nehru's reference
to it was presumably intended to
illustrate the vast and pervasive
influence of the film and the untold
mischief it might do if allowed to
rampage at will like a mast elephant.
1t is the more surprising that the
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Prime Minister should have been
content to sing small when it canve
to dealing with the possible effect of
Alms on morals. He was acutely
aware, he said, of the danger of Gov-
ernment taking upon themselves the
“role of judging people’s morals.” He
would draw the line at that.
*

I fully share Mr. Nehru’s suspicion
of the bureaucrat as censor. And it
is indeed reassuring to be told that
our Government is averse to too much
regulation and regimentation, “more
especially in matters which obviously
are things of the spirit like music,
dance, literature, and the like.” But,
I must say that the Government
showed no sign of this spirit of abne-
cation when they amended the Cons-
titution in order to reduce the
“fundamental right” of freedom of
speech and expression to a solemn
farce. Promptly on the heels of the
amendment followed a Press Act
based on C. R.'s discovery that the
rotary press was a mad elephant.
Only he, the wise mahout. knew
where to strike to bring the beast to
reason.

*

However, abstention of Goyern-
ments from the task of controlling
public morals is clearly not the end
of the matter. Unbridled license or
lasciviousness will destroy a commn-
nity, if immunity is conferred on
these ugly eruptions in the sacred
name of art. The fact that the
rulers are personally inspired by
a noble austerity or adopt a god-
like detachment towards the failings
of lesser mortals will not save society
from being corroded by the moral
canker, as the Rome of Marcus Aure-
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lius testifies. And if the Governments’
policies have themselves tended to
weaken the moral fibre of the people
their sins of omission will weigh as
heavily in the scales as their sins of
commission. .

The fashionable modern view is
that a man’s morals are his private
concern. As there are no moral
absolutes everyone is at liberty to live
as he please provided he does not
come in the way of somebody else
enjoying a like liberty. This attitude
derives from the equally influential
view that religion is something primi-
tive of which civilised Governments
take notice only to snub it when it
comes in the way of those Gov-
ernments’ plans. These plans may
aim at making men in the mass
'moral’.  Prohibition and the Hindu
Code are classic examples. But the
‘morals’ which Governments are
anxious to bolster up are not based
on the sanction of religion or the
private conscience. They are just
rules of social utility like the Rule
of the Road. And they can be

changed at will by those
them down. d who lay
»

It is this ‘sclentific h ’
with its empirical, not to ::;82;?11—
cal attitude towards religion and
morals, that has landed European
civilisation in a mess. Seventy-five
years after the famous Forster Act
conferring the boon of universal lite-
racy was introduced Britain dis-
covered that a godless education was
making its children anti-social
morons.  We need not wait, though
our obsequious educationists dare not
suggest it, for another century
before following Britain and intro-
d_ucing compulsory religious educa-
tion  in our schools. When the
degeneration of private morals leads
inevitably to public chaos, our rulers
may as strenuously seek to repudi-
ate the unwanteg child as Viswa-
mitra does in Ravi Varma’s famous
picture. But the world will not
acquit them of the paternity of the
evil changeling.
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SIDELIGHTS : :

HERE are occasions in the life of

a journalist when a conflict
arises between his own safety and
the demands of the public interest.
To¢ be guided by safety when con-
fronted by such a conflict would
mean neglect of the higher purpose
of journalism, which is undoubtedly
the promotion of the public interest.
One such occasion was the Quetta
earthquake disaster twenty years ago
when I was leader-writer of the Free
Press Journal in Bombay, edited by
the late Sri Sadanand. Immediately
after the disaster, the military
authorities  virtually sealed up the
earthquake area with a stringent
military cordon and shut out from
access to it even veteran leaders in
charge of the national relief opera-
tions like our present President,
Sri Rajendra Prasad. The Govern-
ment of India were very touchy
about any comment in the Press on
their way of dealing with the earth-
quake crisis, and mos{ newspapers,
sensitive to the heavy repression-
laden atmosphere of the time, main-
tained a discreet silence. I drafted an
article in the way I thought it should
be done unmindful of the risk
involved, and carried it to Sri Sada-
nand. I warned him that its publi-
cation might land the paper in
trouble but that he should not shrink
from it if he cared for his editor’s
duty of being a custodian of the
nation's good. He said, “Don’t you
think this is the task of the Con-
gress organisation?” I replied, “Yes,
but as the Congress has done noth-
ing, we should step into the breach.”
He thought for a moment, then said
“If you feel like that, go ahead”. I
- give below the relevant extract from
the Quetta article:

“Quetta was a military station with
a mixed population of Europeans and
Indians. The Government have not,
by their past, succeeded in creating
the impression that they can be
trusted to give equality of treatment,
in adversity or prosperity, to Indians
and Europeans alike. Already, there
is visible a striking disparity in the

TRUTH AND ACCURACY

To test an article only by the
accuracy of the facts it contains
is to show an abysmal ighorance
of the art of journalism. Any
practised journalist can write a
column which contains no single
mis-statement of fact and which
is yet a damned lie from the first
word to the last. Similarly, inci-
dental inaccuracies in fact or
expression may occur in an arti-
cle by an honest reporter or edi-
torial writer who, with the sweat
of his brow, attempts to reach
the truth by a careful balancing
of the facts and vigorous expres-
sion of his convictions.

—EKINGsLEY MARTIN in The
Press The Public Wants

official arrangements made for the
transport of European refugees and
the publication of information about
European dead. as compared with the
manner in which the Indian victims
of the disaster have been, and are
being handled. The hand of God in
the earthquake has not apparently cut
across the bedrock of racialism on
which British rule rests, and helped
it to transfer its moorings to fresh
values based on broad humanitarian
considerations . . Humanity is evi-
dently being sacrificed to misdirecte
frontier policy.” :

It sounds very tame stuff, now,
after the lapse of twenty years, but
when the article was written, in the
prevalent panicky setting of conspi-
ratorial Press subservience to official
cerebrations and ukases it was consi-
dered very daring, and it provoked
the Government to forfeit a security
of Rs. 20,000 that had already been
deposited bv the Free Press Journal
and to demand a fresh security of
an equal amount. Sri Sadonand
rushed into my room with the for-
feiture order, shook me by the hand
and sald he was proud of the Free
Press Journal that day because it
had justified itself as a fearless ser-
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vant of the public interest. He was
pot content with this. He wrote to
me:
“1 can pay no better tribute to you
than what I have paid you publicly.
namely. that at a time when I found
it difficult to adjust myself to the
course of political events, you enabled
me to free myself from all work con-
nected with the editorial columns and
at the same time day in and day out
kept the flag of the Journal flying high.

“The forfeiture of security over
Quetta will remain in my mind as the
happiest incident, because in spite of
all our desire to avoid a clash, truth
came out of us. In my opinion, no
greater tribute can be paid to a jour-
nalist than that he is a truly fearless
and independent journalist. That you
are and by reason of that virtue you
are to my mind one of the brightest
ornaments to Indian journalism. A
few more honest and independent
journalists, I am certain, the face of
India can be changed.”

The people of Bombay rallied
handsomely round the valiant F.P.J.
and within a day of receipt of the
Government’s forfeiture order, they
subscribed nearly double the amount
of the security forfeited.

* * E ]

Another case of conflict with the
authorities occurred when I was
editor of the Free Press, Madras,
then owned by Sri §. V. Swamy,
which ceased publication some years
after 1 left it. Gandhiji had pub-
lished in Harijan a report from the
Secretary of the Benzal Provincial
Congress Committee about a death
that occurred in a village, Feni, as the
result of some soldiers stationed
there kicking, with their boots on.
some of the villagers. I reproduced
the Harijan report in the Free Press.
Madras was then under Advisers
regime and the August revolution
(1942) was in full swisg. The regime
took strong exception to the publica-
tion of the Harijun extract in the
Pree Press without corroborative
testimony from further direct investi-
gation. I replied:

“News about the ccnduct of troops
is of vital interest to the public, It
cannot be denied that there have been
several instances in which the con-
duct of soldiers has not been all that
could be desired . . In the Harijan
article objected to, the Secretary of
the Bengal Congress Provincial Com-
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mittee gave a matter-of-fact, strictly

objective narration of certain occur-

rences in Bengal in which several

Indian soldiers were alleged to have

played a deplorable  part. . . .

Gandhiji's scrupulous care for truth is

well known. Are Government justified

in presuming, as they seem to have
done. that he had published the news
wi;hout praoper scrutiny? Newspapgr
editors cannot be everywhere:; direct
personal investigation by them of al)
news published is out of the question;
they have to depend on information
received and judge its reliability from
the worth of the sources from which
it is received . . . Are we to suppress
reports, even when bearing the autho-
ritative authentication of so great an
exemplar of high journalistic stand-
ards as Gandhiji, because they deal
with the wrong-doing of persons who
happen to wear a soldier’s uniform?-

There was no answer to my letter
from the Government and the mat-
ter was dropped.

] - -

There was once again an illustra-
tion of the traditional conflict of
the journalist’s calling between safety
and duty when I was in the Indign
Erpress. There was then a High
Court Bench that frequently reversed
the acquittals of the lower courts in
murder cases and condemned the
accused to hanging. Pothan Joseph
asked me to write an editorial note
on the subject. When it was shown
to Sri Ramnath Goenka, he, with
that intuitive comprehension of the
minds of judges which his experi-
ence of courts gave him, smelled
trouble, and declared that publica-
tion of the article would surely land
the paper in contempt proceedings. I
said I had merely carried out the
instructions of my senior. Joseph
felt that if contempt proceedinegs
came, they were not to be dreaded as
they would give the paper both natio-
nal renown and a martyr status.
Joseph won the day and Goenka
proved to be a true prophet. The
High Court hauled the three of us
for contempt.

Sir Lionel Leach, the then Chief
Justice, was reputed to hold stern
views on judges’ duty in contempt
cases, and the late Sri S. Srinjvasa
Aiyangar advised us to tender an
unqualified apology. When I demur-
red, he reprimanded me roundly.
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He said loyalty to an institution
demanded complete abandonment
of the pose of personal self-
righteousness, and it was petty
on the part of an employee to strike
an attitude of his own in a crisis, in
disregard of the consequences of
such an attitude on the public posi-
tion of other important office-holders
in the same organisation. He said,
“pDo not argue. Do as I bid you. I
have the right to command.”

This right of his to command went
back to a decade in the history of
our relations and it arose out of one
of my most singular experiences as
a writer. The date of it was sub-
sequent to the Lahore Congress
which passed a resolution advocating
complete independence for the coun-
try. I was then on Sri Prakasam’s
paper Swarajya. The peace of post-
Lahore Congress politics in Madras
was broken by a terrific controversy
between the two giants, Prakasam
and Srinivasa Aiyangar, on Indepen-
dece versus Dominion Status. It so
happened that in a series of arti-
cles, what I thought and wrote in
the office corresponded exactly with
what Sri Srinivasa Aiyangar thought
and wrote at Amzad Bagh at about
the same time. and occasionally,
the very words were almost the same.
But for the accident of prior publi-
cation, he should have suspected
and convicted me of blatant plagi-
arism. The phenomenon was so odd
and unusual that he could not fail
to be impressed by it, and invited me
to his house, initiating a close and
cordial relationship which lasted till
his death, of benevolence from his
side and eager admiration from
mine.

Sri Prakasam in those days used
to sojourn for two or three days in
the city. spending the remainder of
the month in long tours in interior
villages. Spirited apostle of Domi-
nion Status that he then was, he cut
short his tour when he read my
rhapsodies on complete independence
in the paper, and rushed to the office
boiling with rage. I was summarily
called to the presence: beside him-
self with anger, he pitched into me
without mercy. “You have cut my
throat behind my back” he stormed.
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Sri Prakasam is one of the most for-
midable persons I have ever come
across, and when roused to fury, he
makes everybody quail, but I mustered
courage feebly to qucte from the very
first issue of Swarajya a pledge of his
that the policy of the Congress would
for ever remain the policy of the
paper. I remonstrated, as articu-
lately as I could, that he had resiled
from his pledge; and before doing
what he did, he should have given a
chance to the staff telling them of
the change of policy and giving them
the choice to leave if they felt un-
inspired by the dull insipid goal of
Dominion Status. He became speech-
less with amazement at my temerity
and I thought my day of parting had
come and retired to my seat to
start packing. By the evening how-
ever his anger cooled, as it always
did when given time, and calling me
to his side and patting me, he said,
with extreme gentleness, “All right,
all right, have it your own way.” He
refrained from <lorifying Dominion
Status afterwards.

In the Indian Express contempt
case our apology was read in court
and published in the paper. We were
fined Rs. 250 and at that price and
expense the majesty of the judi-
ciary in the lard was vindi-
cated. But the offending article
served its purpose, nevertheless.
Condemnation to death of persons
acquitted of murder by lower courts
became rare in the Madras High
Court thereafter.

* * *

In the third year after starting
SwaATANTRA I received three threats of
legal action. The first was from the
Pipe Dealers’ Association demand-
ing disclosure of the identity of ‘a
correspondent “Kay” who had urged
that the activities of the Associ-
ation deserved tn he scrutinized by
the anti-corruption devartment. If
disclosure was not made in three
days, the Associatim threatened to
“take proceedings, civil and criminal,
in the matter.” I refused to make
any disclosure. The second threat
was from the proprietors of the
Marina Canteen. The Canteen,
handed over by the Government to
the Corporation, was by the Corpora-
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tion leased for a song to the bro-
ther-in-law of the then Finance
Minister. It was a condition of the
lease that the Canteen should not
be viewed as a profit-yielding com-
mercial venture but should be run
as a model institution. Comment-
ing on the transaction I wrote in
SwATANTRA that the idea of running
the Canteen as a model institution
did not seem to have found favour
with the Corporation’s lessee and
he simply specialised in high charges
and insanitary conditions. I was
informed that my remarks lowered
the reputation of the Canteen and I
was asked to tender an uncondi-
tional apology and publish the same
in SwaTaNTRA within seven days.
Otherwise, I was told, legal proceed-
ings for damages and for defama-
tion would be instituted against me.
The third threat was the most inte-
resting of all. It came from the
president of a house-building co-
operative society. This society com-
menced its housing operations by
dispossessing, to start with, those
who were already owners of houses
in the area it had taken under its
care. It then proceeded to make
profit on the property it had thus
acquired. I cavilled at this sort of
co-operative housing enterprise, and
characterised it as an “abomination.”
Prompt came a threat from the presi-
dent demanding an wunconditional
apology in the next issue of the
journal, failing which, I was warned,
a suit for damages would be filed
against me for Rs. 5,100. To all the
1949 threats I replied in one sen-
tence: “The threatened action |is
awaited.” But it never came,

Accusatory declarations, always
risky, may sometimes be commenda-
bly conceived and reflect a measure
of public spirit. as in the instances
cited above:; but malice, in whatever
context discovered, is a vile offence;
it has no place in the journalism
SWATANTRA aspires to. When malice
is absent, amends for an error com-
mitted need not always ~ imply an
exhibition in public of a humiliation
endured to escape a difficulty. It
caaleht well be a dignified act of

-reparation indicating inevi-
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table human fallibility and no more
But to attain this dignity, the
amends should not be in-
fluenced by dread of consequences
and should be limited just to what
one would be impelled to say and do
in the undeceivable cloister of one's
own conscience, where there is no
question of courts or convictions, or
any other form of external pressure
I endeavoured to act thus in the mosi
recent of my involvements.

This was in connection with a
paragraph, written and published
under Sidelights in SWATANTRA in the
Avadi Congress week, accusing the
Dalrpias of exporting cement to
foreign markets, denying supply to
their Indian customers in a particu-
lar South Indian district. I attached
significance to the information that
had come to me under the belief that
export permits were not given to
Indian producers of cement as a rule
and the general cement position ir{
South India was one of inadequate
supply. Later, as late as last week
I learned that there was no omcial'
interdict on cement exports and
throughout 1954 production of cement
in South India exceeded regional
requirements and it was Govern-
ment’s deliberate policy to encourage
the movement of cement into foreién
markets. This major premise of
which I had been ignorant knocked
the bottom out of the syllogism
I had made out against the
Dalmias. What I had thought to be
a struggle in the public interest lost
that character. The passage about
the Dalmias was to this effect:

“Not ]ong ago, the Dalmias created
b_y manipulation an artificial impres-
sion of ‘no demand' for cement in a
South Indian district (while in rea-
lity there was the direst scarcity of
that commodity) and managed to get
a permit for export of cement to
Ceylon and Pakistan. An honest offi-
cer of the Madras Government dis-
covered the fraud and took steps to
stop the export.”

As this passage was based on
assumptions which I have since djs-
covered to be incorrect, I regret its
publication and the hurt from it to
all adversely mentioned therein,

Saka
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FOREIGN AFFAIRS—-By SANTHA RUNGACHARY

STALEMATE IN THE EAST

HAT had been an imminent
explosion in the Far East

four weeka ago has since settled
down into a steady, protracted
rumble. The Security Council met
at the end of January and voted 9
to 1 with Soviet Russia opposed and
Nationalist China abstaining, to con-
sider the tension in the China
coastal islands as a ‘“situation threa-
tening international peace and secu-
rity.” It also voted 9 to 1 with Na-
tionalist China opposing and Soviet
Russia abstaining to invite the
Peoples’ Republic of China to take
part in a debate on a resolution
sponsored by New Zealand. Mr. Chou-
En-Lai sent back an uncompromis-
ing reply. The Government of the
Peoples’ Republic of China, he said,
holds that only for the purpose of
discussing the resolution of the
Soviet Union and only when the
representative of the Chiang Kai-
shek clique has been driven out from
the Security Council and the repre-
sentative of the Peoples’ Republic of
China is to attend in the name of
China can . . . (we) agree to send a
riepresentative to take part @ the
discussions of the Security Council.
The military aspect of the Formosa
question is being kept under com-
mendable restraint though, indeed,
the situation has lost none of its
urgency. It has been known for a
centainty ever since the Tachens
was evacuated that in a matter of
days the communists would have
their first shots at the Nationalist-
held Quemoy and Matsu group of
isdands. And the American Con-
gress and top Administration lea-
ders have been asking ever since then
what exactly the United States pro-
posed to da in such an eventuality.
President Eisenhower has spoken of
closely related localities which have
to he considered in the defence of
Formosa and the Pescadores. Would
the United States defend Quemoy and
Matsu has been the 64 dollar question
in America for the last three weeks?
Confusion, said one Congressman,

3

had replaced determination. With the
China Party in the Congress grimly
set against appeasement President
Eisenhower bided for days without
making any comment on the plea
that it would only muddy the waters.
But it was evident the initiative was
being left to the communists. Ironi-
cally enough the man who really
muddied the waters was Chiang
Kai-shek himself who declared that
the United States was committed to
the defence of Quemoy and Matsu,
That put Washington in a spot. An
attitude of silent dignity on the sub-
ject could no longer be maintained.
But nobody has as yet given a cate-
gorically direct confirmation or repu-
diation of that statement. Early in
February, when a Labour member
in the House of Commons justified
Peking’s claim to Formosa, Sir Win-
ston Churchill replied shortly that
the Cairo Declaration had been out-
dated by subsequent events. So
much for the immutability of man-
made treaties. Sir Anthony Eden
on another occasion said that
though Quemoy and Matsu un-
doubtedly belonged to the Peking
Government any attempt by the
Communist government to assert ifs
authority over these islands by force
would . . . give rise to a situation
endangering peace and security.
Mr. Dulles, having had to mention
the subject in a broadcast got
himself out of a fix by declaring that
the U. S. government was not com-
mitted to defending the coastal
islands as such. Careful and diplo-
matic ambiguity, said the Baltimore
Sun. The most that one could
gather was that if the hand of the
U. S. government was forced, she
would aim at a limited war and adopt
a doctrine of hot pursuit but not
massive retaliation. They would, it
is believed, make quite a few con-
cessions for establishing a cease-fire.

But it has been fairly obvious that
American championship of the off-
shore islands is clearly questionable.
And it is equally obvious that Wash-

.
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ington is not unaware of the untena-
bility of its stand in the matter.
What the U. S. government is trying
to salvage out of the Formosan crisis,
so far as one can see, is ‘face’. Wash-
ington has also been practising onhe or
two delaying and diversionary tac-
tics to give herself time to steel her-
lose ‘face’ without losing

self to )
prestige. She offered, for instance,
to return 6 fishermen from Hainan

Island who had been rescued by the
U. S. Air Force last May when their
fishing junk was stranded on a reef
in the Paracel Islands.

1t appears that what Washington is
as much apprehensive about as about
communist aggressiveness in the
Straits of Formosa is the probable
loss of Nationalist morale, the loyalty
and efficiency ol one of the largest
allied armies we support, once Ame-
rica takes a stand other than all-out
support for Mr. Chiang. Nationalist
morale, according to reports, hangs
on a shoe-string. Mr. Chiang Kai-
shek has been feeding half a miilion
men on hopes for six years upon an
.overcrowded isltand. To that num-
per have now been added the refugees
from the Tachens. If the United
States Government  barters the
Quemoy and Matsu islands in return
for a cease-fire. it is as good as put-
ting finis to the Nationalist cause,
which is a dying cause, anyway. No
jmagination, however fantastic, can
foresee the Nationalists occupying
the mainland again. If in pride or
desperation, Mr. Chiang Kali-shek
attempts anything on that scale, it
would be plainly suicidal.

1t is also clear that the Peking
government, however substantial its
case, is not rushing things, though it
is keeping its teeth bared. It is
aware that to precipitate a major
crisis in the Far East and sting the
U S. to the guick would be as foolish
as running the risk of bringing the
roof down on one’s head to repair a
jeak in the roof. Morever, it is
unnecessary. It would stand to gain
by waiting. 1t would only be a mat-
ter of time until most of its demands
are conceded.

A stalemate, then, is what suits all
parties best at the present juncture.
A breather, so to speak. A stale-
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mate, defined President Eisenhowe!
at a recent press conference, 1
a situation in which neither side is
getting what it desires in this whole
world struggle but in which they at
least have enough sense to agree that
they must not pursue it deliberately
and through force of arms. Mili-
tarily, the situation still remalins
explosive. The finger is on the trig-
ger, but no one is shooting seriously
yet. The only hope les in a com-
promise by diplomacy, to move, as
The Economist delicately put it, in
slages from a very dangerous posi-
tion of explosive deadlock to one in
which two utterly incompatible
points of view can at least be dis-
cussed out of the shadow of the guns.
It is unlikely, as at present, that
the Formosan crisis will precipitate
a major war, though it might well
become, if it dragged on long enough,
an election issue during the next
American Presidential elections. But
what is not unlikely is an accidental
war, that is, a local fight which would
spread and would not be controlled
except with outside interference. The
New York Times quotes Jap Press
comment which expresses the preva-
lent opinion best. It is a fact, says
the Jiji Shimpo, that there is hardly
any person who anticipates that this
local armed clash will develop into
grave consequences. It is also a
fact, it adds, that there are few
people who believe that there is
absolutely no danger.
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THE FUTURE OF ENGLISH
IN INDIA

By KHASA SUBBA RAU

month or so after the transfer
- of power I had occasion to dis-
<cuss the future of English in India
with Sir Archibald Nye, then Gover-
nor of Madras. He was .of the
opinion that if English was not com-
pulsorily banned within a year or
two by the new National Govern-
ment of India, it would manage to
survive for ever. His argument ran
thuswise: It is in the first flush of
freedom that sentimental objection
to the use of a foreign language is
at its intensest. That is just the
time when thought of consequences
is least oppressive. Drastic changes
are therefore made then more easily
than later. If in the first excitement
of freedom. English is not straight-
way abolished as one of the emble-
matic needs of the new era, later on
the intensity of the feeling against
it will diminish, and a process of
adjustment will take place, affording
the English language sufficient
security against legal banishment.
As I made no record of Sir Archi-
bald’s argument at the time, I have
put it in my own words without, I
hope, impairing the sense of it
materially. One factor, which per-
haps he {failed to take into due
account, has taken the course of
events in a direction different from
his prediction. With the advent of
freedom there has been a resurgencs
of the demand for linguistic division
of the country, and this demand has
broken up the cosmopolitan outlook
that provided the congenial atmos-
phere for the spread of English in
the days of British rule, even more
than State patronage. It is a re-
markable fact that it was under
foreign government that the unity
of India was achieved as a psycho-
logical reality, more than in any of
the periods when native rulers held
the country. Multilinguality became
the basis of national integration as
British power spread from province
10 province. There was unrestricted

migration of people from one pa:rt
of the country to another, and one
natural consequence of it was the
multiplication of multilingual cen-
tres where people speaking different
languages drawn from all parts of
the country established their homes,
feeling quite at home in their new
surroundings. This multilinguality
was by no means confined to the
towns and cities. It became an all-
pervasive process and it extended to
the rural areas as well as to the
urban, though in a lesser degree.
Multilinguality had two effects. 1t
bred a spirit of tolerance for other
languages besides one’s own, and
provincial Governments in India did
not limit their concern to any one
language deemed regional,; they tock
a lively interest in all the languages
spoken within their jurisdiction.
without conceding priority or im-
portance in accordance with numeri-
cal strength. Without any oppressive
feeling of majority or minority,
people speaking different languages
in the composite provincial adminis-
trations of the British pattern, felt
themselves cherished under a com-
mon umbrella of protection and
hospitality. For the purpose of inter-
communication between different
linguistic groups, English fulfiled a
role that could be supplied by no
other language and it flourished
under the double impetus of State
support and practical necessity.
With the rise of the spirit of lin- .
guism every State is now tending io
regard itself as the special patron
of a regional language. and langu-
ages other than the regional are be-
ing driven into forlorn condition in
a large -part of the country. The
passion of linguism is not likely to
diminish with the eflux of time, as
the excitement of attaining indepen-
dence might. The real threat to the
position of English comes, therefore,
not from the momentum of polittical
forces traceable to the attainment ot
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' freedom but to the reactions of

bigotry arising from the insurgence
of linguism. We have evidence of
this in Bombay where an attempt is
being made to ban the use of Eng-
lish in University teaching.

OR the next ten years, as a result

of State action in response to un-
imaginative popular clamour or
engineered fanatic pressures, a pro-
gressive decline in the position of
English, in educational institutions
as well as in public life, may be
expected. But this decline seems to
be likely to have only a temporary
duration. As the first generation of
educated youth under the new sys-
tem of. exclusive vernacular teach-
ing are thrown out into life, they
are bound to feel at every stage the
pinch of inadequate equipment and
insufficient knowledge. With appeti-
tes roused for knowledge and infor-
mation, but with facilities for their
satisfaction denied, they are sure to
turn to sogpe foreign language to
supplement the deficiencies of their
tuition, and in the rush of this inevi-
table quest of the future which may
begin about ten or fifteer years
hence, English will have a far
greater appeal and wider spread in
India than it ever had, for it will
come out of intellectually stimulated
mass hunger and not superimposed
administrative action. Language is
the expression in concrete form of
the experience of the race, and it is
because of the phenomenal supe-
riority of the English speaking race
in economic, scientific and historical
achievement, that their language is
an incomparable treasure-house of
knowledge and culture, such as none
of our languages is able to provide
even in remote approximation. Only
when our experience as a nation out-
distances that of which the English
language is the compendium, can we
dispense with recourse to English
with any degree of hope for the
sustenance of our present status in
the competitive setting of the world's
comity of nations. This attractive
destiny is certainly unattainable in
ten or twenty years. If at all it
comes, it will take a couple of cen-
turies at the least—Triveni Silver
Jubilee Number.
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is supposed to be “Ramacharitam.”

fiction with his novel, “Indulekha.”
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After a period of Sanskrit influence, Malayaslam came into its own with
Thunjath Ezhuthachan's classical epics, Adhyatmaramayanam and Maha-
bharatam, and Kunchan Nambiar's “Ottam Thullals.”

The modern renaissance in Malayalam begins with Asan, Ulloor, and
Vallathol on the side of poetry and O. Chandu Menon in the field of prose

What we have offered here does in the least claim to be a repre-
sentative anthology; it just brings within a short compass a significant
cross-section in the creative and the critical in modern Malayalam writing.
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In Kerala Now

Like other literatures in the several Indian sister languages, Malayalam
began in the devotional way, and the first work we have o reckon with
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in a corner of the peninsula and
its language is spoken but by a
comparatively small section among
India’s millions, the literature of
Kerala has nothing to fear from a
comparison with the other literatures
of the sub-continent. We have had
in the past writers as original and
gifted as any in sister languages, nor
is recent Malayalam writing devoid
of powerful and gifted artists in
almost every literary genre, in the
novel or the short story, in poetry or
dramatic writing. The purpose of this
essay is just to notice the more im-
portant of the new trends in the
modern literature of Kerala.

It cannot be gainsaid that the over-
all effect of the British occupation of

naturally brought about comprehen-
sive changes in the writers’ choice of
subjects and their treatment of them.
Literature began to concern itself
with live themes of social significance
and what was even more important,
it began to admit personal experience
cast in lyrical moulds. By this time,
the idea of freedom had taken firm
root in the country, and in the heart-
searching endeavours of our people
to fashion themselves into instru-
ments to wrest independence, the
national consciousness began to
function more acutely and vigorously,
making the environment for the new
literature more dynamic than it
would have been otherwise. The
Congress movement made the people
increasingly aware of themselves not
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romanticism through his pseudo- The restlessness, dissatisfaction, and
critical writings, and the first star misery engendered by chronic un-
soon rose in the new sky: V. C. Bala- employment and poverty began to get
krishna  Panikkar. Romanticism mirrored in poetry. It is in the work
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of Edapalli and Changampuzha that
this spirit of universal defeatism first
finds its strongest expression. These
two, especially the latter poet,
Changampuzha, were amazingly
popular, more popular than any other
in Malayalam, except, perhaps,
Vallathol himself. The reasons for
such enviable mass-appeal are not
far to seek. Their poems were about
themes and problems and emotions
which were uppermost in men’s
minds. They spoke in a language
which almost anybody could under-
stand. Their verses were wrought in
enchanting rhythms traditionally
familiar, and with words specifically
melodious. Their poems could be
sung. Since they wrote from the
heart of experiences which they
shared with their unhappy fellow-
creatures, there was an unmistakable
ring of sincerity in their outpourings.

T is with such faithful portraiture
of the inmward and outward life of
the common people that the defeatist
mentality of realism superseded in
poetry the bright faith and aspira-
tions of romanticism. Though spora-
dic exercises in realism had been
attempted even before, it came to
stay as a literary force only from the
‘thirties onwards. Realism also
effected desirable changes in the
external forms of poetry. Poets
began mostly to write in old verse-
forms that had been forgotten but
were eminently musical, and Sanskrit
metres were almost totally banished.
For these progressive changes, Kerala
remains indebted to Changampuzha
and Edapalli, both of whom were
tragically cut off before their.youth-
ful promise could flower in full.

At about the same time, mysticism
began to make itself felt, as a result
of the wide popularity enjoyed by
Rabindranath Tagore in the country
and also the discovery of Persian
mystic poetry by writers. G.
Sankara Kurup is the most convinc-
ing of those who have attempted the
mystic vein. Mysticism is, in its posi-
tive aspect, the introspective pursuit
of the most difficult secrets of the
soul, but is it not also, artistically,
consequent to the desire to stand
apart from the diurnal wretchedness

of existence on this heavy planet?
But the new‘plant did not flourish
perhaps because of the insumciencs;
of personal experience or because of
the feebleness of imitators.

The Second World War saw the
'beginning of a rather violent trend
in the approach to literature. The
global nature of the conflict brought
about remarkable changes in
the social and economic spheres, As
the war gathered momentum, infla-
tion and near-famine conditions
harassed the populace beyond endur-
ance, and imparted new vigour to the
struggle for national emancipation
Radical economic doctrines began tc;
find favour with the masses, The
world began to shrink under increas-
ing control of distances, and its coun-
tries to impinge in complex ways on
the popular consciousness. Great inte-
rest in scientific thought and in the
new sciences of the mind went hand
in hand with a desire to seek edifi-
cation in the great literatures of the
world. All this helped to considerably
widen mental horizons, and effect
particular changes in the mind and
art of the creative writer. In the new
environment, these deviations created
what is known as progressive
literature.

CHANGES were first noticed in the

subject-matter of poetry. The
lover breathing like a furnace and the
yearning of the individual soul for
the universal Atman were all banish-
ed and poets concentrated on the
}xnde;r-dog in society for most of their
inspiration. They were rebellious
about the predicament of the exploit-
ed masses and passionate about
moulding society nearer to their
heart’'s desire. The changes
'within were matched by changes
in the language and form of
poetry. Poetry was deliberately so
written that it might be within the
mental grasp of the humblest citizen.

A little later, it came to be f

it was not sufficient just toelctlet;ﬁzz
;md apalyse the fraud and cruelty
intrinsic to capitalistic socfety. A
progressive poet ought to indicate the
course men should take to deracinate
the evils which pervade soclety, and
at the same time, sketch in enchant.

A
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ing outline the paradise on earth
awaiting a society marching on in
equality antl proletarian brotherhood.
It is thus that the realism of the
’thirties, which we noticed earlier,
unrolled into the darker colours of
progressive realism and socialist
realism,

These developments concentrated
the attention of the poet on his
subject-matter and the practice of
the art itself deteriorated. The god-
dess of poetry was thrown down from
her pedestal, and, instead, the vulgar
deity with a million mouths, Society,
set up on it. The writing of poetry
became an exercise in propaganda,
and but another weapon to destroy
existing society. Therefore it is not
astonishing to find critics lamenting
the degradation of Poesy in recent
years. Nevertheless, outstanding
moderns like G. Sankara Kurup, V.
Sridhara Menon and others have
written and are still writing genuine
poetry. At the present day, it is
heartening to find a different
approach to their art in the younger
poets. They obviously have re-
discovered that social reform is an
incidental function of poetry, and
that poetry cannot be manufactured
to outside orders but must quicken
into life from within to have more
than a transient value or existence.

MODERN developments in literary
forms like the novel, the drama,
and the short story more or less fol-
low the modifications in poetry.
The first novels written in Mala-
yalam were those by O. Chandu
Menon and C. V. Raman Pillai. Their
novels are to be noticed not just
‘because they are the first specimens
of the form in the language, but also
‘because they happen to be items in
its treasurehouse. Unfortunately,
novels written after them have
seldom merited much attention.
Scores of novels were produced, but
being merely translations of foreign
novels or their weak imitations, they
have, very properly, vanished into
limbo. It is a sad fact that text-

‘book committees, now and then pres-

cribing such novels as text-books,
vainly attempt fo bring the dead back
‘to life. Apart from its own weak-

ness, the novel lost ground with the
growing achievement, in another
form—the short story.

With the publication of C. V.
Raman Pillai’s historical Marthanda-
varma, romantic novels began to be
attempted in Malayalam. A few of
them are creditable, and one such is
K. M. Panikkar’s Kerala Singam.
The deservedly famous and lovely
Indulekha of Chandu Menon is the
forerunner of the realistic novel. But
it took a long time before the new
species established itself.

T was when writers who had achie-
ved success with the short story
set themselves to novel-writing, that
better days dawned for the novel.
The new novelists did not ' confine
themselves to noting down the life
and loves of a few socially superior
persons, and went out into the wide
world to portray life lived at less
fortunate but not less interesting or
significant levels. Their novels began
to show the influence of the theories
of Freud and his followers, and new
advances in socio-economic thought.
The best products of this recent
phase are Thakazhi's Rantitangazhi,
Kesava Dev’'s Odayilninnu, Basheer’s
Balyakalasakhi and Entuppapakkora-
nentarnu, and Pottekatt’s Visha-
kanyaka. It can confidently be
asserted that any language can be
proud of such achievements as are
seen in these novels. If the present-
day novel continues to make head-
way, we can be fairly certain that
within not too long a period of time,
Malayalam will acquire a considera-
ble body of superior fiction. '

In the literary activities 6¢f modern
Kerala, the greatest achievement has
been in the fleld of the short story.
In both numbers and quality, the
Malayalam short story can match, if
not surpass, its prototype iIn any
other Indian language. Familiarity
with the work of Maupassant and
Tchehov paved the way for advancet
ment in technique, and imparted such
creative power to the sBort story as
it had not had before. The ‘enormous
increase in journals and periodicals
made the short story extensively
popular and contributed greatly.to
its progress. The language bene-
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fited from such spread of the
short story. Since it was meant
for the widest possible recep-
tion, its language and style became
lucid, simple and unsophisticated.
Modern psychology began to assert
itself even more in the short story
than in the novel. The new factor
did not function all to the good. That
was because very many of the stories
fashioned in accordance with psycho-
logical theories happened to lack
literary beauty. An unhealthy, even
morbid, concentration on vulgar and
perverted manifestations of the vene-
real desire treated without res-
traint, hardly ever served the
alleged purpose of the writer so bent.
The exposure of filth without aesthe-
tic control will not cleanse but soil
people’s minds. Notwithstanding, the
short story made great progress till
very recently. The foremost among
its modern exponents is Thakazhi.
Realism invaded the short story
mainly through his work. Other suc-
cessful practitioners are Basheer,
Pottekatt, Kesava Dev, and P. C.
Kuttikrishnan. These, and nearly a
dozen more who could be mentioned,
are as outstanding as any other group
of short story writers in India today.
Short stories continue to be manu-
factured at a great rate in Kerala,
today, yet we cannot shut our eyes
to the fact that, with the writers of
the short story turning their energies
to the novel and other literary forms,
there is, at the present time, a notice-
able decline in standards.

The drama tells a slightly diffe-
rent story. It was at first the result
of imitation and translation from
Sanskrit originals. A few operas
were composed, based on Tamil ori-
ginals. This tradition was first
modified by farces written by C. V.
Raman Pillai and E. V. Krishna
Pillai, who Imitated English farce-
makers. In their innovations and
those of their followers, the aim was
only to amuse the audience. Later,
social and historical plays of more
Bexio] ure were produced, but
pm will stand the test

iiays, happily, we
Rinct brightening

1

5.;: is is due to the

wie)

repercussions on the dramatije

art of Kerala by the

revolu-

lution wrought on the European:

continent by Ibsen and Shaw
pramas began to show signs of be-.
ing aware of the life around it, and
the standard, if not mechanical
reactions of classic characters to give:
place to impressive conflicts in the
lives of real men and women. New
techniques facilitated the treatment
of what was now becoming one of the
rpain preoccupations in the drama-
tist's mind—the concern with social
problems and themes. But this
wglcome realistic trend was late‘r
driven into an exaggeration of itselr
and dramatic writing became realis-’
tic in such fixed moulds that a
drama could not be written which diZi
not abound in lament, hysteria mad-
ness and suicide and suchlike’ blood
and thunder. The function of g pro-
gressive dramatist is not merely to
gxcite pity in the audience by portray-
ing the bottommost layers of societ
TI}ey must expose the sources of socigi
injustices and evil, and thys help in
social improvement. This is what
has been attempted by Ibsen and
Shaw. Therefore, though there is
no shortage of plays turned out to-
day, we are still waiting for ga
writer whose work will add to the
heritage of our literature.

THIS necessarily brief look at the

modern literature of Kerala
shows, how, after the great tidal wave
of Romanticism, there has not been
an uninterrupted ebbing away of
literary  vigour. Realism
pefore it reached the stagnation of
its later ‘progressive’ stages
was a striking-out on new paths In'
the last two or three decades fhere
has been all-round experimex;t and
bolq innovation and effort and
achievement. But it is distresslng t
find no writer of adequate promise ig
very recent years. We are reminded
of Joad’s remarks on ‘our age’ ?
England, castigating it ag uncr .
tive, without art and without bemfta )
and its writers so totally lacking 1};{
genius. Let us hope that this un-

fertility will prove
temporary. P w0 be merely

itself,
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FALLEN FLOWER
By KUMARAN ASAN

H, lovely bloom, once thou didst shine
High like a Queen!
How sad thou liest now in dust,
Shorn of thy sheen!
Inconstant is Fortune on earth,
Impermanent is Loveliness.

Dearly the creeper gave thee birth
And tended thee,

Within its leafy bosom soft,

So lovingly,

And stirred by the gentle gale the leaves

Lisp'd low and long thy lullaby.

Bathing in the milky moonlight

Full heartily,

And sporting in the morning sun,
Serene, carefree,

Daily thy childhood thou didst spend
Amid the blithesome buds and bright.

|

Thou learntst the songs of birds of morn

With deep delight,

Thou learntst Life's secret upon earth
During the night,

Lifting thy eager little head

Toward the twinkling crowd of stars.

And growing thus thy features showed
Charms exquisite;

Thy countenance did slowly change,
Thy cheeks were lit,

O Flower, with a new-born light,

A new-born smile through them did flit.

Lovesome loveliness, purity,
Meekness and sheen—
Such fleckless attributes of youth,
To things terrene,
Do they compare? ‘twas a sight to see
Thy glorious state of golden prime.

* * *

Alas, alas, my darling bloom,

Upon thee Death.

He placed his pitiless hands and froze
Thy perfumed breath;

Doth a hunter in the woodland reck

A vulture or a dove he kills?

The lustire of thy tovely limbs

Grew faint and fled,

And o'er thy shining visage sweet

A pallor spread;

Life’s oil dried, fast wither'd thou,
Life's flame flicker'd in thee and died.

Blown by the morning breeze adown
The spiry stem,

O Flower, thou fell; couldst thou be
A bright star-gem?

Or a Being come upon earth,
Content with drinking bliss divine?

|
|

i
!
|
!
i
|
|
|

|
!
|
|

Thy soul that boundless greatness holds
Though it lay low,

Upon the dust like to a pear}

Void of its glow,

Thy beauty’s glorious gloriole

Undimm’d did seem to shine alway.

And soon small spiders wove thy white
Soft silken shroud,

And Dawn with tender hands did deck
(In death yet proud)—

Thee with a chaplet gaily strung
With dewdrops like to peerless pearls.

And grief-struck at thy fall the stars
In dewy tears rain,

Whilst from the densely-leafed trees
Sparrows in pain,

Do drop on earth and clustring thee,
They chirp a shrill continual wail

* * *

Behold! What dread disaster dire

Has come apace;

And dolour that would melt a stone
Bedims day’s face;

The sun slides down the mountain slope,
Pale, sorrowing; the wind sighs deep.

0, why wert thou so rich-bestowed
With virtues great?

0, why shouldst thou be smitten thus
By baleful Fate?

Who could fathom the mystery

Of creation? The good die soon.

* *x *

Like as a star that slowly sets

In the western sea,

And rises o'er the eastern mount
In white jubilee,

O Flower, thou mayst on Meru great
Bloom on the Kalpak branch again!

# * *

The words upanishadic wise

To us give peace;

Only to people ignorant,

Self-torture is

Solace in sooth. Keep faith in sueh;
The rest as God ordains will be.

O evelids, fold on humid eyes!
For soon this bloom

Will shrivel, rot, and turn to dust;
This is the doom

For all; and what can tears avail?
Alas, our life is but a dream!

(Rendered from the original MALAYALAM by Manjeri S. Isvaran)
By courtesy of TRIVENI where it first appeared: Vol. V. No. 1. July-August 1932
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VALLATHOL’S
MAGDALANA MARIAM

VALLATHOL’S poetic  sensibylity
finds openings not only in
strange and out-of-the-way subjects
for his art—so different from that of
the classical poets—but in his unique
handling of metre. It is he who
rescued Malayalam poetry from the
crushing weight of Sanskritic metres
with their rigid rules, and in restor-
ing it to its original garb improved
that garb: the Dravidian metre.

His Magdalana blariam is typical
for its out-of-the-wayness as well as
for its verse pattern. The theme is
from the Bible. The only material
Vallathol has had for this poem is a
meagre Malayalam rendering of the
bare outlines of the story of Mary
Magdalen as narrated in the Gospel.
Yet this little work is permeated with
the spirit of the age and the country
where the scene is laid. The poet
has only his imagination to draw
upon. And to speak of the metrical
composition of the poem: there Is an
eternal caesura after the sixth sylla-
ble in every line; each couplet—a
hexametre line followed by a penta-
metre line—is a distinct unit, both
metrically and in meaning. Vallathol
gets over this monotony by shifting
the caesura into different positions;
his lines run on one into the next;
and he groups them into stanzas of
varying size, thus adding colour and
variety to the metre.

Apart from its intrinsic pulchritude
Magdalana Mariam, has a special
value in unfolding the range of
Vallathol's poetic vision. He has
handled a theme so alien to him in
culture and ethos with a freedom
reined in by an admirable restraint.
An error, rather a misconception, has
to be removed at the outset for a
clear understanding of the theme.

Mary, known as Mary Magdalene,
is first mentioned in Luke 7, 2. Jesus
Christ cured her of an inveterate
disease and exorcized seven devils out
of her. “She proved her gratitude to
Jesus by the most devoted adherence
to him. She served him with her pro-
perty, dttended him on his journeys

By ADHUNIKA

and wept at his crucifixion. She
was the last to leave his grave and
the first to visit it on the morning of
the resurrection and to behold her
risen Lord.” (Encyclopaedia Ameri-
cana).

Mary Magdalene is confused with
the unnamed fallen woman, who in
Simon’s house anointed Christ’s feet,
and appears in Western Haglology as
a harlot restored to purity and ele-
vated to saintship by repentance and
faith. It is of this fallen woman that
the Malayalam poem treats. (Luke 7,
37-50) :

37 And, behold, a woman in the city,
which was a sinner, when she knew
that Jesus sat at meat in the Pharisee’s
house, brought an alabaster box of
ointment. )

38 And stood at his feet behind him
weeping, and began to wash his feet
with tears, and did wipe them with the
hairs of her head, and kissed his feet,
and anointed them with the ointment,

39 Now, when the Pharisee which
had bidden him saw it, he spake with-
in himself, saying, This man, if he were
a prophet, would have known who and
what manner of woman this is that
touched him: for she is a sinner.

40 And Jesus answering said unto
him, Simon, I have somewhat to say
unto thee. And he saith, Master, say on.

41 There was a certain creditor which
had two debtors: the one owed five
hundred pence, and the other fifty.

42 And when they had nothing to
pay, he frankly forgave them both.
Tell me therefore, which of them will
love him most?

43 Simon answered and said, I sup-
pose that he, to whom he forgave most.
And he said wunto him, ‘Thou hast
rightly judged.

44 And he turned to the woman, and
said unto Simon, Seest thou this
woman? I entered into thine house,
thou gavest me no water for my feet:
but she hath washed my feet with tears

- ond wiped them with the hairs of her
head.

45 Thou gavest me no Kkiss: but this
woman since the time I came in hath
not ceased to kiss my feet.

46 My head with oil thou didst not

"anoint: but this woman hath anointed
my fest with ointment.



26

47 Wherefore I say unto thee, H
! e er
sins, which are many are forgiven; for
she 'loved much: but to whom little is
forgiven, the same loveth little.
48 And he said unto h i
are forgiven, o thy sins
49 And they sat at meat with him
and pegar} to say within themselves
who is this that forgiveth sins also?
80 And he said to the womon
faith hath saved thee; go in p(gac'e.t hy
. There is, however, one discrepancy
in the poem where Vallathol makes
Mary to anoint Christ’s heagd (Section
Y,'Lxr}e 63) whereas in the Gospel
it is his feet that Mary anoints, The
effect of this departure is apparent in
_the succeeding stanzas; it quite fits:
in with what is in the Song of Solo-
;’leonl where Christ is represented as
€ lover and the faithful votg
the loved one. T as

It 'is‘, true there is an element of
classicism in Vallathol’s poetry. He
is full of the conventional ideas and
imageries of the classical poets. But
hq Presents them in a new setting
W{th the impress of his own individu-
ahf;y. He is an adept at scenic presen-
};atlon. Half a dozen words and there
18 a full picture. The subdued moon-
light and the stars gazing down: the
quiet street of an oriental town—we
:gz ;;ihet \;vhole vivid atmosphere in

rst few lines in
tion of the poem: the second sec-

- Ye stars that shine in heav i
hat s ens high
Why looks’t thou down so steadfasgtly?
Has anyone from midst your throng
Fallen on the earth below?

Ay, ’tis a starlike shape that be

: ams
Upon the street this house doth stand!
Or bettgr, ’tis a sister sheen ’
Unto this jasmine white moonlight,.

Or, his economy in communicating
Mary’s  consciousness of her sin
through commonplace externals thaé
assume harrowing significance, in the
fourth section: '

When in the gleaming cage of go
::t‘he emerald plumed pazgrot liipl‘g:
Look, lady dear. look, lady dear

- Here are a hundred golden pound’s P
It beat upon her ears the heat
Of Satan’s foul and hideous yell.

When from the flower garden nigi
. gn
(Where humming bees did fly about),
Honey-besprinkl’d gales blew in
And swelled the silken screens that
hung .
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Oer diamondeq cas
em

Ta her thejr bellyin

To murmur thus:

ents wide—
g folds did seem;
Beware! Bewarey”

By flaming white Wills—oe’re emmed

Malayalam with its lon

slow movement, ﬁexibilityg oy liables,

Reading the X
strongly reminded of Jameg Eloz%é

Flecker’s Mary Mg

) gdalen ;

rison between the two n;?ogoma'
intended; the curiou e i

POem g¢ne

theme, each j i
own way and inel . his
Flecker: tellingly.  Her 1s

O eyes that strip t
There came tg Ir)nehgtbah'Souls o1 ment

God’s servant, once

Thy tra,ﬂing red §
or ¢
gge rose for ivy nn 1;hyo brow
at splendour for this barren vow2»
‘(’}Sgntle of Speech she answereg o
Ir, T was sick with revelry: o=

True, T have scary
e i i i
A pale and fee dryd ttxrelfoﬁ]lght with sin,

rded bius,

The towns of 'Mmo§t§¥§ ,Snal see

Didst thou esert b
1 the court
Tell me the truth, grave M;go?;lerﬁ?? ’

She trembleq and
> » and her eyeg 34
For love of Him, for love ofg rI~eI§VmQ'3m—~

(Continyeg Oon page 37)
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A. BALAKRISHNA PILLAI:

A TRADITIONALIST WITH A TORCH
By C. J. THOMAS

OU alight from the Cochin

Express. A bus is ready at the
stand just in front of the railway
station to take you to Parur, a small
town in North Travancore. There
lives Mr. A. Balakrishng Pillai. Who
is he? An advocate? A physician?
In Parur none, except a few, knows
him; and that makes your mission
difficult. Evidently you are unfami-
liar with the topography of that
small town. You have come all the
way from—only to have a darshan
of Mr. Pillai and to get some advice
from him. You may be a novelist,
poet or one interested in literature.
How to get at him? Which way to
go? At last your searching eyes find
someone who can, you think, be of
help to you. Will you kindly guide
me to—what is he? A scholar, critic,
famous writer—sorry, I don’t know.
Are you sure that he lives in Parur?
You were! But now you try to re-
assure yourself. If so, better go to
Pappukutty Vakil. Perhaps he can
help you.

From various places stretching
from Kasargod to Cape Comarin
writers, young and old, well-known
and promising coming to meet Mr.
Pillai had to encounter the same
situation. Strange, but it is true.
This man is famous all over Kerala.
He lives somewhere in Parur. Yet the
local people are not aware of this
fact. No, it is not their fault. Nor
is it Mr. Pillai’s. Then—?

II

ODERN Malayalam literature is

" quite a new thing not more than
thirty years old. Its basic nature is
humanism arising out of the contacts
with various cultures. Its chief
preceptor is the West. The three
-channels which carried Western cul-
ture to the land of the coconuts were
British Rule, Christian religion, and
A. Balakrishna Pillai. Of these the
“first was merely atmosphere-making
-except where “Lessons in English

History” made young brains dream of
Indian Magna Cartas and Indian
Boadiceas. The first instalment of
Christianity came direct and as such
could not import anything from the
West. (In fact at this period it was
that Christianity got baptised into
indigenous conditions). But the
second instalment of Christianity via
Lisbon and London inaugurated a
period of conflict and construction.
Bengal and Kerala got the doubtful
benefit of the Bible. In both these
states every aspect of culture has
been coloured by it. It was on this
historical background that Mr. Pillai,
a conscious evangelist of western
learning as he is, began to work. He
is mneither a Christian nor a blind
admirer of the West. Deep down in
his soul he is absolutely Indian. But
he is aware of what had happened to
the much-vaunted Indian Samskara.
It had, like every other culture in its
decline, forgotten its real greatness
and become the tissue paper in which
it was packed. Mr. Balakrishna Pillai
delved into the caverns of the Great
Indian Heritage. His torch saed light
on many an important value, but he
took a malicious pleasure, so to say,
in holding the torch to the moth-
eaten palm leaves which harboured
various types of vermin that did not
know the value and historical impor-
tance of those leaves except, perhaps
as food. The torch he used was
made in the West, i.e., Rationalism.

Those who assiduously research on
this man will find that he is a cause
with a remote effect. He has been
teacher, journalist, lawyer, politician,
critic, historian, archaeologist and
what not? During his active career
he was an academy (with its origi-
nal spelling and function!). Through-
out his life he has broadcast ideas
many of them strange. What ogrish
crop these dragon’s teeth produced,
no one can say for certain; because
at this period lesser luminaries also
were shedding their small modicum
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of light. But we can be sure of one
thing: Mr. Balakrishna Pillai had a
lion’s share in introducing the best
trends and tendencies of Western
Letters into Malayalam. He was not
just a translator or a commentator.
He had his own ideas of men and
matters. Every inch a revolutionary,
he had to encounter many difficulties
in disseminating those among the
people, ideas especially among the
superstition-ridden section. The
very word revolutionary, unless pre-
cisely explained, is rather misleading
in these days of shibboleth-monge-
ring. Mr. Pillai is a revolutionary in
the real sense of the word. His
watchword is change; every step of
his aims at progress. He believes
and propagates that the pre-requi-
site of a genuine revolution in our
country is what he calls a far-
reaching and radical psychic change
—a revolution in the mode of think-
ing and behaviour. He conceives the
human mind as an augean stable
reeking with the deposited dung-
heap and dirt of ages. Once in a
speech replying to the {felicitations
of friends on his Shastyabdpoorthy
he claimed that he was only drilling
holes in a rocky hill, the hill of
popular superstition and prejudice.
Once the dynamite of ideas are filled
in those holes and exploded along
with the smoke, sparks and splinters,
the deep-rooted layers of irrationa-
lism would get cracked. To do it
one needs to be patient. If you simply
throw an acid bulb on the rock the
bulb will burst asunder without any
consequence. And to do such things
he maintains is childish; those who
indulge in such cheap antics are
either clowns or cowards wearing the
mask of revolution. No wonder, the
Communists during their Zhdanov-
cum-Ranadive-inspired reckless
adventurism found in Mr. Balakrishna
Piliai their formidable opponent. As
usual they showered on him their
Soviet-imported epithets—formalist,
decadent etc. But the old man
accepted this malicious campalign
with a philosopher's typical dispas-
sion. Perhaps he might have
enjoved the pranks amusedly. Thanks
to the Co-existence principle, now
they refer to him ‘as a good old fel-

low’ who has done some very wond

: I er-
ful things in the realm of literature
At best he is a critical realist tg
them, waiting to be dethroned by a
ful(li—ﬂedged socialist-realist who is
undergoing a rehearsal in t
room of Clio. he cloak

oI

ACCORDING to Mr. Pillal prejudice
: born of man’s slavery to his emo-
tions causes much havoe in the
world. A world in which reason rules
will be kinder and more tolerant
This is his Utopia. This Unlversai
Catharsis he calls a Psychic Revo-
lution. That is the thing and that
alone can deliver the goods. Al}
other revolutions only shift man's
hurdens from one shoulder to
another. Man is free only when he
becomes free from his own evil. Does
this Gentile’s gospel sound pretti'
close to the core of Indian thought»
If that is the case, there ig thé
diffgrence too. He is not a fanatic
He is not just out to save anybody"
His favourite story is that of Pro-
crustes. He believes that cots are
made for’ men though some people
through some strange dialectics
have come to the conclusion that
men are to be made to suit the cots.

All his life he has been a research:

student, Pre-history being his opty

He claims to have rediscovered Ir;a?;;
kala ganitha. This is a system of
chronology by which pre-historic

dates can be asserted. What are:

these dates? He would answer:
birth of Vishnu, the death §§s‘£§
(who by the way is an Arab) the
birth of Adam and so on and so forth
'Ijhese things look queer. No histo-
rian has so far confirmed all his
conclusions. And by and large, he
says that his system is only pse'udo-
sclentific. In such a situation it is
safe for us neither to challenge nor
to accept his arguments, But it
can't be denied that he has thrown a
flood of light on many a problem {n
history. Chinese professors have-
thanked him for helping them to
fix certain dates In Chinese pre
history. His view that the sub-
merged Dwaraka-Atlantis is in th-
Persian Gulf. his story of the mi f
ration of the Dravidiang to Soutgh:

s
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India wvia Lybia from Egypt and
Sumer and his statement that Arabia
is the original home 95f human cul-
ture deserve respectfui attention of
historians and scholars. It may be
dificult for us to swallow the sug-
gestion that all the Hindu pan-
theons were real men who lved,
once upon a time, in Arabia. But
if ever it be proved that his Kalpa
chronology is correct it will knock
the bottom of all the world’s caste,
colour, or race prejudices. At present
Mr. Balakrishna Pillai is working on
a book (in Englishy in which he
wants to sum up all his inferences in
this fleld. What the layman today
can understand is only that for him
history is a series of time cycles of
varying length, with great events
recurring themselves on a different
plane. It is difficult to oppose his
theories while it is practically im-
possible to agree with him! Where
you agree with his arguments he
will force you to disagree with his
conclusion. In case you find yourself
agreeing with his inferences it may
turn out to be for the wrong reasons.
His brain knows no order, no di-
mensions. It is chaos shot through

Of Art on the Cross.

Heaven and hell I witnessed and the secret caverns
Of the human heart that supplied the clay to mould them.

1 stood, I grew: whither my steps

The sky watched, blue with fearful curiosity;
Spinning carefree pastoral melodies

A damsel along the valley came;

My heart echoed her tunes, my pole-white wings

Nestled in her embrace.

: My son, ten or twenty vears hence,
! Might stand on the same hill, but . . .

(Rendered f om the original MALAYALAM by C. P. Gopinath)

BUT . . .
By VYLOPPILLI SREEDHARA MENON

N a hill I stood and beheld everything,
O The first throb, the blooming of flower and man,
I heard philosophies various, heard too
Christ's bewailing, and the genuine bliss

with flashes of lightning intensity
—the resultant pattern being intel-
ligible to nobody. He talks of the
marriage of Osiris as if it took
place in the calendar year. His
notions of good and bad, truth and
falsechood and such multilevel
concepts he has, and the incongruity
of his theories make him appear
crazy—a Van Gogh in thought. He
is an iconoclast, but one who does
not build others on the empty pedes-
tal. He values tradition—as every
one who believes in evolution has to
—but not all things old. His touch-
stone for everything, whether it be
science, philosophy or art, is Man.
The path he points out to humanity
is the nobler man until you watch
the superman alias God on earth.
His views have earned for him all
kinds of enemies. But for some
people he is the superman of the
times, standing like a champion of
man, with his head In the clouds,
bathed in the glory of being an
Enemy of the People. The rare
occasions when people write of him
he is named Socrates, but in the
avantgarde circles he is just the
beard—mnot blue, but pure white!

i - .
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Son: “Dad what is INDIAN MUTUAL?"

Father: “Son, you mean INDIAN MUTUAL LIFE ASSN
Yes, it is an Indian and a Mutual Insurance Instit

utfon.”

Son: “What is it, Dad, and is it good?”

Father: “Yes, my son, it is Insurance on Ideal

. . Lines,
SERVICE to the public being its only objective.”

Son: “Then it must be GOOD and BIG.”

Father: “Yes. son, it is really GOOD and PAYING. The WISE
always insure with it as its rates are low and bonus
is high. Started by Policy-holders themselves without
Capital, it has now over Rupees One Crore and Seventeen
lakhs. It is a co-operative effort by the insuring public
themselves.”

Son: “Dad, very good. Where is this Assn.?”
Father: “Though started in Madras, it has offices all over India.”

For all your Insurance PROBLEMS, please contact:

Indian Mutual Life Assn. Ltd..

10, Mount Road, Madras-2.
Branches & Agents all over India,

124 L2 LA Lo L LS LA LS Lo L

b2
-

29K DAY MAPRS ERPAT AT PAYAS A 9AS BAPAS BAPAT L1

2

P PR AP S PATEIPRI P AT SAPAI EAP S PR CAPAL R AT CAAI BANPAL LA PR B YRS pA9A AYAL

mmhwwmumuwwﬂumuwuﬂummmwumummmwxmunwméi

SWATANTRA MALAYALAM LITERARY MISCELLANY

“TODAY ME, TOMORROW YOU”

By G. SANKARA KURUP

66 ODAY me, tomorrow you,”
) These words still echo in me.

While the shadow of the roadside tree
Quickly grew into a grim big ghost;
While dry leaves fell down
Trembling in mortal fear and fainted;
While the dyving wind

Breathed heavily in spasms;

While North, South, East and West
Stood around in silent reverence

To place the corpse of Day

In the coffin of the sky,

Covered with silk, bedecked with stars,
Readyv to bear it;

While Eve, kissing her father’s coffin,
Shivered and swooned—

1 stood alone on that road

While, like life,

Showed neither beginning nor end.

Birds sang not, nor did leaves ruffle.
The very earth looked numb.
From the church, close by,
The bell struck a mournful note.

The white clouds, descending,
Seemed like winged angels
Coming down to kiss the Cross—
The Cross that though dumb,
Sings aloud

The praise of the Great Sacrifice
Of two thousand years ago.

May you, Holy Cross,

That redeem the world from sin,
Showing the right path to heaven,
Be glorified for ever and ever!

Then, a poor rustic's coffin passed me by.

No drum broke the stillness of the procession
But the thud of a faithful woman’s heart,
No flower fell on it

But the tears of an innocent child,

Stricken with grief.

A line that glittered on the coffin
Struck my eyes:
“Today me, tomorrow you.”

It sent a shudder through me.
In the twinkling of the stars
That shudder is seen even now.

(Rendered from the original MALAYALAM by V. V. Menon)
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Short Story

THE SERPENT

By KARUR NILAKANTA PILIAJ

THE family lived on the verge of
starvation in a thatched hovel in
an unfrequented lane of the town.
The mother made pancakes of rice
or tapioca, and the two youngest
children went about to sell them.
Uthuppan, the head of the family,
lay coughing and spluttering in his
bed. The eldest daughter did what
little cooking there was to do.

Mariamma was not yet forty, but
she looked fifty. The hollows under
her dark, arched eyebrows bore traces
of better days. The lips, though
paling, were full, and the lines on
her face did not wholly conceal its
former comeliness. When she laughed
(which was seldom nowadays), a row
of white, even teeth was displayed.
She had been a‘beauty in her time.
Bué want had withered her, and
staryation had aged her before her
time. She did not mind the loss of
beauty; atter all, the man to whom
it belonged was being crushed in the
grip of disease. Her eyes were often
wet with tears; their lids were
swollen; there was a smouldering fire
‘In her heart-for Sosamma was
-eighteen; Sosamma, who, as the
neighbours said, looked exactly like
her mother at her age. A girl in her
childhood is the light of the home.
But a girl in her youth Is fire—it
would burn the hearts of parents to

-cinders.

Sosamma grew up unblighted even
"by poverty. The miracle of youth was
renewed in her. The mother’s anxiety
-grew in proportion to the contours
of the maiden. How to get Sosamma
married? The anxious mother could
‘not yet see the light. Sosamma's
youth looked out through her torn
Jacket, it seemed to warn her
mother: ‘Don’t forget me!" Her
“beauty was stifled beneath the soiled
Jacket; the stifling was occasionally
-eased by sighs. Sometimes the girl’s
“laughter rang out in the hut, and the
‘mother shuddered. To get her

daughter married—that s

of a mother's ambition. thr:e leiangllt
amma could not see her way to 1t_'
fulfilment. The dowry, the Church’b
share of it, the teasting, the jack:
and cloth for the bride, the gift er
clothes to the bridegroom-_gjj theo
meant money, and more money; bsi
she had little of it, anq there was w

one to help her. 1t
got better! only her husband

An old woman Jj
next door. She X}r:g éalllwt'g'sherse“
secret or other to confide tosotxge
neighbouring £OSsips. Of Iate she
had' begun to interest herself Ie
Mariamma’s affairs and talk to h r
Uthuppan'’s illness and M e

arlamma’s
cares were the chj
cussion. e toples of dis-

They were talking ear
day in the vard in f
woman's hut. Op t:g;lt to;cethe o
plainly written the pity ang px'ldwere
one who was directing g drow:l o
person to a point of safety Brx‘x%

Nestly one

“Wasted days, T call it.»
woman was serious, '

“Auntie Naitj, 1’ "
amma turneq tq gon.l afraid. Mari-

“Look here! You're o]
de
know better. Afraid? A?x?al;ﬁh (t)?'

what? On, yq
nothing. I ool Mean that! Thapy

The old w oW the remedy for gt »

end of the matter.w:?:! it.wfhere's an
some bete] . ait. Have

The old

HE produceq her bag of bete)

leaves and contin “r
what. Don't you st::gé ihoch e
ones, I tell yoy. Godn
account for it

I didn’t warp ‘).oﬁ?,"t 3ay then that
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“Is't only the starving that will
have to be accounted for?” She heard
her daughter calling her and went
.away.

“What a pig-head!” the old woman
murmured.

That night Mariamma c¢ried out
.something in her sleep. The words
were indistinet, as if issuing from a
strangled throat, and so no one
understood. She said that she had
had a bad dream.

When Sosamma went to church
next morning, the old woman
accompanied her. Returning from
church, the old woman talked ear-
nestly to her. The monologue was
carried on mostly under the breath;
but now and again the words rose
above a whisper. Her pock-marked
face expressed a succession of feel-
ings: pity, scorn, surprise, and amo-
rous desire. Sosamma was confused
and hung her head most of the time.
She looked about her to see if any-
one was listening. Her pretty face
was discoloured by shame, confusion,
-fear and loathing. Now and then she

made feeble protests: “Oh! What's
granny talking about?”—“Aren’t you
ashamed, granny?”’—“I won't go to
church with granny any more”—and
‘the like.

HEN she found herself at last

under her own roof, she felt
relieved. The musty air of the hovel
was more refreshing to her than the
free air outside.

“Finished cooking your supper?”
the old woman asked Mariamma
another day. Though there had been
several days before when the hearth
had been cold, she had never shown
the concern she showed now.

“No supper today, my dear auntie
Naiti. We'd three annas in the
house, and that had to be paid for
medicine for the children's father.”
Mariamma was at the point of in-
difference between grief over her
starving children and joy at having
bought medicine for her husband.

“You're a hard woman, Mariamma.
Really! You'll kill those pretty
birds,” said the old woman with more
than maternal tenderness. “T1l lend
you two or three annas if you lke,

But you must .return it on Saturday,
mind. Here!”

“Many thanks, auntie. T'll repay it
on Saturday somehow or other.” Not
that she saw her way to repaying it.
But for her husband and children,
she would not have run into debt.

That night hunger was kept out.
But Mariamma did not sleep. At
dead of night she lit the tiny oil-
lamp. In its faint light the anxious
mother looked intently at the sleep-
ing form of Sosamma. Her eyes
became misty. The light went out as
if on its own account. “My God—!"

She repaid the loan punctually on
Saturday. The old woman did not
ask her how she would manage to
feed her children on that day. Nor
did Mariamma utter any complaints.

A FEW days later the old woman

said: “Now, listen. I'll tell you
something for your own good. But
you won't like it; not you! You're too
proud.”

Mariamma  started when she
thought of the words which would
follow. But she forced a smile and
said: “Why do you say that?”

The old woman was encouraged,
and, lowering her voice, said: “I tell
you, this won't do. If you want to
save your husband, you are not go-
ing the right way about it. Native
medicines are no use, take my word
for it. Do as I tell you. It’ll cost only
three or four rupees. He’ll leave his
bed and go back to work. You'd
better send for that omeopathecary.”
The old woman sat up with the air
of one that had rendered a great
service to Mariamma.

“My dear auntie, yvou can talk glibly
of three or four rupees. But I don’t
know where to look for three or four
annas.”

“If you get three or four rupees
somehow, he'll be able to go back to
work. Just think, and then he will
get at least ten annas a day. That'll
be the end of all your worries.”

“Somehow!” Mariamma thought,
and added aloud, “My dear auntie,
what did you say? Somehow?”

“Yes, you fool. Money’s everything
these days. Or hug your pride and
damn yourself. What do I care?”



34

SWATANTRA MALAYALAM LITERARY MISCELLAN Y

Mariamma’s eyes became dim.,

The old woman lowered her voice
still further and continued: “You
have a peach of a girl, and you keep
her like this! Who do you think will
come to marry her? If her father
was well, would she have remained
thus? She may not curse you: but
her soul will. Then what'll become
of you? Think of thatt”

Mariamma said tearfully: “Auntie
-.she——she‘s—. Peaple say her father
will never recover.

The old woman was scornful. “Who
sald that? T'll tell you of a hundred
cases of recovery from illness gz
hundred times worse than this. Ah!
1 see! So that’s your idea, eh?
You've given him up? Are you a
woman?”’

Mariamma turned pale. She
appeared to examine her conscience
for. a while, The result was not un-
satisfactory, and expressed itself on
her face. She said: “You know very
well, auntie Naiti, that I've been do-
ing all I can. God must see to the
rest.”

The old woman was sarcastic.
“There you are! God shows you a
way; but you shut your eyes to it.
What then?”

Mariamma opened her eyes wide:
she was all ears., “What way?”

“First get rid of your pride”

Mariamma’s attention flagged; her
look became uncertain.

THE old woman went on in an
energetic whisper: “Just look
about you, T tell you. Don’t you know
that the women in the neighbouring
houses have money of their own. How
did they get it, I ask you.” She fixed
her glittering eyes upon Mariamma's
face; her voice sank lower. “Now,
listen to me. God has given you a
jewel of a girl. You've only to show
it off a bit, and things will begin to
look up. I wish I'd been in your
place. I sh’d have built a house all
of gold before now.”
Mariamma wanted to ery out.

The hag continued: “Perhaps
youre thinking that I'm seeking to
gain something out of this. Why is
this old woman so keen on this?—is

that what you're thinking?
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like me? yAgim' o lonely ol
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¥ the -
nut in your lap, byt not the ;l:lct:~

as resumed:

tree it shoots up 1

nto. A
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that she had touch
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nothing: nor indeed was she s:ld
azcted to say anything. The o,l(d
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riumph in her voice: “I'l do it to
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needn’t know anything » + You
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ars
checked.
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“What's all this whispering about,
mother?” Sosamma asked her a few
.days later. “You seem to have 8 lot
to talk to granny about.”

«] went to get a little tobacco for
my toothache, and then we fell to
talking about father’s illness.”

«What was it? Anything special?”
Sosamma was inquisitive.

«Auntie Naiti was saying that the
homeopath should be sent for. She
has promised to get the money.”

«Then send for him, mother. My
God! 1f only father were well again!
Mother, send for him at once.” The
fit of coughing from inside the hut
put an end to the talk.

Sosamma also had a talk with the
old woman about her father’s illness.
«I've only one wish™ she said, “to
see father on his feet again.”

«Oh, that's easy. Send for a
doctor.”

When Sosamma was going: to the
nearby stream to bathe next day, the
old woman said: “T'm coming too,
child. Come here. See! Pour this
oil on your hair. 1It's good.”

HE scented soap given by the old

woman brought wreaths of smiles
tc her face. The brook flowed on, mur-
muring at the kind of things the
harridan was telling the young girl,
and pausing now and again to look
back.

That night the old woman said to
Mariamma: "My dear Mariamma, I
feel out of sorts. Oh dear! Don’t
know what it is—headache, or cramp,
or something. I'm ill.”

“I'm S0  SOITYy. auntie. You
shouldn't sleep alone to-night. I'll
come to keep you company.”

~0. no,” said the old woman, “that
won't do. With your husband so bad.
and all that—no. I can’t take you
away from him.”

Mariamma did not reply.

“You needn't go, mother” said
Sosamma, “I'll go and sleep with
granny.”

Mariamma said nothing.

«All right, child,” sald the old
woman, “come to granny. Who
knows perhaps but I may have to

send for someone at night or get
some water or something.”

Mariamma did not demur.

None could see the mother’s face.
As she had stepped into the lane,
nobody could hear the beating of
her heart. “My God! May nobody
else be afflicted like me!” She
breathed a silent prayer and re-
entered the hut. Sosamma was there,
with her strong, lissom body, her
clear face, and the childlike heart
that was reflected in it. Her mother
had a mind to stop her. ‘“Sosamma!”

“What, mother!”

The children—hunger—the dark
morrow—Mariamma  thought she
shouldn't stop her. *“Did you hear
what granny said?”

“Shall I go and sleep there,
mother?” There was no eagerness
in her question,

Mariamma stood awhile looking at
the bedridden figure. When she
took the lamp the light went out.
“Hm.”

Sosamma took it for consent. She
thought it meant: Yes. go and sleep
there. “Don't,” said Mariamma. But
her tightened lips did not allow the
sound to escape.

Sosamma got a good mat to lie on,
a pillow, and a clean sheet to wrap
herself with. The poor girl must
have felt very grateful to granny
and thought it not a bad idea to
sleep there every night.

HE old woman had many stories

to tell—romantic stories of girls
like Sosamma and realistic stories
from her own past. The girl forgot
even to ‘hm' to assure the story-teller
of her attention. She must have felt
her body tingling and her heart
beating high.

Piercing the darkness, the mud
walls, the ears of the listener, and
her dreams of bliss, her Ifather’s
incessant coughing went to her heart.

“Tell me, granny, will father get
better?” she asked in a low voice.

“It’s nothing if you've money. Worse
diseases have been cured.”

Sosamma knew nothing about
money. .
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The old woman said: “You can’t,
of course, get money for nothing. Will
you do as I tell you? All your trou-~
bles will be over.”

“What's it? Tell me.”

The old woman’s triumphant leer
and the grimaces of her wrinkled
face were lost in the darkness. She
began to expatiate on the ways of
getting rich, of obtaining the means
to set the girl’s father on his feet
again. Sosamma {oo said something
—not much, however. They talked in
whispers. It was doubtful whether
either of them heard the whole of
what the other said.

Sosamma’s intermittent flow of
words ceased altogether.

At that very moment her mother
was weeping silently in the dark.

The old woman had something
more to say. She went out for a
while, and returned, saying, “Oh!
How dark it is!”
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After a long silence th Y
forced cough was heard’  oiag's
in the darkness. % # polnter

“Sosamma, are you asleep?”
dently, no reply was exDectzél -

There was a sound of :

w.
4 lighted match revealed ltltilzpelgltf X
ron of the hut. There was a m n
inside, lying still ang wrapped upan
'The flicker of another match sox;m
time later showed the form of .
pretty girl heaving with smothere:
s0bs, her face swollen with the tear
that made a runnel down her cheek.ﬁxs
The light went out, )

Uthuppan’s cough hacked

I
saw at the stillness of the nlghtk:n:
the aching heart of the girl.

th}x{’r morning the doctor—one of
©  best—came
Uthemoan. to  examine
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VALMEEKI

By VAGBHATAN

RIENDS, let me introduce Sri Valmeeki, the conscientious poet.

Disgraceful is his determined fall from Akadami’s Paradise.

The Grey Genius who wrote the heroic epic of Sri Ram

Failed to compose poems on compost pit and cattle farm.

Scribbling in sixteen minutes three odoriferous odes

To Mrs Sesbania, Mr Sulphate, and Prof Phosphate,

An unconfirmed Under Secretary to Fertiliser Section

Scored an easy victory over a veteran's age-old wisdom!

Shall we, in sympathy, invite him

To a sumptuous dinner?

Why not?

By the by, we obey

Provision Seventyseven,

Section Thirtynine of

Prohibitjon Act;

A post-Freedom fact

To be observed with tact.

(A professional poet may prefer a few drops of hot drink;

Omar Khayyam himself pickled his life in precious wine).

On penultimate Saturday

We prepare special crane soup;

1t tastes pretty fine

With chappathi. A saint will devour it!

OH, HUNTER, HEARTLESS WRETCH, YOU DID KILL A
PASSIONATE BIRD,

YOUR ACCURSED EXISTENCE, THEREFORE, BE EXTINCT
FOREVER!

He is speaking esperanto, I wonder

With pure Sanskrit accent.

No, recites his poem

Of curse and dompassion.

Says the legend:

When Sage Valmeeki beheld the passionate one of a crane couple

Crash down by a hunter's arrow and heard the widow’s bewailing,

His pious heart melted and spontaneous came the poem—

The moss Original Seed from which sprouted the Virgin Muse.

Is it so? Never have I heard of it;

Nor, I think, Moulana Azad!

The great poet who brought epic glory to our country

Is fast becoming a pest to the specialists spraying

Insecticides in season and out of season to preserve

Their perverse civilization from premature collapse.

But, alas! a genuine artist

Survives chauvinist cultures

Of party bureaucrats

Aud the resuitant boomerang!

Sir, I beg to differ: this old fellow failed in Akadami test,

An Under Secretary to Government won the contest!

(Rendered from the original MALAYALAM by the author)
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CHANGAMPUZHA :

SWATANTRA MALAYALAM LITERARY MISCRLLANY

A SWEET VOICE OF KERALA

THE poetry of Changampugha

Krishna Pillal is a true index to
his tumultuous personality. And
strange as it may seem, this poet who
spread such gloom in the evening of
his life made his debut by spreading
no less gloom. His first anthology —
Bashpanjali (Garland of Tears)—
was a gospel of gloom. That work
startled the public of Kerala nearly
two decades ago as the bold attempt
of a strange genius who was in the
depths of adversity. He wept pro-
fusely, he was almost feminine, but
the ring of sincerity in the announce-
ment on the cover page of the work
was a pitiable cry. He complained
that his failure in life was because
he alone had fidelity in a world of
hypocrites. There he was outspoken,
but outspoken to the point of foolish-
ness. But he never flung it as a
challenge on the face of the public,
as he had not then turned a rebel.
The public, with its proverbial shal-
low memory, failed to give succour
to the poet even when it enjoyed his
exquisite lyrics. The lovers on their
part learned those charming lines by
heart, and perhaps made proper use
of them when they taunted their
sweethearts. He was himself a lover,
too sensitive and, one may say, sen-
suous. I remember in one of his
earlier letter-papers he inscribed the
famous lines of Shelley: “Love’s verw
pain is sweet . . .” i

That period of adolescence, how-
ever, soon passed and people no lon-
ger saw him with his Shelleyan curls.
He was growing into manhood. The
external changes were almost symbo-
lic of the change in his inner perso-
nality. He realised the futility of
mourning and took a firm resolve to
fight. Then occurred an event of
far-reachig significance. His bosom
friend, another precocious poet who
had been hailed as one of the twin
“Edappalli poets’ (both came from the

By S. GUPTAN NaIR

same village) took his o

young age of twenty-se:?nu;ﬁsat tlhe
vances were almost slmllar. but Enroe-
ggzct:ntllx:ted. . This incident upset t.t::

. was Keralg’

but to Changampuzlfak;:svfrgsg:neml'
sonal calamity. Luckily ne Soom
recovered from the sh
lected his thoughts in
write one of the grea
Malayalam: Ramanan,
even a greater even

of the poet itself. I-;eugl::e
a new form, it was in the
a4 pastoral drama.
Madanan are two she
“virtually two bodje
Ramanan wag meek
And his rustice songs
dered with profound ’c

the death
the elegy
shape of
Ramanan ang
Pherds who were
S in one soul.”
and handsome,
which he ren-
harm as he Jeq

8row. He gave
marriage to an

d afluent yo
The rest of the story has ylll;:?e.

novelty; it culminat i
of Ramanan. Qult:s i: t;x:czgicldg
Fheme, of course. But the poem sifxe
it symbolised the life of one ot' t e
beloved poets, angd nelr
another of their

phe people. Lines passed fro
lip, and the work almost p
testament of romantic love.

m lip to

IT was from the ggj
Ramanan that
pursued his studies an

ed his way to the BA. (Ho

While at college, he put,:l?s,hgie g:ee.
of his mature collections, Sankalwo
Kanti (Beautles of Imaglnatlon) anpg
Raktapushpangal (Crimson Flowers)

€ proceeds of
Changampuzha
d steadily work-
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In these he shows a better grasp of
the sorry scheme of things mundane,
a greater balance, and a loftier
imagination. Some of these odes
possess an irresistible charm: the one
on Kalidasa is a fine instance.

These two collections announced
that Changampuzha was no longer a
submissive fatalist but an aggressive
thinker, with a zest for revolution.
He became aggressive with a venge-
ance, and dealt steamhammer blows
on the existing social institutions.
One thought, sometimes, that he was
doing it with a callousness bordering
on insanity. It is evident that some
of his revolutionary poems lack the
level-headedness of an intellectual.
Often he declared that he had 1o
morals to preach. He flung anar-
chist ideals with a take-it-if-you-
want attitude.

His sympathies were definitely with
the downtrodden. His Vazhakkula,
which became popular in an
instant due to its anti-capitalistic
ring, showed that he could sternly
raise his fist against the exploiters.

But with all his progressive vzhe-
mence, his steps were shaky when it
came to a question of personal sor-
rows. He could never conquer pas-
sion. Passion always conquered him,
nay overwhelmed him. The two
works next in importance to the
above, Onappookkal (Onam Flowers) *
and Spandikkunna  Asthimadoin
(Throbbing Sepulchre), are full
of gloom and despair. Though he
was married and comfortably settled
in life, love came to him from ano-
ther directhon and tore his heart to
pieces. He was too weak to resist
passion. Critics, as usual, found
fault with his unnerving pes-
simism and rebuked him. With a
scornful smile on his face. he looked
at them and asked them in a deflant
tone: “Should I laugh an emoty
laugh to please your blinking selves
when I have got a thousand things
to weep over? Should I laugh
because laughing is the sign of
health? Oh, my dear fellows, if I

~ *Onam: a national festival of Malabar
commemorating the glorious reign of
- Maha ' Bali.

cry, it is because I have got to do it.
You please don’t worry about me and
my tears.”

Critics gave him up as incorrigi-
ble, muttering ‘hopeless,” and Chan-
gampuzha continued in the same
strain. Latterly, however, he was
tossed between the call of pure poetry
and didacticism. But, till the end,
the lightning spirit never waned, and
it found joy in the limitless regions
of wunadulterated fancy. The last
poem which he wrote was a vision of
pure poetry dancing to the tune of
his heart.

We adore Changampuzha, the poet.
He was a rare phenomenon. But let
us also learn a lesson from Changam-
puzha, the man. His was a tempes-
tuous life. Extremely sensitive to
environment, a sense of frustration
always tormented him. And suc-
cess, when it came, drove him mad.
Pure peace in this life was not to be
his.

EVERTHELESS, he was a miracle

in the realm of Malayalam

literature. He came and vanished
with the speed and brilliance
of a meteor. Endowed with a
diction that was the dream of
our mighty minstreals, this poet,
when he opened his lips, sent a thrill
through the hearts of Kerala’s thou-
sands. When others strained to pro-
duce a single note of merit he sang
a hundred tunes with angelic ease
and splendour. No other real poet
has reached the commoner with such
speed and ability. It was because he
was direct and simple. Though he
read and digested much, he never
had the mere intellectual’s bent. His
was the magic wand that set stones
to music. He wept through art, and
made weeping a fine art.

(By courtesy of the author and:

TRIVENI where it first appeared).

(Continued from page 26)

In the course of his poem, in cer-
tain contexts, Vallathol compares
Christ with Krishna. One is inclined"
to think that the orthodox Christian’s
reaction to this comparison may not
be happy, but then poetry that is
universal knows no barriers, religious
and otherwise. .
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Short Story

THE WORLD-FAMOUS NOSE

By VAIKOM MUHAMMAD BASHEER

MAZING is the news.

That nose has become a topic of
heated discussion among the intelli-
gentsia. Why? The real story of the
nose is faithfully chronicled here.
It all began when he was twenty-four.
Till then nobody knew him. Is
there any special significance
attached to the twenty-fourth year of
a mortal? Perhaps. When you
turn the pages of the world’s history
you will find that certain peculiar
events have taken place in the lives
of great men at the age of twenty-
four. Of course, it need not be
pointed out to the students of his-
tory.

The hero of our history was a cook,
an illiterate chap, none too intelli-
gent. The kitchen was his world. He
cared for no events outside that
world. Why should he? Eat enough,
have a nice pinch of snuff inhaled,
sleep, then get up: this was his daily
routine. He did not know the
months or their names. On the due
date his mother came to receive his
salary. If he needed snuff the old
woman would get it for him. He
lived quite comfortably. Then came
the twenty-fourth birthday along
with the miracle. Nothing specta-
cular occurred. His nose had length-
ened a little, beyond his mouth, just
to the chin.

Longer grow the nose day by day.
Within a month it had grown to his
navel. It caused no inconvenience.
Inhale and exhale he could. He
could take the usual pinch of snuff,
he distinguished smell as well: no
trouble worth mention.

But the poor cook was dismissed
from service because of that lengthy
nose. What was the trouble?

“The dismissed ought to be
reinstated.” ,

No organisation

forward with

ignored this blatant in

“Why was he dismissed?”

Not even the so-calleq
bothered to enquire. humanists

Poor cook! None need tel
he lost his job. Oh, the &llrrt:égln:v rﬁ
nulsapce and trouble that his nose
occasioned to the employer! Photo-
graphers  frequented the house
Press reporters intrudeq ad nauseam.

Valuable articles wer
the o e stolen from

While he lay starvi in

pidated hut, the dism?sgsed clgjkd::;
convinced of the fact that pet)
himself and his nose were alread
famous by now. From far-oft placei
people came to have darshan of his
nose. They would stand astounded
gazing at the freakish growth No-
body, ah, nobody did ask him: .“Have
you l}ad your food? You are tired
why?" Not a nickel in the house’
not even a copper  for a pinch of
snuff. Was he a curious creature in
a zoo? He called his mother to hig
side and whispered: “Drive these
wretches away and cloge the door.”
SOmehovy his old mother succeedeﬁ
in sending the visitors out. 8he
closed the doors. Bang! ’

THAT day onwards fortune smiled
at them. Some people bribed his
mother to facilitate g nice look at
his nose. A few righteous persons
cried hoarse against the bribery Gov‘
ernment, however, took no éction-
Infuriated at this indifference of the
powers-that-be to curb corruption
many people joined the revolutlonary;
parties with the avowed alm of
overthrowing the Government Yet
the income from the nose inéreased
every day. Suffice it to say, the {}ii-
terate cook amassed g wealth worth
lakhs in a brief span of six years

Altogether he acted three
in the films. What g mam::::;&:
crowd his technicolor fiym entitled
The Human Submarine attracted!
Epic poems were written by di
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poets eulogizing his nose. Nine
writers wrote and published his
biography earning fame and money
for themselves. The big bungalow
that was his residence, besides,
became a guest house. Anytime, any-
one could have his khana there; and
of course, a pinch of snuff on top of
the meal.

By this time he had had two girl
secretaries—both glamorous and
well-educated. They were in deep
love with Sri Nose. Both of them
adored Sri Nose. When two beauti-
ful belles are simultaneously in love
with one man, it ought to be trouble-
some, not to the lovers but to the one
loved. In the life of Sri Nose also
the inevitable happened. Above all,
just as the pretty girls were, the
entire people were in love with Sri
Nose. The nose touching the navel—
was it not a symbol of greatness? Be-
ing great Sri Nose had to comment
on all important world-events.
Readily the newspapers ‘boxed’ his
views in bold types.

An aircraft with a record-breaking
speed of ten thousand miles an hour
has been produced aboul which Sri
Nose observed: “. ..’

“Dr. Bunthrose Furasiburose revives
the dead to life. Regarding this mira-
culous feat of modern science, Sri
Nose said: “, .

PEOPLE heard that certain persons
climbed on the highest peak of
the world. They asked: “What did Sri
Nose say about it?” Suppose Sri Nose
said nothing. bah, then the insigni-
ficance of that incident was assured!
Sri Nose lavishly poured his com-
ments on a variety of subjects,—on
painting, wrist-watch business,
mesmerism, soul, publishing house,
the existence after death, novel-
writing, journalism, hunting. Why,
everything under the sun called for
his appraisal!

It was at this juncture that big
conspiracies brewed up to capture Sri
Nose. Capturing is not a mnovel
method. A major part of world
history is the history of conquest.
‘What is this capture and how i§ it
done? Well, you plant cocoanut seedl-
ings in a piece of virgin land. You
water them, put enough manure in

the pits and raise a fence around.
Years of expectation lapse, and the
trees bear fruits. Ripe cocoanuts,
bunches after bunches, swing on the
tree. Looking at this spectacular
prosperity, some people may think of
annexing the cocoanut grove for
themselves.

The first attempt to capture Sri
Nose was made by the Government. It
was a bluff, a tricky feat. The Gov-
ernment, in addition to the impos-
ing title of Nasikapramukh, presented
a medal to Sri Nose. The President
himself pinned the diamond-studded
gold medal on his breast. Instead of
the hand, the President shook the tip
of Sri Nose’s nose. Newsreels depiet-
ing the scenes were shown in all
the cinema theatres of the country.

THE political parties also entered
the field—aftermath of the
Presidential gesture. Comrade Nose
must give the lead to the people’s
struggle, they said. Comrade? Whose
comrade? My Lord, poor Sri Nose!
Comrade Nose should join the party!
Which party? Parties there are many.
How can one Nose join all the parties
at the same time?

Sri Nose told them: “Why should
I join the party? I won’t.”

One of his secretaries said to him
one day: “Comrade Nose, if you love
me, do join the party.”

Sri Nose kept silent.

“Should I join any party?” He
asked the other Secretary. Knowing
well what transpired between Sri
Nose and her rival, she said: “Oh,
why should you?”

Already a party had thrown out the
slogans: ‘Our party is the party of
Sri Nose. Party of Sri Nose is the
people’s party.”

When the news reached the rival
party, it got wild. Quite natural. 1t
was a treacherous strategic march-
over. The members of the party
caught hold of one of the secretaries
of Sri Nose and got a statement from
her denouncing her boss. “Sri Nose
betrayed the people. All the while he
was betraying the people. He made
me a partner in this meanest crime.
I confess the truth to the people.
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The Nose of Sri Nose is a simple,
rubber nose.”

Hm, all the newspapers of the world
flashed the statement: THE NOSE OF
SRI NOSE—A RUBBER NOSE!

Astounded were the people when
they heard the glaring treachery.
Agitated too. Telegrams, phone calls,
letters, began to flow into the Presi-
dential residence. His lot became
miserable indeed!

“Down with Sri Nose, the arch-
betrayer of the people. The party of
rubber Nose, Down, Down! Inguilab
7Zindabad! The anti-Nose party tried
their best to rehabilitate itself politi-
cally by parading the streets and
exposing the Great Hoax of the Age.

THE party that ‘owned’ Sri Nose did
not keep quiet. They tried their
utmost to counteract the villifying
campaign. What was the magnum
opus of the Anti-Nose Party? The
statement from his secretary. Well,
then pro-Nose party also should get
a statement from the other secretary.
And the other secretary at thelr
request issued a counter-statement
which read:

“My dear - countrymen, citizens
of the world, what she said was utter
falsehood. The reason for her provo-
cation and vituperation was that
Com: Nose did not love her; he loved
me immensely. Hence her spiteful
retaliation. She also tried to exploit
the fame and riches of our own Com:
Nose. You know one of her brothers
belongs to the other party, the party
of the rogues. I am the everfaithful
secretary of Com: Nose. His nose is
not of rubber, I know it well. It is
as real as my heart. Long live the
people’s progressive party that has
rallied round Com: Nose at this criti-
cal juncture! Long live Com: Nose!
Com: Nose’s party is the genuine
people’s progressive party! Inquilab
Zindabad.”

The people were terribly con-
founded. What would they do? In
whom could they invest their confi-
dence? The situation deteriorated
further. The rival party of Sri Nose’s
‘own' party in its frantic effort to
save face abused the Government. “A
stupid Government it is that gives

the title Nasikapramukh to the betra-
yer Nose. It presented him with 5
diamond-studded gold medal, too
The President is also a partner in thix
conspiracy. Willingly he has allied
himself with the anti-people’s block.
The President must resign. The entire
cabinet should resign. The rubber
Nose must be liquidated.”

Awfully perturbed at this popular
agitation the President acted
promptly. One fine morning, an array
of armymen and tanks ralded Sri
Nose’s house and he was taken away
under arrest. For a few days there
was no news of Sri Nose. The people
had forgotten him completely. And
then came the Atom and Hydrogen—
a proclamation from the President:

“Sri Nose will face a public trial on
the 9th of March. He will be examined
by a Council of expert doctors repre-
senting forty-eight nations of the
world. Moreover the accredited cor-
respondents of the world-Press will
be present on the occasion to give a
verbatim report of the proceedings to
the people. Besides, the newsreels of
the trial will be made available for
worldwide distribution. The people
should keep peace and tranquillity.”

AF'I‘ER all, people are people. They

were not so quiet and calm. They
stormed the Capital. - broke into
hotels, smashed vehicles, set fire to
the police stations and destroyed the
Government buildings, Here anq
there communal riots broke out.
Many became martyrs.

March 9th. 11 p.m. An ocean of
humanity surged forward in front of
the presidential residence. “Please
be quiet. The examination is on,” the
loud-speakers announced.

In the august presence of the
President and ministers the doctors
examined 8ri Nose. A doctor closed
the nosirils of 8rt Nose. 8ri Nose
opened his mouth. Another doctor
pricked the tip of the nose with a pin
and dlo! there sprang a drop of red
blood.

“Eureka! It is real. No rubber
Nose!” Unanimous was the wverdict
of the medical authorities.

The girl secretary who had stooa
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ough thick and thin with Sri Nose
loyally during the crisis kissed the
‘blood-stained tip of the nose. The
‘.crowd shouted in unison:

“Com: Nose Zindabad! Nasika-
pramukh Zindabad! Long live
people’s progressive party of Com:
Nose!”

As soon as the popular ballyhoo
subsided the President played
another trick in response to the over-
whelming enthusiasm of the masses.
He nominated Sri Nose, on the spot,
to the Parliament as a member.
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After this grand function the epi-
scce ended as far as the people and
the Government were concerned. It
was again raked up when some par-
ties formed a United Front of Anti-
Nosists and demanded:

“Down with this huge betrayal.
The cabinet must resign.”

No wonder that the intellectuals
are in confusion. They don’t know
which side they should choose. Poor
intellectuals!

(Translated from the Original
MALAYALAM by M. Govindan)

And each abyss its own charms,
And each charm its own peison,

The more thou art tortured!

Death-hiding caverns.

Silently numerous shey are
With their wide open jaws
Breathing out venom;

Turn away thy head, dear
From this all-conquering magic

And rest thy gaze upon
The never-changing mountains!

Where every fatigue could have
Dream-scented repose,

LOOK NOT SO DEEP . . . !
By CHANGAMPUZHA

OOK not so deep into it, dear!
The well has its own abysses,

That the more thou approachest

Reflected shine the far-off hillocks
Robed in green, at the depths of its bottom;
Scarce couldst thou suspect of its

Hard they seem, but hardly threatening,
Misty they appear yet never misleading,

And every thirst ever-quenching nectar.

That enchanted fountain where death abides thy host,
That uncharming mountain where life welcomes thee most,
One or the other: I falter as thou art, my dear,

Ah, Life, Life, I adore you forever!

(Translated from the original MALAYALAM by the author)
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SANJAYAN: POET, CRITIC, AND HUMORIST

IT was a moment of high expecta-

tion for the students of the Junior
Intermediate class of the Malabar
Christian College: a new lecturer in
English was to arrive. Our young
and handsome German principal,
Dr. Lorch, brought in M. Ramunni
Nair, introduced him to the class and
withdrew. Here in flesh and blood
before us was “Sanjayan”, the
greatest Malayalam critic and hu-
morist of his age! We were curi-
ous and excited.

His severe countenance, sharp eyes
and a defiant lock of hair falling
over his forehead, were in sharp con-
trast to the picture we hag formed of
him from his writings. But his words
were full of charm and cheer. He
was already the hero of many mil-
lions of Malayalam readers and we
were individually proud to own him
as a hero in a personal sense.

I remember with particular delight
his Shakespeare classes where he
taught us A4  Midsummer Nights
Dream and The Tempest. While ex-
plaining Shakespeare he used to
quote parallels from Kalidasa and
other Sanskrit poets. One day when
our Sanskrit lecturer suddenly took
ill, Sanjayan volunteered to take the
Sanskrit class, and T was told that he
did even better than the learned
Sanskrit pundit. He was gz scholar
in French and German also.

While his knowledge of English
Sanskrit and other literatures Was
truly profound, it was his contribu-
tion to Malayalam which won him
fame. His literary  career, con-
fined to a short period of about a
decade, had the brilliance and bre-
vity of a comet. Born in 1903, he
started his active literary life at the
age of 29. He died in 1943, leaving
behind a gap in Malayalam litera-
ture that has not yet been filled.

Sanjayan made us all laugh and
we loved him for all the light and
laughter he gave us. But his own
life was one of darkness and grief

By T. V. KUNHI KRISHNAN

and he laughed that he
cry. He took his M.A. d?glsgzt ::g
started life as a clerk in the Mala
bar Collectorate, Kozhikode, byt lat.e;
res.igned the job and enteréd a sana
torium for treatment of tuberculosls.
In the fight against the disease hé
lo_st one lung. And in hijg struggle
with life he lost many dear things
His wife died young. leaving behlid
an only child—g crippled son In a
lgtter written to a friend at. that
time, Sanjayan said: “Baby has
become motherless: 1 am still alive”
—l?abuh died later. A brother i
whom he was dee
diod Soe ais eeply attacheq also
Sanjayan did not allow
clouds to cast thejr shado
hgart: they only hovered
his head. In a}j his writ
difficult to see any shre
tism, for he had devel
degree of detachment.
was unbounded.
he said:

these dark
W over his
high over
ings it was
d of defea-
o0ped a high
His optimism
In one of his poems

In the shoreless sen of tears black

I am launching a tiny
: . y boat of }
Without caring what S Ughter.

BO on

On and on as lIong as m
as as y Lord is
the heim. s at

(Translated from Malayalam)
AFTER many misadventures. he

studied law for a while. Byt he-

soon discovered that his mission

was to write. He made hig entirl;géi
into the literary arena through artj.
cles he regularly contributed to the
Malayalam weekly, Kerala Patrika
After a few years he started his own'
weekly, Saenjayan and he assumed
the pen name of Parappurath San-
Jayan. This journal was suppressed
by the British Government in India
He started another weekly, Viswa;
roopam, which also had to fold
because of restrictions placed on it
by the authorities. 1t was whil
editing Viswaroopam ¢ a
as lecturer in English

they say T win .

hat he worked-

Sanjayan’'s greatest weakness was
laziness, and I remember very well
how the publisher of the journal used
to wait impatiently outside our Eng-
lish classroom, while Sanjayan scrib-
bled out articles at top speed.

In 1942 an article he wrote about
the malpractices of a district educa-
tional! officer brought him trouble.
The Government forced the man-
agement of the College to send him
away and that was the end of his
teaching career. It may be men-
tioned here that Mathrubhumi, the
largest circulated Malayalam daily
was banned by the government as a
sequel to the publication of an
article by Sanjayan. The power of
his pen needs no more proof.

Sanjayan was a born poet and
critic. He wrote poetry with ease
and confidence and was a master of
verse. William Blake and AE were
two of his favourite poets. He
employed poetry with devastating
force. He was a dramatist also, and
his translation of “Othello” is the
solitary Shakespeare translation in
Malayalam.

More than a poet he was a
critic. His sharp eyes never missed
any of the imperfections. inconsist-
encies and absurdities around him.
He was one of the best literary critics
of his time, and he was never tired
of ridiculing “progressive”  writers
who, overcome with defeatism, prea-
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ched pessimism and suicide. Address-
ing the defeatist writers, he said
once:

O, brother, if only you will laugh!

You who want to push down

Literature into dirt and mire

You who see the supreme remedy

For all infirmities in mutual hatred

You who try to light the fire of
revolution

With the blast of bitterness

O, brothers, if only you will laugh!

(Translated from Malayalam)

N literature he wanted the re-esta-

blishment of optimism in place
of the pessimism which then pre-
vailed in Malayalam. This led him
to campaign against mysticism as it
developed in Malayalam poetry. He
had high regard for Tagore’s and
Aurobindo’s mysticism and in fact
he relied very much on Tagore's
“Essay on Mysticism” to criticise
the undesirable aspects of mysticism
in Malayalam. Some of his best
articles and poems are on mysticism.

It seems to me that Sanjayan as a
literary critic had certain limitations.
He loved Sanskrit a little more than
was pardonable and he had an
unaccountable and perceptible dislike
of new experiments with poetic forms
in Malayalam. His concern for the
future and knowledge of the past
made him a little impatient with the:
present.
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It is as a humorist that Sanjayan
now lives in the hearts of Malaya-
lees, not as a poet or critic. His
humour not only made us laugh but
also learn. The bulk of his writings
relates to non-literary themes and
all of them had a social purpose. He
strove to instill social and political
consciousness and expose impostors
and tyrants. He stirred everyone to
action—to a greater appreciation of
duties and responsibilities. A firm
believer in democracy, he hated and
ridiculed all forms of totalitarianism.

In his articles on local themes he
always sought to achieve some imme-
diate good. His “Lament of the
Kozhikode Municipality” ridiculed
the unpopular Justice party then in
power in Madras. In “An Open Let-
ter to Rajaji” he criticised the Con-
gress attitude toward harijans. And
in his poem “Through Communism,”
he made fun of communists whom

Firestone

BEST TODAY—
STILL BETTER TOMORROW

P

—

he described as those “who gl
ori-

fied the stomach and ralsegd rlt

to the position of the head.” He

spared no political part , he bel -
ed to none. y belong

His articles and poems which
have now been collected and pub-
lished in 8 volumes, are all too lon
to allow reproduction here. Moreov‘f-
it will be futile to attempt to trang.
late his humour into English. Here
are a few sample snippets:

Sir K. V. Reddi, our Chief Minis-
ter, has declared that his ances-
tors were great warriors, We now
know one of the reasons why our
country was enslaved by foreigners.

. . .

Someone has remarked that some
of our poets do not look like
boets. But what is more regret-
table to us is that even after we

read their poetry, some of them
not look like poets. do

. The three great influences on San-
layan’s life were Gandhiji, his mother
axlld the Bhagavad Gita. Gandhiji was
his political and spiritual guru
Though i1l health prevented hixﬁ
from. taking active part in politics
he did his hit by driving people to'
actlon. Sanjayan lost his father, g
Sanskrit scholar, at the age of eiéht
and he had ever since lived under
the care of his mother. The Gitg
was his constant companion tg
which he was introduced in the
tuberculosis sanatorium, Whether he
v.'rpte on politics or economics, mos-
quitos or municipal gutters, bu's con-
dgctors or college professors, on
Hitler or Amery tSecretary of :State
for Indiaj, he could always quote th

Gite with consummate skill. ¢

SANJAYAN as a humorist did not
take pleasure in tearing thin S
to pieces. Instead, he was interestgd
in piecing things together, in co!
structing. He wrote with’the 1 nl;
of a Jonathan Swift, but he was ast
a Swift in his malice, And he n‘;a
loved and revered by milliong of

people for all the lay h
dom he gave them. ghter and wis-
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TWENTIETH CENTURY
MALAYALAM POETRY
By K. AYYAPPA PANIKER

WO things are most clearly

noticeable in contemporary
Malayalam poetry: the fairly large
variety of forms and themes and the
individuality of approach of the
major writers. The first decade of
the present century marks the tran-
sition from an age of decadent
pseudo-classicism to an age that
though it learned largely from the
past broke new grounds and extended
the domain of poetry. After the
exquisite refinements and formal
excellences of the nineteenth century
poets, there was indeed a return to
life—to nature, society and the indi-
vidual, and a revitalization of the
sources of poetic inspiration. From a
silver age of translations, adaptations
and imitations poetry emerges into a
creative age breathing a freshness
and fragrance akin to the life of the
people. The new poets, no wonder,
learned more from Cherrusseri,
Ezhuttachan, and Kanchan Nambiar,
of a more distant past, than from the
nineteenth century poets like Kerala
Varma and Venmoni Namboothiri.
This revival was both in spirit (deep
mor, concern, interest in simple
hunfan relationships, glorification of
India’'s past and social awareness),
and in externals (the preference for
Dravida metres. less Sanskritised
diction, less conventional imagery
and popular folk-art forms).

The present age may for conveni-
ence be divided into two periods: one
from 1900 to 1930, and the other from
1530 to the current year. The former
is marked by the achievements of the
celebrated trinity: Asan. Ulloor, and
Vallathol. By 1930 the most charac-
teristic works of this school (who
were themselves to a limited extent
forgers of new links with the tradi-
tion of the neo-classical court poets of
the nineteenth eentury) had all been
published. Asan was drowned in 1825.
The other two also did their best
work before 1930. They were not able

to bring into their poetry any new
element after that date and writing
poetry thereafter has been with them
a habit and nobt original ecreation.
V. C. Balakrishna Paniker, an early
contemporary of these poets, is an
inheritor of unfulfilled renown. His
Viswarupam, a very promising volume
came out in 1912 but he did not live
long enough to fulfil the promises.
Death laid his icy hands on him a
little too early.

N. Kumaran Asan (1871-1925) is
the most introspective of the three.
His first significant work Veena
Poovu (Fallen Flower) came out in
1909. The fifteen years that followed
this were a period of sustained inspi-
ration. In Veena Poovy and in
Kuyil (Koely he makes use of allego-
rical symbolism. His Nalini and
Leela are short narratives while in
Buddha Charitam (Life of the
Buddha) he attempts at the epic
narrative. Chinthavishlayaya Seeth:
(The Pensive Seetha) belongs to the
monologue type. Prarodanam (La-
ment) is an elegy. His last works
Duravastha (Miserable Plight),
Chandalabhikshuki and Karuna
(Compassion) are narratives with
an added dramatic interest. These -
last have considerably enhanced his
popularity and his importance. As
the disciple of the great Yogi and
sacial reformer Sree Narayana, Asan
has obviously been interested at
once in the social and political
affairs and in the metaphysical and
moral problems. His message to the
world is universal love and devout
living. The main themes in his
poems are love and death, the transi-
ence of beanty and joy, the immor-
tality of the soul and the evil of
social inequality.

Ulloor Parameswara Iyer (1877-
1949) is a scholar-poet. In his busy
life as a responsible Civil Servant in
the Travancore State he found time-
to apply himself earnestly and stea-
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dily to the self-appointed task of
writing poetry. He has set his
hands on & wide variety of themes.
His poetry is not completely free
from the pseudo-classical elements
of the previous age. Umakeralam, a
Mahakavyam (elaborate narrative
studded with dragging descriptions
in the epic fashion) based on the
ancient history of Travancore came
out in 1912 and is claimed to be his
magnum opus. But the best quali-
ties of his poetry are also seen in
shorter works such as Nercha (Offer~
ing) Tharaharam {Garland of Starsj,
Karnabhushanam (Ear-rings of
Karna), Pingala, Chitrsala {Protrait
Gallery) and Manimanjusha. The
glory that was India is a recurrent
theme in his poetry. The strong
didactic element in his work does
not disguise his sincerity nor blind
us ta his limitations as a poet.

vallathol Narayana Menon (born in
1878) has however been the most
fortunate of the three. Like Ulloor
he too began by imitating the classt-
cal masters and translating Sanskrit
classies. But just before the out-
break of the first world war he dis-
covered his own line and began writ-
ing numerous short narratives like
Ganapatht and Bandhanasthanaya
Aniruddhan (Aniruddha Imprisoned)
and short lyrics such as are collected
together in the several volumes under
the title Sahityamanjart. These last
are the treasure-house of his best
lyrical pieces. His Badhiravilapam
{(Lament of a Deaf Man) is a reflec-
tive lyric of autobiographical inte-
rest. In the years after the war of
1914-18 Indian nationalism found in
vallathol its most vigorous spokes-
man in the Malayalam language. This
tmmensely increased his popularity.
He set the fashion of singing with
fullthroated ease of the glories of
ancient India and of the ideals of the
indian Natlonal Congress under the
{eadership of Mahatma Gandhi. Quite
a large number of his shorter pieces
deal with episodes taken from Hindu
Puranas. He has also sung of the
beauties of nature, of beauty as it
appeals to the senses. But unlike
those of Asan, his poems do not reveal
to us an inner world of spiritual pre-
occupation. He has his eyes sel on

the superficies and any deeper
observation he makes, one may be
sure, is purely incidental. His
Mahakavyam entitled Chitreyogam
is no more than an academic exercise
Magdalane Mariam (Mary Magda.'
Iene;», a narrative which combines
lyrical and dramatic interest ang
poems on Gandhiji and allled sug-
gecttsl 1sucth as ‘My Master, ‘Salute
o the Mother's are the m

of his works. ost popular

Vallathol's  nationalism, sensuous
gppreciation of beauty, and interest
in simple human relationships have
gained him countless followers
Kuttippurathu Kesavan Nair, Nalap;
patt Narayana Menon, Vennikulam
Gopala Kurup, G. Sankara Kurup
and Nalappatt Balamani Amma and
a host of minor poets in whom only
the fact-recording historian is inte-
rested belong to this group. Some of
these have in later years made consi-
derable advance along original and
independent lines. Nalappatt Nara-
yana Menon «who died only last
yeari’ 1is nearer to Asan than to
Vallathol in spirit. He seems to be
obsessed with the metaphysical pro-
blems that life poses. His poems are
the deep eche of his moral concern
for the human condition. He has
written only a handful of poems but
they have secured for him a unique
place in recent Malayalam poetry, His
Kannuneerthullt iTears) Is amgong
the best elegies in the language%ind
Chakravalam (Horizon) is a record gf
his philosophical reflections.

WO poets who belong to this

period but not to any particutar
group are Sardar K. M. Panicker and
Bhodheswaran who also have ear-
nestly tried to enrich Malayalam
poetry.

The three main s<pokesmen of the
next  generation are  Edappally
Raghavan Pillai, Changampuzha
Krishna Pillai, and G. Sankara Kurup
With their works Malayalam poetry;
takes a lang stride forward imblbing
the influences of the major iitera-
tures of the world. From Words-
worth, Keats and Shelley to Leopardi
Baudelaire and Pushkin, from Omar-
Khalyam and Hafiz to Helne, Maya-
kovsky and Tagore, from simple

L
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romanticism to futurism and surrea-
lism—the influences were readily
absorbed and made one with native
talents.

Edappally Raghavan Pillai (1910~
1936) is in many ways a unigue
phenomenon in Kerala literature.
During his short unhappy life he
wrote about eighty short pieces in all.
In 1836 at the age of 25-26 he com-
mitted suicide and thus cut the
branch that, one is tempted to hope,
would have grown full straight. Both
his poetry and his life (and death
too) were a challenge to the older
generation that had little sympathy
for him. His enemies who are now in
their fifties still derive a malicious
pleasure from calumniating him! He
belongs to that select group of
extremely sensitive and serious-
minded bards who are not more than
a handful in any literature. He is
the matchless master of the lyric in
Malayalam. The main elements of
his poetry are a deep concern witl:
ultimate values, sincerity and inten-

_ sity of emption, striking and apt

jmagery, and chiselled perfection of
diction and style. A collected edition
of his works has been published by
Changampuzha Krishna Pillai.

Changampuzha (1911-1948) has
been hailed as the people’s poet
though there was no political party
to boost him up. He was a voracious
reader and a prolific writer. Thou-
sands upon thousands of copies of his
works have been sold. Over fifty
volumes have been published between
the publication of his first book
Bashpanjali in 1934 and his death in
1948. One gets the impression that
he has often been a careless writer
though his innate poetical gifts were
of the highest order. He is perhaps
best in selections. His most impor-
tant works are Ramanan, Spandik-
kunna Asthimadom (The Throbbing
Sepulchre), Onappookkal (Flowers of

’Onam), Rakthapushpangal (Scarlet

Blossoms) and Swaeraragasudha
(Nectar of Melody). Among his
translations mention may be made of
Deva Geeta from Jayadeva's Geeta
Govindam. He has also adaptled
Tagore’s Victory in an elaborate and
embroidered narrative with the title

Yavanika (Curtain). His poems are
often pure lyrical effusions. Their
passionateness and musical quality
are unsurpassed. All the varied
strands in his personality are colour-
fully reflected in his works. From
abject pessimism to violent fury, from-
selfpity and sentimentalism to
philosophic sobriety—his poetry holds
a mirror up to his life and
personality.

RI G. Sankara Kurup (born 1902)
had his period of apprenticeship

in the 'twenties under the influence of
classical writers and of Asan, Ulloor,
and Vallathol. Before 1930 he pub-
lished the four volumes of Sghitya-
kouthukam but it was only after that
date that Kurup began to follow his
own metier. A strain of Tagorean
mysticism finds halting expression
through pseudo-classical conceits for
a time. A wave of Asian nationalism
a_nd internationalism occasionally
lifts his poetry to sublime heights.
Among the living he alone has the

Sri 8. R. Vepkalaraman of the Ser-

vants of wdh Society. A prominent

social wewker. Now standing feor

election for the Senate of the Madras
. University.
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(Sunflower) Navalhithi (New Guest),
Chenkathirukal (Scarlet Rays) Pooja
Pushpam (Flower Offering)
Nimishiam (Moment) and Mutthukal
{Pearls) contain a few brilliant gems
amidst many less inspired pieces. His
latest collections include two types of
poems. One is purely personal
ramification of an experience of lq'.re
in early life. The other is on socio-
political themes in which we hear
the voice of resurgent Asia and of‘
independent India. His poems at al
times have been deeply tinged by a
moral concern and didactic huma-
nism. y
with these three may be dis-
cx?s}s(:e%gme major feminine note—that
of Sreemathi Nalappatt  Bala-
mani Amma. Her first volume, 2
very slender one called I{ooppukaf
(Hands Joined In Salutation) was
published in 1930. Her diction 1is
derived from Vallathol but she is
definitely more introspeptiye, and
except in a few nationalistic poems
has tound a path of her own. Her
imagery is mainly classicgl and con-
ventional with an occgsmnal streak
of symbolism. Her main themes arie
God, Nature, and Home. The tradi-
tional Indian concept of motherhood
finds its best poetic exposx_tion in her
ems on husband and wife, and on
Mother and Child. Amma (Mother)
Kuytumbini (Family Woxpam ar:d
Stri Hrdayam (Womans Hear!t)
deserve spelial mention.
Vennikulam Gopala Kurup with bhis
modest ambitions and gifts seems to
speclalise in reproducing little vig-
nettes from life. He too s, like
vallathol,
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trumpet tongue. His Suryekanthi made his reputation on

ly in the for-
ties along with P, Bha.skar:xr:.

The latter of late seems to have for-
saken the muse and taken up mare
lucrative concerns (in return for
which, one fears, the muse has
deserted him too). The former Is at
times capable of high excellences.
though any moment he may descend

to cheap pedestrian stuff. He has
secured an abiding place in the hearts
of his readers with his Kannikoythu

(A First Harvest) and Sreerekha.
Bhaskaran's poetry evidently belongs
to the Changampuzha tradition. The

sentimentalism of a romantic love-

theme and a keen awareness of the

social and political conditions are the

twin notes of his instrument. Satra-

thile Oru Rathri (A Night at An Inn),
Mulkireetam (The Crown of Thorns)

and Orkuka Vallappozhum (Remem-
ber Sometime) are his best known
collections.

IN the tield at present are actively
engaged a host among whom may
be mentioned N. V. Krishna Warrier,
Edasseri Govindan Nair, Olappa-

manna, Akkittam, O. N. V. Kurup, ‘

Vayalar Rama Varma, and G. Kumara
Pillai. N. V. Krishna Warrier has
attempted through partially success-
ful experiments to direct modern
poetry into channels different from
those of the Changampuzha tradi-
tion. He holds that lyric is not the
only type of good poetry. The narra-
tive, the dramatic, and the satiric
should also be tried. The cloying
romantic diction of the Changam-
puzha school is also outmoded. But
the influence of Changampuzha is
still potent. Even the self-styled

a devoted worshipper at progressive camp has not attempted

the altar of beauty with a sheer anything which Changampuzha and

delight in the simple

virtues ©f in his wake P. Bhaskaran have over-

humanity. His poems have an emo- poked. In the younger generation

i their
tiongl and musical quality of
o;n. Poets of a lesser vitality are 10 and dil
be found in this generation also. K. K.

credit.

there appeared a new {ace,

noppillil Sreedhasa Menon wh.o ife.

there are many whose earnestness
gence outrun thelr real gifts,
1t is indeed gratifying to note that
Raja, P. Kunjiraman Nair, N. Gopala many of them are slowly learning -
Pillai, Pala Narayanan Nair anhd that great poetry should hav
Srimathi Kuthattukulam Mary John  nyman element and that election
_all have a few fine poems to thelr  yerses are na better than cheap
journalism, Thedd:hty of the poet ig
thirties a sacred one an e real t can-
Towards the end of e tttl:at of not afford to ignore any D:;ma:;r

e & rich
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FILMS

By V. P. SATHE

A AN S,

WHAT Wwill be the outcome of the

Seminar? Apart from provid-
ing an opportunity to the stars and
other film celebrities to meet the
Prinie Minister, the President and
other big political leaders, would the
Seminar serve any useful purpose?
These are the guestions being discuss-
ed in film circles today.

It is agreed that Pandit Nehru's
speech was very enlightening and
inspiring. His advice for minimum
censorship, his plea against sermoniz-~
ing and his admission that melo-
drama was necessary to attract peo-
ple, reveal that Pandit Nehru has the
correct grasp of the problenrs con-
fronting the creators of films. It is
hoped that both the film creators
and the Government authorities
would follow the principles laid down
by the Prime Minister.

Unfortunately. however, but for
Shri Vasan's paper in which ne
attacked the Gavernment for censor-~
ship and taxation, the other papers
have not been given any publicity in
the Press. Had these papers and the
discussion that ensued been given
proper publicity, it would have heen
realized that the film people are not
as self-complaisant and unaware 5f
their own shortcomings as someo peo-
ple seem to think. For, in these
papers, producers like Shantaram and
writers like Abbas have tried to ana-
lyse the fundamental functions of
films and how far the Indian produ-
cers have been successful in carry-
ing them out.

It would be certainly wrong to
attribute the bad gquality of our films
to either censorship or taxation; 1t
must be attributed to lack of the
artistic Integrity., or say lack of the
artistic calibre of Chaplin, De Sica or
Disney. It has to be attributed also
to the present economic structure of
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the industry. Unless film financing

box office are perfectly rationalized,
if not controlied, the film creator
cannot get out of the rut and make
really good pictures.

For that, the Seminar is of course
ne panacea; hence perhaps the film
people have an attitude of cynical

frustration about the Seminar and its
proceedings.

Picture of the week

Good intentions and sincerity do
hot necessarily make a good picture;
this is all that one could say after
seeing Amar Mullick’s film biography
of Swami Vivekanand. As in the case
of Atre's Mahatma Phule the picture
suffers much because of the poor
technical values; and in addition,
poor diction ruins the impact of a
picture in which dialogue is given un-
due importance.

Moreaver, though the personality of
Vivekanand was so dynamic and.his
life so thrilling and dramatic, the
ﬁlm fails to impart either that dyna-
mism or the dramatic thrill. It is
just a series of disjointed events
{rom his life presented in a rather
episodic fashion with no proper
dramatic build-up or unity. As a
result, the picture appears to be more
like a documentary than a human
drama.

The very first meeting between
Naren and Swami Ramakrishna
Paramahamsa, his guru, who changed
his entire outlook of life, fails to he
thrilling: and so does the scene of
the World Parliament of Religions in
Chicago. Perhaps these situations
were better in the original Bengalee
version: but in their transcription to
Hindi they have lost their sting
altogether.

Lacking in dramatic build-up and
strength Swami Vivekanand is none
the less a very sincere effort to re-~
count the tale of one of the greatest
servants of modern India. Ajit Pra-
kash bears a close resemblance 1o
the hero; but his Hindd diction lacks
the force and vigour so necessary for
his role. Manoranjan Bhattacharya
as Swami Ramakrishna Parama-
hamsa does not impress much.
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Bharati Dev1 tries valiantly to look an
English woman; but it is difficult for
her to identify herself with the role
of Margaret Noble who became a
staunch disciple of Swamiji and was
later known as Sister Nivedita. And
yet her performance is both sincere
and convincing within the Ilimita-
tions. The other foreign characters
are even less convincingly portrayed.

The music by R. C. Boral is soft and
scintillating; all the bhajans are
well sung though they will not per-
haps appeal to the jazz-crazy picture-
goers. The direction by Amar Mul-
lick is just straightforward:; he does
not seem to be using film-craft to
achieve any dramatic effect, or
thanks to poor technique, he seems to
have constrained himself with the
method of straightforward narrative.

One must say, however, that in
these days of escapist entertainment,
this picture is a laudable effort worth
appreciating. And at least as a docu-
mentary, the picture would help to
give the young generation some idea
of the great man whose story it
depicts.

Indeed, apart from their commer-
cial value, pictures like Mahatma
Phule, Vidyasagar and Vivekanand
should be shown to students so that
they may have some idea of the work
these pioneers have done. At the
same time it is necessary that such
bilographies should be produced on
an elaborate scale, with Government
aid, if required, so that we too can
have film-biographies of the stature
of Emile Zola and Pasteur.
Personality of the week

On 13th March 1954 Pandit Mukh-
ram Sharma would be receiving his
first award as a story-writer. He is
being given the Filmfare award; and
he is also a contender for the award
to be given by the Writers’ Associa-
tion.

And it has taken about a decade
and a half for Panditji to get this
recognition from the film industry.
It is perhaps not known that he join-
ed the films in 1941-42 and he was a
‘discovery’ of Prabhat. But in Pra-
bhat instead of writing any original
story he was content with writing
dialogue and songs. His first assign-
ment was Ten O’Clock, his second
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ass}gnment was Ramshastri
Raja Nane and Datta Dharma&mlvziti‘
he left Prabhat anq wrote some

scripts Including Taramgti
Raja Nane unit. “ for the

Surprisingly  enouy h,

impprtant original stogry wagl;rog\::t
ed in Marathi and that too by Dagt,
Dharmadhikari. The titje of the plcz-l
ture was inspired by a famous couplet
from a poem by Mithilj Sharan
Gupta: and it was after the Marathj
plcturg proved a hit that he wrote
an ‘original’ story for g Hindi f)

Aulad. Meanwhile the story :1
wrote for Datta has also been tran :
cribpd into the Hindi Aurat Ye }sl.‘
r7‘erz tthani; and he hgag hlmsel;
Aet;))f;;c:r. the success of Aulad with

So afze;*1 about thirt
years of hack writing, pap
ram Sharma’s talentg as aduc:::tl.(ih-
'wnter has been recognised. And l:e
is perhaps the most sought .after o ie
ginal writer {pn Bombay t.odr )
Already he has written Tongawi:z)l':
for Kuldip; he is writing a story to:

Ratnadip Pictures
Bimal Roy. and a story for

On the one hand, pr
plain that there is degrggu:fe :)Srlc‘l):‘-
stories: on the other hand, prodgc ?I
do not give opportunities to wrlte"s-
like Mukhram Sharma to write :Ss
ries and they utilize their foes

€en or fourteen

out of the rut

him may be stij]
future, at least, o
to refreshing sto

though others iy,
plodding in ¢ o
ne can look forw

ries from Mukﬁ\ard

r

s?airm?' whose stories have won
S€ from critics ag w

goers. 5 well as picture.-

News of the week

Director J. K. Nanda
ed the muhurat of Kardga's Beworm-

g[adhgk and starring
uresn on Friday 4th

Nayyar is giving the mhllxl;?h' o P

Nargis is ultimate) ,

mother's role in Mothlfer l;lr?gii: ® e
Dilip playing the husbang M .hwith
is leaving thijs week 'to Rt
months' outdoors i ¢ Shree

n G
making the film in Gev:g;?otr: He 1s

Nimmt apq
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NUCLEAR WEAPONS

‘IN a speech last Sunday scintillating

with wit and wisdom, Sri C. Raja-
gopalachari pleaded for a ban on all
nuclear weapons of destruction. He
addressed his appeal particularly to
America. Explaining why he did not
ask the USSR to throw away the
nuclear weapons and urged only the
USA to do so, he said it would be
impossible to expect a weaker party
to take a courageous step like the one
he had suggested. And he quoted
‘Gandhiji as having said that one
must be strong to éffectively show
non-violence. “Non-violence,” Rajaji
repeated, “could be effectively prac-
tised only by the strong. If a man
strikes you, turn to him your other
cheek, was the advice given not to the
weak but to the strong.” Rajaji is
undoubtedly the ablest exponent of
the Gandhian way of life, but in this
matter of assessing strength and
weakness for qualifying one to meet
aggression non-violently he seems to
have gone quite wide of the mark.
Mahatma Gandhi was by no means
a physically strong man, but that did
not prevent him from turning the
other cheek. The Gandhian evalua-
tion of strength was not that of
physical attributes but of qualities of
the mind and will—the spirit. The
whole  historical significance of
Gandhi’'s work in the world lies in
the victorious fulfilment of the strug-
gle for the liberation of India which
he led, enabling an unarmed people
utterly insignificant militarily to
stand up to the armed might of the
greatest empire and overcome it with
other than physical means. America’s
title to be considered superior on the

ground of more powerful military
equipment for the purpose of setting
an example in disarmament and the

practice of non-violence is mnot in .

harmony with the -spirit and sub-
stance of Gandhiji’s teaching and it
is somewhat surprising that Rajaji
should have overlooked this.

After having called upon the USA
to forswear nuclear weapons, Rajaji
argues that i% he had addressed his
appeal to the USSR and the USSR
had responded, then “all the shout-
ing politicians of America would say
that they (the USSR) had given up
because they knew their weak posi-
tion and knew their effort was futile.”
This is blowing hot and cold in the
same breath mixing high expectation
with low suspicion in a strangely
inconsistent manner. If the USA
could not even be trusted to appre-
ciate the course of action urged by
C. R. if another power pursues it, how
can it be called upon to set the
example in the matter, itself?

In his analytical exposition of the
reasons that led the great powers to
go on with the production of nuclear
weapons, Rajaji was on quite un-
assailable ground. “It was easy,” he
said, “to make mistakes when sub-
jected to passion. Of all passiong, the
most misleading was fear. FYbar
would mislead the wisest ahd the’
most courageous and the most up-
right of men” Yet the sort of fear
responsible for the vogue of nuclear
weapons is quite different from. .the
personal fear of individuals when
confronted with dangerous situations.
To be wholly free from fear is.to.dig:
card completely every instrument of
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coercion as a means to safety and
protection, and there are quite a few
not incapable of this. But the
" guardianship of others such as admi-
nistrators are concerned with poses
quite different problems, and in their
case the highest courage is not in-
consistent with the most sensitive
apprehension bordering on parental
anxiety for the well-being of a help-
less child. For all their courage and
faith in non-violence, neither Gan-
dhi nor Rajaji could bring them-
selves to dispense altogether with the
police and the military when their
- conscience was not exercised on
merely individual matters and had
to be applied to their duties as
statesmen and political leaders.

The Americans are no more violent
tixan  we are. Neither are the
Russians. Both sides are confronted
with the dilemma that military mea-
sures which seem to them entirely
defensive are interpreted by the other
side as preparations for offensive
war. And yet, even such a pacifist
a; Bertrand Russell holds that no
sane member of the Western world
cart be made to think that it would

Sotto Voce

ALL MAGIC IS BLACK MAGIC

ADRAS, where nothing much ever
happens, has, with a great air

of consequence, been debating
naciear energy, possibly on the
assumption that the onlooker sees
most of the game. India has
neither the knowledge nor the means
"to manufacture H. bombs or even to
make atomic reactors for peaceful
wses. So she may flatter herself that
she can take a less biassed view of
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be wise to discontinue such prepara--
tions on their side. As he visualiges
it, “the problem is to find some wa
by which, in spite of our armamentsy
We can  persuade the Communlxt'-
world that we do not intend to
Inaugurate a war " Steps in this:
direction could, in his  opinion b:
most advantageously taken by ‘the
neutral. nations, particularly Indiq
Within ten years after their dls;
covery, nuclear weapons have deve-
lgped into  a threat to millions of
l'lves‘ and the whole material civi-
lization of the modern world and
even the future of the human race
Sri Rajagopalachari's suggestion fox;
unilateral banning of nuclear wea-
pons reflects the concern of the
enightened individualist with detach-
ment at the menacing drift of things
but just because of the misleadln';
influence of the fear complex nz-
referred to, which is quite real though
worthy of extirpation. it must remain
for the time being an inefrective
theoretical wish. Bertrand Russell's
suggestion seems more practical. 1t
is embodied in the following extracts

(Continued on page 7;

the pros and cons. But, if w :
do nothing else, let us at least :r;?;
take the argument a stage farther
than the protagonists are usual
tent to do. .

If we can persuade Russi
America. Britain and any aotahr::'
power that can make the bomb. to
desist and declare a tota} ban on' its
manufacture and use none will be-
happier than myself. For there:

ly con-. .
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would then be some hope that man
had begun to recognise the hand of
Providence. If he recoils from the
-edge of the abyss, he might be saved
from his own hubris. But, frankly, I
do not Dbelieve that that kind of
miracle will happen. All war is a
gamble in margins. And, however
tremendous the odds against survival,
an atomic war is still a war, and the
Sakunis of every nation will have the
last word. .

Mankind having sold itself to
science as Faust sold himself to the
Devil, it was inevitable that Dr.
Oppenheimer’'s moral and humanita-
rian scruples should be overborne
and the H. bomb make its appearance
on this distracted planet in due
course. Oppenheimer realised with a
shock. like one who had stepped on a
snake unawares, that the Hydrogen
bomb might be the end of things.
Being a simple and decent man, the
atom bomb which he had made and
exploded was lying heavy on his con-
science. Was it not sacrilege to arm
-oneself with the thunders of the Lord,
which his reading of the Viswaroopa
Adhyaya of the Gita had brought so
vividly to his mind as he saw that
first fatal fireball go up in Santa Fe?

*

But the politicians were as merci-
less on his humanity as the bearded
wolfish kings who decreed the doom
of Jephtha's daughter. And the
scientist, after those first furtive
doubts, succumbed to his milieu. He
was at once too humble and too un-
steady on his moral pins. In his
anxiety to render unto Caesar the
things that were Caesar’s he failed
to render unto God the things that
were God’s. The failure, I must
insist, was not the failure of just one
man: there are few better men liv-
ing to-day than Robert Oppenhei-
mer. It was the disastrous failure

_-of the humanist faith.

Science, we are told, is neither
good nor bad in itself. In wise hands
its infinite potentialities can be made
to yield an Earthly Paradise. If in
the wrong hands it can bring about
cosmic destruction, the remedy is not
1o call a halt to the march of science
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but to appeal to men’s reason and
self-interest. We must make them
see that the engines of des-
truction which science can devise
may attain the terrible perfection of
a Frankenstein monster. Having
foolishly released the genie from :<he
bottle, we should now try to coax it
back to captivity and put the stopper
firmly on it. .

But those who plead thus for put-
ting the H. bomb out of commissicn
do not go to the root of the matter.
Science is undoubtedly one of the
most fascinating avenues open to the
questing spirit of man. But all
the protests of the eminent from
Einstein downward to the contrary
notwithstanding, science since the
days of Paracelsus and Friar Bacon
has not been pursued for its own
sake. From alchemy to transmuta-
tion of metals, from gun powder to
the Hydrogen bomb, it is the pros-
pect of power, naked power, over
his fellows, his environment, his
destiny, that his ahankara, his un-
controlled ego, has dangled before
greedy man. And science, that Wish-
ing Tree, has created the Mohini of
technology to lure him to his doom.
The H-bomb has assuredly not ex-
hausted her magic.

*

An age-long tradition in India
barred the communication of vital
knowledge to the non-adhikarin. 1f
the same herb could be used for
turning baser metal into gold and for
curing leprosy, who that remembers
RHiroshima will blame our ancients
for deciding that it would be
better far to take the chance of los-
ing the cure for leprosy than to let
the magic herb fall into the hands
of morons with the Midas itch? We
can—theoretically speaking-—pursue
pure science as much as we please,
and yet give an indefinite holiday to
the technicians. But even our cru-
saders against the bomb dare nct
suggest that. It would be treason
against that golden calf the moderns
worsh)p—the standard of living that
must g0 on growing like Jack’s bean-
stalk. But in sober truth we cannot
have both aasthikya and aabhi-
chaarua. VIGHNESWARA
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SIDELIGHTS : ;

RI PRAKASAM is an uncertain
force in Andhra politics. When
the Andhra State was formed he was
elevated to a unique position the
like of which is not to be found any-
where else in the democratic world.
He was not the leader of any party
in the legislature. Party leadership,
the recognised title to the Chief
Ministership, belonged to Sri Sanjiva
Reddi. Sri Prakasam as the first
Chief Minister of the new Andhra
State was set on a pedestal higher
than that of the administrative head
of any other Indian State, and in
singling him out for this distine-
tion Pandit Nehru pald a graceful
tribute to his giant stature as a
general of the freedom movement
before the British withdrawal.
Sri Prakasam had thus the oppor-
tunity given to him of incribing his
name in letters of gold on the history
of the Andhra State in the same
way in which it was inscribed earlier
on the history of the country’s free-
dom struggle. But he missed the
opportunity. He took a fatal step
that no man of decent regard for the
integrity of the government would
have taken, and from that time
onward it was as if a blight was cast
on the State he governed. It could
not digest his Ministry and threw it
out.

For much less, others In the past,
Iike Gopala Reddi, Kala Venkata
Rao and Chandramowli, were
rejected by the electors when they
got the chance, and were sent into
the wilderness. They took their
penance sportingly and with a becom-
ing respect for the electorate's will.
Quite unlike 8ri Tenneti Viswa-
natham now who, after his defeat ut
the polls, has been going about like
a victorious warrior, staking his
claims, if report be true, for a seat
in the Ministry. I am sure the provi-
sion in the Constitution which
permits an outsider to be appbinted
as a Minister for six months before
getting elected to the legislature was
naot planned as a device to enable a

defeated candidate to flout the-

verdict of the polls, and

Nehru is too good a democil?:tt.‘ dt%
tolerate such a constitutional atrg..
city. A decent interval myst pass
compelling defeated legislatorg to
taste defeat as defeat and draw fro
it its significant political and mopa]
lessons, before they can have another
try.at popular suffrage to win back
their lost positions, Otherwise the
very guardians of our Constitution
would be reduced miserably to the
level of being its licensed violators
Tear up the Constitution and destro}
the whole purposeless paraphernalig
(t)fkthe etlﬁctoral system rather than
ake wi it th

o aiy is sort of violent

The uncertainties that

the election fortunes of atﬁfggmon
candidates do not touch Sri Prakz
sam. Not in Andhra at any rate
unless it be in the environs of Vizia-
nagaram where the P, 5. p. leader
Sri P. V. G. Raju is reputed to be
practically undefeataple. For a tithe
ol_‘ Sri Prakasam's sing as Chief Mi-
nister, anyone else would have beeq
thrown, not only out of the Ministry
but also out of public life, without:
any hope of return, for at least ten
years to come. But Sri Prakasam
has worked hig way into the affec.
tions of the Andhras as a figure of
pathos arousing in them g stran

blend of admiration and compass!oll:we
and however blameworthy hig romes'
they provoke not resentment 01:
censure, but further indulgence ang
a still more indefatigahle pity He
knows this and flourishes .on a
systematic exploitation of it, in that
artless way of his which excels aj}
art in fts dramatic effects. “He i

87. He has not long to live. :
not cross the old man in his lagt

days"—so runs the
to him. and  there bopular attituge-

will be used to the
sentimenta} campalgn for hig rein-

statement as Chijet M
i A
Andhra a second time. ister ot

Let us '

r
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The limits to which, inside the
legislature or out, sentiment can
drive the Andhras, in defiance of
commonsense, are quite unpredicta-
ble. I am not therefore wholly con-
fident that the susceptible and
excitable members of the United Con-
gress Front, will turn out to be so
cold-blooded in their judgment as to
realise that the leader whom they
elect to rule the State as Chief Mi-
nister should at least have all his
faculties at work, free from the
decay and dilapidation that the
senility of age brings. But if they
do, there will be no further impedi-
ment, according to all accounts, to
the election of Sri Gopala Reddi as
Chief Minister.

When Henry V succeeded his father
as King, Falstaff his boon-com-
panion shouted to one of his cronies,
“Choose what office thou wilt in the
land, ’tis thine.” To another he pro-
mised, “I will double-charge thee
with dignities.” But the King to
whom he rushed, disowned him. “I
know thee not, old man,” he said.

“ . . . I banish thee . . .

As I have done the rest of my
misleaders,

Not to come mear our person by
ten mile.”

Round every heir to high destiny,
gormandisers gather. avid for office
and dignities. There is no path of
justice for one who fails to get clear
of them. Duty and safety dictate
their banishment. To yield to their
importunities is to destroy both good
government and the nublic weal. If
the lessons of the bitter experience
enshrined in the past are not
lost on him, Sri Gopala Reddi will
make no worse Chief Minister than
any other aspiring for the honour;
but if they do not have that effect,
he will have a short inglorious run
before lapsing into obscurity. He
has the advantace of colleagues,
each as gifted in his particular way,
as any State Minister in the country.
Sri Kala Venkata Rno is undoubtedly
one of the ablest politicians in South
India today. Sri Saniiva Reddl has
geniality and charm. and when not
oppressed by too heavy responsibility,
a worthy ambition for fair dealing.
sri Chandramowli has a felicitous,
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rustic, peasant attitude, quite capti-
vating in the midst of the wurban
sophistications that fill the lives of
so many of our leaders today. These
more than average ex-Ministers came
to grief on past ocecasions through
the influence on them of Falstaffian
hangers-on that corrupted their
conscience and made them playthings
in petty regional guarrels. A Minis-
ter exists for the whole State and
not any part of it exclusively. 1If
this truth is properly grasped there
will be assurance of competent and
stable government in Andhra. In
the selection of other Ministers it is
to be hoped that fantastic concep-
tions that have nothing to do with
efficient administration, will not be
allowed to hold sway. Even Rajaji
could not long survive the appoint-
ment of a Jyoti. He provided for the
benefit of all Chief Ministers the
warning, from which particularly Sri
Gopala Reddi can derive great
benefit, that a woman merely because
she is a woman has no better right
to be a Minister than abler and more
experienced male competitors with
better records. Sara

(Continued from page 4)

from a statement of his made last
year:

The governments which Russia
regards as hostile cannot expect to be
listened to sympathetically in the
Kremlin. Only those governments
which are genuinely neutral can hope
to make any impression upon Commu-
nist governments by moves intended to
diminish the tension. A third World
War, if it occurs, while it will probably
completely ruin all the belligerents,
will certainly do very grave injury to
the neutrals also. They have, there-
fore, a legitimate interest in trying to
prevent such a calamity . . . Neutral
nations have in this respect an advan-
tage, and can approach both sides
simultaneously with complete impartia-
lity . . . ¥ do not think that the prohi-
bition of atomic and thermonuclear
weapons wounld be very useful. Whatever
agreements might be reached, and
whatever thoroughness in inspeetion
might be established, the prohibited
weapons could always again he manu-
factured after the outbreak of war, and
no doubt would be. It is the preven-
tion of war, not of this or that weapon,
that must be sought.



no other drink
refreshes you

so much, yet costs
so little as
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"THE “DESHMUKH COCKTAIL”

By H. R. VEDANTA IENGAR

FIFTY per cent increase in excise

duty on sugar, a hundred per
cent increase in excise duty on coarse
and medium cloth per linear yard
accompanied by a reduction in the
export duty on cloth to 61 per cent,
the introduction of the principle of
family allowances in embryo through
differential income tax rates on
married and unmarried persons,
heavier income tax burdens on middle
and upper middle income groups, a
ten per cent ad valorem excise duty
on a new range of articles of indige-
nous manufacture, measures to make
less expensive cigarettes cheaper and
luxury cigarettes dearer, concessions
to cottage match units and tax relief
incentive calculated to give a fillip to
industrial develolpment—these are
some of the main ingredients of the
Deshmukh cocktail for the coming
year.

The budget for 1955-56 1is not
remarkable in the sense that it does
not mark any striking departure from
the general pattern of the 1954-55
budget, though, fortified by the
recommendations of the Taxation
Enquiry Commission, the Finance
Minister has enlarged the scope of
excise duties and taken measures to
enhance, readjust or rationalise as
the case may be, income and certain
other taxes. The 1955-56 budget
differs from the 1954-55 budget in the
scale of revenue expenditure on
nation-building and development ser-
vices, being a little over Rs. 29 crores
higher, and also in the scale of capi-
tal expenditure which is Rs. 44 crores
higher. The Finance Minister cha-
racterized his last year’s budget as a
«reflationary’ budget. The budget for
1955-56 may be said to represent a
continuance of the reflationary
phase. with falling agricultural pri-

" ces calling for official intervention to

r them up by means of Govern-
:)no;tte buy-ups, Wwith the general

sale price index down by 44
WI}gltes since April 1954, with indus-
po extremely buoyant

uction
(t,!:atlh: I;vol(':ole. with a lower cost of liv-

2

ing index and with the employment
situation continuing to be a source
of anxiety, the country is far from
any threat of inflation notwithstand-
ing deficit budgeting to the extent of
Rs. 560 crores in the aggregate during
the current and coming years.

Revival of Confidence

A matter of profound and far
reaching significance in Mr. Desh-
mukh’s budgets for the past 5 years
is that deficit budgeting has come
to stay, even as State planning has
come to stay. Indeed, it may be said
that the former is the consequence
of the latter. The fact that a num-
ber of State Governments and the
Central Government have budgeted
for deficits with equanimity without
making frantic efforts at indiscrimi-
nate economies in expenditure and
without launching on heroic taxing,
the fact that people do not feel out-
raged and scandalized and throw up
their hands in horror over continued
budget deficits, shows that Mr. Desh-
mukh has by his budgetary policy of
courage tempered with care and
watchfulness, of “calculated risks
combined with caution,” wrought a
real revolution in public policy and
in people’s thinking and attitude to
the budget. The country may now
be said to have outlived the “sound
finance” timidities of the 19th cen-
tury financial canons which regarded
a balanced budget as an end in it-
self. The realization is now fairly
widespread that the paramount con-
sideration is not the balancing of the
budget of Government but the
balancing of the economy of the
nation as a whole through develop-
ment of resources, that the role of
Government is not to balance its
budget and then sit back but to take
positive steps to promote investment
and production. The only bad thing
about deficit budgets, says an econo-
mist, is our habit of worrying about
them; and, by and large, the Indian
people are nowadays less disposed to
worry about the budget deficits of
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their Governments than some years
ago. Nothing could he a more eloquent
demonstration of this fact than—as
the Finance Minister reported—“the
distinct signs of a revival of inves~
tor canfidence” after the initial
period of distrust, scare, suspicion
and hesitancy, the encouraging re-
action of the capital market, the
“heartening” response to Govern-
ment and private borrowing in 1954
and the increasing tempo of indus-
trial progress evidenced by as many
as 110 new industrial undertakings
being licensed to be established and
226 old industrial undertakings seek-
ing permission to go ahead with
expansion plans during the year.

Incidentally, attention may be
drawn in this connection to the prac-
tice now adopted by the Chancellor
of the Exchequer in Great Britain of
publishing statistics on natjonal
income and its components, invest-
ment, savings, consumption and
money incomes, as an annex to his
budget, thereby revolutionizing Trea-
sury practice, in order to show how the
Government’s budget is related to the
national economy as a whole. The
American practice of presenting the
“nation’s budget” (as distinguished
from the Government’s budget) glv-
ing figures of receints, expenditure,
savings or absorption of funds for
each of the economic groups—con-
sumers, business, and Government—
is useful in quantitative analysis of
economic prospects and forms a
factual basis for evolving a rational
fiscal policy. Something on these
lines could be advantageously at-
tempted In connection with the pre-
sentation of the Indlan budget to
Parliament so that the country may
judge Government’s budgetary pro-
posals against the background of the
balance sheet of the national eco-
nomy as a whole, though Mr. Desh-
mukh has promised to issue a “plan-
frame” in the near future on the
basis of the new statistical informa-
tion that is now available.

In a country like Russia which is
the pioneer in State planning and
which set the “fashion” in drawing
up S-year plans as long ago as 1928,
the National Economic Plan totally
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and  exclusively domin
nation’s economic actlvltya::ist,h
result that the budget of the G:’;e

ernment is merely th
expression of the plan. eltmmncm

obviously be going too far to g
same thing of the Indian bud:e{ :;h:
only because Indian Planning ig g
no means so comprehensive total y
detailed as Russian plany o

n
also because Indian planninglggpe::t
on quantitative as well ag qualltau\-:

controls and the Indian

a composite of the publigcoal:::imy iis
yate sectors with the latter occupr -
ing, _for the present at any rate ‘t)});-
dominant position in the nationaﬁ
économy. Nevertheless, to the extent
that the Indian budget is not aﬂ’ect.gc;
by major happenings abroad, to th
extent that it is not the old' gamb]i
in the rains, 1t will Increasing).
determine and be determined by tghy
needs of the 5-year plans and the
progress in implementing theme
“From now on"—Mr. Deshmukﬁ
rightly claimed—“unless 8 v
mar!{ed deterioration takes l;)laceefy
the international situation or g nat -
rgl calamity like the failure or m‘;‘
distribution of the monsoons occa-
gn a big way, the determlning fac‘tl:)‘:s
in the economic situation, we m ;
hope, will be the rate ot' plan ot
economic development.” ned

Taxing Eduecation

Of all Mr. Deshmukh’

sals for 55-56 the most :u:::rfbrlopo-
criticism are those which fan heaevl;‘0
on the middle income groups wm{
the tall poppies not coming in ¢

comparable attention gt his hxmor
The diﬂgrentia) rates of income tds.
on married and unmarried person aix
a welcome innovation not osls
because it can he justified on ?hg

prineiple of comparative

a
bear tax _burdens but alsg b?:lsgse t;g
hag the ring of a distant echg of
social securit; i the

States }»here children’

nf excise duties should

of 80 on w
Ing and revenye from thig eden-

revenucs from import du(::e: z::‘;tsltr‘xidni‘z
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genous industries grow up to, man-
hood, a ten per cent ad valorem
excise duty on Indian made paper
seems like a tax on learning or edu-
.cation. With only 6 crores out of
India’s 36 crores or 16.6 per cent of
the population literate (according to
the 1951 census) it would be expedi-
ent to leave at least printing and
writing paper outside the mischief of
this levy. The exemption of news-
print from the new excise duty is an
illusory concession since little or no
newsprint is yet being made in India.

Another levy which will especially
affect the middle classes is the pro-
posal relating to the excise duty on
cloth which results in increasing the
duty on coarse and medium cloth by
as much as a hundred per cent, while
fine and superfine cloth are in effect
treated with more consideration.
“This enhanced duty accompanied by
a simultaneous decrease in export
duty to 6} per cent seems invidious
and has the appearance of favouring
the foreign buyer at the expense of
the home consumer. Though, as Mr,
‘Deshmukh said, the real object of
teducing the export duty is to streng-
then the competitive position of the
Indian textile industry in export
markets and increase the earnings of
foreign exchange which will be need-
ed in increasing quantities for the
import of industrial equipment in
the coming years, and on the other
hand the proposals relating to the
excise duty on cloth are motivated by
purely revenue considerations, Lanca-
.shire textile interests who have been
lately very loud in their complaints
against the large scale exports of
Indian textiles to U. K. might plau-
sibly argue that the Indian budget
proposals simultaneously enhancing
the price to the Indian consumer
and reducing the price to the foreign
buyer amount to what is technically
called “dumping.”

Nationalisation of Insurance

The raising of the limit up to which
rebate for income tax purposes would
be allowed for payment of life insur-
ance premia (this concession will cost
the exchequer Rs. 25 lakhs) seems to
be intended to give a stimulus to
.:savings through life insurance so as

to enable life insurance companies,
which are important institutional
investors of funds in Government
loans, to participate in a larger mea-
sure in the borrowing programmes of
Government. Insurance companies
are the middle men for the savings
of a large sector of the community
and measures to give a fillip to life
insurance business are certainly
worthwhile. Indeed, it is time that
Government went further and took up
for serious consideration the ques-
tion of early nationalisation of insur-
ance in the country. The Finange
Minister stated sometime back that
the question was being studied. The
importance of nationalising insux-
ance is brought home by a study of
the ways and means position of Gov-
ernment, as disclosed by the Finance
Minister. As against the total needs
of Government to the tune of Rs. 947
crores in the coming year to meet
the revenue deficit, to finance capl-
tal outlays and meet the loan reguire-
ments of State Governments and to
repay maturing debts, Government
hope to raise a loan of Rs. 125 crores
in the market, mobilize 52 crores
from the small savings scheme, rea-
lize 86 crores from miscellaneous
transactions and receive foreign ‘aid
to the extent of Rs. 74 crores, leav-
ing an overall deflcit of Rs. 340 crores,
to be met by issue of Treasury Bills.
The quantum of foreign aid is not
susceptible of being increased, being
contingent on the ability and wil-
ingness of foreign Governments  to
extend such aid. The only way to
keep the overall deficit from assum-
ing a gargantuan size is to increase
our internal borrowings from the
market and intensify the savings
drive, It is in this context that
nationalisation of insurance becomes
important as well as urgent. ' Herc
again, Mysore showed the way many
years ago. Though insurance is by
no means a Government monopoly In
the State, the functioning of a Gowv-
ernment Insurance Department has
enabled Government to undertake
many development projects in the
past. “Mobilization of small savings,
necessary at all times to the coun-
try’'s economy”-—said the Finance
Minister-——“has now assumed added



12 SWATANTRA

importacce for the fulfilment of the
development plans which will need
increasingly larger resources.” Mak-
ing the insurance business a Govern-
ment mcnopoly is an effective way of
meeting this problem of resources for
our plans. The implementation of
the second 5-year plan would be faci-
litated and the size of overall bud-
got deficits prevented from snowbail-
ing into undesirable proportions if
nitionalisation of insurance synchro-
nizes with the inauguration of th=
sxcond pian.

Living Dangerously

The Taxation Enquiry Commission
hive emphasized the need for enlarg-
ing the role of taxation and borrow-
ivg as opposed to deficit financing to
implement the development pro-
gramme of the public sector. This
view is entitled to great respect but
there is a fairly widespread feeling
that the scope for further taxation
and the possibility of sizable increa-
s25 in public borrowing in present
ciccumstances are extremely limited
and in view of the fact that the
“multipiier effect” of past invest-
ments during the 5-year plan period
takes time to work out and result in
the creation of new incomes on a
substantial scale from which taxes
and savings could flow and in view of
the accelerated rate at which the
cuntry expects development plans to
be put through, deficit financing on
an appreciable scale seems unavoida-
bt» for some time to come. It would
be relevant in this connection to re-
call the view which Keynes enuncia-
ted at the beginning of World War 11
that “taxation and borrowing could
not be adequate so long as the natio-
nal income remained at low levels.”
Keynes said that the first job was
theretore to raise the level of incomes
i»m which taxes and loans could
then be extracted. He argued that,
in the circumstances, war financing
should first come via monetary
expansion and that once the national
income had risen to an adequate level
taxes and borrowing could then come
into their own. War financing in the
U. S. A. was. it is stated, “a gigantic
Jaboratory demonstration” of the
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THE WONDER OF
HELEN KELLER

By SANTHA RUNGACHARY

NE evening last week we waited

in a sunny room in Raj Bhavan
for Helen Keller. Through the door
we could see the lawn, bright-green
and velvet-smooth in the sun. We
had just passed, on our way to the
room, dense shrubs of bougainvilla
bright with blossom. The breeze
coming from over the water was cool
on our cheek. It set the chandelier
tinkling.

Helen Keller came into the room
hand in hand with her companion,
Miss Polly Thompson. My first
thought was: she can't hear the
chandelier. There was a moment of
silence as she took her seat and
turned her face, smiling, towards us.
My next thought was: she does hear
the chandelier.

I don’t know why 1 corrected my-
self. Because, obviously, she couldn’t
hear the chandelier. She couldn’t
see the sun shining on the green
grass or perceive the riot of colour
in the garden. She couldn’t hear
us as we moved our chairs closer to
her, so close indeed that if we had
put our hands out we could have
touched her grey flowered dress. She
couldn’'t see our small, answering
smiles.

And yet one felt she heard them
all, saw them all.

On our way to the press conference
a friend had said: What is she going
to say to us? We knew about her, of
course. Poor Helen Keller, we
thought, who had been blind and
deaf for 75 years, what could she say
to us? What could we say but
express our sympathy and admira-
tion? What could we do but feel
deeply and poignantly her immea-
surable lack?

It took us exactly 30 seconds after
she entered the room to realise that
Helen Keller no more needed our
sympathy than the sea needs salt.

Having by a superhuman effort of
‘will risen above herself, she has

{

\

become a symbol, a victory, an atil-
tude of mind. She has bhecome a
phenomenon, but she has becorie
that without ceasing to be 2 person.
In fact, it is her personality which
is the most astonishing thing about
Helen Keller. Here is 1nc calm,
serene soul, subdued and composed,
perhaps resigned, reaching out
through an interpreter into this
strange other world in which live the
people who speak with their voices
and see the world with their own
eyes. Her mind is full of iaughter,
it is 2 gay mind as sturdy. active,
wholesome and vital as her body.
She is like a child, ageless. Time
has drawn fine lines round her
shapely mouth and on her forehead
but age has not withered her soul
nor staled her insatiable love of life.
Helen Keller does not, like 2 recluse
in retreat, live deep down inside of
herself. She lives just benind her
blue eyes, immediately at the back
of that child-like face.
HE smiles easily. She laughs
easily. After having travelled all
over five continents and done most
of the things other peopie dream
about, after having met the men and
women who have made the world
what it is today, learnt four langu-
ages and written half a dozen books,
she still reaches out like a child to
the thoughts and communications of
even commonplace people. And at 75
she sits on the edge of her chair and
waves her hands with an impatient
gesture if a full minute passes by
without her being told what is hap-
pening. She must be a fascinating
but exhausting companion. Her
hand goes out eagerly to Polly
Thompson’s mouth and throat and
the head shakes vigorously as the
fingers catch the modulations and
vibrations of the other’s utterance.
She slaps her knee vigorously in
delight as comprehension flows inte
her through her finger.
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She can speak—slowly, in a high-
pitched voice, with an effort. But
to her, speech is a movement of
throat and tongue and a holding of
breath. It took her 25 years of con-
stant practice, practice, practice to
learn to speak. The very fact of
speech is still a delight to Helen
Keller. But now it is not merely a
mechanical process she has masterad
with painful concentration. For the
words she uses and the thoughts she
expresses are the words and thoughts
of a fine and sensitive mind. To have
affiliated organical manouevres like
the movement of lip and tooth and
tongue with a feeling inside her,
therein lies the greatness of Helen
Keller. She is full of things to say.
She is irrepressible. You are talk-
ing too fast, Helen, sald Miss
Thompson more than once to her
delighted, excited chatter, at the
press conferernce.

S you listen to her and see her

impatient, unselfconscious move-
ments, you feel her eyes and her ears
are a secondary feature. Helen
Keller wants you to notice her not
as the character who has triumphed
aver her disabilities but as Helen
Keller. person. Period. She wants
no handicap given to her in perso-
nal evaluation. She has always
wanted to be like other people. To
be unique was not worth ambition.
She has been famous from the time
she was 12 but it was not because
she was trying to do something
exceptional but because she was
trying to be like everybody else.
Never to be apart, never to be spe-
cial, never to be alone. After all
she said to Madame Maeterlinck
once, what does it matter what we
are? The important thing is what
we arc able to do. But it is a fact
that we are what we are by what we
have been able to do. The comple-
xion and accent of life changes with
every new achievement, indeed with
every new experience.

And Helen Keller has had immea-
surably more than her share of ex-
perience. She herself attributes the
beginning and unfolding of her
individuality to her first teacher,
Anne Mansfield Sullivan, about
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vibrations and the coolness of it
against her cheek, snow by the hard,
crusty feel of it under her heels and
the cold. She played with tadpoles
in the water. She shook hands with
a bear, stroked a lion, was held up
to feel the neck and ears of a giraffe.
She once allowed a snake to coil it-
self and an elephant to wind its
trunk around her. She learnt to love
art through passing her hands down
the lines of pieces of sculpture. She
learnt geography on the banks of the
Tennessee from a map outlined on
the ground with clay. She saw the
World’s Fair in Chicago literally
with her hands while Dr. Alexander
Graham Bell spelt out its wonders
into her hand. Helen Keller learnt
to see with her fingers and listen with
her feet and diagnose with her nose.
She was once asked how she differ-
entiated between day and night.
Oh, she said, in the day the air
is lighter, odors are lighter and
there is more motion and more vib-
ration in the atmosphere. At night
there is less vibration; the air is
dense and one feels less motion in
things. Because two of her senses
are dead. the others are overdeve-
loped. Her whole bedy is keyed up
to a height of perception and im-
pression which those who see and
hear never reach because there are
a hundred other things to distract
them. Her imagination is prodigious
and flexible as it well has to be
since it has to be exercised on every
little thing which she is trying to
understand. She Jearnt to swim,
ride, bicycle, row and tobaggan. She
learnt geometry, algebra, physics,
botany, zoology, and philosophy. She
is now one of the two deaf and dumb
people in the whole world who are
known to have received ‘higher edu-
cation’. She can speak French, write
German and read Latin. 1 dislike
veople, she wrote once, who try to
talk down to my understanding.
From the first printed word on card-
board to Shakespeare is a long way.
but Helen Keller has traversed it.
Early in life Helen Keller realised
that her way to light through the
darke silence which enveloped her
very soul like a shroud lay through
knowledge. Knowledge was not only
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happiness, it would help her to
acquire her moral standards, to know
true things from false and lofty
things from low.

When she was ten Hellen Keller
said to her teacher: I want to speak
with my mouth. That was sixty-five
years ago. She has since spoken
hefore the Massachusetts Legislature
and lectured at universitics from
Cairo to Jerusalem as wcll as in
Europe. It is an unspeakable boon
to me, she wrote when she was 22,
to be able to speak in winged words
that need no interpretation. That
was the summit of her achievement,
this vocal release to her mind.

One cannot help wondering if the
quality or texture of her thought is
the same as that of people whose
mental make-up is shaped by a
whole visible world. More than
everything, she said at the press
conference, I wish for peace. What
does peace mean to her? Or gov-
ernment? Or even a tree, an ash-tray,
a dog? They must mean some-
thing far more ideal and untouched
by human disposition than they do
to us. It is in this one sense that
Helen Keller lives among us and yet
apart from us. In one sense she
must live alone as our sages lived
once upon a time in their trances, as
Buddha lived in the forest and Jesus
lived among the heathens.

N her twenties, she wrote in her

autobiography: Sometimes a sense
of isolation enjfolds me like a cold mist
as I sit alone and wait at life’s shut
gate. Much knowledge has flowed
into Helen Keller’'s mind since that
confession. She has broken that
silence and a sense of dedication has
dispersed that mist of despair. To-
dayv she is living testimony to the
endlessness of man’s possibilities and
to the invincibility of the human
spirit. She is, as William James said
of her simply, a blessing.

*

In Springfield, Ohio, a truck driver
charged with drunken driving and
knocking down a pedestrian was
fined $150 and sentenced to “spend
as much time in jail as the vietim
spends in the hospital”
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Peaceful Uses of Atomic
Energy:

A Symposium

HE Unitted States Information

Services organised a symposium
last week at the Gokhale Hall on
“The Peaceful Uses - of Atomic
Energy.” On the first day the audi-
ence was introduced to the subject
through lectures on the “Personali-
ties of the atomic age,” “The Story
of the atom” and the Nuclear Re-
actor. Dr. A. Narasinga Rao, the
eminent mathematician, spoke on the
personalities of the atomic age. He
spoke at length on Einstein who
more than anyone else has revolu-
tionised our concept of the physical
world. FEinstein’s famous equation
E=MC2 is perhaps the most porten-
{tous equation of the twentieth cen-
tury. It was this identification of
mass and energy and the suggestion
of the possibility of the conversion
aof mass into energy and vice versa
which has given the world the atom
and hydrogen hombs. But without
the labours of other great experi-
mental physicists like Rutherforg,
Cockroft and Walton, Joliot and Irene
Curie the atomic age would never
have been ushered in. Time was a
grave limiting factor and Dr. Nara-
singa Rao evidently could not eluci-
date the work of more scientists
than he talked about. He spoke on
Enrico Fermi who constructed the
first reactor and thus made the
bomb a practical project. As Dr. Rao
50 well expressed it, nothing helped
the Allied powers more than the
expulsion by Hitler and Mussolini of
some of their most brilliant men of
science like Fermi. A hrief reference
was made to Dr. Oppenheimer. But
it is indeed regrettable that Dr. Rag
should have seen fit to pass over
Chadwick the discoverer of the neu-
tron. This omission becomes more
gainful when one realizes that the
time spent on speaking ahout Dr.
Bhatnagar and Dr. Bhabha could
have been utilised to expound the
work of Rutherford, Chadwick, Niels
Bohr, Lise Meitner and others. For,
neither cosmic rays—on which
Bhabha is an expert—nor Dr. Bhat-
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NEHRU ON THE PROBLEMS
OF ASIA

TEXT OF TELEVISION INTERVIEW

EW YORK: In the middle of
February Ed Murrow interview-
ed India’s Prime Minister Jawaharlal
Nehru on CBS-TV's “See It Now”
programme. Mr. Murrow has a res-
pect for the news that sets him
apart from most of his colleagues.
And, he does not believe that any
radio or TV commentator shouid
editorialize by injecting his own opi-
nion into the news—at least con-
sciously.
The interview was filmed in London
the day after Malenkov resigned.
Following is the transcript:

Murrow: Mr. Prime Minister, may
I ask you a personal question?

NeHrU: Yes.

M: Why do you go about both
here and in India, with such small
bodyguard?

N: I have no bodyguard here—my
own, 1 mean.

M: Yes.

N: The British government sup-
plies me with a person who is sup-
posed to look after me, but otherwise
I don't bring a body guard. It is a
great nuisance even in India, for me
to carry about somebody with me.
You see, Mr. Murrow, my life has
been spent in crowds. I feel isolated
if bodyguards come in the way bet-
ween me and the people.

M: Mr. Prime Minister, are you
hopeful—well, that’s not exactly the
right word because I know you are
always hopeful. But do you have
hopes of an eventual peaceful set-
tlement on Formosa or around
Formosa?

N: I have certainly that hope.
Indeed, Mr. Murrow, if a person
didn’t have hope he would be unable
to function properly. That is, one
would become functionless. I cer-
tainly think it can be hammered out.
I think it should be realised that the
sitnation is a  difficult one, but 1

3

would say it is not so difficult after
all as the Indochina situation was
when the Geneva Conference met,
and yet, through patience, through
understanding, they arrived at a set-
tlement, and therefore, there’s no rea-
son why we shouldn’t exercise that
patience and understanding in order
to get over this hurdle also. Because,
after all, one has to understand that
some kind of co-existence in the
modern world is the only way to live
on. The alternative is co-destruc-
tion. Also, if I might add, T am
sure that all the parties do not want
war, that is the most hopeful thing.

M: You spoke of Indochina where
India certainly contributed to the
solution—similarly in a war in Korea.
Do you regard at least part of India’s
function in this area to be a meet-
ing ground where some of these ten-
sions ecan be resolved, or at least
where conversations may be held?
It’s sometimes referred to as a third
force. I don’t mean it in that kind.

N: I know. I know. We don't
function as a force because we are
not a force. But India is, fortu-
nately, so situated there that it can
speak with some understanding and
in a friendly way to the various
countries involved. It is because of
that that it can help in the present
context, too. We may have confe-
rences and the like to deal with it,
but these informal approaches help
in—in creating that understanding
and removing misconceptions more
than formal conferences.

M: You believe in secret diplo-
macy and restraint. Is that it, sir?

N: Well, secret diplomacy has a
bad flavour, but I must say the open
diplomacy of the present day has
been something worse than all secret
diplomacies. What I mean is that
private exchanges, private talks, do
create hetter atmosphere for public
meetings afterwards.
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M: But this relationship again, to
use the current shorthand of the day,
js not that of a satellite in any sense?

N: Well, that is completely cor-
rect. You can’t have a country like
China a satellite to any country. If
there was any canflict in China bet-
ween Chinese nationalism and some
external influence, I have no doubt
that the nationalism would be the
stronger force.

M: Yes. It would not bhe fair to
refer to this as Titoism but it would
be in the same line?

N: Ves—it is not—no. You can’t
compare the two.

M: Well. yvesterday as you know,
Malenkov resigned. I was wondering
if you would make any comment on
the political changes in Moscow?

N: I'm afraid I am not in a posi-
tion really to comment and I don’t
know much about them except what
has appeared in the press, and there-
fore, I don’'t know what exactly they
signify. But I am more interested, of
course, in the foreign policy of the
Soviet Union rather than its internal
policy, and I would imagine that these
changes are more concerned with
internal policy than with foreign
policy, and that the foreign policy
would continue more or less as it has
in the recent past.

M: Well, sir, is that the reason
you've declined aid—military aid
from the United States and the Soviet
Union?

N: First of all. the Soviet Union
has never offered us military aid.

M: Yes, but . .

N: But there is no question of
military aid from the Soviet Union.

M: You have stated that, yes.

N: I know and even the United
States have hinted at it, that if we
so wished they would prepare to con-
sider it—there has never been any
question of the United States offer-
ing us military aid. Well, the real
reason is that we really do not think,
we try not to think in military terms.
1 want my country to be strong and
the strength of my country is going
to be, apart from economic health

and progress, the unity of my country
and self-reliance in my country.
Now, I do not want anything to be
done which reduces the feeling of
sel{-reliance. And that, of course, is
the big lesson that Mr. Gandhi
taught us, and although Mr. Gandhi
died several years ago, his influence
in our thinking continues very much.

M: Well, Mr. Prime Minister, hav~
ing read some of your writings, do
you ever regret that the burdens of
state prevent you from writing these
days?

N: Well, perhaps yes—sometimes.
Well of course, you must realize, Mr.
Murrow, that I'm not what might be
called a writer by profession.

M: Yes.

N: Whatever I have written has
been, well, an expression of myself
under certain circumstances. Not
written, let us say, for, or even with
a very keen eye to, publication. In
the back of my mind I might have
had that thought and all my major
works have been written in prison.

M: Well then, as I understand it,
vou wouldn’t recommend prison for
aspiring writers?

N: Well, since you have asked
me that question, I would recommend
prison not only to aspiring writers
but to aspiring politicians too—in the
sense not that prison is too good a
thing—in the sense that it helps one
to live quietly and—and think. And
in the modern world I think one of
the very unfortunate results of, well
if you like, industrial civilization is
that it gives little time to think. We
live from act to act and we rush from
place to place.

I think, so far as 1 am concerned,
the years I have spent in prison have
been the most formative and impor-
tant in my life because of various
things. Well, the discipline. the sen-
sations, but chiefly the opportunity
to think clearly, to try to under-
stand things—and I took to writing--
more to clarify my own ideas than to
address somebody else.

M: Several years ago, Mr. Prime
Minister, I had the opportunity to
help bring Indian students to the
States to study. Was that develop-
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mené successful or in the vernacular
“did it pay off”?

N: Now, obviously, we require
highly trained technicians in various
subjects and we welcome their go-
ing to America or coming to England
for this kind of training. That is,
our whole outlook is changing from
the literary type of study which was
encouraged in the past to technical
and scientific and the like, so in that
sense they are good. But there is
one—sometimes I have noticed one
drawback, if I may say so, that a
person who goes to America becomes
a good technician, gets used to all
kinds of mechanical ways of working.
When he goes back to the Indian
village he feels frustrated. He says,
“I haven’t got those tools,” you see.

M: Yes.

N: He has to adapt himself to
other conditions and he tends to
hanker after special equipment
which he may not have.

M: Well, you spoke of the need for
self-sufficiency—that is, to rely upon
yourself, but what sort of technical
aid do you require from the West?
Is it agriculture, hydro-electrics,
mining? What is it?

N: Really—we really need it in
ever so many departments. Of course,
we need it so much that the only
way to get it really is to train peo-
ple in India, We may send a hun-
dred, we may send five hundred, we
send a thousand people abroad but
we want to train a hundred thousand.
We can’t send a hundred thousand
people abroad, so that what we need
really is—we are putting up institutes
of training not only for high class
technicians but middle grade ones.
Take the community schemes.

Now we start at the lowest level—
the village worker. We select him
from the village—a bright young man
or woman. At present we give him
nire months’ training, send him back
to the village—and above him a big
group of ten villages. We have got a
small group—a medical man, an edu-
cationalist, an engineer, an agricul-
tural man, a veterinary man—five or
six like this looking after that group
of ten villages. Then the bigger
group of a hundred villages has now
a higher standard of people.
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experience is a big link between them
because they have reacted in a com-
mon way, principally a nationalist
reaction. Also a reaction in search
of social progress, social justice in
varying degrees. And you will find in
Asia, therefore, some common under-
standing of each other on that basis.
I don’t wish to put it too high because
—Dbecause of the differences.

Your question was about the Unit-
ed States and Asia. Well, the first
thing to realize, and I say so with all
respect—I have a feeling that what
is not adequately realized in the
United States or elsewhere in the
world, is that something very big has
happened and is happening in Asia.
In a sense you might say Asia became
stagnant and static—not changing—
unprogressive several hundred years
ago—not now. That made it weak
and the Europeans came. They werc
dynamic, they were making progress
industrially and in many other ways.
That set—that set in motion certain
forces in Asia slowly—nationalist
forces.

Well, they have come to fruition
now and so some kind of revolutio-
nary tumuit has existed in Asia for
some time past in the minds of men.
It has taken different shapes. diffe-
rent forms, dependent on circums-
tances. In China it has taken a big
shape—of the Chinese revolution go-
‘ing in the Communist direction.

In India we were guided largely by
Gandhi. A very unique personality,
and he turned us in another direc-
tion. But more and more the other
countries, Indonesia, Burma, all the
Western Asian countries that have
been in this turmoil trying to break
through that crust which made it
difficult for them to get out of it—
social crust, economic crust, social
habits.

But the first thing that came in
the way was political freedom—poli-
tical lack of freedom. Now to rea-
lize this and to realize that Asian
problems have not only to be under-
stood in their new revolutionary con-
text but can only be solved in full
co-operation with the Asians, is
‘important.

What I mean is this. In the past
‘it became the habit for great Euro-

pean powers at first—America came
into the picture later—to deal with
Asia and the Asian countries as a
kind of outer fringe of Europe and
to be decided by the big people in
Europe. Now, that kind of thing is
not only very irritating to the Asian
countries but—but it just fails to
solve the problem today in the con-
text of things today.

And mere military power is not
enough when you are dealing with
vast masses of human beings. Mili-
tary power is, of course, important,
but one has really to win the minds
of those people and win them also
not merely by, well, not certainly by
threats and not merely by, well, do-
ing good works even, if I may say sc.
Good works are good, but it’s a
psychological problem—-the problem
of friendly understanding and not
merely showing that if they don’t
behave they will not get some bene-
fit or they might be injured. This
kind of thing produces the opposite
reaction.

Thank you very much indeed. Prime
Minister Nehru. Thank you, sir.

N: Well, I'm very glad.
M: Thank you very much.

*
INDIA AND THE
PHILIPPINES:

Common Links

An Interview With
Ambassador Serrano

NITED NATIONS, New York:
India and the Philippines have
something in common among the
Aslatic countries. These two coubn-
tries more than any other lands in
the Orient have been influenced by
Western culture. In the case of
India, it was the British influence and
in the case of Philippines it was the
influence of U. S. A. ' As such the
Indians and Philippines understand
the West better than other Asiatics.
When H.E. Felixberto M. Serrano.
Ambassador Extraordinary and Plen}-
potentiary and Permanent Represen-
tative to the United Nations came
to New York to take his present post,
the local papers made a blg story
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about his family. No wonder, because
the Ambassador is Dblessed with a
family of 12 children which is indeed
a record for any diplomat that has
ever come to the United Nations. Mr.
Serrano held a press conference at
the United Nations Headquarters and
the newspapermen from all over the
world who interviewed him thought
that he was one of the most pleasant
and able men they had ever encoun-
tered. They were also of the opinion
that men of his calibre are needed
at the world body. He came here
after a rich and varied career as a
teacher, lawyer, guerilla leader, mili-
tary adviser and legislator.

Dr. P. G. Krishnayya, Indian edi-
tor and publisher, met him a few
times and was so impressed with the
Ambassador’s knowledge and under-
standing of the problems the world
is facing that he got this personal
interview from him.

The following are the Ambassador’s
own words:

India and the Philippines have
many things in common. Once
in the dim past the Philippines was
a part of a vast empire which includ-
ed India. The cultural stream which
began in those days did not cease
flowing for centuries, and to this day
there are considerable traces of
Indian influence in the art and life
of the Filipinos. Even more binding
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perhaps is the instinet of nationa-
Wsm, for all its difference in .form:
and development in the two coun-
tries, India and the Philippines share
with an equal passion. It is a move-
ment which produced leaders of the
type of Gandhi and Rizal, two of the
most devoted and selfless patriots
who ever worked for the cause of
national emancipation.

It would not seem necessary today
to labour these points except for the
seeming fact that India and the Phi-.
lippines held opposite views on a
number of international issues. There
has been one outstanding issue on
which India and the Philippines have
consistently differed, and that is, on
the Communist issue. But here
again the case has been overstated.
India and the Philippines, it must
be emphasised, regard Communism
as a peril in common. Both countries
have a domestic Communist problemr
and both have been successful, in
the main, in the attempt to confine:
it and keep it within manageable
limits. Where Communism of the
homegrown variety is concerned
India. and the Philippines are uncom:-
promising.

It is on the issue of external Com-
munism that these two countries
have not always seen eye to eye.
While both are agreed that Commu—.-
nism should be prevented from fur-
tt}er agression, neither has agreed
with the other’s view of the danger
which Communism poses at present
or on the manner of combating it,
It is 2 guestion of procedure, but im-'
portant as it is, it need not obscure
the larger area of agreement. Prime
Minister Nehru has himself indi-
cated that should India be convinced
of the immediacy and imminence of
the Communist threat, his country
would stand without hesitation on
the side of the democracies.

Upon these considerations mu i
more of the eventual reconcilizttigri
of the views of India and the Philip-
pines. In the meantime, the two
countries continue to be friends on
the basis of common traditions, andg
partners, along with the rest o’f the
free world, in the unceasing effort
to build a world free from strife and
injustice—P. G. Krishnayya’s Service.

‘Reynard
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OLD ‘TRIVENI’ DAYS

By M. CHALAPATHI RAU

Editor, National Herald, Lucknow

THOSE days seem distant, but
they were days of hope and
vaulting conceit and they remain in
the timelessness of the mind. The
Salt Satyagraha had passed into
history. To me, who was thinking
only of an inner disturbance, the
Armenian Street was the street of
adventure, giving to that part of
Madras City the lcok of a cathedral
town. The cathedrals passed by,
and then the merchant houses. The
taxidermist’s shop sprang to life on
this day with dead animals glaring
hmply. I went up the steps of the
Young Men’s Indian Association,
stood outside a room, and scrawled
my name on a scrap of paper. I went
in, with trepidation but with an air
of assurance, and on light feet.

I had seen Ramakoti somewhere
in Mount Road, with some detach-
ment. A friend pointed him out to
me as the Editor of Triveni. S0
unlike John Morley or W. E. Henley,
1 thought, and so unobirusive. 1 had
seen Triveni but today I was meet-~
ing its Editor. and it seemed a
moment on which somebody’s destiny
depended. He would be kind, but
would he have the pleasure of dis-
covering me, I who was so well-
known to myself?

He was considerate. Inside me
the small ego was struggling, like
that of Frank Harris hawking his
early stuff in Fleet Street; outwardly
I was shy and wide-eyed. He said
kind things, something about the
raciness of the writing. But first I
had to get the article typed out. I
ran to the nearest typist, passing the
taxidermist’s animals, dictated the
article word by word, and delivered
it on tiptoe next day. It was only
when the article was published that
{ realised that the writing I}ad been
too racy, & tumble of similes and
metaphors, racing beyond_the point
of no return. In writing aboqt
Masefield, I had been affected by his
the Fox. With twenty-

five neatly printed reprints, in red
cover, I felt I was a writer. First
article, first impression, twenty-five
copies.

I did not know how to reappear
before Ramakoti now. He might ask
me to wrice on another poet—not
Drinkwater! I wanted to be the
Macaulay of his ‘Edinburgh Review’,
writing long, spacious articles, with
Macaulay’s swaggering sententious-
ress, with history as the background.
One day, I met Ramakoti in a tram.
He called me to his bench. He spoke
like a friend and said what has
remained memorable to me and what
I tell young men, with variations.
«It is good to write with imagina-
tion, even excessive imagination,
when one is young,” he observed.
«That means there is something
there. If there is no ferment at
this age, nothing will emerge later.”
Casually, he asked me if I had read
Yenki Patalu*. I had; it had been
exciting; but I remembered none of
the songs. Could I translate them?
I could, I said; only, I wanted the
book. He sent me the book next
day.

READ the songs, hummed them to

myself, and felt they could not be
transiated. But I had said T would
translate them, and I must. That
night, the humming went into my
head. One song was translated, then
another, they tumbled into rhyme
and shape, the rhythm correspond-
ing nearly to the original rhythm.
Exhaustion overtook me. I left the
manuscript next day at Triveni
office, not daring to know the
Editor’s opinion of a night's exhiia-
ration. I forgot the ariicle and was
spending delightful days, chasing
dreams in Cubbon Park, in Banga-
lore. A letter came from Ramakoti

. saying that the article was “exceed-

ingly well-written” and that he was
happy and proud he had discovered

*Songs in Telugu by Nanduri Subba
Rao. .
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me. Restrained commendation, but
as good as a Nobel Prize for me then.
The letter was affectionate and
consoling. “Life is greater than
service,” it said, referring to my
rejection by the Medical Board for
a highly important competitive
examination. That saying has been
a prize; life is above all service,
even the highest.

One marginal comment on the
manuscript, I have not forgotten—
“Too much antithesis.’”” There could
have been no viler antithesis, The
exuberance remained, in spite of the
editing. Today the commentary
part is not acceptable to me. I could
improve the transiation, but I would
not be able to do it, given another
chance.

It was something to a student of
Jaw, which was an ass and not yet
the engaging perplexity it was later
to become. I lived in the Y M. I A,
I was a Triveni young man and mn
1031-32 it seemed eternity lay before
me. There was no urge to write,
except for poetry which was reserved
for English publisher:. Reading and
study were excitinz. Ramakoti en-
couraged me to be oan Edward
Fitzgerald. I tran:lated several
Telugu poems but would not produce
them.

There was early in 1032 a literary
controversy, typical of \adras intel-
lectualism of those davs, which had
a start from me. Two well known
professsors of Enalish opposed in the
Academic Councii Satyamurthi’s pro-
posal for the selection of Venkata-
ramani’s Murugan as a text-book
for the B.A classes. There was
derision for Indian writing in Eng-
lish. What had it produced except
rhetoric-mongering? 1 wrote a long
letter in irritation on ‘Indo-Angli-
ans and Rhetoric-Mongering', which
was published in The Hindu. I
made it rhetorical and derided the
pedantic negativism of professors,
and what had they been teaching?
Sparks flew for some weeks. The
controversy was interesting for me,
for nobody questioned the standard
of my rhetoric, and Saranathan, one
of the two professors, praised it. On
my Wway back from Bangalor?.
Ramakoti gave me Venkataramani's
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new novel Kandan for review, mak-
ing it plain that he had declined to
give the book to others and the
honour of reviewing it belonged to
me. I had read Venkataramani's
Paper Boats and liked {t. But a
novel? Throughout the night, I had
not a wink of sleep in the railway
compartment. I was too eager to
read the book I was to review. When
I returned after the summer vaca-
tion, T was greeted enthusiastically
for the review, which had vet to be
published. It was dazing, when
Venkataramani, meeting me for the
first time, recalled Coleridge and
praised the review also. He must
have been a conceited young man in
his time, T thought. The review was
more a review of the English novel
as it was at the time. and Kandan
to me was a medium of what seemed
the strange, simile-studded English
ot Venkataramani,

HIS was a year of friendships and

discoveries. and for nie the golden
age of Trireni I was now  informal
and confidiny with  Ramakot}, He
had been vazue, with his gestures of
oy and despair; he emereed like a
Botticelll portrait.  BRehind his soft-
ness, the dissolution of individuality,
1 saw the strength of steel, the core
that would not dissolve He had
unchangeable ideas about the get-up
of Triveni. the  paper on which it
was to be priuted and the advertise-
ments which must be  accepted or
tejected. Proof-reading was a refined
passton, like an engraver's art, the
test of perfection. This could be
appreciated by me only slowly by the
elaboration of experience. At that
time I was incapable nf such analysis,
incapable  of understanding the
nature and extent of the sacrifice.
1 only felt the impact of sunniness,
and the sunniness nf one who knew
good writing and to whom editing
was an art. His excislons were delf-
cate surgerv. He was a pruner, a
gardener with other men's words,
thinking more of the parden than
his own chrysanthemums.

The Y. M.1.A. throbbed with life,
and the readine-room tharacters
were a study In South Indlan sculp-
ture, young men and old men, some
Hogarthian. Mrs., Besant's statue,
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the St. Paul's-like dome, the gallery
©0f portraits of greatness, the book-
shop where theosophy and palmistry
jostled with Georgian poetry, the
marathon kalakshepams on Sun-
-days, and the genial secretary, who
seemed to be unaware of what was
going on round him! The restau-
rant, dingy and noisy, broke up into
literary round-tables with an occa-
sional Johnsonian rumble. The coffee
was famous for its freshness and
kick, and sweets were served stingily
like manna. Between Triveni office
and the restaurant, one niight meet
varying incarnations of belles-lettres,
among lawyers with punctured
gowns.

I COULD recognise Isvaran before we

were introduced to each other, on
Ramakoti's return from his home-
town He thumped frequently the
wooden verandah-passage before my
room. with a far-away look, an
assistant editor of Triveni with an
outstanding story to his credit, which
I had read. He seemed to stare,
with time enough. When he spoke
of his forthcoming collection of
poems, I pitied the situation. By
then, poetry meant melancholy to
me: happiness lay with prose. But
he looked dedicated, doomed. and was
later to make me think of our gene-
ration as the doomed genera-
tion. His mind was fascinating
like a fairy castle which had to be
scaled. 1 reviewed his book. For
me reviewing was a sybilline task, in
which the reviewer had to weigh the
chances of perfection and immor-
tality. Isvaran’s friendship was
useful for prosaic work too, when I
was entangled in a private war of
words on behalf of Madras reviewers
against Masulipatam bards. It was
my effort to drop gentleness and,
assume a Byronic ferocity beﬁttingj
an ‘atheist, socialist and vegetarian’,
as I described my convictions of the

‘time. Isvaran was less contempo-

raneous, living within himself, in the
drudgery of an inner devotion, and
his daemon, as I called it in com-
memoration of Goéthe and Faust,

" had to be roused. He too was to be

a pertectionist in editing and later
to edit the Short Story, a model of
that art.

Venkataramani dropped in occa-
sionally, gnome-like, kindly-looking,
wise with humour, his eyes glitter-
ing with fun, his solemnly delivered
similes contrasting with his effortless
quips. I was not sure, that a person
with such orthodox 1looks should
write good English prose. Writing to
me was either good prose or good
poetry—and prose was intolerable for
whole seasons—and if any Indian
attempted it, he must look like a
Tagore or at least like the Chettur
Brothers. Venkataramani broke
down my resistance. He talked as he
wrote, in cascades of similes. From
him I learnt that creativeness is
sympathy. He was the antithesis of
his environment but the environ-
ment was essential for his integrity.
I called him, in days when I did not
comprehend the importance of envi-
ronment, *“a lily in the mud of
Mylapore.” His heart, even when it
bled, was lily-white.

T took me time to know and under-
stand Chandrasekharan. He chat-
tered endlessly, pontifically, but with
humility. His book, Persons and
Personalities, was a surprise to me:
his gaiety contrasted with the
purposefulness of his writing and
even the punctuation seemed to be
affected by high seriousness. Except
for classics, I assumed the authority
of Coleridge towards books, though I
cared as little for Coleridge as for
Kubla Khan. It was some years later
that Chandrasekharan was convinced
that I liked his book, that in spite
of my love of resonance, I demanded
meaning.

I had expected A. D. Mani to be a
frosty. old professor from the way
he had reviewed Isvaran’s first book,
on Venkataramani, and patronisingly
asked people to watch ‘the coming
man.’ From the moment I saw him
in the reading-room, elusively swim-
ming in and out of sight, smiling to
himself, I knew it must be Mani. His
slippery #walk and furtive, searching
looks frightened me but there was no
avoiding him. He was chummy from
the first meeting. From then I have
been ‘Philip’ to him and he ‘Jimmy’
to me, after two writers of the day.

Is world was the world of Wode-

ouse and Edgar Wallace. Through-
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out the years we have remained
warm-hearted friends in the profes-
sion, except for a brief period on the
Press Commission. We go about as
old Triveni boys, even claim that
we started journalism from the gut-
ters of the Armenian Street. We
discussed, and mostly dismissed, the
journalists of the day. competing
vigorously in our conceit. It never
occurred to us that we would after
some years be presidents of the two
all-India organisations of the pro-
fession.

K. R. Srinivasa Iyengar must have
been a French academiclan and an
authority on the thirteenth and
fourteenth centuries in  Europe,
from the hefty manner in which he
had written about Joan of Arc. His
humility and his young looks, when
I was introduced to him by Isvaran,
over the noise of a kalakshepam in
the auditorium, were a surprise. He
seemed too eclectic in his tastes,
tolerant in his criticism. He was
generous and reviewed my Triveni
article on ‘Modernists, Imagists and
Futurists’, recalling the unusualness
of expression, in one of the many
weeklies for which he wrote. I find
that, after an enormous output, he is
among the Mandarins.

HERE were several others who

dropped in occasionally, bringing
rumours of other literary worlds.
From his tours, Ramakoti returned
and talked of Phadke, Gokak, and
Masti, Madame Sophia Wadia, and
literary circles and reputations in
Bombay which were dim to us. Now
and then, we had Marco Polos like
Nilkan Perumal, art-critics like G.
Venkatachalam, whose suave perso-
nality I had to engage one dav
sinule-handed and with nervous
er.thusiasm, in the absence of Rama-
koti. There were kalakshepams,
Chidambara Bhagavathar completing
the Ramayana twice, talks on culture,
debates, oratory and nonsense, and
all the while Isvaran, whom Ven-
kataramani would rag for slavery
to the printer's devil, and Ramakoti,
on the prow! for talent. I am not
sure of the sequence, nor am I sure
that it was all as solemn as it seems
now. The days were hilarious, cold
or sunny, troubled, crowded, but not

dull. We were an elite, n

I,t was a club  without ?;‘zéscllque.
cay Khasa dropped in, ftom g hospi-
tal, recovering from near-to-death-
ness after a lathi-charge, a martyr
and a figure of interest, Y

Life seemed larger than -
vice and Ramakoti was the gcfgtr:e ;t
the universe. 1 was in a world of
bpoks. and journalism was far below
m‘erz_lture‘ The newspapers were
within my daily study, feasts of
jargon and lawless syntax. 1 wrote
little, content to dream of writin
gla&sics. One day Ramakoti wrotg
in  exhausted despair an article
‘Bring Me Thy Failure’, I called it 8:
lyric in prose, though he would not
concede §t. It was the consumma-
tion of his sadhana. and it conveyed
to me the essence of the Gita
though I have cared little for that’
classic of ambiguity, sought unsuc-
cessfully to be annotated into falth
The article was a revelation to mé
of the essence of a good editor's
sacrifice, how a  writer has to be
ruthlessly subjected and reduced to
ashes, so that an editor might rige
rrum them. I have seen  editors
seltishly  project themselves anc.i
make their journals advertisements
f)f their self-esteem 1 do not know
if e:ien Massingham of the
Cared to set himself aside so
as Ramakoti did to make hif?g:?!:g
express in its bersonality, which was
h}s personality, the many-sided
singleness that can come only from
the significance of many writers. 1t
was not safe for my conceit to ilve
$0 clqse to a person of Ramakot('s
severities. 1 could see how decisjve
were his decislons. how Imperious he
could be in his tastes He saved me
from early cynicism and from much
else. But I was afrald of taking
advantage of his kindness, while
loyaity, 1 thought, demanded that I
should write for no other editor. 1t
e?c;)lains the meagreness of my put;
lished contributions in my m ;
productive phase. The readlmz-ro:;‘s
was my world; there I could laze t:)‘:
hours, making a discovery of Lucre-
tius or carrying out, under Edith
Sitwell's influence, éxperiments with
verse texture to see its influence
rhythm. On some nights, Ramak:a
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would call me to his room and ask
me to talk. I had nothing to aid me
but a gawk’s humour to decorate the
trivial tales I could tell.

These are memories, without an
effort at memorising. The years
which followed had gaps. But I was
again near Trizeni whenever possi-
ble, still writing as infrequently. The
writing included two political articles
which swung me into journalism. The
bitterness of conviction was far
away and dilettantism was an escape
from life. After a long measure of
the dissipation of daily journa-
lism, the old contempt for it has
returned. I might, it seems, be able
to indulge in the ancient dream of
writing the whola of Triveni, the
notes, the stories, the poems, the
translations, the book reviews. But
Ramakoti is too good an editor to
ericourage such a parade of perver-
sion. And. besides, in those days the
whole of eternity lay before me and

Natesa Iyer Reading Room, Madurai

THE city of Madurai is fortunate
in possessing a truly cultural
organization in the Natesa Iyer
Reading Room, Tallakulam post. In
addition to making available over
thousand Sanskrit, Tamil and English
books to the public of Madurai, the
Reading Room sponsors regularly lec-
tures, musical recitals, religious dis-
courses, and bhajans.

One of the most attractive build-
ings of its type, the Natesa Iyer Read-
ing Room was opened by the Vice-
President of India on January 14,
1953, and it can justifiably be proud of
its two-year record of service. The
latest of many acts of public service
rendered by the Reading Room is the
consecration of a Gandhi Stupa, a
black granite structure of simple and
austere beauty on which are immor-
talized in letters of gold some of the
most memorable utterances and
favourite sayings of the Mahatma.
The city owes the Reading Room and
the Stupa to the sense of civic pride,
public spirit and philanthropy of Sri
S. N. K. sundaram, Managing Direc-
tor, Pandyan Bank, Madurai, who is
seen in the picture standing at the
foot of the Stupa with the members
of his family.
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there was the security of an un-
known future. Now, it seems time-
is shrinking, with life’s daily battle-
for integrity.—Triveni Silver Jubilee
Number,

x

I think it an abuse to use the-
novel as a pulpit or a platform, apd
I believe readers are misguided
when they suppose they can thus
easily acquire knowledge. It is a
great nuisance that knowledge can
only be acquired by hard work. It
would be fine if we could swallow the
powder of profitable information
made palatable by the jam of fiction..
But the truth is that, so made palat-
able, we can’t be sure that the powder
will be profitable, for the knowledge
the novelist imparts is biassed and
thus unreliable; and it is better not
to know anything at all than to know
it in a distorted fashion.—The Art of
Fiction. SOMERSET MAUGHAM
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out the years we have remained
warm-hearted friends in the profes-
sion, except for a brief period on the
Press Commission. We go about as
old Triveni boys, even claim that
we started journalism from the gut-
ters of the Armenian Street. We
discussed, and mostly dismissed, the
journalists of the day. competing
vigorously in our conceit. It never
occurred to us that we would after
some years be presidents of the two
all-India organisations of the pro-
fession.

K. R. Srinivasa Iyengar must have
been a French academician and an
authority on the thirteenth and
fourteenth centuries in  Europe,
{from the hefty manner in which he
had written about Joan of Arc. His
humility and his young looks. when
I was introduced to him by Isvaran,
over the noise of a kalakshepam in
the auditorium, were a surprise. He
seemed too eclectic in his tastes,
tolerant in his ecriticism. He was
generous and reviewed my Triveni
article on ‘Modernists, Imagists and
Futurists’, recalling the unusualness
of expression, in one of the many
weeklies for which he wrote. 1 find
that, after an enormous output, he is
among the Mandarins.

HERE were several others who

dropped in occasionally, bringing
rumours of other literary worlds.
From his tours, Ramakoti returned
and talked of Phadke, Gokak, and
Masti, Madame Sophia Wadia. and
literary circles and reputations in
Bombay which were dim to us. Now
and then, we had Marco Polos like
Nilkan Perumal, art-critics like G.
Venkatachalam, whose suave perso-
nality I had to engage one day
single-handed and with nervous
er.thusiasm, in the absence of Rama-
koti. There were kalakshepams,
Chidambara Bhagavathar completing
the Ramayana twice, talks on culture,
debates, aratory and nonsense, and
all the while Isvaran, whom Ven-
kataramani would rag for slavery
to the printer’s devil, and Ramakoti,
on the prowl for talent. I am not
sure of the sequence, nor am I sure
that it was all as solemn as it seems
now. The days were hilarious, cold
or sunny, troubled, crowded, but not
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dull. We were an elite, not

It was a club  withoyt rul‘;s.c mg:fé
cay Khasa dropped in, from a hospt-
tal, recovering from near-to-death-
ness after a latm—charge. & martyr
and a figure of interest ¥

Life seemed larger than -
vice and Ramakoti{ was the ::nytr:e ;t
the universe. I was in g world of
books, and journalism was far below
literature. The newspapers were
within my daily study, feasts qf
jargon and lawless syntax. I wrote
little, content to dream of writing
classics. One day Ramakotj wrote
in exhausted despair an article
‘Bring Me Thy Failure’. 1 called it &
fyric in prose, though he would not
concede §t. It was the consumma-
tion of his sadhang, and it conveyed
to me the essence of the Gita
though I have cared ljttle for that;
classic of ambiguity, sought unsyc-~
cessfully to be annotated into faith
The article was a revelation to mé
of the essence of a good editor's
sacrifice, how a  writer has to he
ruthlessly subjected ang reduced to
ashes, so that an editor might rise
from them. I have seen editors
selfishly  project themselves and
make their journals advertisements
of their self-esteem. I do not know
if even Massingham of the Nation
cared to set himself aside so gallantly
as Ramakoti did to make hig journal
cxpress In its personality, which was
h.’s personality, the many-sided
singleness that can come only from
the significance ot many writers. It
was not safe for my conceit to live
so close to a person of Ramakati's
severities. I could see how decisjve
were his decisions, how imperious he
conld be in his tastes. He saved me
{from early cynicism and from much
else. But 1 was afraid of taking
advantage of his kKindness, while
loyalty, I thought, demanded that 1
should write for no other editor. 1
explains the meagreness of my f;ut;-
lished contributions in my  most
productive phase. The reading-room
was my world: there I could laze for
hours, making a discovery of Lucre-
tius or carrying out, under Edith

Sitwell's Influence, experiments with:

verse texture to see itg Influence qn

rhythm. On some nights, Ramakot}
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Many comparisons suggested them-
selves to my mind, ali chromatic and
tropical; but the uppermost was:
the den of the forty thieves in the
famous Arabian Night’s story. The
Morgiana touch too was there: it was
no fancy; a few yards away in a cor-
ner seat was a dark voung girl; with
a little preparation—transferring
into shimmering veil and taffeta
trousers and tight-fitting bodice shat
with lace and sequins. with bells on
her toes and a tabor in her hands, a
dagger concealed i her bosom, she
would easilv have been the danc-
ing <lavegirl of the household of Ali
Baba.

RABIAN NIGHTS .. Forty
Thieves . . . Morgiana . . . Ali
Baba . . . Open Sesame! The tide of

my reflections was rising high when a
voice suddenly cut short:

“Please be seated. Sir.”

It was one of those men who had
Joudly disapproved of my last minute
entrance into the compartment,

“Please sit down.” he repeated
affably. pointing to a little vacant
patch near him.

1 sat down.

“How far?” he asked.

+To Calcutta,” 1 answered, in a
tone to indicate that I had no desire
to continue the conversation.

«To Calcutta! You can't travel all
that way standing.”

Whether he meant it in a spirit of
commiseration or svmpathy, I accept-
ed it in silence, but smiling neutrally.
Nevertheless it was certainly some
relief to me, and I took advantage of
it by refreshing myself from my food
basket and thermos flask. The hot
coffee put me in a warmer mood for
reflections.

“1f you want to stretch yourself
I've an idea,” said my fellow passen-
ger: “till Bezwada there’ll be no
lessening of the rush.”

He was trying to be really helpful.

«1 shall adjust iy things.” he said,
looking up the sheif that ran through
the middle of the compartment; and
forthwith he began moving, adjust-
fng, putting a small suitcase on a
trunk. bringing down a tiffinset and
shoving it beneath the bench, and
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generally making a compact arrange-
ment of his belongings. I too shoved'
my steel trunk beneath the banch, .
and unstrapping my hold-all and
taking out of it a pillow and a quilt
made a sort of bed for myself in the-
Space so0 generously cleared for me
on the ‘upper berth. Then thank-
Ing my travelling companion for his
kindness 1 hopped up. I sat awhile-
taking an aerial view of the com-
partment and is contents—human
and other\vise—-enveloped in a haze
of tobacco smoke, of cigar and ciga-
rette and cheroot making the air
stale; then laid myself to sleep with
a last glimpse of the dark girl in
that far corner below, my Morgiana.
But the Jast glimpse was not to be
Morgiana, for just before I closed my
eyes a plaque in the wainscoting
that divided the carriage caught my
attention, on it were embossed the
letters:  rto sear 20 BRITISH TROOPS
AND 60 INDIAN TROOPS. Now I could
understand this forced congestion;
even granting that every ordinary
man_ 1s a potential trooper, it was ”
straining the Indian anatomy much
to@ much for the sake of the British.
Maybe, I thought, the third-class
compartment of a railway train was a
berpetua} vengeance for the Black
Hole Tragedy. That was a proven

myth now. But the in i
e spiration

BLACK HOLE TRAGEDY! Myth! 1

don’t know how long I had slept
and when I opened my eyes, I sensed
a sort of spaciousness about me. I sat
up wide awake; and the first thing I
saw was that the crowd in the com-
pgrtment had considerably dimi-
nished, that the atmosphere of stale
tobacen had cleared before a cool
wind that flew in through the open
windows of the carriage. The com-
partment was plunged in sleep,
although a few snorers disturbed the
silence; bumble-bees flew out in deep
variations through nose and mouth
and kept on exploiting the possibili~
ties of a most natural orchestra, I
looked down to take a closer scrutiny
o_f the world below, and I looked on a
little drama, the homeliest I had
ever seen, yet instinct with g, strange
romantic glamour which compelled
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me to follow, and following perhaps
share an adventure.

The Morgiana of my early wakeful
hours was no longer there; in the
place she had sat was a young
woman. She must have got in from
one of the intermediate stops. Twenty
if not a day, she was still in her first
bloom: her bold eyes and broad
cheekbones and resolute symmetry
proclaimed her race: she was an
Andhra. Her complexion was the
lighter shade of dark, but the aura
of youth rendered her fair. She
looked like an Ajanta carving come
to life; the hard medium of the lapi-
dary had changed into plastic human
flesh, warm blood burnishing the
skin, in itself an enchanting ransom
for beauty.

HE looked so homely. Sooramma,

1 christened her. No, not Kokila-
vani or Lalitakumari, one of your
potboiled film affairs who call them-
selves stars with not even a hund-
redth of Sooramma’s grace and love-
liness.

She was in the midst of her toilette,
The whole paraphernalia was scat-
tered on the lid of a box in front
of her. When first my glance fell
on her, she had finished plaiting her
hair—a glistening black snake-—and
was coiling it up into a knot, pushing
and drawing and patting it through
strands pulled from behind her
sleeky-combed head. The sleeveshof
her bodice which were puffed like
little balloons and which exaggerated
the width of her shoulders. puffed
more balloonishly when she pro-
gressed with the knot; presently she
finished it and turning to someone
near by asked:

“What's the time now?”

Her voice was clear as a bell.

I was so absorbed in what she was
doing that I would have told her the
time—-for instinctively I glanced at
my wrist—but the good genius of
propriety held me luckily by the
pborderline and my eyes sought the
person she had addressed.

He was a man in his early forties,
stoutly built, tall to correspond to his
stoutness. His head was closely
cropped, so closely that the skull
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twinkled like incipient baldness, He
was dressed, katcham style, in tough
brown khaddar for which the
Andhras are famous, and g flowing
jibba of the same material, whjch
in the North goes by the name of
panjabi. He seemed to have been
dozing, and when the young woman
addressed him he opened his eyes
but didn't care to answer her. Ho'
vawned as if bored, and I saw a

small gap in the middle of his u
row of teeth. pper

Sooramma patted his cheek play.
fully. “Didn't vyou hear me?” she
cooed.

“Yes, yes,” he mumbled. His tone
betrayed annovance at her girlish
prank.

But that pat settled all my doubts
For I had been furiously guessiny :\(
their relationship: father and daugh-
ter, no; brother and sister. certainly
not; uncle and niece, it can never
be: that playrul familiar pat and
intimate warm voice established the
tie:  he was the indulgent elderly
ht_;sband and she the second young
wife, smart, charmingly froward. )

PAUSING in her toilette, she held

_up an orange, produced as if by a
sleight-of-hand and started peeling
it. She next pulled out a fig ana
brought it tantalisingly close to the
mouth of the man.

_ “Tcha! Tcha!" he mumbled again,
ill-humouredly, “what are you doing?
Somebody may be looking."

“What  if? Come, open
mouth.” P your

“No.,” he said, pursing up his lips.
“funny to eat oranges in the early
morning.  What a gir]t

“If you can eat hetel you can eat
oranges too,” she said pertly.

‘-_That reminds me—" the man said
smiling, and took out his pan-boxj

Sooramma chucked the orange
through the window. echoing ‘Funnv
to eat oranges in the early morning’
and turned aside to continue her
toilette.

The man laughed faintly, smear-
ing chunam on the betel, as
accustomed to such displays of perki-
ness on the part of his wife. Re

March 19 1955 ' SWATANTRA 31

tried to be gay for the sake of his
young Tilottama, but there was
something forlorn about him, some
sense of guilt that overshadowed

-desire.

I fell in love with Sooramma for
her sauciness. Her whimsies were
those of a child. Sitting in my aerial
perch I was immersed in thoughts
and dreams of her. I thought of the
children that would spring from ths
loins of this vigorous woman, child-
ren who would grow into lusty youths,
wear the coarse brown khaddar, and
carry on the freedom fight of our
country. But will the man by her
side rise equal to the occasion? My
love and admiration for her was
tinged with a sudden pity.

EANWHILE her husband sat
dumb, chewing betel, all un-
conscious of the fact of how Iucky he
was to possess a pretty young woman
for wife; perhaps he saw no difference
between Sooramma and a well-masti-
cated chew of betel and nuts.

And I thought again: It is quite
common to see a gem of many carats
exhibited in a jeweller's window,
only a connoisseur will be interested
in it; but to unexpectedly come
across a diamond in the dunghill of a
third-class compartment in a train,
iIs most astonishing, is most
ecstatic .

A faint smell of talcum powder
floated with a whiff of wind. I saw
Sooramma putting aside the powder-
puff.

A cough. Then a loud yawn. More
coughs and yawns. One by one the
passengers in the compartment were
rising from their sleep. Shutters
were raised against a whitening sky.

Soon I was aware that not one pair
of eyes, mine alone, but many pairs
were watching the girl at her toi-
lette. My gaze became all-embracive.

The dawn was lovely. but lovelier
was Sooramma inside the carriage,
smartening herself up, so softly, so
subtly spellbinding those around her,
and she herself appearing so dis-
tant, the evocation of some beautiful
dream, for all her sauciness and
child-like whimsicalities. It is won-
derful how a woman can achieve
such detachment, can turn a crowded

third-class carriage into a boudoir of
her own. Only utter simplicity or
ignorance can accomplish  this.
miracle.

The husband fidgeted. He did not
like the spectacle of his wife being
thus ogled. His eyes censured what
his tongue was powerless to protest.
And for all his bulk and stature he
look so shrunk, so pathetic in his
powerlessness.

Sooramma glowed. She put the
kumkum on her brow and regarded
herself critically in the hand-mirror.
She smiled with satisfaction. Then
she put away the toilette-set and
opened her box. Out came a paper
packet. She untied it and brought
out a darkgreen blouse and a blue
spangled sari. The passengers held
their breath in excitement. The hus-
band was on the verge of a collapse.

Then as everyone looked on, hushed
with agitation, swift as a streak of
lightning she vanished into the com-
monest and the mist private place in
the carriage. The door shut tight on
hungry looks. A few minutes later
she emerged, arrayed in green and
blue, a delightful combination of
bird and flower, perfectly adorable.
She then took a wreath of flowers
which she had carefully wrapped up
in a wet towel, and wound it about
the knot of her hair. Her toilette was
complete. :

SHE beamed like an angel upon her

husband. But he sat dull and list-
less, digesting his resentment. The
old ore was afraid of the transmut-
ing young flame.

He rose heavily and carrying one
after another their belongings
arranged them neatly near the car-
riage door. Obviously the next stop
must be their destination.

The train slowed and pulled up. 1t
was a bustling cheerful station:
Tadepalligudam.

Sooramma got down hurriedly on
the platform. I saw her looking
ahead eagerly, and jumping onto the
bench beneath from my eminence, I
put out my head through the window.
I couldn't see her face for she had
moved a few yards away; but I saw
her holding out her arms, and a
young man hastening towards her.
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He was scarcely a man, he was just
an overgrown lad with down on his
cheeks which gave a sort of dewy
brightness to his face. Then I heard
her cry with joy a name—it certainly
must be that of the youth who had
come to meet them at the station—
but it escaped my ears. The two
walked back to the carriage door,
almost hand in hand; only a dread
decorum, I felt, prevented them from
kissing each other.

Other passengers were also getting
out, but I didn’t take my gaze off
Sooramma. A new light of peace and
happiness had come dancing like a
benediction into her eyes; and her
face seemed to have gone all open
like a flower to meet that of the youth
who stood beside her.

The husband was carrying the
luggage out.

“Annayya, how was the journey?”
asked the youth, hastily seizing a
box out of his hands and putting it
by.

¢
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The man lifted his head and smiled
feebly. Almost instantaneously his.
face blanched as if all the blood was
driven to an arid spot inside.

“You both go in advance and see
to the jutka,” he said, without looking
at them

They moved on. They moved, the
lad moved with her in his hands, a
flower closed suddenly into a fruit,
full of sweetness and darkness. he
moved, and she was fulfilled.

THE husband waited near the lug-

gage. A coolie approached him.
He helped the things to his head. 1
scanned his face. He had grown ten
years older. His jowls had fallen.
There were crow’s feet about his eyes,
He stood there even after the coolie
had departed, empty, disinherited, an
alien from another world. alone with
his destiny, and as though imploring
it to be more merciful to him during

his transitory stay in this starcrossed
planet.

GENTLE PRETENDER

AUTUMN comes with sudden braggart shout
Across the hill, stamping his hobnailed boots.
Ifis mighty shoulders push against the trees
And snap their branches.
Klis laughter roll: among the thin gray clouds
Where birds escape in circling, southbound dreves.
Great, bullying Autumn strides along the road
And flings his boreal chanties to the sky.

As the wild leaves fall,

But late al nighl, when trees at last are silent,
When frost lies bitter on the rigid ground,

He kneels with soft regret, and in the shadews,
Gathers the feaves in clumsy hands to press
Along the tender roots of frightened flowers,
And tucks the sleepy chipmunk in his bed.

M. C. 8.
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New
Books

A VISION OF BEASTS AND GODS
By George Barker
Faber and Faber Ltd., 24, Russell Square, London

9s 6d net

¢ THERE is a perfectly serious

prospect of a decline in the
experimental writing of young poets
for the simple reason that they can
no longer write as they wish to write
and eat at the same time . . . The poet
needs three things in order to go on
being a poet: Milton described these
as simplicity, sensuousness and pas-
sion. I put it as a dictionary, alco-
hol and love. It is still possible to
buy a tolerable dictionary for a few
shillings; and once you have bought
it, you are hardly tempted to pawn
it. But the price of alcohol and love.
in a world full of Americans and
hate, has risen in precise proportion
with the cost of living . . . I have
heard that some poets now get jobs,
on the British Council. the British
Broadcasting Corporation, and the
British Railways . . . Being a poet is
about as full time a job as being a
Virgin with a Lamp. The poet will
no more be forgiven if he is found.
when the angel calls, collating mate-
rial for the British Council, instead
of cultivating his hysteria and his
garden, than any other purveyor of
an empty lamp . . . '

This quotation is taken from
George Barker’s essay, ‘Poet as
Pariah’ published in The New
Statesman and Nation for July 8, 1950
in which he speaks with great vehe-
mence of the poet in relation to
society (“The enmity between the
poet asd society.” he says, “will never
subside, in spite of some poets being
conciliated or converted by gifts such

SWATANTRA

as titles, appointments, rich wives,
popularity, or medals from the
King.”)—and this essay read along
with ‘Letter to a Deaf Poet’ (appears
ing in Botteghe Oscure, Quaderno
XIII, 1954, the international review of
contemporary literature issuing from
Rome), also a vehement prolusion on
poetry, containing statements such as
“a poem affirms spiritually what it
cannot possibly declare intellec-
tually,” and *‘every poem is a making
known of ourselves to the Unknown
God, and a dedication of its altar to
him,” will give one a correct know-
ledge of the stand taken by George
Barker. as a poet. He is farouche:
he doesn’t want to hide the fact; he
is dedicated; he doesn’t want to put
down his crown of thorns. -Ronald
Bottrall, one of the modern poets and
a contemporary of William Empson
expressed his indignation at what he
termed as Barker’s “cant” about the
poet’s being a full-time job, that in
order to write, he should live at the
expense of someone else; he cited the
instances of Chaucer, Spenser, and
Matthew Arnold who were civil ser-
vants and who found time to write
excellent poetry; of Milton who
“willingly gave twenty years of his
life and his sight to the service of
his Government;” of Donne who was
the Dean of St. Paul's; of Herbert
and Herrick who were country par-
sons: of Blake who was a hard-
working engraver; and in our own
time, of T. S Eliot, who, during his
most fecund poetic life, was a bank-
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clerk, and 18 now the director of a
publishing house. To the list of these
may be added the names of Humbert
Wolfe, a civil servant, and Edwin
Muir who has held important dfiéial
positions without detriment to his
integrity as a poet. “Like the rest of
us, employed or unemployed,” Bottrall
wound up, “he (Barker) is more likely
to be forgotten than remembered in
a hundred years’ time.” This is not
only ungenerous but beside the point,
the decision of immortality does not
at any rate rest with a contemporary:
it is left to posterity.

George Barker, born 1913, and edu-
cated at Marlborough Road L. C. C.
School, belongs to the number—in the
words of Kathleen Raine—“who have
preferred to suffer the full impact of
poverty and anxiety that falls on
poets who do not come to terms with
the world on the world’s terms.”

I, born in Essex thirty-four
Essentially sexual years ago.
Stepped down, looked around, and saw

I had been cast a little low
In the social register
For the friends whom I now know.
Is a constable a mister?
Bob's your uncle, even so.
Better men than I have wondered
Why one's father could not see
That at one's birth he had blundered.
His ill-chosen paternity
Embarrasses the fraternity
Of one's friends who, living
Huysmans,
Understandably have wondered
At fatherhood permitted policemen.

S ly days when 1
HapR{wtixgzg ?x: ye)em);nlary schoal
Where seven hundred infant lives

Flittered like gadflies on the stool—
tWe discovered that contraceptives

Blown up like balloons, could fiy)
We memorised the Golden Rule:

Lie, lie, lie lie.

Thus Barker in his True Confes-
sion. a long autobiographical poem.
conceived in the line of poems lke
villon's Testaments: outspokenly
sexual, its lyricism alternating bet-
ween rapture and revulsion dissued
by the Fore Publications Limited,
London, 1950, in the Key Poet serles).
that could “become literature—as all
sexual poems do—only after the poet
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is long dead.” He was Professor of

Literature in Tokyo, in 1939—p, rded
in his True Confession: eeo

I sat one mornimg on the can
That served us for g lavatory
Composing some laudatory
Verses on the state of man:
My wife called from the kitchen T
“There’s someone here from Japui
He wants you out there As Professor
Oh. yes. The war just began .

He was resident in America untj)
1943, and has travelled widely. His
first book of poems Alanna Autumngl
appeared in 1833, to be followed by
Poems, in 1935: Calamiterror. in 1937,
Lament and Triumph, in 1940, EBros
in Dogma, |n 1944, News of the
World, in 1950. Janyg published in
1935 and The Dead Seagull in 1950
are prose works, the latter ig g highly
ornate piece of fiction.

4 Vision of Beasts and Gods, his
recent volume of Poems, comes gas
the second choice of the Poetry Book
Society, the Sfrst being  Vernon
Watkins's The Death Bell pp piv
worst.” says the Faber blurb to the
book, “Mr. Barker might be imitated
at his best. he is both inimitable ang
wholly different from any poet of
our time of equal rank" This new
volume containg some of
very best: the cultivation of
tof which he spokes which meant
word-intoxleation and obscurity of
style is also a little jn evidence here-
confusion and incoherence in ldu;
Spring as weedy undergrowth here
and there in the garden he has made
--he is alone and unafraid-—but the
sparkling leaves and flowers make
one forget the undergrowth-me
irritation is momentary, Ang in his
best Barker has worked out hig
thoughts and symbolg with a lucidity
and beauty beyond ctompare. The
volume begins with a major
“Goodman Jacksin and the Angel':
in which idlom ang imagery combine
to achieve a nuptial harmony-
abstract things are concretiseq ui
the way of common realistic oceyr-
rences and the morality in the col-
loquy is brought out,
trolled brevity ang sim

hysteria

plicity, thus:

Barker's .

with a con-.
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JACKSIN
There is no mystery in this
A man and woman do not know:
The law of dialectics is
How Love evolves. There are no
Two ones of aby kKind but must
Bring forth a firstborn third to prove
That the arithmetic of love
Transcends the lonely dust.

ANGEL
Thus Love and Death together got
Under a dark constellation,
And in their fever they forgot
That even Love and Death are not
Exempt from generation.
Then from their open-eyed embrace
Rose the first god that ever was
With doom in his face.

But for all its intrinsic loveliness
and its several levels of profundity,
one feels that Barker’s notion of and
attitude to sin are rather vague
angd the redemption he suggestes is
too idealistic and arbitrary. Other
fine things in the volume are ‘Letter
to a  Young Poet’ ‘On a Friend’s
Escape from Drowning off the North
Coast,” ‘Bleeding a Stone is Walk-
ing by the Sea.’ ‘To a Child, ‘Epitaph
for Many Young Men/ Consolatory
Verses for the Middle Years,” ‘At the
Wake of Dylan Thomas.’ and ‘Chan-
nel Crossing,” that superb visionary
statement of an inspired moment
about the post-war worid, arising
from the Britain of those horrible
years—a Britain from whom the
impulse to song is as perennial as
from a vernal wood. whatever the
climate, peaceful or inclement. (This
poem Inscribed to John Lehmann, it
must be remembered. first appeared
in the last issue of Penguin New
Writing. No. 40, 1950 and when it was
reproduced in New Poems r1953):
4 PEN. Anthology there was a lot of
pother about it from eritics for the
omission of a line which later the
edtors of the anthology asecribed to
the poet himself:. Here are g couple
of stanzas from the paoem:

But when I turned and looked into
The sllent chambers of the sea

I saw the displaced fishes flee

From nowhere into nowhere through
Their continent of liberty.

O skipping porpoise of the tide

No longer shall the sailors ride

You cheering out to ses.

1 thought of Britain in its cloud
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Chajned to the economic rocks
Dying behind me. I saw the flocks
Of great and grieving omens crowd
About the lion on the stone.

And I heard Milton’s eagle mewing
Her desolation in the ruin

Of a great nation, alone,

In the second stanza one sees the
difference from the version as it first
apeared; “Dying behind me; saw the
flocks” becomes “Dying behind me. I
saw the flocks"—ihe punctuation is.
altered and the intrusive, individua-
listic ‘I' is pressed into the imagina-
tive revelation; and “Her dereliction
in the ruin” is changed into ‘“Her
desolation in the ruin.”

George Barker and the late Dylan
Thomas were the two protagonists
of the school of neo-Romanticism
which was a divergence from and
a reaction to the intellectualism of
the - Auden—Day Lewis—MacNelce—
Spender group of poets which came
into prominence during the thirties.
They were less contemporaneous in.
the sense that their responses were
overwhelmingly emotional and what
they wanted to say was so remote
from workaday experience, so trance-
like as a seer's or a mystic’s. On the
baolitical side their movement was
towards “anarchism and pacifism.”
Cecil Day Lewis, in his Revolution in
Writing, observes thus: “In the near
future I think it likely that litera-
ture will Jdivide into two main
streams. On the one hand, morality
writing—conveyed through fair ¥y
tales, allegory, satire, and perhaps a
new kind of semi-religious drama
based on the revelations of recent
psychologists. (The myth follows
naturally heres. On the other hand,
a form of writing somewhat akin to
musie, depending on highly elabo-
rated sounds, intense verbal subtlety
and complex patterns of associ-
ation.”

In the poetry of George Baker ona
finds quite a fine commingling of"
these two streams. A4 Vision of
Beasts and Gods is in many ways a
landmark in Barker's poetic develop-
ment. Here is no cloying sweetness.
and self-intoxication with words.
that marked much of his earlier-
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verse; the unevenness has disappear-
ed and an admirable harmony bet-
ween slang and serious, between
reality and unreality, between compos
and corybantic is accomplished
to a near perfection. When Barker

lives in heaven, the gods and angeis,

are his personal friends; when he
lives in hell he doesn’t have to be
lesser than Satan—it was said of
Dante that he only visited hell but
Baudelaire came from there—the
intensity of his life in both the
spheres is the same. One needn’t
have to bother about what Ronald
Bottrall said about Barker being for-
gotten in a hundred years’ time; his
magnificent eloquence which releases
vision is enough for us who are his
contemporartes, for as he says, “we
praise before we theologise just as
we believe betore (but not necessarily
untily we know,” and he reminds us
~that the oldest of all poems, - the
great Rig-veda signifies by its title
Poem of Praise”

The General's Wench
By Rosamond Marshall
A Signet Book
The New American Library.
New York, N. Y. 22
35 cents
OSAMOND MARSHALL is a nove-
list whose books have sold in
millions. She does this, if The
General’s Wench is any guide, by
handing out buckets of highly-
spiced romance to her readers. True
love, as flaming and passionate as
men and women of drab lives want
it, runs its very unsmooth course
through the novel. Also here are two
ancient enemies to love—the lechery
of old age and the malignancy of the
jll-favoured villain whose interest is,
for the duration of the story, concen-
trated on the heroine. Add to this
the doubtful delights of reading how
a beautiful woman is whipped, or how
unfaithful wives are disposed of in
quicklime. or how quickly a tart like
Molly Quin can take a diamond ring
from a rich General before she leads
the way to her bedroom. The Gene-
ral himself cuts a dashing figure,
young, handsome and rich, with time
on his hands and most et the women
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in England at his feet. He can be
suspicious and sardonic when his o}d
friend Ollle Oliphant meets him on
his return to England with two
million pounds in gold and jewels
but when the plot requires that Ol-
phant should be succeastul in duping
him, he can be as helpless and a'.:;
credulous as any eight-year-old. For
a good half of the novel, General
Templar blubbers so ineflectually
that we are tempted to ask why he
has strayed from his nursery into the
Rosamond Marshall world of violence
and treachery and a price for every
man and woman. It gets so dreary
by the middle of the book, but let
not that remark be understood to
mean that we do not know why such
books sell so fast. Whatever the rea-
son, it is certainly not due to the
authencity of the historical back-
ground. We have come across few
historical novels in which there is so
little coneern with history.

The Life of Abraham Lincoln
By Stefan Lorant

A Signet Key Book

New American Library
New York, N. Y. 22

50 cents

To t_he biographer as to the his-

torian prolificity of material {s
as much an obstacle ag paucity of
facts. This Is more so to one wh
sgzts out to write the life of g hhtoo
ncal'ﬁgure as Mr Stefan Lor ¢
does in the case of Abraham Llncalm
The_ outstanding event of Uncocl)nl".
presidential career was the cond :
of the great Civil war The succn o
conclusion of that war and the Wty
cipation of slaves have made Lc;man-
m_mwrtal. Mr. Lorant'g sen oo
pxstory enables him to place lef\ o
in his. Proper perspectiye and bcoln
out his role as herg But n ok
not let his enthusiasm outrﬁ oes
sense of proportion Thou hn pla
book is the labour of Joye thgat o
is leavened by a critica] ai)pralsallove
men and events. The autho -
painstakingly collected man ; has
tures of Lincoln, hijg famug 1?:&-

mates and colleagues,
the book more lnterest.u:;l.mh render
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Alexander Graham Bell

By P. K. SIVAPRARASAM

ONE day in the early 1870's a young
man wrote a letter to the girl he
loved. In describing his father’s
home in Canada, he particularly
referred to a grassy depression at
the edge of a nearby cliff which was
so like a couch that the family called
it the “sofa seat.”

“This is my dreaming place!” the
young man wrote. “When I lived
here I used to take a rug, a pillow
and an interesting book, and dream
away the afternoon in luxurious
idleness.”

The dreamer was a man of action
who had a searching mind and a
vigorous imagination. In Boston he
not only worked all day, but also
worked far into the night experi-
menting with the electrical trans-
mission of sound. “You can’t make
an owl sleep at night” he wrote in
another letter.

From the dreams and the hard
work of this young man, the tele-
phone was born. The dreamer,
Alexander Graham Bell. was only 27
when he worked out the principle of
transmitting speech electrically, and
29 when the basic telephone patent
was granted in 1876.

Bell was born on March 3, 1847 in
Edinburgh, Scotland. His family
background and early education had
a profound influence on his career.
His father, Alexander Melville Bell,
enjoyed a world-wide reputation as
a teacher and author of textbooks
on correct speech and as the inven-
tor of “visible speech.” a code of
symbols which indicated the posi-
tilon and action of the throat,
tongue and lip in uttering various
sounds. His grandfather also was
a specialist in the art of good speech.
The inventive ability of the boy
appeared while he was very young.
One day at the age of 15, he visited
a flour mill near Edinburgh. The
owner asked if he could suggest a way
to remove the husks from wheat
before grinding. Bell found that the
husks could be removed with a stiff
brush, so he suggested installing a
rotary brushing wheel. The mill
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owner found this process so econo-
mical and effective that he used it
for many years.

Later Bell and his brothers made a
model skull and fitted it with a re-
production of human vocal apparatus
that was worked with bellows. They
were able to make this model wall
“ma-ma” in such life-like imitation
of the baby that the neighbours .
turned out to search for the baby in
distress.

From the early age of 15, he assist-
ed his father in public demonstration
of Visible Speech. He enrolled as a

. student-teacher at Weston House a

boys school near Edinburgh where
he taught music and elocution
in exchange for instructions in
other subjects. At the same time
he carried out a series of
experiments to determine how diffe-
rent vowel sounds are produced. His
father showed his son’s report on
these experiments to a renowned
scientist in London who introduced
to the young man a book called
Sensations of Tone. By reading this
German book, Bell got the wrong
impression that the author Helmholtz
had managed to “telegraph” the
vowel sound or send them from one
point to another over a wire. Though
he soon learned that Helmholtz had
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merely made the tuning forks vibrate
by electrical means, he could not dis-
miss the possibility of “telegraphing”
speech. He had performed no electri-
cal experiments up to that time and
it was not until 1867 while teaching
at Somersetshire College, that he
became interested in electricity and
installed a telegraph wire from his
room to that of a friend.

By then he was 21 and assumed
full charge of his father’s professio-
nal affairs while the latter was tour-
ing America. Disaster uprooted the
Bell family. His two brothers died of
tuberculosis and doctors warned that
Bell too was threatened with the
same disease, Soon his father moved
the family to Brantford, Ontorio,
where young Bell fast recovered from
his illness.

A school for the deaf in Boston (pre-
sently known as Horace Mann School)
requested Melville Bell to show the
teachers how to use visible speech in
teaching the deaf to speak. As he
could not go, he recommended his son
who left for Boston in April 1871. By
this new method Alexander G. Bell
brought about a revolution in Ame-
rica with the relatively new idea that
deaf children couid be taught to
speak.

In 1873 Alexander Graham Be]}
became the Professor of Vocal Phy-
siology at Boston University.

At this stage, Bell was making no
attempt to transmit speech. He was
merely trying to send several tele-
praph messages over a single wire at
the same time. By using several.
forks he could send more than one
tone over the same wire simultane-
ously and then separate them at the
receiving end. He devised the
“harmonic telegraph.”

But he soon found that he lacked
the time and the skill to make the
necessary parts himself, so he went
for help to the electrical shop - of
Charles Williams. The man who
assisted him was Thomas A. Watson.
They became so friendly that even-
tually Watson received a share in
Bell's telephone patents as part pay
for his work.

Together they did several experi-
ments and on June 2, 1875 came the
“preak” in telephone history. Bell at
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one end of the
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tuning the reeds of tﬁz mgar onie
telegraph. One of Watson' mreeag
wfas screwed down y
“froze”. to the pole of

magnet. Watson pluckedn:t e::c ;rm.ee
it. 'rwaqg-g! Bell at the other

of the line ‘heard In his recey b
sound quite different from the vwer al
whine sent oyt by the vibrating

transmitter. He heard dlstlnctly a

patent in that year,
Inventive genius that he

Same purpose as M&y's
He was proud to beco

citizen in 1882 . 8
- He d
U. 8. Government, and escribed th

in the history of € Inventions
August 1922 Them:x;'ta He died In
Brave reads: “popn pp
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RHINO AND FRIENDS

THIS {s a Great Indian One-horned
Rhinoceros, from a recent
photograph taken in the Kaziranga
Sanctuary in Assam. Never known
outside South-east Asia, it was on the
verge of total eclipse at the begin-
ning of the century, but the protec-
tion afforded to it has revived it in
the Kaziranga Sanctuary. It is also
found in certain parts of the Nepal
territory, but nowhere else today.

This is perhaps the largest rhino
in the world. Full-grown, it stands
6 feet at the shoulders and weighs
almost 3 tons. Only the elephant,
among land animals, is bigger. How-
ever its horns (slimmer and longer
in the cow than in the bull) are less
imposing than those of African
rhinoceroses. Incidentally, this horn
is made up of agglutinised hair and
is regrown if broken. It is belief in
the medicinal and sanctifying powers
©of the flesh and blood of the Great
Indian Rhinoceros, and in the anti-
poison and aphrodisiac potency of its
horn, that led to its extermination.
‘This beast is almost worth its welght
in silver, alive or dead. Commenting
aon its value in spot cash, Dr. Verrier
Elwin points out the aptness of the
Bnglish slang term for money,
dlrmno.n

The birds in the picture are cattle
egrets, the same birds that perch on
grazing cattle or walk in their wake,
for the insects disturbed by the heavy
hooves. In Africa the red-billed ox-
pecker (the “tick-bird”) attaches it-
self to rhinoceroses, and relieves the
great beast of ticks which find areas
in the hide thin enough for blood-
sucking. Further, hippos in Africa
are usually attended by egrets, which
are said to pick ticks off them. No
doubt the cattle egrets in this picture
attached themselves to the rhino for
the sake of the insects flushed from
the grass in its ponderous passage,
but they, too, pick ticks off cattle at
times and it could be they relieve
their massive companion of these
parasites. ‘

Incidentally, none of these birds is
called “rhinoceros bird”—that name
is applied to certain hornbills in
Africa, from the similarity of the
casques on their bills to the horn of
a rhinoceros. Another African bird
habitually associated with a large
“host,” the ‘“‘crocodile bird” (which is
a kind of plover) invariably gives the
alarm to the saurians at the approach
of man. It is not known if cattle
egrets help our rhinoceros in this
manner,

(Photograph by courtesy of the Ruler
of Sandur)
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LESSONS OF THE ANDHRA
ELECTIONS

By V. RAGHAVAIAH

T is not without considerable asto-
nishment that the first batch of
election results were received cvery-
where in Andhra. The Andhra Con-
gress party which did not even aspire
for a working majority was suddenly
stupefied at the windfall which swept
it off its feet. It was a breath-tak-
ing success for the Congress, a dismal
tallure for the Communists, and a
great lesson for the intelligentsia and
the middle classes but for whose un-
expected pull the Congress might
not have secured these successes.
It is high time the Communists re-
read their old books and realise that
sabre-rattling does not always pay
good dividends and that too much
talk of violence would scare and
even antagonise peace-loving peoples
like the Indians. more so the Andhras.
The election speeches of the top-
ranking Communist leaders, with a
few exceptions like those of Messrs.
Dange and Ajoy Kumar Ghosh, were
so full of frightening references to
their shape of things to come, that
the average villager not to speak of
the educated townsman, was worried
at the prospect of the Communist
success. The Iimportation of a new
and hitherto unheard of element
into the propaganda slogans of the
C. P. namely, the cry for the cap-
ture of powar,-completed the picture
and well nigh scared the rural folk
out of their wits. Though the Com-
munist leaders from outside Andhra
who toured the Telugu districts
appear to have realised this and even
warned their fire-eating comrades
here, the local heads paid no heed to
their advice and intensified their
campaign of venom and hatred as
the polling dates approached. When
I mentioned this to one of their up-
country leaders, a fortnight before
the polling commenced, as a factor
likely to have disastrous consequen-
ces. he did not attempt to disagree.
The explanations the Andhra Com-
munists are now at great pains to

offer that they were misguided by the
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the future of the two main contend-

] ing parties In this State as well as

-y -

elsewhere. To take the Communist
Party first, the slogan for the cap-
ture of power accompanied by nume-
rous street calls- and shouts border-
ing on vulgarity against the person
and administration of Pandit Nehru
and his team of able and sincere
administrators, was inopportune in
view of the many friendly contacts
being so strenuously made by the
two major Soviet countries with India
in international politics. Even if
the Andhra Communists had suc-
ceeded in establishing Red Raj in the
eleven districts, one swallow could
not have made a summer. All the
doves that had been flown from Red
China and all the millions of signa-
tures so laboriously obtained else-
where and in our country would have
gone in vain if India's suspicions had
been roused to a realisation tBat all
the 'Pancha Silas’ are only a cloak
for a relentless policv of Communist
sabotage on Indian soil. With a
peace loving and rising power like
India set against them. the Soviet
bloc of countries would not find it
easy to convince the world that they
have no ambitions for aggrandise-
ment. This major folly of the
Andhra Communists would have
enabled American diplomacy to score
a first class victory, and India would
have been thrown into American arms
at least in self-defence.

VEN tactically the Communist

approach was anything but cor-
rect. If only they had approached the
electorate as they did on previous
occasions with less fuss and more
skill they would have secured more
seats. In riding roughshod over the
sentiments, tastes, prejudices and
feelings of the intelligentsia and the
middle class who by the way had
contributed to the bulk of the Con-
gress victory, they miscalculated the
potentiality of this dominant force
and forgot that it was the same ele-
ment that had pushed them into
limelight in the last elections. After
the notorious debacle of the ‘People’s
War’ policy of 1841 the Indian wing
of the Politbureau had not been
guilty of any other catastrophical
blunder like this. Repudiation of the
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Congress Government’'s well merited
achievements, constant running down
of everything that the Congress
stands for, naive attacks and ridicule
poured incessantly on Gandhiji and
his cherished principles, unceasing
deprecation of the elght year rule of
the Congress gradually alienated
the thinking section in this country
and embittered them further when
the lower rank and file of the Com-
munist party units indulged in
scandalous and ungraceful personal
attacks.

1f the aristocratic and feudal forces
in Andhra from whose ranks many
of the candidates in the present elec-
tions had been selected, are under
any impression that it is their wealth
that pulled the Congress chariot to
its destination, there cannot be a
greater delusion. The Congress com-
mittees in the hapless Andhra State
have got to be revitalised. They
badly need to be thoroughly over-
hauled. This could be done by cons-
tant supervision on the part of the
All India organisation coupled with
greater day to day contact between
the parent body and its provincial
branches. As all bickerings and per-
sonal rivalries arise on account of the
race to capture power, the Congress
High Command may be well advised,
if all other efforts fail, to relieve the
Congress bodies, not only in Andhra
but all over the country, of the one-
rous, irksome and unpleasant func-
tion of selecting candidates at least
until sounder conventions and better
discipline come to prevail in the party
units. This will not only leave the
Congress to discharge its more legi-
timate duties of undertaking cons-
tructive and nation-building pro-
grammes but also reduce the scope of
internecine warfare.

The propaganda machinery of the
Andhra Congress should be geared up
on entirely new and more intelligent
lines. Greater effort must be made
on the part of the Congress and its
Governments to win the sympathies
of the intelligentsia and the middle
classes as well as the effortless loyalty
of the services. The Congress com-~
mittees, instead of posing themselves
as the champions of every act of
every Government servant and
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spokesman, may do well to zealously
function as the watch-dogs of peo-
ple's rights and liberties; and thereby
earn the confldence of the masses,
who unfortunately are more prone to
bracket them along with the Gov-
ernments and their sometimes erra-
tic servants. The Congress should
not be called upon to take up the un-
enviable task of bolstering up gov-
ernmental policles and actions in
formulating which they had not the
least responsibility and which are
pronouncedly antagonistic to the
cherished principles of the Congress
like, for instance, the non-enforce-
ment of Prohibition.

If several Congressmen here and
elsewhere do not touch labour even
with a bargepole, it {s no credit to
the great institution to which they
claim to belong. Gandhiji did not
organise the struggle for Swaraj to
make the rich richer and the poor
poorer. If his Daridranarayan who
towed the ship of Swaraj so success-
fully and faithfully during his life-
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Machine-made Weather
Forecasts

NEW technique of weather fore-

casting is befhg tried out
at Manchester University in the
North of England. The experiments
are mostly made at night because
they involve the use of the Univer-
sity’s giant electronic computor which
in the daytime i{s in almost conti-
nuous use. Similar research is go-
ing on in the United States and in
Sweden. and 1Ivor Jones, the BBC's
Air Correspondent, went to Manches-
ter to find out what was happening
there He said in a BBC programme
that four in five of the Meteorological
Office’s forecasts are right despite the
general public’s complaints about
their lack of accuracy. By hand-
ing the job over to a compu-
tor the machine draws for the
forecaster an outline of how
thines will look twenty-four hours
nence and glves a series of figures
showing where the pressure lines are
to be drawn on the map. Jones saw
the machine at work in a very big,

equipment which hasg (t);htf: :clxs\cttr?l?:;

from a centra)
are mounted gﬂm; arcwd the controly
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ANDHRA ELECTION RESULTS
X-RAYED

By P. N. SAMPATH

VER since the last General elec-
tions when the Communists in
Andhra swept the Congress off its
feet and secured as many as 40 seats,
the Andhra region has been recog-
nised at home and abroad as the
nerve-centre and citadel of Indian
Communism. As such, it is no won-
der that the eyes and ears of the
world were focussed on the battle of
the ballot-box in Andhra State. India
is looked upon as the last bastion of
democracy in the East., and even so,
many in America, England and else-
where were having their ears glued
to their radio sets to hear of the pro-
gress of the elections and the results.

For the Communists, it was a case
of gigantic endeavour followed by
dwarfish performance. They have
suffered a stunning defeat. Under
the benumbing effect of their electo-
ral reverses, the Communists are
attributing their failure to a multi-
tude of causes in accents of disillu-
sionment. Their present situation
answers the meaningful description of
a politician as the chap who tells you
today what is going to happen
tomorrow and explains the next day
why it did not.

The Andhra Communist Legislature
Party had grossly miscalculated when
they decided to make common cause
with Sri Latchanna in bringing about
the fall of the Prakasam Ministry.
Even though the Ministry was totter-
ing with internal squabbles and
schism and inadequaclies and scan-
dals in the sphere of administration,
no purpose could be served in pulling
it down unless the opposition parties
were sure of their solidarity and of
their chances of replacing the falien
Ministry. With the next country-
wide General elections in the offing,
and with no prospect of a worthwhile
majority, it was folly on the part of
the Communists to have precipitated
the fall of the Prakasam Ministry.

Had they allowed it to continue for
the remaining term of two years, the
opposition would have been more
advantageously placed vis-a-vis the-
electorate, considering the dead set
the Ministry was making to forfeit
the people’s confidence. Too frequent
elections disturb public equanimity,
Fed up with the seesaw rivalries bet-
ween parties not having sufficient
strength to stand by themselves, the-
Andhra public decided to vote over-
whelmingly one way and put a stop to
all possibility of elections until the-
next term which is flve years hence.

The time lag of a few months bet-
ween the resignation of the Prakasam
Cabinet and the holding of the elec-
tions was a blessing in disguise to the
Congress Party inasmuch as the worst.
effects of ¢the Ministry’s record in
office were somewhat mitigated by
the beneficial administration of
Governor Trivedi. In fact, what Sri
Trivedi has accomplished in this
short span is greater than what the
first Andhra Ministry had done in its:
time. This cushioning period was a
key factor in rallying public confi-
dence in the Government., Also,
nearly 86 lakhs of people could freely
exercise their franchise only because
Sri Trivedi was in charge of law and
order during the elections. Had the
Congress been in control in the guise
of a Caretaker QGovernment, this
tranquillity and peace would not have
prevailed. We cannot suggest the
appointment of an U. N. Commission
every time we go to the polls to
supervise and ensure impartiality,
and even if such a Commission is to
be called in, the parties to the elec-
tion may not agree on the choice of’
its personnel. We can therefore con-
sole ourselves that supervision by the
head of the State is the best available
arrangement under the circumstan-
ces. Even though harrassment and
intimidation of voters have been
reported against the minions of the
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law, the elections were on the whole
fair.

The electoral alllance between the
Congress. the K. L. P. and the Praja
Party constituted an impregnable
tower of strength. It completely iso-
lated the Communists and they had
to go it alone. While the Congress
party is overpeopled with Reddis, the
K. L. P. may be renamed as the
Kamma Legislature Party in view of
its predominantly Kamma following
and membership. The Xammas
would not have left the Congress had
they been given their due share of
the fishes and loaves of office in the
Congress organisation and in the
Government. The union of the Con-
gress and the K. L. P. gave the
United Congress Party a maximum of
the Reddi and Kamma votes. This
strength in unity contrasts with the
debility suffered by the two parties
during the last General elections
when they contested separately.

The fortyjtous circumstances which
facilitated the Communist success at
the polls in 1952. such as the exis-
tence of controls, the Visalandhra
issue. the apathy and anger of the
Andhra people on grounds of neglect
by the rulers of the composite Madras
State, the demand for a separate
State and the popular belief that the
Andhra Ministers in the Madras
Cabinet were deliberately delaying
the formation of the Andhra State,
nature's calamities like floods and
drought. ete.. did not exist this time.
Wwith the formation of the States
Reorganisation Commission, the lin-
guistic urge among the Andhras was
softened and the Visalandhra issue
ceased to be a draw at the hustings
Further, durine the last elections,
manv of the Communist candidates
were either underground or had iust
emerged from it and as such. they
were looked upon with sympathv as
martvrs in  the public cause. This
decided psvcholozical advantage was
not available when they went to the
polls a second time.

No one man was ever a problem to

opposing parties in an election as our

Pandit Nehru is. He is at the heyday
of his fame. The quality of his
foreign policy has earned world wide
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recognition and even
Party has acclaimed his poli

existence. Second to no':’e clfx‘;:x&:
national prestige, Nehru is the f, 1
point of attention. Foreign diplo-

mats and statesmen of eve

in the world come on puggn:::mz

New Delhi to worship at his shrin

Attlee, Chou En-lai, Marshal Titg,
minent vlsuors'

nt times,
is hailed as the architect o!s m

solidarity. People could n

found change in him evero bs?lnacem}:‘;
return from China, ang his  Panch
Seela and the ideal of the Socialist
pattern of society have great pro
ganda value even though the g‘:::-l
may be far off. Tito is a Communist
dictator but that did not prevent him
from pgying eloguent tripute to
Nehru’s internal and Internationa]
policies. Even so, what are the
when compared to the unreserv::;
praise heaped on Nehry's achieve-
ments in India and abroag by the
SOVlet' bapers. the Pravdg and
Izvestia? The timing of the jagt
named publication proved disastroys
to Communist propaganda. If took
the }\'lnd out of their sails. 1t is in
explicable why the Soviet papers hac;
supplied the unkindest cut. It n
means anything it i3 that Moscow
wants the Indian Communists w o
s}ow in view of the lnternatlonz!
situation. At least in this instance
thtf much-vaunted charge of the
abject dependence of the Indian

Communists on Moscow
to be false. has proved

the Communist

Much of the eflectiveness o
ganQa rgsts on its Susceptlb:ll‘:;o tc;
varving interpretations, so ag to mak
a simultaneous appeal to hete :
neous dispositions. § K Patil \‘?;-
Is a master in this art played h!‘s rolo
with telling skill. The mighty Cone
£ress propaganda machine conce: )
trated in one State was aomethig-
which the Communists could t
effectively withstand. The Con et
took the Andhra issue ag a challmeu
and a summons to action. The Cm“
munists had neither the reso rees
nor sufficient electioneerin murce:
ence to make any headv‘n -
Congress 1s one of the most ','Wm

L o W)
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parties in the world and now has
many rajas and zamindars in its fold.
It is also served by tried leaders who
are adepts at election tactics. At
any rate, the irrefutable facts are
that the Communists had taken to
the parliamentary path only quite
recently and that they are backward
in electioneering technique, though
they are able rallying agents of dis-
contented elements at other times.
Another fact is that the Congress
was ably served by a good number of
first class dailies and weekly jour-
nals which published powerful rea-
sons why people should not vote Com-
munist. Compared to this. the Com-
munist press was insignificant.

Even in Andhra the Communist
Party had not estahlished itself in
many districts. In the last elections
they won most of their seats from
Krishna and Godavari districts. Such
being their position. the Party over-
estimated its chances by setting up
as many as 159 candidates spread
aver the State. Twelve of the candi-
dates lost their deposits. In their bid
to secure an all-out victory, the Com-
munists were unable to concentrate
their energies and resources in areas
where they have some pull.

Ideals without the means of rea-
lising them lead to futility. For
example, the Communist programme
of placing an immediate ceiling on
land holdings at 20 acres per head,
was looked upon by the people as
impossible of realisation by peaceful
means. Expropriation in such a
drastic way without compensation
could not be peacefully accomplished
either, at any rate as long as the
present Constitution exists. This
caused apprehension in middle class
minds especially. They concluded
that to back the Communists now
was to invite violent class struggle in
the near future. Respect for pro-
perty is the bedrock of the social
order. Congress propaganda warned
the people that the Communists have
no respect for property rights. Also.
from what people saw in Madras and
Travancore-Cochin, they formed the
jmpression that however much the
Communists might crv  hoarse and
even succeed at the polls. they would
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not be allowed to function in the
Government., Union Ministers have
spoken in that strain and T. T. K.
is one among them.

While the agricultural woérkers,
Harijans, and the lower middle class
had voted for the Communists. the
vested interests voted ungrudgingly
on the side of the U.C.P. The mid-
dle class votes also went overwhelm-
ingly to the U.C.P. and the U.C.P.
owe their success to these votes. This
class had been the pillar of the Con-
gress in the pre-independence era
and it has not forsaken its loyalty
even now. This class is traditionally
pro-Government and pro-order. Des-
pite their suffering from heavy
imposts of indirect taxes under Con-
gress rule, despite the continued
neglect of the interests of this loyal
class by the Congress Governments,
the loyalty of the middle class has
not wavered. There are on the other
hand instances of Government inter-
ferences against the best interests of
this class, such as the modification
of the Bank Award. As this class is
highly literate, the Congress papers
appealed to the patriotic instincts of
this class by playing up the interna-
tional popularity of Nehru.

Repercussions on the Communists

Anyone who imagines that the
Communists have been swept out
of existence through this defeat |is
only in a fool's paradise. The Com-
munist Party has the property of
growing by what other things die of.
The humiliation of defeat willi only
brace it to new life. The Congress
President is very much alive to this
as he has warned the Congress
against any mistaken complacency.
As far as the Communists are con-
cerned, they see in the election results
a triumph of the bourgeoisie and a
failure only for the masses. Even in
defeat the Communists have secured
30% of the votes polled which s
more than half of the total votes
polied by the Congress, K. L., P. and -
the Praja Party. The votes polled
also forms 25% of the electorate. The
votes polled by them in the last elec-
tions being 18%, it is a misnomer to
call their present failure as a rout.
It is significant that the best of Con-
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gress overtures and propaganda couid
not prevent these 26 lakhs of voters
from voting Communist. It is also
.significant that of the three seceders
from the Communist Party, two had
lost their deposits and the third, his
seat.

The Indian Communists are experi-
menting in parliamentary democracy.
While the initial laboratory work
proved successful, the second experi-
ment has been preity disappointing.
No quick resuits can be got in par-
liamentary democracy. Here the road
is longer but surer. It is true that
the party has secured only 15 seats
and that, not having the prescribed
minimum strength of 25, it will not
be recognised as a party In the
Assembly. The impatient among the
members of the party may want to
abandon the experiment. But, gene-
rally, the miscarriage of his experi-
ment no more converts the political
speculator than the explosion of a
retort undeceives an alchemist. The
parliamentary way has not been tried
out in full. It is reported that the
Communists are thinking of resign-
ing their seats and giving the final
go-by to the parliamentary method.
Any reversal of the party’s policy at
this juncture will be fatal to its
future prospects. Dhebar has paid
the Communists the tribute that they
will not take their drubbing lying
-down.

Future of the Congress

A parllamentary democracy based
on a representative system cannot
work without agreement among like-
minded people to pursue common
ends by common means. Compromise
is the strategy of democracy. But
today compromise in public life is
degenerating into ignoble makeshift.
The U. C. P. was a polyglot associa-
tion of diverse interests and even
after the merger of the component
units in the Congress, the sectional
interests will be eternally at war with
the public interest. The Andhra Con-
gress Party is a conglomeration of
ex-zamindars. landed proprietors and
communal and sub-communal rag-
tag and bobtail. These constitute the
Trojan horse that will one day cap-
ture the Congress fortress exclusively,

+

The zamindars are on { path
subtle revenge and e
conquerors captive. The K

has shown no adherence to p&!‘n:;
bles. It sometimes sided with
party and sometimes
It 1s such opportunism that pays. 1¢

mony. Like the arm ¢
Quixote, this unity m:; rbeOt b]mDon
away by even a milg storm of secty
nal assault. Nevertheless the T
ger is welcome in the se;lse thmter-
multiplication of parties l:an:
to confusion in the public mind. j¢
also conduces to better apprecla.tlon
of political who is what, The Inde-
pendents have not generally foung

candidates who conte it
pendents, as many as 102 l?:v:ntg:-

feited their deposits.

22 candidates elected Al‘:;::t :ll:c:hQ
tented Congressmen who left he
Congress for standing against e
official Congress candidateg Po'.he
cal tight-rope walkers z{nd ey
on-the-wall tacticiang should takc: t;

lesson fro
dents. the fate of the Indepen.

The Congress leaders

Sri Prakasam
the proverbial ba(;l:zn;‘;rgsgn o
his colleagues had hoped haough
would go under, But he ig Lo
the only leader towering operhgp.
others in sheer sacrifice for the jbe
tional movement. The ¢ o, Da-
politics is that a man jp por:gedyam,og
knows when to tage his b:r i
leave. So Prakasam stays onw
sentlity. his usefylness at the L bis
affairs is ruled out, but the pelm of
danger of his being used to ;:dh e
pPose by scheming le tgn,mn .
Sri Sanjiva Red .

L, whi) :
power, attributed the e ins
Prakasam Ministry 1, m:a.:)l of
ed refusal o reinstate g v ol alleg- -

official In the face of the yug,POU0R
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nities of a powerful group within his
‘party. Sri Gopala Reddi while in
-office at Madras indulged in plentiful
peccadilloes. But he atoned for it
by losing his seat in the last elec-
tions. His hibernation has had a
«chastening effect on him and people
forgave him. He will make a good
‘leader of the new team in the As-
sembly. Sri Kala Venkata Rao is the
Andhra Chanakya and anybody who
falls foul of him will rue the day.
So many of the ex-Ministers have
been returned that the question of
picking and choosing among them
will constitute a problem. It is a
strange quirk of fate that Sri Viswa-
natham, the architect of the United
Congress Party was defeated in his
home constituency. He is however
talking as though he has been
returned unopposed. As there is no
Upper House in Andhra, he will have
to come to the Assembly via a bye-
-election. Sri Sanjiva Reddi has
‘congratulated himself on his own
magnamimity in having stood out of
the leadership contest. But the
cleavage between him and Gopala
‘Reddi seems to preclude any possibi-
lity of lasting rapprochment. The
invulnerable position secured by the
‘Congress in the legislature may drive
‘Congressmen and the prodigals who
find it advantageous to return to its
fold to give a free rein to internal
warfare and the spoils system. It
‘may lead them to make promises
with impudence and break them with
impunity, and to be more sensitive

fo pressure from lobbies than to the

o
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voice of the peeple. Greater damage
is caused to Congress principles by
its ostensible adherents who violate
them in practice than by those who
are totally opposed to it. The High
Command which showed so0 much
concern for the success of the Con-
gress in the elections should continue
to keep a strict vigilance over the
activities of the Congressmen and
scotch all attempts at indiscipline
and questionable practices.

The ideal of Socialism extended the
idea of equality from the political
into the economic field. In a demo-
cratic set-up there is no easy road
to salvation, no gate around the cor-
ner that we may simply unlatch and
walk Into a garden of peace and
prosperity. The leaders should strive
and the people should serve in pro-
portion to their relative capacities,
to achieve this goal.

The fact that the Andhra area has
been a predominantly zamindari tract
until recently and that the indigent
among the peasantry and the agri-
cultural workers are the most discon-
tented should be prominently borne
in mind if the Congress intends to
do well in socilal legislation. The
absorption of quite a few zamindars
into the Congress Party may however
dampen the hopes of the people. un-
less positive rellet is immediately
forthcoming. Largescale unemplay-
ment has driven many young men
into the Communist fold. The Con-
gress should do something about this
also if they reallly mean to serve
this time.

——

PATRUDU’S

“BALASANJEEVINI" ¢

Best Remedy for Infantile LIVER & SPLEEN Disorders
For free advice consult:

.  DR,PILLA PAPIAH PATRUDU & BROS,,

19, South Mada St, Mylapore, MADRAS-4. Phone: 85254.

Branch:
7, Sarangapani Koil East 8t, KUMBAKONAM.
(Enclose 2 Annas Stamps for Free Advice)

om=

]




@ SWATANTRA

CORRESPONDENCE

The Editor welcomes letters on |
subjects of general interest or
topics arising out of articles printed
in SWATANTRA but reserves the

right to abridge them. "

Commonsense View On Pyohibition

Sir~C. T. Srinivasan has forestalled
me in congratulating Major Raja Rao
on his very sober and well reasoned-out
article. His reference to the constitution
and the misinterpretation of the same
by the misguided Congressmen should be
taken note of by the lawyers, who alone
can put up a fight against the inroads on
one’s individual liberty. I am very glad
that hc bivughit out in hi# article the
energy-giving and fatigue-lessening pro-
perties of alcohol. It should be appa-
rent to every unprejudiced reader how
improvement in motivation, capacity for
work and productive capacity of people
in general can be brought abbut by mode-
rate consumption of wines. Ordinarily
the evil effects brought about by over-
indulgence are so luridly painted that
the beneficial effects accruing from
Jjudicious use are altogether overlooked.

Sri C. T. Srinivasan has referred to
the threat offered to the efficiency and
honesty of the police force by entrust-
ing them with Prohibition. This threat
is a real one, and will become a major
problem very soon.

No hobest man can say that alcohol is
absolutely necessary for any particular
individual: but the circumstances are such
that unless the civil surgeon says so, the
applicant for a liquor permit does not
stand the ghost of a chance of getting
it. The doctors have tc perjure quite
against thefr will,

A very respectable mirasdar of Tanjore
told me recently that {llicit distillation
is rampant round about Kumbakonam.
A general indiscipline and disrespect for
law has come in the wake of Prohihition.

That the old excise revenue was taint-
ed mouey Is a petentious moral pose
and a sophism used to delude the mob.
For the matter of that, most money is
tainted as it is made in most instances
by exploitation of men adversely placed.

Dear Editor—I wish you get up re-
prints of Raja Rao's and Srinivasan’s
articles and broadcast them to the
intelligent and thinking public who
might have failed to read your valua
journal.

An impartial and unprejudiced
ver cannot but come to the irre
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