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gave a remarkable proof of the consummate

skill he has acquired in his art by making
the sketch in less than ten minutes. The

sculpture shows in spendid reliefa stately
royal barge propelled by lusty oarsmen with

all their might and one almost hears the

very splash of their oars: the water
through which it cuts its way is thrown into

ripples and waves indicated by a few simple
and yet masterly touches; and the entire

scene is one of dash and hurry, indicative
of the desparate speed of a flight or escape
from danger. The beauty of the cabin, and
the simplicity of its design are particularly
noticeable: the chain that hangs from the

top which the master of the vessel grasps
by the hand to make himself steady amidst

rolling is a most ingenious invention.
It is difficult to ascertain what particular
scene from our Sastras is here represented,
for it is very probably not a mere secular

picture or ornament. The interpretation
put upon it by one of the many Pandas
of whom I inquired about it seems to be

acceptable : according to him, the scene
here represented is that of Srikrishiia being
secretly and hurriedly carried away beyond
the destructive reach of king Kamsa. The
vessel is that of the i'l4adhyamadim (fiwflfkqi)

type as defined in the Yuktikalpataru.

The same representation of a barge, I
was also credibly informed, appears among
the sculptures on the Great Temple at
Bhubaneshwar, that triumph of Indian art,
which however we missed because we had
no information about it beforehand.

Lastly, I may mention that in the Great

Temple at Madura, among the frescn
paintings that cover the walls of the corri
dors round the Swarna[>ush[>ak'1rini tank
there is a fine representation of the sea
and of a ship in full sail on the main, as
big as that among the sculptures of
Borobudur.

RADHA KUMUD l\I0oi<ERJi,

Lecturer in Economics,
Bengal National College, CaI¢~ufl.a_

THE RIDDLE SOLVED

/A SHORT S'roRY)

(From the Bengali of Ravindra Nath Tagore)

I

ABU Krishna Gopal Sircar, zemindar of
jhikrakota, made over his estates to
his eldest son and retired to the holy

city of Benares, as befits a good Hindoo, to

spend the evening of his life in religious
devotion. All the poor and the destitute
of the neighbourhood were in tears at the

parting. Every one declared that such
piety and benevolence were rare in these

degenerate days.
His son Bepin Bihari was a young man
well-educated on modern lines, holding the
degree of Bachelor of Arts. He sported a

pair of spectacles, wore a beard and seldom
mixed with others. His private life was
unsullied; He did not even smoke and
never touched cards. He was a man of

stem disposition, though he looked soft and

pliable. This trait of his character soon

came home to his tenantry in diverse way-5-_
Unlike his father, he would on no account
allow a remission of one single pice out of
the rents justly due to him. Under no

circumstances would he grant any tenant
one single day’s grace in paying up,
On taking over management of the
property, Bepin Bihari discovered that his
father had allowed a large number of
Brahmins to hold land entirely rent-free
and a larger number to hold at fents much
below the prevailing rates. His father was
incapable of resisting the lmportunatg
solicitation of 0thers~such was the weak
ness of his character.

Bepin Bihari said, this could never be_

He could not_in this way abandon the

income ‘o
f half his property—~and he reasoned

with himself thus :—~Firstly, the persons
who were in actual enjoyment of the con
cessions and getting fat at his expense were
a lot of worthless people and so undeserving
of charity. Charity bestowed on such
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objects only encouraged idleness. Secondly,
living now-a-days had become much
costlier than in the days of his ancestors.
Wants had increased apace. For a gentle
man to keep up his position had become
four times as expensive as in days past.
So he could not afford to scatter gifts right
and left as his father had done. On the
contrary it was his bounden duty to call
back as many of them as he possibly could.
So Bepin Bihari lost no time in carrying
into effect what he conceived to be his
duty. He was a man of strict principles.
\lVhat had gone out of his grasp, returned
to him little by little. Onlyavery small
portion of his father’s grants did he allow
to remain undisturbed and he took good
care to arrange that those even should not
be deemed permanent.

The wails of the tenants reached Krishna
Gopal at Benares through the post. Some
even made a journey to that place to repre
sent their grievances to him personally.
Krishna Gopal wrote to his son intimating
his displeasure. Bepin Bihari replied,
pointing out, how the times had changed.
In former days, he said, the Zemindar was
compensated for the gifts he made by the

many customary presents he used to receive
from his tenantry. Recent statutes had
made all such impositions illegal. The
zemindar had now to rest content with just
the stipulated rent and nothing more.
“Unless”——he continued - “we keep a strict
watch over the realisation of our just dues,
what would be left to us? Since the tenants
won't give us anything extra now, how can
we allow them concessions? Our relations
must henceforth be strictly contractual. We
shall be ruined if we go on making gifts and
endowments, and the preservation of our

property and the keeping up of our position
will be rendered extremely difficult."
Krishna Oopal became very uneasy at
finding that times should have changed so.
“VVell~—well"—he murmurred to himself
-—“the younger generation know best, l
suppose. Our out of date methods won't
do now. lf l interfere, my son might refuse
to manage the propert_v and insist on my
going back. No, thank you—l would rather
not. The few days that are left to me-—- I
.vould much rather devote them to the

service of my God."

ll

So things went on. Bepin lfihari put his
affairs in order after much litigation in the
Courts and less constitutional methods out
side. Most of the tenants submitted to his
will out of fear. Only a fellow called
Asimuddin, son of Mirza Bibi, still remained
refractory.
Bepin’s displeasure was keenest as regards
this man.
father having granted rent-free lands to
Brahmins, but why this Mohamedan should
be holding so much land, some free and
some at rents lower than the prevailing
rates was a riddle to him. And what was
he?- -The son of a low Mohamedan widow
giving himselfairs and defying the whole
world, simply because he had learnt to read
and write a little at the village school.
To Bepin it was intolerable.
He made enquiries of his officers about
Asimuddin’s holdings. All that they could
tell him was that Babu Krishna Gopal
himself had made these grants to the
family many years back, but they had no
idea as to what his motive might have been.
They imagined however that perhaps the
wido\v won the compassion of the kind
hearted zemindar by representing to him
her woe and misery.
To Bepin these favours seemed to be utterly
undeserved. He had not seen the pitiable
condition of these people in days gone by.
Their comparative ease of the present day
and their arrogance drove him to the con
clusion that they had impudently swindled
his tender-hearted father out of a part of his
legitimate income.
Asimuddin was a stiff-necked sort of a
fellow, too. He vowed that he would lav
down his life sooner than give up an inch
of his land. Open hostilities ensued.
The poor old widow tried her best to
pacify her son. “lt is no good fighting with
the zemindar”——she would often say to him.
--“His kindness has kept us alive so long,
let us depend upon him still, though he
may curtail his favours. Surrender to him
part of the lands as he desires.”
“O, mother!"—protested Asimuddin -
“\lVhat do you know of these matters

99pray?
One by one, Asimuddin lost the cases
instituted against him. The more he lost

He could quite understand his‘
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his zid increased the more. For the sake of
his all, he staked all that was his.
One afternoon, Mirza Bibi collected some
fruits and vegetables from her little garden
and unbeknown to her son went and sought
an interview with Bepin Babu. She looked
at him with a tenderness maternal in its
intensity and spoke-—-“May Allah bless you,
my 1 son. Do not destroy Asim-~-it
wouldn't be right of you. To your charge
I commit him. Take him as though he
were one whom it is your duty to support»
as though he were a ne'er-do-weel younger
brother of yours. Vast is your wealth—
don't grudge him a small particle of it.
my son.”
This assumption of familiarity on the part
of the garrulous old woman annoyed Bepin
not a little. “VVhat do you kno\v of these
things, my good woman ?"-—he condescended
to say—“lf you have any representations to
make, send your son to me."
Being assured for the second time that she
knew nothing about these affairs, Mirza Bibi
returned home wiping her eyes with her
apron all the way and offering her silent
prayers to Allah. ‘

lll
The litigation dragged its weary length
from the Criminal to the Civil Courts and
thence to the High Court, where at last
Asimuddin met ‘with a partial success.
Eighteen months passed in this way. But
he was a ruined man now--—plunged in debts
up to his very ears. His creditors took this
opportunity to execute the decrees they_ had
obtained against him. A date was fixed for
putting up to auction every stick and stone
that he had left.

It was Monday ;—the village market had
assembled by the side of a tiny river,
now swollen by the rains. Buying and
selling was going on partly on the bank and
partly in the boats moored there. The
hubub was great. Among the commodities for
sale, jack-fruits preponderated, it being the
month of Asadh. Hilsa fish were seen in
large quantities also. The sky was cloudy.
Many of ,the stall-holders, apprehending a
downpour, had stretched a piece of cloth
overhead, across bamboo poles put up for
the purpose.
Asimuddin had come too-—-but he had
not a copper with him. No shopkeepers

allowed him credit now a days. He there
fore had brought a brass thali andadao
with him, These he would pawn and then
buy his necessaries.
Towards evening, Bepin Babu was out
for a walk attended by two or three
retainers armed with lathis. Attracted by
the noise. he directed his steps towards the
market. Getting there, he stepped awhile
before the stall of Dwari the oilman, and
made kindly enquires about his business.
All on a sudden Asimuddin raised his dao
and ran towards Bepin Babu, roaring like
a tiger. The market people caught hold of
him half way and quickly disarmed him.
He was forthwith given in custody of the
Police. Business in the market then went
on as usual.
\/Ve cannot say that Bepin Babu was not
inwardly pleased at this incident. It is intoler
able that the creature we are hunting down
should turn round and show fight. “The
budmash"——Bepin chuckled -“l have got
him at last."
The ladies of Bepin Babu's house, when
they heard the news, exclaimed with horror,
~~“() the ruffianl What a mercy they seized
him in time‘." They found consolation at
the prospect of the man being punished as
he richly deserved.
ln another part of the village the same
evening the widow’s humble cottage,
devoid of bread and bereft of her son, be
came darker than death. Others dismissed
the incident of the afternoon from their
minds, sat down to their meals, retired to
bed and went to sleep, but to the widow the
event loomed larger than anything else in
this wide world. But alas, who was there
to combat it-only a bundle of wearied
bones and a helpless mother's heart trembling
with fear.

IV
Three days have passed in the meanwhile.
To-morrow the case will come up for trial
before a Deputy Magistrate. Bepin Babu
will have to be examined as a witness.
Never beforethis did a zemindar of
kota appear in the witness-box, but Bepin
did not mind.

The next day at the appointed hour, Bepin
Babu arrived at the Court in a palanquin
in great state. He wore a turban on his
head and a watch-chain dangled on his

jhsm-»

6
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breast. The Deputy Magistrate invited
him to a seat on the dais, beside his own.
The Court-room was crowded to suffocation.
A sensation of this magnitude had not been
witnessed in this Court for many years.
When the time for the case to be called
on drew near, a chufarassi came and whis
pered something in Bepin Babu's ear. He
got up very much agitated and walked out
begging the Deputy Magistrate to excuse
him for a few minutes.
Coming outside, he saw his old father a
little way off, standing under a banian. tree

barefooted_ and wrapped. in a piece of
nama-uali. A string of beads was in his
hand. His slender form shone with a gentle
lustre and tranquil compassion seemed to
radiate from his forehead.
Bepin, hampered by his close-fitting
trousers and his flowing chupkan, touched
his father’s feet with his forehead. in doing
so his turban came off and kissed his nose
and his watch popped out of his pocket
and swung to and fro in the air. Bepin
adjusted his attire hurriedly and begged his
father to come to his pleader's house close

by.
“No thank _vou"—Krishna Gopal replied-“I will tell you here what I have got
to say."

1
'\ curious crowd had gathered there by

this time. l’>epin's attendants pushed
them back.
Krishna Gopal then said—“You must do
what you can to get Asim acquitted and
restore him the lands that you have taken
away from him."
"Is it for this, father"—-said Bepin very
much surprised —“that you have come all the
way from Benares? Would you tell me why
you have made them the objects of your
special favour?”
“\7Vhat would you gain by knowing it

,

my boy '3"
But Bepin persisted. “lt is only this
father;" he went on -—-“f have revoked
many a grant because I thought the parties
were not deserving. There were many
Brahmins amongst them -but you never
said a word then. Are you so keen about
these Mohamedans now ? After all that has
happened, if i drop this case against Asim
and give him back his lands, what shall I

say to people ?"
Krishna (iopal maintained a silence for

some moments. Then, passing the beads
through his shaky fingers with rapidity, he
spoke with a tremulous voice-—“Should

it be necesary to explain your conduct to
people, you may tell them that Asimuddin

is my son —-and your brother."
“What _?"~—exclaimed Bepin in painful
surprise~—“B_\' the Mohamedan woman?"
“It is so, my son"—was the calm reply.
Bepin stood there for- some time in mute
astonishment. Then he found words to
say-~-“Come home, father---we shall talk
about it afterwards.”
“No, my son" —replied the old man—
“Having once relinquished the world for
serving my God, i cannot go home again.

i return from here. Now I leave you to do
as your sense of duty may suggest to you".
He then blessed his son and checking his
tears with difficulty walked off with totter
ing steps.
Bepin was dumb-founded. not l(n0\\-'ing<
what to say and what to do. “So,—such
was the piety of the older generation"~—-he
said to himself. He reflected with pride
how superior he was to his father in point
of education and morality. This was the
result, he concluded, of not having a
principle to guide one’s actions.
Returning to the Court he saw Asimuddin
outside between two constables, awaiting
his trial. He looked emaciated and worn
out. His lips were pale and dry and his
eyes unnaturally bright. A dirty piece of
cloth gone into shreds, covered his person.
“This, my brothert"—'Bepin shuddered to
think.
The Deputy Magistrate and Bepin were
friends, so the case ended in a fiasco. In
a few days Asimuddin was restored to his
former condition. \\7hy all this happened,
he could not understand. The village
people were greatly surprised also.
The news of Krishna Gopal's arrival just
before the trial soon got abroad however.
People began to exchange meaning glances.
The pleaders in their shrewdness guessed
the whole affair. One of them, Babu Ram
Taran, was beholden to Krishna Gopal for
his education and his start in life. Some
how or other he had always suspected that
the virtue and the piety of his benefactor
was all sham. Now he was fully convinced
that if a searching enquiry were made, all
“pious" men might be found out. “Let
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them tell their beads as much as they like”
A—he thought with glee—-“everybody in
this world is just as bad as myself. The
only difference between a good and abad
man is that the good practise dissimulation
while the bad don't." The revelation,
however, that Krishna Gopal's far-famed
piety, benevolence and magnanimity were

nothing but a cloak of hypocrisy solved a
problem that had puzzled Babu Ram Taran
for many years. By what process of reason
ing, we do not know, the burden of grati
tude was greatly lifted off his mind. It was
such a relief to him I

Translated by
PRABHAT I{u.\1AR l\/IUKERJI.

MR. GANDHI'S SECOND JAIL EXPERIENCE

PREFATORY.

I consider the experience I gained thistime much better than the one I had
in January last, asl have learnt much

from it and I think it would prove of
greater benefit to Indians.

The struggle by passive resistance is
possible to be carried on in many ways,
but -the great remedy for redressing poli
tical wrongs seems to lie in passing through
the ordeal of imprisonment. I believe that
we shall have to go to jail often, and that
also not in the present cause, but for wrongs
which might be inflicted in future too. For
this purpose it is the duty of every Indian
to try to know as much as possible about
Jails.

ARREST.

When Mr. Sorabji was arrested I wished
that I too were arrested or that the struggle
might end before he was released. But I was
disappointed. The same wish again came
over me when the brave leaders of Natal
were arrested, and this time it was fulfilled.
On my return from Durban, I was arrested
on the 7th of October in the Volksrust
Station, as I had notgot a voluntary certi
ficate with me and refused to give my
finger marks.

My object in going to Durban was to
bring back from Natal the educated Indians,
and also those who were the old residents
of the Transvaal. Ihad hopes that many
Indians from there would follow their Natal
leaders. Government also was of the same
opinion and therefore the ]ailor had orders
to make arrangements for the accomodation
of more than a hundred Indians, and tents,

blankets, utensils '&c., were sent on from
Pretoria. When I got down at Volksrust
with my companions I found many police
men in the Station. But all their prepar
ations were useless, as I was accompanied
by very few Indians and the Police and
the Jailor were disappointed. There were
six with me, and eight more started by
the next train from Durban, so that there
were fourteen of us only. VVe were arrest
ed and taken to the Jail, and placed before
the Magistrate next day. The hearing
was adjourned for seven days. \Ve declined
to be released on bail. Two days after,
Mr. Mavji Kursanji Kothari, who inspite of
suffering from -piles had elected to come
with us, on his ailment becoming more
serious, and there being the need of a
picket at Volksrust, was sent out on bail.

THF. JAIL.

\Vhen we went 'in, we saw there Mr.
Dawood Mahamad, Mr. Rustamji, Mr.
Angalia (with whom began the second
instalment of the struggle), Mr. Soraoji
Adajania, and about 25 more Indians. It
was the month of Ramazan and the Moham
medans were keeping fast, and as by special
permission they were allowed to take food
supplied in the evening by Mr. lsap Suleman
Kazi, they were able to observe their fast
properly. It is not allowable to burn lights
in outside jails, still on account of Ramazan
thev were allowed to keep lights and a
clock. Mr. Angalia led them in prayer.
Those who kept fast were in their first days
given heavy work, but afterwards it was
stopped.
For the rest of the Indians, permission



20 THE MODERN REVIEW FOK JANUARY, 19I0

•WE CROWN THEE KING."

(A Short Story)
From the Bengali of Ravindranath Tagore.

WHEN
Navendu Sekhar was allied in

matrimony to Arunlekha, the God
of marriage smiled a little from

behind the sacrificial^ fire. Alas, what is
sport for the gods is not always a joke to
us, poor mortals.
Purnendu Sekhar, the father of Navendu,
was a man well-known amongst the English
officials of the Government. In the voyage
of life«he had arrived at the high and dry
desert shores of Rai Bahadurship by
diligently plying his oars of salaams only.
He held in reserve resources enough for
further advancement, but at the age of fifty-
five, with his tender gaze still fixed on the
not-so-distant misty peak of Rajah-hood he
suddenly found himself transported to a
region where earthly honours and decora
tions were naught and his sa/aaw-wearied
neck-bone found everlasting repose on the
funeral pyre.
But according to modern science, force
has no destruction but merely conversion
of form and change of the point of its
application. In this case the sa/aaw-force,
the constant hand-maid of the fickle
Goddess of Fortune, descended from the
shoulder of the father to that of hrs worthy
SQn, and the youthful head of Navendu
Sekhar began to move up and down at the
dcors of high-placed Englishmen, like unto
a pumpkin" driven by gusts of wind.
The traditions of the family into which
he had just married were of an entirely

different character. Its eldest son, Pramatha-
nath, had won for himself the love of his
kinsfolk and the regard of all who knew
him. His relations and his neighbours
looked up to him as their ideal in every
thing.
Pramathanath was a University-man
holding the degree of Banchelor of Arts and

* In Bengali parlance, pumpkin symbolises stupi
dity.

in addition was gifted with a large amount
of common-sense. But he did not occupy
any high official position carrying a hand
some salary nor did he enjoy the reputation
of wielding a mighty pen. There was no
one among the powers that be, who would
lend him a helping hsnd and this was be
cause he was as anxious himself to keep
his distance from Englishmen, as the latter
themselves were in this respect. So it
happened that Pramathanath shone within
the limited sphere of his family and his
friends, but failed to excite the admiration
of those outside it.

Yet this Pramathanath, on a certain
occasion, hade made a sojourn in England
for a period of three years or so. During his
stay there, the kindly treatment he received
at the hands of the English people so over
powered him that he completely forgot the
sorrow and the humiliation of his own
country and returned home decked in
European attire. It rather grieved his bro
thers and his sisters at first, but after a
few days they began to think that European
clothes suited nobody to better advantage,
and gradually their minds became satura
ted with the pride and dignity of those
clothes.
When returning from England, Pramatha
nath resolved that he would show the, world
how to associate with the Anglo-Indians
on terms of equality. Those of our country

men who thought that no such association (
was possible unless we bent our knees to
them, showed their utter lack of self-respect
and were also unjust to the English—so
opined Pramathanath.
He had brought with him letters of in
troduction from many prominent English
men at home and these gave him some
amount of recognition in Anglo-Indian
society. He and his wife occasionally en
joyed their hospitality at tea, dinner, sports
and other entertainments. Such good luck
intoxicated him and began to' produce a
tingling sensation in every vein of his body.
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About this time, on the occasion of the

opening of a new railway line, many
gentlemen of the town, proud recipients of»
official favour, joined the Lieutenant
Governor on invitation to take the first
trip. Pramathanath was among them.
On the return journey, a European Sergeant
of the.Police, expelled some Indian gentle
men from a certain compartment in a

highly insulting manner. Pramathanath,
dressed in his European clothes, was there
among them. He too was getting down
when the Sergeant said to him -"You
needn't move, Sir. Keep your seat, please."
At first Pramathanath felt a little
flattered at the special respect thus shown
to him. When, however, the train left, the
dull rays of the setting sun at the western
extremity of the fields, now ploughed up
and devoid of green, seemed in his eyes, as
though spreading over the whole country a
glow of shame. Sitting near the window
of his lonely compartment, he seemed to
catch a glimpse of the down-cast eyes of
his Motherland, hidden behind the trees.
"As Pramathanath sat there lost in reverie,
burning tears flowed down his cheeks and
his heart was bursting with indignation.
He now recollected the story of a donkey
who was drawing the chariot of an idol
along the street. The wayfarers were
bowing down to the idol touching the
dusty ground with their foreheads. The
foolish donkey imagined that it was to
him that all this reverence was being
shown. "The only difference" — said
Pramathanath to himself — "between the

donkey and myself is that I understand to

day that the respect I receive is not rendered
to me but to the burden on my back."
Arriving home Pramathanath called
'together all the children of the household
'and lighting up a big bonfire, threw one
by one all his European clothes into it. The
children began to dance round and round it
and the higher the flames shot up, the greater
was their merriment. After that Pramatha
nath gave up his sip of tea and bits of
toast in Anglo-Indian houses and once again
sat inaccessible within his castle of a house,
while the insulted title-holders aforesaid
\ve,nt about from the door of one English
man to that of another, bending their
turbaned Ireads as before.
By a strange irony of fate, poor Navendu

Sekhar married the second daughter of
this Ijouse. His s:sters-in-law were weil-
educated and a very handsome set of girls
too. Navendu considered he had made a
lucky bargain. But he lost no time in
trying to impress on the family that it was
a rare bargain on their side also. As if by
mistake he would often pass on to the hands
of his sisters-in-law, sundry letters that his
late father had received from Europeans.
When however the cherry lips of those
yoirig ladies betrayed a sharp sarcastic smile,
like the point of a shining dagger peeping
out of its sheath of red velvet, the unfortu
nate man realised his situation and regretted
his error.

Labanyalekha, the eldest sister, surpassed
the rest in beauty and cleverness. Finding
an auspicious day, she put on the mantel
shelf of Navendu's bedroom, two pairs of
English boots" bedaubed with vermilion,
and arranged before them flowers, sandal-
paste, incense and a couple of burning
candles, in right ceremonial fashion. When
Navendu came in, the two sisters-in-law
stood on either side of him and said with
mock solemnity — "Bow down to your gods
and may your position")" increase through
their blessings."
The third sister Kiranlekha spent manv
days in embroidering with red silk one
hundred common English names such as
Jones, Smith, Brown, Thomson, &c, on a
chadar. When ready, she presented this
namavali% to Navendu Sekhar with great
ceremony.
The fourth, Sasankalekha, although of no
account owing to her tender age, said—"I
will make you a string of beads, brother,
with which to tell the names of your gods,—
the sahibs." Her sisters reproved her,
saying- "Run away, you saucy girl."
Feelini>s of shame and irritation assailed
the mind of Navendu Sekhar by turns.
Still he could not forego the company of
*
Worshiping the feet betokens extreme submission

according to Hindoo ideals.

f The word in the original Bengali is pad which has
a dual meaning, viz., legs and also position. The real
meaning of the pun is, "May you turn a beast
(quadruped)." Probably that" is why two pairs of
boots are mentioned.
* A namavali is a sheet of cloth printed all over with
the names of Hindoo gods and goddesses and worn
by pious Hindoos when engaged in devotional
exercises.
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his sibtcis-111-la w,— especially as tiic eldest
one was so pretty- Her honey was ne less
than her thorns — and Navendu's mind felt
the exhilaration of the one and the stings
of the other, simultaneously. The butterfly
with its wings bruised buzzes round the
flower in blind fury, unable to depart.
The society of his sisters-in-law so in
fatuated him that at last Navendu began
to disavow his craving for European favours.
On occasions when he went to salaam the
Burra Sahib, he used to pretend that he
was off to listen to a speech by Mr. Suren-
dranath Banerjea. When going to the
railway station to pay .respects to the Chota
Sahib returning from Darjeeling, he would
tell his sisters-in-law that his youngest
uncle was expected.
It was a sore trial to the unfortunate man
placed between the cross-fires of his Sahibs

and hrs sisters-in-law. The latter however
secretly vowed that they would not rest till
the former had been put to rout.
About this time it was rumoured that
Navendu's name would be included in the
forth-coming list of Birthday honours and
that he would mount the first step of the
ladder to Paradise by becoming a Rai
Bahadur. But the poor fellow had not the
courage to break the news, so overwhelm

ingly joyful, to his sisters-in-law. One
evening, however, when the autumn moon

was flooding the earth with its mischievous
beams, Navendu's heart was so full that he
could not contain himself any longer and
told his wife. The next day Mrs. Navendu
betook herself to her eldest sister's house

in a palanquin and in a voice choked in
tears, bewailed her lot.
I'He isn't going to grow a tail" — said
Labanya "by becoming a Rai Bahadur—

is he ? Why should vou feel so verv humi
liated?"
"Oh no, sissy dear" — said Arunlekha
repeatedly- "I am prepared to be anything
— but not a Rai-Bahadur«i." The fact was
that amongst her circle of acquaintances there

was one Bhutnath Babu who was a Rai
Bahadur— and that explained her intense
aversion to that title.
Labanva said to her sister in soothing
tones—"Don't vou be upset about it, dear
— I will see what I can do to prevent it."
Babu Nilratan, — the husband of Labanya
—was a pleader at Buxar. When the

autumn was over, Navendu received an
invitation from Libanya to pay them a
visit there. Before long he started for that
place greatly pleased.
The early winter oi the western province
endowed* Labanyalekha with new health
and beauty and brought a glowing colour
to her pale cheeks. She looked like the
flower-laden kasa reeds on a clear autumn
day, growing by the lonely bank of a rivulet.
To Navendu's enchanted eyes she appeared
like a malati plant in full blossom showering
dew-drops resplendent with the morning
light.
Navendu never felt better in his life
before. The exhilaration of his own health
and the genial company of his pretty sister-
in-law made him feel as though he was
light enough to tread on the air. The
Ganges in front of their garden seemed to
him to be flowing with an incessant noise
to regions unknown, as though giving
shape to his own wild fantasies.
When returning after his early morning
constitutional on the bank of the river, the
mellow rays of the winter sun gave his
whole frame that pleasing sensation of
warmth which lovers feel in each other's
arms. Coming home he would occasion

ally find his sister-in-law amusing herself
bv cooking some dishes. He would offer
his co-operation displaying his want of
skill and ignorance at every step. But
Navendu did not appear to be at all anxious
to improve himself by practice and atten
tion. On the contrary he seemed to
thoroughly enjoy the rebukes he received
from his sister-in-law. He was at great
pains to demonstrate every day that he1 was
inefficient and helpless as a new-born babe
in the matter of mixing spices in proportion, .
handling the sauce-pan and regulating the , •

heat so as to prevent things getting burnt
—and he was duly rewarded with pitiful
smiles and scoldings. ,

Tn the middle of the day, he did ample
justice to the excellent viands set before him,
driven on bv his keen appetite and the
coaxing of his sister-in-law. Later on, he
would sit down to a game of cards—at which
even, he betrayed 'the same lack of ability.
He would cheat, pry into his adversary's
hand, start quarrels— but never could he
win a single rubber, and worse still, he
would not acknowledge his defeat. This



"WE CROWN THEE KING" J3

brought him no end of opprobrium every
day but still he remained incorrigible.
There was however one matter in which-
his reform was complete. For the time
being at least, he had forgotten that to win
the smiles of Sajiibs was the finaU goal of
life. He was beginning to understand how
happy and worthy we might feel by win
ning the affection and esteem of those near
and dear to us.
Besides, Navendu was now moving in a
new atmosphere. Labanya's husband, Babu
Nilratan, a senior pleader of the bar there,
was the subject of comment in certain
quarters because he refrained from calling
on European officials to pay his respects. To
these criticisms Nilratan would reply —"No,
thank you, — if they are not polite enough to
return my call, then the politeness that I offer
them is a loss that can never be made up
for. May be that the sands of the desert
are very white and shiny, but I would
much rather sow my seeds in black soil
where I can expect a return."
Navendu, too, began to adopt similar

"
ideas, foregoing all thoughts of the future.
His chance of Rai Bahadurship throve on
the soil carefully prepared by his late
father— and also by himself in days gone
by, and no fresh watering was required.
At great expense he had laid out a splendid
race-course in a town which was the
fashinonable resort of the European
community.
The Congress season drew near and
Nilratan received a request from head
quarters to collect subscriptions. Navendu,
free from any anxiety, was merrily engaged
in a .game of cards with his sister-in-law
when Nilratan Babu came upon him with a
subscription-book in his hand, and said—

"Your signature, please."
His past habit of mind made him look
horrified. Labanya, assuming an air of
great concern and anxiety, said—"Never
do that. It would ruin your race-course
beyond repair."
Navendu blustered forth —"Do you
suppose I pass sleepless nights through fear
of that ?"
"We won't publish ,vour name in the
papers'' — said Nilratan reassuringly.
Labatiya, looking grave and anxious,
said—"Still* it wouldn't be safe. Things
spread so, from mouth to mouth —

Navendu replied with vehemence —"My
name, wouldn't suffer by appearing in the
newspapers." Saying so, he snatched the
subscription list from Nilratan's hand and
signed away a thousand rupees. He,
however, hoped secretly that the papers
would not publish the news.
Labanya struck her forehead with her
palm and gasped out—"What — have you—
done ?"
"Nothing wrong" — said Navendu boast
fully.
"But—but— " drawled Labanya— "The
Guard-sahib of Sealdah Station, the shop-
assistant at Whiteaway's, the syce-sahib of
Hart Bros. — these gentlemen might be
angry with you and decline to come to your
Poojah dinner to drink your champagne,
you know. Just think they mightn't pat
you on the back when you meet them
again " „

"It wouldn't break my heart" — Navendu
snapped out.
A few days passed. One morning
Navendu was sipping his tea and glancing
at a newspaper. Suddenly a correspon
dence, signed "X" caught his eye. The
writer thanked him profusely for his
donation and remarked that the increase of
strength the Congress had acquired by
having such a man as he within its fold,
was simply inestimable.
Alas, father Purnendu Sekhar !—Was it
to increase the strength of the Congress
that you brought this wretch into the world ?
But the misfortune had its silver lining
too. That he was not a mere cypher was
patent from the fact that the Anglo-Indian
community on the one side and the Congress
on the other were each waiting patiently,
eager to hook him and land him to their
own side. So Navendu, beaming with
pleasure, took the paper to his sister-in-law
and showed her the correspondence. Look
ing as though she knew nothing about it,
Labanya exclaimed in surprise — "Oh, what
a pity ! Everything has come out ! Who
bore you such ill will ? Oh, how nasty of
him --how wicked of hiin !"
Navendu laughed out, saying— "Now-
now — don't call him names, Labanya. I for
give him with all my heart— and bless him
too.
A couple of days after this, an anti-
Congress Anglo-Indian paper reached
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Navendu through the post. There was a
letter in it signed "One who kno*vs" —

contradicting1 the above report. "Those
who have the pleasure of Babu Navendu
fiekhar's personal acquaintance" — the writer
went on — "cannot for a moment believe
this absurd libel to be true. For him to
turn a Congresswalla is as impossible as it
is for the leopard to change his spots. He
is a man of genuine worth and neither a
disappointed candidate for Government
employ nor a briefless pleader. He is not
one of those who after a brief sojourn in
England, return aping our dress and manners,
audaciously try to thrust themselves on
Anglo-Indian society and finally go back
in dejection. So there is absolutely no
reason why Babu Navendu Sekhar," &c, &c.
Ah, father Purnendu Sekhar ! —What a
reputation you had made with the Euro
peans before you died !
This correspondence also was fit to be
paraded before his sister-in-law, for did it
not assert that he was no mean, contempti
ble scallywag —but a man of real worth ?
Labanya exclaimed again in feigned
surprise —"Which of your friends wrote it
now? Oh come — is it the Ticket Collector
or the hide merchant or is it the drum-major
of the Fort ?"
"You ought to send in a contradiction,
I think"— said Nilratan.
"Is it necessary?" —said Navendu loftily -

"Must I contradict every little thing they
choose to say against me ?"
Labanya filled the room with a deluge
of laughter. Nevendu felt a -little discon
certed at this and said —"Why? What's the
matter ?" She went on laughing, unable to
ch^ck herself, and her youthful slender form
waved to and fro. This torrent of jollity
had the effect of overthrowing Navendu
completely and he said in pitiable accents —

"Do you imagine that I am afraid to
contradict it ?"
"Oh dear, no"— said Labanya —"I was
thinking that you haven't yet ceased trying
to save that racecourse of yours, so full of
promise. While there is life there is hope,
you know."
"That's what I am afraid of, you think,
do you? Very well, you shall see" —

said Navendu desperately and forthwith sat
down to write his contradiction. When he
finished, Labanya and Nilratan read it

through and said—"It isn't strong enough.
We must give it them pretty hot, mustn't
"we?"— and they kindly undertook to revise
the composition. It ran -"When one con
nected to us by ties of blood turns our
enemy He becomes far more' dangerous than
any outsider can possibly be. To the
Government of India, the haughty 'Anglo-
Indians are worse enemies than the Russians
or the frontier Pathans themselves —they
are the impenetrable barrier, for ever
hindering the giJ^th of any bond of
friendship between the Government and
people of the country. It is the Congress
which has opened up the royal road to a
better understanding between the rulers
and the ruled and these Anglo-Indian
papers have planted themselves like thorns
across the whole breadth of that road,"
&c. &c.
Navendu had an inward fear as to the
mischief this letter might create but at the
same time felt elated at the excellence of
its composition which he fondly imagined
to be his own. It was duly published and
for some days comments, replies and re
joinders went on in various newspapers
and the air was full of the trumpet-notes
proclaiming the fact of Navendu's having
joined the Congress and the amount of
his subscription.
Navendu had now grown desperate and
talked as though he was a patriot of the
most furious tvpe. Labanya laughed in
wardly and said to herself -"Well —well—
you have to pass through the ordeal of
fire yet."
One morning when Navendu, prepara
tory to his bath, had finished rubbhig oil
over his chest and was trying various
devices to reach the inaccessible portions
of his back, the bearer brought in a card
inscribed with the name of the District
Magistrate himself! Good heavens! —What
would he do? He could not possibly go
and receive the Magistrate Sahib, in his
presen* oil-besmeared codition. He shook
and twitched like a '-o/'-fish, ready dressed
for the frying pan. He finished his bath
in a great hurry, tugged on his clothes
some how and ran breathlessly to the
outer apartments. The bearer said that
the Sahib had just Wt after waiting for a
long time. —What portion of the sin for
concocting this drama of totally false in



'WE CROWN THEE KING" 25

cidents lay at the door of Labanya and
what portion the bearer was answerable
for, is a nice problem for ethical mathe
matics to solve.
Navendu's heart corwulsed- with pain
within his breast,«like the tail of a* lizard
just cut off. He went about moping like
an owl all day long.

Labanya banished from her face all
traces of her inward merriment and kept
on enquiring in veru^anxious tones

—

"What has happened to^ou ? You are not
ill, I hope ?"
Navendu made great efforts to smile and
find a humorous reply. "How can there
be"—he managed to say—"any illness
within your jurisdiction since you are the
Goddess of Health yourself?"
But the smile flickered out the next

moment. His thoughts were—"I subscribed
to the Congress fund to begin with, pub
lished a nasty letter in a newspaper and
on the top of that, when the Magistrate
Sahib himself did me the honour to call
on me— I kept him in waiting. I wonder
what he is thinking of me."

Alas, Father Purnendu Sekhar, by, a
strange irony of Fate I am made to appear
what I am not.
The next morning, Navendu decked
himself in his best clothes, wore his watch
and chain and put a big turban on his head.
"Where are you off to ?"— enquired his
sister-in-law.
"Urgent business"- —Navendu replied.
Labanya kept quiet.
Arriving at the Magistrate's gate, he took
out his (jard-case.
"You cannot see him now"— said the
orderly peon icily.
. 'Navendu took out a couple of rupees
from his pocket. The peon at once salaamed
him and said—"There are five of us, sir."
Immediately Navendu pulled out a ten-
rupee n6te and handed it to him.

He was sent for by the Magistrate, who
was doing some writing work in his dressing
gown * and bed-room slippers. Navendu
salaamed him. The Magistrate pointed
to a chair with his finger and without
raising his eyes from the paper before him
said—"Wfiat can I do for you, Babu ?"
Fingering his watch-chain nervously,
Navendu said in shaky tones— "Yesterday

you were good enough to call at my plate,-
sir— • .
* The Sahib knitted his brows and lifting
just one eye from his paper, said— "I called at
your place ! Babu, what nonsense are ybu.
talk ing
"Beg your pardon, Sir" — faltered out
Navendu—"There has been a mistake —

some confusion"—and wet with perspira
tion, tumbled out of the room somehow.

And that night as he lay tossing on his bed,
came into his ear with a recurring persist
ency a distant dream-like voice —"Babu,
you are a howling idiot."
On his way back hpme Navendu came
to the conclusion that the Magistrate denied
having called, simply because he was
highly offended.
Coming home he explained to Labanya that
he had been out purchasing rose-water. No
sooner had he uttered the words than -half-
a-dozen chuprassis wearing the Collectorate
badge made their appearance and after

salaaming Navendu, stood there grinning.
"Have they come to arrest you because
you subscribed to the Congress Fund ?".—
whispered Labanya with a smile.
The six peons displayed a dozen rows of
teeth and said— "Bakshish —Babu-saheb."
From a side room Nilratan came out and
said in an irritated manner— ".Bafcs/us/r?
What for?"
The peons, grinning as before, answered —

"The Babu-Saheb went to see the Magis
trate — so we have come for bakshish."

"I didn't know"— laughed out Labanya
—"that the Magistrate was selling rose-
water now-a-days. Coolness wasn't the

special feature of his trade before."

Navendu in trying to reconcile the story o
f.

his purchase with his visit to the Magistrate,
uttered some incoherent words which

nobody could make the sense of.

Nilratan spoke to the peons— "There has

been no occasion for Bakshish, —you shan't
have it."
Navendu said, feeling very small— "Oh

they are poor men— what's the harm of

giving them something?"— and he took out

a currency note. Nilratan snatched i
t away

from Navendu's hand, remarking— "There

are poorer men in the world— I will give i
t

to them for you."
Navendu felt greatly distressed in not

being able to appease these ghostly retainers
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of the angry Siva. When the peons were
leaving with thunder in their eyes, he
looked at them languishingly as much as *

to say — "You know every thing, gentlemen,
it is not my fault."
The Congress was to be held at Calcutta
this year. Nilratan went down to the
metropolis with his wife to attend its
sittings. Navendu also accompanied them.
. As soon as they arrived at Calcutta, the
Congress party surrounded Navendu and
their delight and enthusiasm knew no
bounds. They cheered him, honoured him
and extolled him up to the skies. Every
body said that unjess leading men like
him devoted' themselves to the cause, there
was no hope for the country. Navendu
was disposed to agree with them and
emerged as a leader of the country out of
the chaos of mistake and confusion. When
he entered the Congress Pavilion on the
first day, every body stood up and shouted

"Hip, hip, hurrah" in a loud outlandish
voice, hearing which our Motherland red
dened with shame to the root of her ears.
In due time the Queen's birthday came,
Navendu's name was not found in the list
of Rai Bahadurs.
He received an invitation from Labanya
for that evening. When he arrived
there, Labanya with great pomp and cere

mony presented him with a robe of honour
and with her own hand put a mark of red
sandal paste on the middle of his forehead.
Each of the other sisters threw round his
neck a garland of flowers woven by herself.
Decked in a pink Saree and dazzling jewels
his wife Arunlekha was waiting in a side
room, her face lit up with smiles and
blushes. Her sisters rushed to her and
placing another garland in her hand,
persisted that she also should come and do
her part in the ceremony —but she would
not listen to it—and that principal garland,
cherishing a desire for Navendu's neck,
waited for the still and cosiness of midnight,
holding its soul in secret patience.
The sisters said to Navendu —"To-day we
crown thee King. Such honour will not be
possible for anybody else in Hindoostan."
Whether Navendu derived any consola
tion from this, he alone can tell—but we
greatly doubt it. We do believe that he
will become a Rai Bahadur before he has
done and the Englishman and the Pioneer
will write heart-rending articles lamenting
his demise. So, in the meanwhile, Three
Cheers for Babu Purnendu Sekhar ! Hip,
hip, hurrah—Hip, hip, hurrah —Hip, hip,
hurrah.

Translated by
Prabhat Kumar Mukerjee.

Mr. GANDHI'S THIRD JAIL EXPERIENCE

Volksrust.

WHEN
on the 25th February I got three

months' hard labor, and once again
embraced my brother Indians and

my son in the Volksrust Jail, I little thought
that I should have had to say much in
connection with my third "pilgrimage" to
the jail, but with many other human
assumptions, this too proved to be false.

My experience this time was unique, and
what 1 learnt therefrom I could not have
learnt after years of study. I consider these

three months invaluable. I saw many vivid
pictures of passive resistance, and I have
become, therefore, a more confirmed resister

than what I was three months ago. For

all this, I have to thank the Government of
this place (the Transvaal).
Several officers had betted this time
that I should not get less than six months.
My friends —old and renowned Indians--my
own son — had got six months and so I too
was wishing that they might win their bets.
Still I had my own misgivings, and they
proved true. I got only three months, that
being the maximum under the law.

After going there, I was glad to meet
Messrs. Dawood Muhammad, Rustamji,
Sorabji, Pillay, Hajura Sing, Lai Bahadur
Sing and other "fighters." r Excepting for
about ten all others were accommodated in
tents, pitched in the jail compound, for
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Lord Elphinstone, one of the members
of the Committee asked Wilson, —

"7237. Was it not the fact that what Lord
William Bentinck recommended was not the intro
duction of English to supersede the vernacular
languages, but only the employment of English as
a medium of education, instead of the Persian and
the Sanskrit?"

Wilson, in reply said,—
"No, there was no qualification in regard to the
vernacular languages ; the order begins with this
sentence, 'It is the opinion of the Governor-General
that all funds which are available for the purposes
of education should be applied to the cultivation of
English alone.'

" * * * * '

THE HUNGRY STONES

A SHORT STORY

From the Bengali of Rubtndranath Tagore.

MY relation and myself were returningto Calcutta from our Pujah trip
when we met the gentleman in a

train. From his dress and deportment we
mistook him at first for an upcountry
Mahomedan, but we felt more puzzled as
we heard him talk. He went on discoursing
on all conceivable subjects in a manner so
confident that one would almost think that
the Disposer of all things consulted him on
all occasions in all that He did. That
such secret and unheard of forces were act
ually working within, that the Russians
had advanced so close to us, that the
English had such deep and secret policies,
that confusion among the native chiefs had
come to such a head, we had not the
remotest idea, and were heretofore perfectly
at ease. But our newly acquired friend said
with a sly smile, ''There happen more
things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than
are reported in your newspapers." As we
had never stirred out of our homes before,
the whole demeanour of the man simply
struck us dumb with wonder. Be the topic
ever so trivial, the man would now quote
science, now comment on the Vedas, now
repeat quatrains from some Persian poet, and
as we had no pretensions to a knowledge of
either Science or the Vedas or Persian, our
admiration for him went on increasing, and
my theosophist relation was even firmly con
vinced that our fellow-passenger must have
had some connection with something
supernatural, some strange "magnetism" or
"occult power" or "astral body" or something
of that kind. He was listening to even the

tritest remark that fell from the lips of that
extraordinary mortal almost with devotional
raptures and secretly taking down notes of
his conversation. I fancy that the extraordi
nary man perceived it and was a little
pleased with it.
When the train reached the junction, we
all assembled in the waiting-room for the
next corresponding train. It was then
10 p. m., and as the train, we heard, was
likely to be very late owing to something
wrong in the lines I spread my bed on the
table and was about to lie down for a com
fortable doze, when that extraordinary person
deliberately set about spinning the following
yarn. Of course, I could get no sleep that
night.

When owing to a disagreement respecting
some questions of administrative policy I
threw up my appointment at Junagarh and
entered the service of the Nizam of
Hyderabad, as a hardy young man they
appointed me at once as the collector of
cotton duties at Barich.
Barich is a very lovely place. The Susta
(Sans. Swachchha-toya) 'chatters over strony
ways and babbles on the pebbles' tripping,
like a skilled dancing girl, along her
meandering course through the woods below
the lonely hills. Right on the river's brim
above a flight of 150 steps rising from the
river stands at the foot of the hills a lone
some marble palace. Around it there is no
habitation of man — the village and the
cotton mart of Barich being far off.
About 250 years ago the Emperor Mahmud
Shah II had built this palace for his pleasure
and luxury on ^his lonely spot. In those
days jets of rose-water would spurt out from
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the fountains of its baths, and there on the
cold marble floors of the secluded spray-
cooled rooms would sit the young Persian
damsels, their hair dishevelled before bath,
and, stretching their soft naked feet in the
clear water of the reservoirs, would sing, to
the tune of the guitar, the ghazals of their
vineyards.
Now the fountains do not play, the
songs have ceased, and the snowy feet
no longer step gracefully on the snowy
marble. It is now the vast and solitary
quarters for cess-collectors like us, oppres
sed with solitude and destitute of female
society. But Karim Khan, the old clerk
of my office, warned me repeatedly not
to take up my quarters here. "Pass the day
there, if you like", said he, ''but never stay
there at night." I passed it off with a light
laugh. The servants said that they would
work till dark but go away at night. I gave
my ready assent to it. The house had such
a bad repute that even thieves would not
venture near it after dark.
At first the solitude of that deserted
palace weighed upon my chest like a night
mare, but I would stay out and work hard
as long as possible, return home at night
jaded and tired, go to bed and fall asleep.
But before a week had passed, the house

began to exert upon me a weird fascination.
It is difficult to describe it or to induce
people to believe it

,

but I felt as if the
whole house was like a living organism
slowly and imperceptibly digesting me by
the action of its stupefying gastric juice.
Perhaps the process had commenced as
soon as I set my foot in the house, but I

•distinctly remember the day on which I first
consciously felt its beginning.

It was then the beginning of summer and
the market being dull I had no work on
hand. A little before sunset I was sitting
in an arm-chair near the water's edge be
low the steps. The Susta had shrunk and
sunk low, a broad patch of the sands on
the other side was glowing with the hues of
the evening, and on this side the pebbles
at the bottom of the clear shallow waters
were glistening. There was not a breath
of wind anywhere and the still air was
laden with an oppressive scent from the
spicy shrubs growing on the hills close by.
As the sun sank behind the hill tops a
long dark curtain fell on the stage of day,

as the intervening hills cut short the period
of the mingling of light and shade at sun
set. I thought of going out for a ride and
was about to rise* when I heard a footfall

on trie steps behind. I looked back, but

there was none.

As I sat down again thinking it to be an
illusion, I heard quite a number of steps, as

if a large number of persons were rushing
down the steps. A strange thrill of delight
slightly tinged with fear passed through my
frame, and though before my eyes there was

not a figure, methought I saw a number o
f

gay frolicsome girls coming down the steps
to bathe in the .Susta in that summer evening.

Not a sound was there in the valley, in the
river, in the palace, to break the silence o

f

the evening, but I almost distinctly heard

their gay and mirthful laugh, like the gurgle
of a spring gushing forth in a hundred
cascades, as they ran past me in quick play
ful pursuit of each other towards the river

without noticing me at all. As they were

invisible to me, so I was as it were invisible

to them. The river was perfectly calm, but

T almost distinctly felt that its still, shallow
and clear waters were suddenly stirred b

y

the splash of many an arm jingling with
its bracelets, that

"
the girls laughed and

dashed and spattered water at one another
and that the feet of the fair swimmers
threw up the water in small pearly showers.

I felt a thrill at my heart— I cannot say
whether the excitement was due exactly to

fear or delight or curiosity. I felt a strong

desire to see them more clearly, but naught
could I see before me ; I thought I could
catch all that they said only if "

I

strained

my ears. But however hard did I strain
them, T heard nothing but the chirping o

f
the crickets in the woods. It seemed as if

a dark curtain of 250 years was hanging
before me and I would fain tremblingly
lift a corner of it and peer through, though
the grand assembly on the other side was

completely enveloped in darkness.
The oppressive closeness of the evening
was broken by a sudden gust ot wind and
the still surface of the Susta rippled and
curled like the hair of a nymph, and the
woods wrapt in the evening gloom gave
forth a simultaneous murmur all at once
and seemed to awaken from a black dream.
Call it reality or dream, the momentary

glimpse of that invisible mirage reflected
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from a far-off 250-year-old world vanished
in a flash. The mystic forms that brushed
past me with their quick j unbodied steps,
and loud voiceless laughter and threw

themselves into the river, did not go back
past me wringing their dripping apparels
as they came. Like fragrance wafted
away by the wind they were dispersed by a
single breath of the spring.
Then I was filled with a lively apprehen
sion that it was the Muse that had taken

advantage of my solitude and possessed me

—the witch had evidently come to ruin a
poor devil like myself making a living by
collecting cotton duties. I decided to have

a substantial dinner— it is the empty
stomach that all sorts of incurable diseases
find an easy prey. 1 sent for my cook and

gave orders for a rich sumptuous imoghlat
dinner redolent of spices and ghee.
Next morning the whole affair appeared
awfully funny. With a light heart I put
on a sola hat like the sahibs and drove out to
do my supervising work. I wasto have written
my quarterly report that day and ex
pected to return late ; but before it was
dark I felt strangely drawn to my house—by
whom T could not say—but I thought as if
they were all waiting and I should delay no
longer. Leaving my report unfinished I
rose, put on my sola hat, and startling by
the rattle of my carriage the shady desolate
path wrapped in evening gloom I reached
that vast silent palace standing on the dark
skirts of the hills.
In the first floor the stairs led to a very
spacious hall, its roof stretching wide over
ornamental arches resting on three rows of

massive pillars, and groaning day and night
under the weight of its own intense solitude.
The day had just closed and the lamps

had not yet been lighted. As I pushed
the door open a great bustle seemed
to follow within, as if an assembly broke
up in confusion and rushed out through
the doors and windows and corridors and
verandahs and rooms, to make their hurried

escape.
As I saw no one I stood bewildered, my
hair on end in a kind of ecstatic delight, and
a faint scent of attar and unguents almost
effaced by age lingered in my nose. Stan

ding in the darkness of that vast desolate
hall between the rows of those ancient

pillars, I could hear the gurgle of fountains

emptying on the marble floor, a strange
tune in the guitar, the jingle of ornaments
and the tinkle of anklets, the clang of bells
announcing the hours, the distant note of
'nahabat', the din of the crystal pendants of
chandeliers shaken by the breeze, the song
of bulbuls from the cages in the corridors,
the cackle of storks in the gardens, all
creating round me a strange unearthly
music.
Then I came undei such a spell that this
intangible, inaccessible, unearthly affair
appeared to be the only reality in the
world —and all else a mere dream. That
I, that is to say, Srijut so-and-so, the eldest son
of so-and-so of blessed memory, was draw
ing a monthly salary of Rs. 450 by the
discharge of my duties as collector of cotton
duties, and driving in my dog-cart to office
every day in a short coat and sola hat,
appeared to me to be such an astonishingly
ludicrous illusion that I burst into a horse
laugh, as I stood in the gloom of that vast
silent hall.
At that moment my servant entered with
a lighted kerosene lamp in his hand. I do
not know whether he thought me mad but
I came at once to remember that I was in
very deed, Srijut so-and-so, son of so-and-so
of blessed memory, and that while our poets,
great and small, alone could say whether
inside or outside the earth there was a

region where unseen fountains perpetually
played and fairy guitars struck by invisible
fingers sent forth an eternal harmony, this
at any rate was certain that I collected
duties at the cotton market at Barich and
earned thereby Rs. 450 per mensem as my

salary. I laughed in great glee over my
curious illusion as I sat over the newspaper
at my camp-table lighted by the kerosene
lamp.
After I had finished my paper and eaten
my 'Moghlai dinner I put out the lamp and
lay down on my bed in a small side-room.
Through the open window a radiant star,
high above the Avalli hills skirted by the
darkness of its woods, was gazing intently
from millions and millions of miles away
in the sky at Mr. Collector lying on a
humble camp-bedstead, and I wondered

and felt amused at the idea, and do not

know when I fell asleep or how long 1 slept,
but 1 suddenly awoke with a start, though
I heard no sound and saw no intruder—
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only that steady bright star on the hilltop
had set, and the dim light of the new moon
was stealthily entering the room through
the open window as if shrinking from the
intrusion.
I saw no one but still I felt distinctly
as if some one was gently pushing me. As
I awoke she said not a word, but beckoned
me with her five fingers bedecked with rings
to follow her cautiously. I got up noise
lessly, and though not a soul save myself
was there in the countless apartments of
that deserted palace with its slumbering
sounds and waking echoes I feared at every
step lest any one should wake up. Most of
the rooms of that palace were always kept
closed and I had never entered them.
I followed breathless and with noiseless
steps my invisible guide — I cannot now say
where. What endless dark and narrow
passages, long corridors, silent and solemn
audience-chambers and close secret cells
I crossed !
Though I could not see my fair guide, her
form was not invisible to my mind's eve.
An Arab girl, her arms hard and smooth as
marble visible through her loose sleeves, a
thin veil falling on her face from the
fringe of her cap, and a curved dagger
at her waist.
Methought that one of the thousand and
one Arabian Nights had been wafted to me
from the world of romance and that at the
dead of night I was wending through the
dark narrow alleys of slumbering Bagdad
on my way to a trysting-place fraught with
peril.
At last my fair guide abruptly stopped

• before a deep blue screen and seemed to
point to something below. There was
nothing there, but a sudden dread froze the
blood in my heart —methought I saw there
on the floor at the foot of the screen a ter
rible negro eunuch in rich brocade sitting
and dosing with outstretched legs, a naked
sword on his lap. My fair guide lightly
tripped over his legs and held up a fringe
of the screen. I could catch a glimpse of a

part of the room spread with a Persian
carpet — some one was sitting inside on a
bed I could not see her, but only caught
a glimpse of two exquisite feet in gold-
embroidered slippers hanging out from loose
saffron-coloured paijamab and placed idly
pn the orange-coloured velvet carpet. On

one side there was a bluish crystal tray on
which a few apples, pears, oranges and
bunches of grapes in plenty, two small cups
and a gold-tinted decanter were evidently
awaiting the guest. A fragrant intoxicating
vapour issuing from a strange sort of incense
burning within almost overpowered my

senses.
As with a trembling heart I made an
attempt to step across the outstretched legs
of the eunuch he woke up suddenly with a
start and the sword fell from his lap with a

sharp clang on the marble floor.
A terrific scream made me violently start
and I saw 1 was sitting on that camp bed
stead of mine sweating heavily and the
crescent moon looking pale in the morning
rays like a weary sleepless patient at dawn,
and our crazy Meher Ali crying out as was
his daily custom, "Stand back ! Stand
back ! !" while going round the lonely road.
Such was the abrupt close of one of my
Arabian Nights but there were yet a
thousand nights left.
Then followed a great discord between
my days and nights. During the day I
would go to my work worn and tired cur
sing the bewitching night and her empty
dreams, but as night came my daily life
with its bonds and shackles of work would
appear a petty, false, ludicrous vanity.
After nightfall I was caught and over
whelmed in the snare of a strange intoxica
tion. I would be then transformed into some
unknown individual of some bygone age
figuring in some unwritten history ; and the
short English coat and tight breeches would
not suit me in the least. With* a red velvet

cap on my head, loose paijamas, an embroi
dered vest, a long flowing silk gown, and
coloured handkerchiefs scented with attar,
I would complete my elaborate toilet, and
sit on a high-cushioned chair, my cigarette
replaced by a many-coiled narghileh filled
with rose water as if in eager expectation of a
strange meeting with the beloved one.
As the gloom of the night deepened, the
marvellous incidents that would go on
unfolding themselves I have no power to
describe. I felt as if in the curious apart
ments of that vast edifice'flew about in a
sudden gust of vernal breeze the fragments
of a charming story, which I could folio"
for some distance, but of which I could
never see the end. But all the same I
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would wander from room to room in the
pursuit of those whirling fragments the
whole of the night.
Amid the whirling eddy bf those dreamy-
fragments, amid the occasional sm511 of
henna and the twangling of the guitar
and the waves of air charged with fragrant
spray, I would catch like a flash of lightn
ing the momentary glimpse of a fair demoi
selle. She it was who had those saffron-
coloured paijamas, her white ruddy soft feet
in gold embroidered slippers with curved
toes, on her bosom a closefitting bodice
wrought with gold, a red cap on her head
from which a golden frill fell on her snowy
brow and cheeks.
She had made me mad. It was after her
that I wandered from room to room, from path
to path among the bewildering maze of
alleys of that enchanted dreamland in the
nether world of sleep.
Sometimes of an evening while dressing
myself carefully as a prince of the blood-
royal before a large mirror with a candle
burning on either side, I would see a sudden
reflection of that Persian beauty by the
side of my own, and then a sudden turn
of her neck, a quick eager glance of intense
passion and pain glowing in her large dark
eyes, just a suspicion of language on her
moist dainty cherry lips, her figure, fair
and slim, crowned with youth like a blos
soming creeper quickly uplifted in her
graceful tilting gait, a dazzling flash of
pain and craving and ecstacy and, smile
and glance and blaze of jewels and silk,
and she melted away. A wild gust of
wind laden with all the fragrance of hills
and woods would put out my light, and
I would fling aside my dress and lie down
on my bed in the dressing room, my eyes
closed and body thrilling with delight, and
there around me amid that breeze and all
the perfume of the woods and hills, floated
about in the silent gloom many a caress
and many a kiss and many a tender touch
of hands, and gentle murmurs in my ears,
and fragrant breaths on my brow, and a
delightfully perfumed kerchief was wafted
again and again on my cheeks. A fasci
nating serpent would, as it were, slowlv
twist round me her stupefying coils, and
heaving a heavy sigh I would lapse into
insensibility followed by profound slumber.
One evening 1 decided to go out on my

horse— I do not know who implored me to
slay— but I would listen to no entreaties
that day. My English hat and coat were
resting on a rack and I was about to take
them down, when a sudden blast of whirl
wind crested with the sands of the Susta
and the dead leaves of the Avalli hills
caught them up whirling them round and
round, while a loud peal of merry laughter
rose higher and higher striking all the
chords of mirth till it died away in the
regions of sunset.
I could not go out for my ride, and from
the next day I gave up jny queer English
coat and hat for good.
That day again at dead of night I
heard the stifled heart-breaking sobs of
some one— as if below the bed, below the
floor, below the stony foundation of that
gigantic palace, from the depths of a dark
damp grave, some one piteously cried and
implored : ''Oh, rescue me ! Break through
these doors of hard illusions, deathlike
slumber and fruitless dreams, place me
by your side on the saddle, press me to
your heart and tearing through hills and
woods and across the river take me to the
warm radiance of your sunny rooms
above !"
Who ami? Oh, how can I rescue thee !
What drowning beauty, what incarnate
passion shall I drag to the shore from this
whirling flux of dreams? O lovely ethereal
apparition ! Where didst thou flourish
and when ? By what cool spring, under
the shade of what date-groves, wast thou
born— in the lap of what homeless wanderer
in the desert? What Bedouin brigand
snatched thee from thy mother's arms like,
an opening bud plucked from a wild
creeper, placed thee on a horse swift as
lightning, crossed the burning sands and
took thee to the slave-market of what royal
city ? And there, what officer of the Bad-
shah observing the beauty of thy bashful
blossoming youth paid for thee in gold,
placed thee in a golden palanquin, and
offered thee as a present for the seraglio
of his master? And Oh, the history of that
place ! That music of the sareng, the jingle
of anklets, the occasional flash of dagger
through the golden wine of Shiraz, the gall
of poison, and the piercing flashing glance !
What infinite ' grandeur, what endless
slavery ! The slave girls to thy right and
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left waving the 'chamar' as diamonds
flashed from their bracelets, the Badshan,
the king of kings, in front of thee fallen
on his knees at thy snowy feet in bejewel
led shoes, and outside the terrible
Abyssinian eunuch looking like a messenger
of death but clothed like an angel standing
with a naked sword in his hand ! Then, Oh,
thou flower of the desert, swept away by
that bloodstained dazzling ocean of
grandeur with its foam of jealousy and
rocks and shoals of intrigue, on what land
of cruel {Lath wast thou cast, or on what
other land more splendid but more cruel?
Suddenly at this moment that crazy
MeherAli screamed out, "Stand back ! Stand
back !! All is false I All is false !!" I opened
my eyes and saw that it was already light.
My chaprasi came and handed me my letters
and the cook waited with a salam for my
orders about the meal.
I said, "No, I can't stay here any longer."
That very day I packed up and removed to
my office. Old Karim Khan of my office
smiled a little as he saw me. I felt nettled
at it but said nothing and fell to my work.
As evening approached I grew absent-
minded, I felt as if I had an appointment
to keep and the work of examining the
cotton accounts appeared wholly useless,
even the Nizamat of the Nizam did not
appear to be of much worth. Whatever
belonged to the present, whatever was
moving and acting and working for bread
at the moment appeared exceedingly trivial,
meaningless, and contemptible.
I threw my pen down, closed my ledgers,
got into my dog-cart and drove away. I
noticed that it stopped of itself at the gate
of the marble palace just at the hour of
twilight. With quick steps I climbed the
stairs and entered the room.
A heavy silence was reigning within.
The dark rooms were looking sullen as if they
had taken offence. My heart was full 01
contrition but there was no one to whom I
could lay it bare, or of whom I could ask
forgiveness. I wandered about the dark rooms
with a vacant mind. I wished I had a
musical instrument to which I could sing to
the unknown : "O fire, the poor moth that
made a vain effort to fly away has come
back to thee ! Forgive it but this once,
burn both its wings and*consume it in thy
flame !"

Suddenly two tear drops fell from over
head on my brow. Dark masses of clouds
overcast the top of the Avalli hills that da v.
The gloomv woo'ds and the sooty waters of
the Susta were waiting in a terrible suspense
in an ominous calm. Suddenly the land,
water and sky shivered and a wild tempest-
blast rushed howling through the distant
pathless woods displaying its lightning
teeth like a raving maniac who had broken
his chains. The desolate halls of the palace
banged their doors and moaned in the
bitterness of anguish.
The servants were all in office and there
was no one to light the lamps here. The
night was cloudy and moonless. In the
dense gloom within I could distinctly feel
that a woman was lying on her face on the
carpet below the bed — her desperate fingers
clasping and tearing her long dishevelled
hair. Blood was trickling down her fair
brow and she was now laughing a hard
harsh mirthless laugh, now bursting into
violent wringing sobs, now rending her
bodice and striking at her bare bosom as
the wind roared in through the open
window and rain poured in torrents and
soaked her through and through.
All night there was no cessation of the
storm or of the passionate cry. I wandered
from room to room in the dark in unavail
ing sorrow. Whom could I console when
no one was by ? Whose was this agonv of
intense mortification ? Whence arose this
inconsolable sorrow ?
The mad man now cried out, "Stand back !
Stand back !! All is false ! All is false .!!"
I saw the day had dawned and Meher
Ali was going round and round the palace
with his usual cry in that dreadful weather.
Suddenly it occurred to me that perhaps
that man also had once lived in that house
and that though he had come out mad he
came there every day and went round and
round, fascinated by the weird spell cast
by the marble demon.
Despite the storm and rain I ran to him
and asked "Ho, Meher Ali, what is ^alse ?"
The man made no reply, but pushing me
aside went round and round with his frantic
cry like a fascinated bird flying round the
jaws of a serpent, only making a desperate
effort to warn himself by repeatedly crying,
"Stand back ! Stand back !! All is false ! All
is false!!"
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I ran like a mad man through the pelt
ing rain to my office and asked Karim
Khan, "Tell me the meaning of all this !"
What I gathered from that old man was
this: That at one time countless unrequit
ed passions and unsatisfied longings and
lurid flames of wild blazing pleasure raged
within that palace and that the curse of
those heartaches and blasted hopes had

made every stone of that palace thirsty and

hungry, eager to swallow up like a famished
ogress any living man who might chance
to come. Not one of those who lived there
for three consecutive nights could escape
these cruel jaws save Meher Ali who had
come out at the cost of his reason.

I asked, "Is there no means whatever of
my release?" The old man said, "There
is only one means, but that is extremely
difficult. I will tell you what it is, but
first you must hear the history of a young
Persian girl who once lived in that pleasure-
dome. A stranger or a more heart-rending
event never happened on this earth."

„ Just at this stage the coolies announced
that the train was coming. So soon ? We
hurriedly packed up our luggage when the
train steamed in. An English gentleman
apparently just aroused from slumber was
looking out of a first-class carriage endea
vouring to read the name of the station.
As soon as he caught sight of our fellow-
passenger, he cried, "hallo", and took him
into his own compartment. As we got
into a second-class carriage we had no
opportunity of finding out who the gentle
man was nor could hear the end of his
story. '

I said, "The man evidently took us

for fools and imposed upon us out of fun.
The story is pure fabrication from start to
finish." The discussion that followed ended
in a lifelong rupture between my theoso-
phist relation and myself.

Panna Lal Basu.
Bangabasi College, Jan., igio.

TRAFFIC BY RAILWAY

THE
Indian Railways are mainly

supported by two sorts of traffic, viz.,
Coaching and Goods. The traffic which

is carried by passenger trains is called
Coaching and that which is carried by other
trains is called Goods. A want of either of
the two is not likely to make any Railway
paying. The Railway authorities, I
believe, are conscious of the fact, but it is
much to be regretted, that in many cases,
bv their indiscretion, they more discourage
the traffic than encourage it. The best way
to encourage any traffic is to give the

merchants every possible facility in the
transport of goods and to redress their
grievances. But so far as my experience
goes, very little of the sort is being done,
unless the consigner happens to be of the

ruling race. m
The conduct of the Railway underlings,
from the Pointsman to the Station Master, is
far from what is desired. The Station
Master thinks himself to be "the undisputed
monarch of all he surveys", and I believe,

he does not often ren.ember that he is a
public servant, and that he is bound by the
rules of his department to be civil to the
public. The third-class passengers, who
are the "back-bone" of passenger traffic,
as the Agent of the East Indian Railway
very justly said sometime ago, are" treated
with the utmost contempt and indifference."
In cases of rush of passengers, they are
forced into cattle-wagons and are subjected
to trouble and difficulties beyond expression,
though they pay for carriage by passenger
trains. They sometimes even do not get drink
ing water when they require it

,

for often the
water-man has little leisure to attend to their
needs. The principal duties of a water-man
at a road-side station, are to cook for the
Station Master, to feed his cows, to lull his
children to sleep or attend hats, and the
public cannot therefore expect him to
attend to his station duties for which he is

paid by the ^Railway Company. Of
course, the water-man can be seen at the
station platform with his coat and pugree
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a cl~~r break from th ~ur()pean tradition. 
Though Anglo- axon in I gu e and 
ori 'n, they ~y now be regarded as 
'American' as dis ct from 'English' in 
tyl'c, This form of c' • 'sation rna' roughly 
be designated 'An 10- merican'. Into the 

• midst of this Unit d States' equation, there 
has been taken one vast ins luhle qUClntity, 
the Ne,gro, with his vigorous l'o vcrs of 
reproducti Unless amalgamation tahf 
place, this factor will be an increas ing 
hindrance to national unification; for the 
negro population will spread more rClpidly 
than that of the white who is Amcrican
born. 

The civilis~tion which pervades the 
centre and th, may I terrned 'Lafin-
American' distinct that of the 
Vnited States. It draws its orj~jn fmm the 
Roman Catholic countries of Spain ;'Ind 
Portu,galon the one hand, and fr 111 the 
indi~enons peoples who survived the 
cruelties of ~ rorea n conq uest on thc of her. 
The racial problem in thi s area has been 
partly solved by inter-mixture, and though 
the climatic conditions ;Jre in most parts a 
bal to rapid and vigorous progre .~ , ~' et a 
considerable advance has been made. 
Educational and other r form s h:l.VC heen 

recently brought about and the future is not 
without hope. The opening of tlat" Pall rna 
Canal will increa~e communication and 
trade facilities. and this will help to hring 
these countries into clo, er c( ntaLi with th 
modern \ rid. It is po SIble al () that 
th re mav come, with the advanc of edu
cation, a' further li\)('r,d ising of rcli~ion. 

'rh reflex nct;on of th East upn 
Ameri a wi II i ncn'a~c in po . rand i le'1$-
ity in futllf'(' ·cars. ·1 h re . here 
po ,ibi lit· of ~eriom conRi Is of inter I, 
and clash i ng ,)f idea Is. Th \ t's t that 
m ee ts th e East 0n this 'de of tl1<.' world. 
will b the 'Ollllg and eager \ e~t of c 
for"';'Ird march of the United States and 
Calla da, not I he old, r :llld Illore . {'til d 
W est that A. la ~\(I knows 
I ~uropean contact. 0 on can vet p 
what c nsequenct's this rna !lavl' 
th e: hist rv of Ihe \\'orld. On thing, h 
ev<!r, ma~: he predicted with some c rt.llnt". 

hina and Japan will nol be the only 
pO\';ers in Asia to feel Ihi .. impact. It . 
eff<:cts will b felf in India also; and India 
by her th ought, nn uhur, if not in rno 
material ways, \\'ill have her own eontribu
ti 11 to give "'0 thi ~ new world prohlcm. 

bELlIl. '. F. ANDRRWS. 

HE SKELETON 

A SHORT ST ". 

(From the Bellgali of Rat'i17drn Nofh Tagore). 

A whole human ske etvl used to hang 
against tlu: wall of the r m adjacent 
to the onc in which we. ept as boys. 

The hones, . haken hv the wind, u . ed to 
produce a rattling noise at night. In the 
day time we boys had to handle the hones. 
In those davs we used to study Meglznnd
badh- und~r a pand;t and a student of t~e 
Cambell Medical School gave us Ie ,. ons In 

Anatomy. Our parents had the amhi!ion 
of turning us into rna. t~rs of various 
branches of know1edl<!e all at once. It is 
need I to tell our friends how far that 

be" ('pic porm in ern 

amhition has been realised: and a~ re~ard .. 
strnngers. we rrefer to maintain a diser ct 
silence. 

Years have pa. "cd !> incc. In 
time, the . kelClon from the room and e 
knl)wledge nf AI~i1t()n1\' from ollr hrains 
have disappearec\ and ally l'arch for their 
present whereaboul, w(Juld be entirely 
infructuous. 

Owing to a suddt'n h()u!'.l'hohl emergenc\' a 
few davs a I had to paF~ a night in lilat 
ro('m. '1 a not sleep 111 this unaccu tomed 
place an lay til", ing about, for a lon~ time 
during which the neighbouring church
clock · finished striking all the longi . h hour!! 
of the evening, one afte other. I" 
COtner of the • t e of the lam 
after ga ping for about in ute!!. went 



'tHE MODERN REVIEW FOR MARCH, 191 

out. Having und ergone one or two family 
berea vements shortly before, it natura Ily 
reminded me of death. "In the hour of 
midnight here" - thought l- "a flame of 
light has dissolved into eternal darkness. 
To Nature, the sudden ext inction of human 
lives, sometimes in the day and sometimes 
at night, is pothing more serious than this". 

Gradually my thoughts ran back to that 
skeleton of yore. As I was trying to imagine 
WQttt it mi have been during life, 1 sudden
ly seemed to perceive that some live thing 
was walking round and round my bed , gro
ping over the w Is in the dark. I seemed to 
hear its heavy breathing too, - as though it 
was searching for some object, - and pacing 
faster and faster as it could not find what it 

ted. felt c that th ere was no-
except ;n my sleepless, heated brain 
must be mistaking for rapid footfalls, 

the tumultuous rush uf b lood inside my own 
head. But still, I confess, 1 felt it a bit 
uncanny. In order to rid myself _of thi s 
unreasonable fear, I said---"Who's there ?"
The footfalls came toward s my ben-curtain 

nd stopped and th en came the reply- '''Tis 
me. I have come to look for that skeleton 
of 111 i ne." 

Thinlring it ridi culous to be frightened by 
a creature of my own imagination, I said 
non-chalantly- "A nice job for you to do 
at t is our! oat do you want it now for, 
pr .. 

"What do you mean ?"--Came the reply 
from a spot quite close to my hed- "Did it 
not contain the very ribs of my heart? The 
youthful bloom of my twenty-six years once 
adorned that skeleton. Is it strange that I 
should like to see it again ?" 

, es, you are rig1.t"- I sa id i1llmediately
.. ou may go on searching. I will try to 
get a little sleep now." 

"You are a lone here-are you ?" -- She sa id 
in a tone sweetly sad - -"Let me sit and have 
a chat with )·ou. Thirty-five years ago 1 
used to sit with human beings and talk 
with them. This thirty-five years have I 
drifted about in the moaning . of crema-
t ion-grQunds. I sha 11 si t by ane talk 
like a human being once mo.l" ." 

I perceived ~nme one itting down nea r 
my bed-curtain. Since it eQuid not be helped 
I mustered c a~e t ay .. "Thanks, it 
would ' ell e some pleasant 
story. " 

"If you want t hear sQmething very 
int rest" g" said she "I will tell you the 
story of my own life." At. this moment the 
church-c1Qck proclaim the hour of two. 
She 'vent on-

"When I was a human being and quite 
small, I used to fear one per on as the very 
Yamal!! himself - ·and that person was my 
husband. My feelill~s in respect to him 
were like those of a fi sh after allowing a 
hoole To. me he seemed a horrid stranger 
determined to drag me out of the Jeep and 
tranquil waters of my birth-lake and from 
who e hands I ha d no chance of escape. 
Two month after my marriage, my husband 
died and my people bewailed my lot fQr me. 
My father-in-law made a scr~tinising in pec
tion of my persQna1 features and sa id to' his 
wife·- "This g irl is what i de cribed as a 
poison-maid in our ancient bQoks." Oh, I 
distinctly remember his words. B • are you 
listening?~How do yo like th tory?" 

"Very well, indeed"--I lied-"T 
beginn~ng is ju~t deli~htful." 

"Listen then. Joyfully I returned to my 
paternal home. Day by day I grew up intn 
a pretty girl. People tried to concea it 
from me but I knew perfectly well that 
beauty like mine was not to be found every
where. What is your opinion ?" 

"Very probably"- I answered--- "Only, I 
never had the pleasure of seeing you." 

"Hadn't you, really? Why, that skeleton 
Qf min e ?"- and she burst into a rip
pling laughter- "I was only joking. 
How can I persuade you now that those 
two empty sockets once contained two 
large b lack ey and the ~mile that used 
to play on my crimson lips could in no. way 
be compared w' the hideous grin you 
saw in the skeleton's teeth-bare mouth. To 
relate to the ~race and beauty that 
blossomed fQrth every day round those dry 
and lanky bones, the absurdity Qf it tickles 
me and provokes me to anger too. Not 
even the grea test doctor in thQse days could 
believe that lessons in Anatomy might be 
learnt from m frame. I am aware that 
one particular doctor mentioned me as 
Kanak Champa to an intimate friend of Qis. 
It meant that all.other human bodies mig t 
furnish object-lessons in Anatomy and 
Physi ology, only 1 was like a flower, the em
bo iment of beauty. There is no keletoll 

·Yama- -the God or Death in Hindoo mythology. 
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hidden 10 a Kanak Champa flower-i 
there? 

"When I walked, I was con cious that 
every movement of my body sent f rtll 
"'{ave!> of beauty in all Jirec tions, just as 
light spark les from every facet of a piece 
oT diamond in motion. Sometimes, I would 
gaze and gaze on my own pretty arm - two 
arms such as could bridle the rn uth of the 
entire manhood of the w rid, and bring it 
under sweet con trol. ubhadra, perhaps, had 
arms uch as mine, round though delicate, 
two such ro eate palms and uch tapering 
fingers like flames of beauty - when he 
drove the chariot of her lover Arjuna thr ugh 
the three worlds looking on in si lent a maze
ment. 

"But that shameless, bare skeleton bore 
false testim Jay to you again t myself. At 
that time I vas mute and helples' . That 
is why I am mo t angry with you - of all 
men in the world. How I wi h I could 
hold before you that form of mine, adorned 
with the beautY-l oses of 'ixtetn summer 
and bani h sleep from yo ur eyes for a. long 
time to come, anJ the knowledge of 
Ana my from your head". 

"Believt: me, dear lady", I exc laimed 
Hm) head is entirely free now from the 
least trace of that knowled,ge -- and as 
regard your all-enchanting b auty, it is 
before my mental vision , glowing against 
the di mal background of nigl,t." 

She continued-"I had no companions 
of my own sex. My brother had decided 
not to marry- so I was the only woman in 
the family. In the evening r would sit 
underneath a tree in our garden and 
imagine that a ll the world wa loving me
all the stars were gazing at me- and the 
breeze, pretending unconcp. rn, passed and 
repassed me sighing l11ournfui! . I indulged 
in the fancy that the turf on whi ch my feet 
were laid might have gone into ecstasy 
were it capable . feeling, --and that the 
young men of all world had come there 
on the guise of ss to lie there in silent 
adoration. oughts as these made 
my heart i Iy sad. 

"My br her had a rriend, Sasi Sekhar, 
who passed out of th o> Medical College and 
became our family phy . ciano Before this, 
I had seen him occasionally, myself unseen. 
My brother was a pe(.uliar sort of an indi
vidual-he did not condescend to look at 

the world around him with op n ey .. 
Life to him was not a.iry en ugh So II· 
gradually mov d away to arm t rner 

f it, giving hi elf as little con(;crn about 
others as p sible. 

" a i 'ekhar was the III rrj 'nJ that 
he haJ, - so thi was the young man outsid 
the famil circle whom I had Ir qucnt 
opportuOltle of seei ng. In th evenings 
when 1 sat al n lik a queen, in our garden 
under S 111 fl ower- tre, h Ilillg an imagi
nary r ception,- all the young men of the 
w rid pre nted them,elve' to m in the 
form of asi 'ekhar. But, ar you Ii 1 n-
ing? What i pa sing in tlr mind ?" 

"I waR wishing I IV I'c asi Sckhar 
myself" I sa id with a si h. 

"Hear th e whol storv /ir~t. IVa a 
rainy day. I was uffering Irl)m f ·ver. The 
doctor came to me t ha twas th· firAt 
time that \V met lace to face. 

" I wa.s I oking I ward n opell indow 
so that the ruddy gl w of the setting un 
might fallon my f ce and c: nceal its 
pa leness. Th D ctor came in and looked 
at me. At th<1t mom nt I imagin ' d myself 
to be the doctor and a mental picture 
floated before my eyes. And what wa!! 
that picture ?- Reclining on a oft pil:ow, 
in the !lubdued light of appro;lchin~ 
evening, a face delicate as a flower, 
indl c«ting perhaps a little w arine:;~, -
ringlets of hair lying unre ' train d on thl! 
forehead and twu large bashful eyelid 
ca ling hadow on the cho.:eks blow. 

"In at ne p lite ly low, the dl)clor aid 
to my brother - 'Might I fee l herpul e?' 

"Froll) beneath the fold of my 'hawl 
J gently put out my wearied arm. r shot a 
glance at it and felt how prettier it w uld 
have looked, if [ had on bracelet., made of 
blue-cry tal. Never before had I se a 
doct r he itating 0 in feeling the pulse of 
a patient. Hi fingers trembled as he held 
my wri st. He gauged the strength of my 
fever, but I could also form an idea to .ome 
extent of how his mental pulse was beat
ing. Can't you believe it?" 

"Oh, quite" - r replied - "The human pulse 
i, n't the same in all circumstances." 

Then she resumed her story.-"After a few 
more occa ions of illnes and recovery I 
found that the number of young men who 
attended my imaginary reception in the 
evenings dwindled into one single being 
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an I the world of my creation became very 
nearly depopulated. Only one doctor and 
one patient was all that remained. 

"I used to put on a saree f orange-colour, 
do my hair with great pa in . , wear a crown 
of bela flowers and ~o and sit in the garden 
with a little mirror in my hand. And why? 
·-Wouldn't I tire of looking at myself ?--I 
w( uldn't indeed ; - because it was not I who 
looked at myself. Mine was a dual existence 
thell. One part of me was my lover, looking 
on my other part, admiring me, loving me 
and be towing fond cares es on me. till, 
th<::re always was a sigh of pain inside my 
heart. 

" ince that time I was never alone. When 
I w;tlked, I would look down to see with 
what grAce of motiorl my feet were touch
ing the earth and try to imagine how it 
would strike ur newly passed doctor. In 
the midday when a deep hush reigned 
outside, only occasionally di sturb.:d by the 
shrill notes of a kite flying very high up in 
the air or perhaps the sing-song voice of a 
hawker elling toys and choor£s outside our 
garden wall, I would often spr ad a snow
white sheet on my bed and lie down. Throw
ing a bare arm careles Iy n the soft bed 1 
would shut my eyes and imagine that some
body sees it in that position, takes it up in 
both hi · ha nds and imprinting a kiss on its 
rosy palm, glides oftlyaway. - Suppose the 
story 'hould end here?" 

"Yes, it wouldn't be bad" ·-1 remarked
"It would remain somewhat incomplete, no 
doubt, - but one could pass the night trying 
to imagin the conclusion." 

"Yes- but then the story would become 
so soi mnly serious- wouldn't it? Where 
woulJ the joke ')f it come in? Where would 
be the ~keleton oj the story displaying its 
fult set of teeth in derision? . 

"Li , ten again. As busines increa ed, 
Sasi ekhar opened his dispensary in a suite 
of ground-floor rooms of our house. I then 
frequently used to ask him in a laughing 
manner all about medicines, poisons and 
means by which one could attain an easy 
death. Such professional topics fired him 
with e loquence. As a result of these dis
cu!'sions, De::rth became familiar to me 
like one of my own people. All the world 
over, I could See only Love and Death. 

"My story has nearly come to a close
only a very little remains", 

"The night IS also nearing its end"-I 
whispered. 

"For some day~"-She continued--"l 
noticed that the doctor was very much 
absent-mindecl a nd betrayed a sense of 
self-reproach when in my presence. Lat~r 
on, one day he borrowed my brother's 
carriage and pair for the evening. 

"I coulcl not restrain my elf any longer. 
Going to my brother, I said- 'where is the 
doctor going to in your carriage to-night?' 

"Perdition'- replied my brother, laconi;
cally. 

'Do tell me, where ?'-insisted I. 
"My brother was a little more explicit 

thi s time, saying·-'to marry?' 
'Is he, really ?'-- I said,- and laughed and 

laughed ri II tears stood in my eyes. 
"Litt le by little I gathered that he would 

bring home with his bride·a very handsome 
dowry. 

"But w y did he offer me this insult, I 
pondered, by concealing this news from {De. 
Did [ ever tell him, clasping his f et, that if 
he did slIch a thing I w0u.ld die (If a br 
heart? There i:; no trusting the~e 
I knew only one man in the w dan 
moment was enough for me to judge the 
rest of his kind at their proper value . 

"The doctor came home in the af~erl1oon, 
having finishecl hi;; rOllnd of daily calls. I 
.. vent up to him saying --' 

"Doctor I- doctor ! ~ are you going to 
be married tv-night ?"- and I burst into a 
fit of laughter. 

"'eeing me so jolly over it, he not only It 
ashamed but looked very grieved also. 'How 
is it' - I went on in the same strain--'-·'Ho'" 
is itt ha t there is no band to accompany the 
procession ?' 

"A little , igh escaped the doctor as he 
replied - 'Is marriage such a joyful event, 
after all ?' 

"Relapsing into anotl r fit of laughter, 
I said - 'Oh, I never!-' at won't do at all. 
There must be mu~i d torches too, to 
accompany the processi 

"1 so teased and worri 
it that he immediately 
arrangements to celebrate 
befittin~ eclat. 

"I chattered awa unceasingly as to what 
would happen and what I would do hen 
the bride came home. Suddenly t ked 
the bridegroom--'would you still go t 
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doctor, feeling people's pulse, after you are 
married 7'- Dear, oh dear! Although the 
minds of human beings, especially of the 
male portion of them, a re not visible to the 
eyes, still, depend upon me, - my words 
penetrated into his heart like so many 
arrows. 

"The auspicious moment for the ceremony 
to begin was fixed at a la te hou r of the 
night. Early in the evening the doctor and 
mv brother sat down, as was their custom, 
to' Jrink a glass or two o f brandy. Gradually 
the moon rose in the sky. 

"I approached them J and remarked smi
lingl y -'Have you f"rgotten, doct r, that 
it is your wedding night ? You ought to be 
starting now'. 

"I should menti on here one little detail of 
a ' trifling nature. Earlier in the day Thad 
gone into the dispensary and obt a in ed from 
there c;urreptitiously a quantity of a certain 
white powder. T took opportunity to place 
unnoticed soti1e portion of th at powder in 
the doctor's tumbler. Was it not he who 
had tauaht me which powder killed people? 

"At r:v remark, the doctor quickl ,v drain
ed off h;q lass and rose. Turnin ,E' towards 
me with a look of extreme mental agony, 
he said in a voice choked with emotion
"Good- hye. " 

"He left. The band played the opening 
bars. T draped myself in a Benares Saree(;;, put 
on every article of jeweller" that T possessed 
and decorated my for head with a streak of 
verr:1ilion paintt. I then went and spread 
my bed under my .. akula tree of old. 

-"Tt was a beautiful, moonlit night. A 
south-wind was blowing, wiping away the 

• A variety of costly silk sorel' embroidered with 
gold thread. 

t Thi \'trt"ilic:l point is thr:. sign of a marri d 
wom<ln who h '!s her husband living. 

fatigue of th lumbering \V rid. The scent 
of je amines filled the whole rden, 

"As 1 lay Ih re, the m lodiou notC!1 of 
the band s emed to recede farther and 
farther away fr m m - the bright m on
lig ht grew d'immer and dimmer in my y s 
- Ihe sky- the earth around me with its 
trees and Rower a nd my lifelong familiar 
home ef'meu to melt away in () nothingness. 
I then closed my ey s and- miled. 

" I I nged that when peopl would come 
look at me, the miJ,tht ' thi , ,mile 

clinging to my lips. I h?pe~ to carry .this 
smi le with me wh n ntenng I'lto my bndal 
cham her of eternal night. h !- wher 
was my bridal chamb r ,ann here:oy 
wedding garments !- H anng a rattltng 
nois within my elf I woh IIp to nnd that 
three boys were I arning Anatomy from 
my bones. A teach r was pointing his 
cane to my bosom and telling lh' boy th 
names of different bones th re- my hosom. 
which once used to throb witn joy' . and 
my grief and where ever day tl1e''bud of 
youth op ned a fresh petal of a I v'ly h 
And that farewell smi le r mine with which 
I had adorned my lips- did y usee ny 
trace of it left 7" 

She ceased . After a brief interval , he 
eroke again - "How do you like the 
story 7" 

"Very plea!>ant, indeed"- I an wered. 
At this moment r heard the first crow 

cawing. 
"Are you sti ll there ?"- I en'juired, but 

there wa no reply. 
Faint beams of daylight straggled II1tO 

my room. 

Translated by 

PRABHAT K MAR MUKERJI. 

THE GUN AND THE MAN BEHIND IT 

By FRAN'K H. SHAW. 

S0METIMES you ~vil1 read in your daily 
paper that H. M. S. So-and-so has 
-:reated a new record in gunnery, and 

has increased her percentage of hits con-

a 

siderably. On reading which you say that 
the British Navy is still the old-time, im
pregnable institution that it has ever been, 
and then, as likely as not, you forget all 
about it until the next naval estimates are 
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possible to repatriate these, comprising, as
they do, some thousands of colonial-born men
and women, to whom South Africa is their,
permanent home, just as much as it is that
of the Europeans born in the country. No,
the South African Indian problem must be
solved on the spot. The Transvaal trouble
merely touches the fringe of the question
but the methods of solution have undoubted
ly been discovered by the Transvaal Indians
— immense moderation, the willingness to
compromise on matters of comparatively
unimportant detail, in the hope of awaken
ing at a later date a sense of appreciation
on the part of their adversaries, and the

opposing of an adarflantine front in matters
of principle, however unimportant these
mav seem to be ; the exercise of self-res

traint, the performance of duties, the assump
tion of responsibilities and obligations, the
development of man's higher nature, and
the capacity to sniffer in their own persons
to the uttermost for the sake of a cherished
ideal — in a word, the true passive resistance
that opposes the spirit of love to that of
brute force. In the whole course of this
struggle in the 'Transvaal there has been
no genuinely proved act of violence, and
it is the meekness, the gentleness, the real

humility, the toleration and the steel-like
courage displayed by this disfranchised
minority that have won the respect, the
regard, and the admiration of the aforetime
almost unanimously hostile European
majority in the country.

M. S. L. Polak.

THE TRUST PROPERTY

A Short Story

(From the Bengali of Ravinora
Nath Tagore)

BRINDABAN
Kundu came to his father

in high rage and said—"I am off this
moment."

"Ungrateful wretch," -sneered the father
Jaggonath Kundu, "when you have re
imbursed me for all that I have spent on
your food and clothing, it would be time
enough to give yourself these airs."
Such food and clothing as was customary
in Jaggonath's household, could not have
cost very much. Our rishis of old managed
to feed and clothe themselves at an outlay
incredibly low. Jaggonath's behaviour
shewed that his ideal in these respects was

equally high. That he could not fully live
up to it was partly ascribable to the bad
influence of the degenerate society around
him and partly to certain unreasonable
demands of nature in her attempt to keep
the body together with the soul.
So long as Brindaban was single, things
passed smoothly enough but after his
marriage he began to depart from the high
and rarefied standard cherished by his sire.
It was noticeable that the son's ideas of

comfort were moving away from the

spiritual to the material and imitating the
ways of the world, unwilling to put up
with any discomfort arising from heat and
cold, thirst and hunger, his minimum of
food and clothing was rising apace.
Frequent were the quarrels between the
father and the son in this connection. Even
tually Brindaban's wife became seriously ill
and a kaviraj was called in. But when the
latter prescribed a costly medicine for his
patient, Jaggonath took it as a proof of
his sheer incompetence and turned him out
immediately. At first Brindaban besought
his father to allow the treatment to conti
nue, then he quarrelled with him about it,
but to no purpose. When his wife died
he abused his father and called him a
murderer.
"Nonsense,"— said the father — "Don't
people die even after swallowing all kinds
of drugs? If costly medicines could save
life, how is it that kings and emperors are
not immortal ? You don't expect your wife
to die with more pomp and ceremony than
did your mother and your grandmother
before her, do you?" ,

Brindaban might really have derived a
great consolation from these words, had he
not been overwhelmed with grief and in
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capable of proper thinking. Neither his
mother nor his grandmother had taken any
medicine before making their exit from this
world —and this was the* time-honoured
custom of the family. But alas, the younger
generation were unwilling to die «even,
according to ancient custom. The English
had newly come to the couutry at the time
we are speaking of. Even in those remote
days the good old folks used to be horrified
at the unorthodox ways of the new genera
tion and sit speechless, trying to draw
consolation from their hookahs.
Be that as it may, he-then up-to-date
Brindaban said to his old fogey of a father
—"I am off."
The father gave his immediate assent and
declared publicly that should he ever give
his son one single pice in future, might the
gods reckon his act as amounting to shed
ding the holy blood of cows. Brindaban in
his turn similarly declared that should he
ever accept anything from his father, might
his act tantamount to matricide.
The people of the village looked upon
this small revolution as a great relief after
a prolonged period of monotony. Especial
ly as Jaggonath disinherited his only son,
every one exerted himself to the uttermost
to console him. They were unanimous in
their opinion that to quarrel with a father
for the sake of a mere wife became possible
only in these degenerate days. And the
reason they gave was very sound too.
"When your wife dies," they said, "you
could obtain a second without delay ; but
when your father dies you can't have
another to replace him for love or money."
Their logic no doubt was perfect, but we
suspect that the utter hopelessness of getting
another father would not have troubled the
misguided son very much. On the contrary
he might look upon it as a mercy.
Separation from Brindaban did not seem to
weigh heavily on the mind of his father. In
the first place, his absence from home reduced
the household expenses. Then again, he
was freed from a great anxiety. The fear
of being poisoned by his son and heir had
always haunted him. When partaking of
his scanty fare, he could never banish the

thought of poison from his mind. This
anxiety had a+>atad somewhat after the
death of his daughterrin-law and now that
the son was gong it disappeared altogether.

But there was one tender spot in the old
man's heart. Brindaban had taken away
with him his four year old son, Gokul
Chandra. Now, the expenses of his keep
were comparatively small and so Jaggo-
nath's affection for him was without its
counterpoise. Still when Brindaban took
him away, the first moments of his grief,
sincere as it was, got mingled with a sense
of calculation as to how much would be
saved per month in consequence of the
absence of the two, how much it would
come to in the year and what would be the
capital, to fetch that sum as interest.
But the empty hou^e, without Gokul
Chandra in it to create any mischief,
became more and more difficult for the old
man to live in. There was no one now to
play any tricks with him when he was
engaged in his Poo/ah, no one to snatch
away his food and eat it up himself and no
one fit enough to run away with his inkpot
when he was writing up his accounts. His
daily routine of life, now gone through
without interruption, became an intolerable
burden to him. It struck him that such un-
worried peace was only possible in the world
to come. When he set his eyes on the holes
worked in his quilt by his grandchild and
the pen-and-ink sketches executed by the
same artist on his rush-mat, his heart
became heavy with grief. At one time the
boy suffered no end of reproach because
he had torn his dhoti into pieces within
the short space of two years, but now
tears stood in Jaggonath's eyes as he
gazed upon the dirty remnants of it lying
in the bed room. He carefully put it away
in his sindook and registered a vow that
should Gokul ever come back again he
shouldn't be reprimanded even if he destroy
ed one dhoti a year.
But Gokul did not return and poor Jaggo
nath aged away rapidly. His empty home
seemed emptier to him every day.
No longer could the old man stay peace
fully at home. Even in the middle of the
day when all respectable folks in the
village enjoyed their after-dinner siesta,
Jaggonath could be seen roaming over
the village, hookah in hand. The bovs,
at the sight of him, used to give up
their play and retiring in a body to a
safe distance, chant out verses composed by
a local poet, eulogistic of the old gentleman's
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economical habits. No one ventured to
pronounce his real name lest he should have
to go without his meal that day*— and So
people gave him names after their own
fancy. Elderly people called him Jaggo-
nash,f but the reason why the younger
generation preferred to call him a vampire
was hard to guess. It may be that the
bloodless, dried up skin of the old man had
some physical resemblance to the said habi
tue of the aerial regions.

II
One afternoon when Jaggonath was
engaged on his usual ramble through the
village lanes shadeS by mango topes, he saw
a boy. apparently a stranger, assuming the
captaincy of the village boys and explaining
to them the modus operandi of a new prank.
Captivated by the force of his character and
the startling novelty of his ideas, all the
boys had sworn allegiance to him. Unlike
other boys, he did not run away from the
old man as he approached, but came quite
close to him and began to shake his own
chadar. The result was that a live lizard
sprang out of it on to the old man's body,
descended down his back and ran away to
wards the jungle. Sudden fright made the
poor man shiver from head to foot, to the
great amusement of the other boys, who sent
up a chorus of glee. Before Jaggonath had
gone far, cursing and swearing, the gamcha
that was lving on his shoulder suddenly
disappeared and the next moment it was
seen on the head of the new boy, trans
formed into a turban.
The novel form of courtesy which he
experienced at the hands of this manikin,
came as a great relief to Jaggonath. It was
long long since anv boy had taken such
liberties with him. After a good deal of
coaxing and many fair promises he at last
persuaded the boy to come near him and
the following conversation ensued.
"What's vour name, my boy?"
"Nitai Pal".
"Where's your home ?"
"Won't tell."
"Who's vour father?"
"Won't tell."

• It is a superstition current in Bengal that if a

man pronounces the name of a very miserly individual,

the former has to go without his meal that day.

t Jaggonath means the Lord of Festivity and Jag-
gonash would mean the despoiler of it.

"Why won't you ?"
"Because I have run away from home."
"What made you do it ?"
"My father wanted to send me to school."
It occurred to Jaggonath what useless
extravagance it would be to send such a
specimen to school and how foolish and
unpractical the father must have been not
to have seen it.
"Well — well," said Jaggonath, "how
would you like to come and stay with me ?"
"Dont mind" said the boy and forthwith
he installed himself in Jaggonath's house.
He felt as little hesitation about it as though
it were the shadow of a tree by the way
side. And not only that. He began to
proclaim his wishes as regards his food and
clothing with such coolness that one would
think he had paid up his reckoning in full
beforehand, and when anything was un
satisfactory, he started regular quarrel*
with the old man. It had been easy enough
for Jaggonath to get the better of his own
child, but now that other people's child
was concerned, he had to acknowledge
defeat.

Ill

The people of the village marvelled at
the unexpected scene of Nitai Pal being
made so much of by Jaggonath. They felt
sure that the old man's end was near and
the prospect of his bequeathing all his pro
perty to this unknown brat made their
hearts sore. They became furious with
envy and determined to do the boy some
injury, but the old man used to take care
of him as though he was a rib in his breast.
At times, the boy used to threaten that he
would go away and the old man used to say
to him temptingly— "I will leave you all
the property I possess". Young as he was,
the boy fully understood the grandeur of
this promise.
The village people then began to make
enquiries after the father of the boy. Their
hearts melted with compassion for the ago
nising parents and they declared that the son
must be a rascal to make them suffer so.

They heaped abuses on his head but the
heat with which they did it betrayed envy
rather than a sense of justice.

One day the old man learned from a way
farer that Damodar Pal was making a tour
of search for his lost son and was now com
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ing towards this village. Nitai, when he
heard this, became very restless and was

ready to flee, leaving his future wealth to
take care of itself. Jaggortath gave him
repeated assurances, saying, —"I mean to
hide you in such a place that nobody would
be able to find you— not even the village
people themselves."
This whetted the curiosity of the boy and
he said — "O, where ? Do shew it to me."
"People will know if I shew it to you
now. Wait till it is night" — said Jaggo-
nath.
The hope of discovering this mysterious
hiding place was simply delicious to Nitai.
He planned to himself how, as soon as his
father should go away unsuccessful, he would
have a bet with his comrades and play hide
and seek. Nobody would be able to find him
out. Wouldn't it be fun ! The father too
would ransack the whole village and not
find him — that would be rare fun also.
At noon, Jaggonath shut the boy up in
his house and disappeared for some time.
When he came home again, Nitai worried
him, with questions.
No sooner it was dark, Nitai said—"Grand
father, shall we go now?"
"It isn't night yet" — replied Jaggonath.
A little while later the boy exclaimed—
"It is night now, grandfather, come let's go."
"The village-people haven't gone to bed
yet"—whispered Jaggonath.
Nitai waited but a moment and said —
"They have gone to bed now, grandfather,
1 am sure they have. Let's start now."
The night advanced. Sleep began to
weigh heaviVy on the eye-lids of the poor
boy and it was a hard struggle for him to
keep awake. When it was midnight,
Jaggonath caught hold of the bov's arm and
left the house, groping through the dark
lanes of the sleeping village. Not a sound
to disturb the stillness of the night, except
the occasional howl of a dog when all the
other dogs far and near, would join in a
chorus, or perhaps the flapping of the wings
of a night-bird, scared away by the sound
of human footsteps at that unusual hour.
Nitai trembled with fear and held Jaggonath
fast by the arm.
Across many a field they went and at last
penetrated into* a »jungle where stood a
dilapidated temple without any god in it.
"What, here !"—exclaimed Nitai in a tone

of disappointment. It was nothing like

what he had imagined. There, was not

much mystery about it. Not infrequently,
since running away from home, he had to

pass nights in deserted temples like this.

Although not a bad place for playing hide

and seek, still it was quite possible that his

comrades might track him there.
From the middle of the floor inside,

Jaggonath removed a slab of stone, and

an underground room with a lamp burning
in it was revealed to the astonished sight of

the boy. Fear and curiosity assailed his

little heart. Jaggonath descended down

a ladder and Nitai follow.ed him.
Looking around, the boy saw that there

were brass ghurras® on all sides of him. In

the middle lay spread an assan'f and in

front of it were arranged vermilion, sandal

paste, flowers and other articles of poojah.^

To satisfy his curiosity the boy dipped his
hand into some of the ghurras and drew out

their contents. They were rupees and gold
mohurs.
Jaggonath addressing the boy, said

—

"I told you, Nitai, that I would give you
all mj money. I have not got much,

—

these ghurras are all that I possess. These

I will make over to you today."
The boy jumped with delight. "All?"—
he exclaimed—"you wont take back a
rupee, would you ?"
"If I do," said the old man in solemn
tones, "may my hand be attacked with

leprosy. But there is one condition. If
ever my grandson Gokul Chandra, or his
son, or his grandson, or his great grandson

or any of his progeny should happen to

pass this way, then you must make over

to him or to them, every rupee and every

mohur here."
The boy thought that the old man was

raving. "Very well" — he replied.
"Then sit on this assan"— said Jaggonath.
"What for?"
"Because poojah will be done to you."
"But why?"— said the boy, taken aback.
"This is the rule."
The boy squatted on the assan as desired.

Jaggonath smeared his forehead with

sandal-paste, put a mark of vermilion

between his eye-brows, flung a garland of

« A water pot holding about 3 gallons of water,

f A prayer carpet.
\ A cerernonial worship.
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flowers round his neck and began to recite
mantras.*
To sit there like a god and hear mantras
recited made poor Nitai feel very uneasy.
"Grandfather" —he whispered.
But Jaggonath did not reply and went
on muttering his incantations.
Finally with great difficulty he dragged
each "hurra before the boy and made him
repeat the following vow after him :—

"I do solemnly promise that I would
make over all this treasure to Gokul Chandra
Kundu, the son of Brindaban Kundu, the
grandson of Jaggonath Kundu, or to the son
or to the grandsorr or to the great grandson
of the said Gokul Chandra Kundu or
to any other progeny of his who may be

the rightful heir."
In the process of repeating this over and

over again, the boy felt stupefied and his
tongue began to grow stiff in his mouth.
When the ceremonv was over, the air of the
cave was laden with the smoke of earthen
lamp and the breath-poison of the two.
The boy could feel that the roof of his
mouth had become dry as dust and the

extremities of his hands and feet were

burning. He was very nearly suffocated.
The lamp became dimmer and dimmer
and then it went out altogether. In the
total darkness that followed, Nitai could
perceive the old man was climbing up the
ladder. "Grandfather, where are you going
to?" — said the lad greatly distressed.
"I am going now," replied Jaggonath,
"you remain here. No one will be able to
discover you. Remember the name Gokul
Chandra, the son of Brindaban and the
grandson of Jaggonath."
He then withdrew the ladder. In a
stifled, agonised voice the boy implored—

"I want to go back to father."
Jaggonath replaced the slab of stone at
the mouth of the cave. He then knelt

down and placed his ear on the stone.
Nitai's voice was heard once more —

"Father" — and then came a sound of some
heavy object falling with a bump —and
then—everything was still.
Having thus placed his wealth in the
hands of a yak\, Jaggonath began to cover
* Solemn incantaiions.

\Yak or Ynksd is a supernatural being described
in Sanskrit mythology and poetry. In Bengal, Yak

lias come to mean a ghostly custodian of treasure,

under circumstances described in this story.

up the stone with earth. Then he piled
broken bricks and loose mortar over it. On
the top of all he planted turfs of grass and
jungle weeds. The night was almost spent
but he could not tear himself away from the
spof. Now and again he placed his ear on
the ground and tried to listen. It seemed
to him that from far far below— from the
abysmal depth of the earth's interior,— came
a wailing sound. It seemed to him that
the night-sky was flooded with that one
sound, that the sleeping humanity of all the
world had waken up and were sitting on
their beds, trying to listen.
The old man in his frenzy kept on heap
ing earth higher and higher. He wanted
somehow to stifle that sound but still he
fancied he could hear—"Father."
He struck the spot with all his might
and said--"Be quiet —people might hear
you." But still he imagined he heard —

"Father."
The sun lighted up the eastern horizon.
Jaggonath then left the temple and came
into the open fields.
There too, somebody called out—"Father."
Startled at the sound, he turned back and
saw his son at his heels.
"Father," said Brindaban, "I hear my
boy is hiding himself in your house. I mu~:
have him back."
With eyes dilated and a distorted mouth,
the old man leaned forward and exclaimed
-"your boy?"
"Yes, my boy Gokul. He is Nitai Pal
now and I myself go by the name of
Damodar Pal. Your fame has spread so in
the neighbourhood that we were obliged to

cover up our origin, otherwise people would
have refused to pronounce our names."
Slowly the old man lifted up both his
arms above his head. His fingers began i"
twitch convulsively as though he was trying
to catch hold of some imaginary object
in the air. He then fell down on the ground.
When he came to his senses again, he
dragged his son towards the ruined temple-
When they were both inside it, he said—
"Do vmi hear any wailing sound ?"
"No, I dont"- -said Brindaban.
"Just listen very cart-fully. Do you hear
anybody calling out — 'Father'?"
"No."
This seemed to relieve him to a great
extent.
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From that day forward, he used to go
about, asking people — "Do you hear any
wailing sound?" They laughed at the
raving dotard. % •

About four years later, Jaggonath lay on
his death-bed. When the light of this world
was gradually fading away from his'eyes
and his breathing becoming more and more
difficult, he suddenly sat up in a state of
delirium. Throwing both his hands in the
air he seemed to grope about for something,
muttering — "Nitai, who has removed mv
ladder ?"
Unable to find the ladder for climbing
out of his terrible dungeon where there was
no light to see and no air to breathe, he
fell on his bed once more and disappeared

into the region whence no one has ever been
found out in the eternal game of world's

h^de and seek.®
Translated by

Prabhat Kumar Mukerji.
* The incidents described in this story, now happily
a thing of the past, were bv no means rare in Bengal
at one time. Our author, however, slightly departs
from the current accounts. Such criminally supersti
tious practices were resorted to by miserly persons
under the idea that they themselves would re-acquire
the treasure in a future state of existence. "When you
see me in a future birth passing this way. you must
make over all this treasure to me. Guard it till th>n
and stir not,"—was the usual promise exacted from ihe
victim before he became vk. Many were the "true"
stories we heard in childhood of people becoming;
suddenly rich by coming acToss ghostly custodians
of wealth belonging to them in a past birth.

THE HISTORY OF AURANGZIB

CHAPTER III.

First Viceroyalty of the Deccan,
1636
—
1644.

TOWARDS
the close of Akbar's reign

the Mughal Empire began to extend
bevond the Narmada river, which had

so long been its southern
things!"186"'" boundary except for the

coast strip running from
Guzerat to Surat. Khandesh, the rich Tapti
valley, was annexed in the year 1599.

*
Taking advantage of the discord and weak
ness reigning*in Ahmadnagar. Akbar wrested
from it Berar, the southern portion of the
present Central Provinces. The murder of
the heroic Chand Bibi by her factious nobles
delivered the city of Ahmadnagar into his
hands (1600) ; the boy Sultan was deposed
and the kingdom annexed.! Thus in a few
years the Mughal frontier had been pushed
from the Narmada to the upper courses of
the Krishna river (called the Bhima\) But
the annexation was in form only. Trie new
territory was too large to be effectively
governed or even fully conquered. Every
where especially in the south and the west,

•
* Berar in Elliol, VI. 84,94, 98- Khandesh, VI.
•34—46.t Elliot, VI. 99— 101. •

Pause durini;
Jahanjjir's leign

local officers of the old dynasty refused to
obey the conqueror, or began to set up

puppet princes as a screen for their self-

assertion. The Sultans of Bijapur and
Golkonda seized the adjacent districts of
their fallen neighbour.

During Jahangir's feeble reign the Mughal
advance was stayed and even beaten back.

The Emperor lay under the
voluptuous spell of Xur
Jahan. His generals took

bribes from the Deccani kings and let the
war languish.® A great leader, too. arose
in the south. Malik Ambar, an Abyssinian
of rare genius and capacity, became prime
minister of the shadowy king of Ahmad
nagar, and for a time restored the vanished

glories of the house. His wise revenue
system made the peasantry happy, while
enriching the state. A born leader of men,
he conciliated all parties, maintained order,
and left a name for justice vigour and pub
lic benefit which has not been forgotten
vet.f Building up a grand alliance of the

* For the Mughal wars in the Deccan in Jahangir's
reign, see Abdul Hamid, I. B, 182— 201, Knafi Khan,
i. 282—294, 304—307,314—324,347—350. Gladwin,
19, 21, 25, 37—39. 5'— 54. etc.
f For Malik Anibar sec Abdul Hamid, I. B., 34,
197
—200, Khafi Khan, i, 273—276, 282— 285, 291—

294, 304, 305, 314—322, 347—350. Gladwin, 51—54,
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known in India i~ a fac t drawn from the 
The use 01 a m~- ex isten ce 01 te rms in Sans· 
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an alk .. 11 In ancfent nt Ite rarure Sll'::: as 1JR: 
In!ll~ ,.'11 ',vour of (Sara ). These were sca lterv 
Ihe ul.tenc" o f 
Nitre Industry", ed over into the fi eld .. for a 
Ihoseearly <hys. better or ~reater y ield o f 
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used. mo <; t probablv. to th row o ut the mother 
liquor, after the salt \Va .. taken out, into the 
fieldc; and as a result of thie; the discovery 
of a hetter production of crop in them 
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still ca rr ied OUI in every nitre-prod uci ng 
d istrict hy the Villagers in the culti vation 
of tobacco, chillie~. n'ce etc, From an 
enquiry whether the p ractice ca me unto 
them from the F.lIropcall rlldif{o P lalltt:rs 

wit hin the last two cent urie'l, have 
heen sati"hed Iha"' it is in consistent 
to ~ i ve indul gence to any Tho ught in tl l.l.t 
direction, The· I,h~a most prob tb ly is of 
purely indigen ous grnwth . It see m" to Of;' 
an inheri ted bel ief of the modern peasantry 
re ig"ning supreme in their m inds. No one 
co uld t race a~ to its true o rigin , but the 
method~ they adopt even now g ive it a Hue 
ancient native character and the origi na lity 
we may claim to be our own. The term 
1lojrak\hara (~) an al kali (probab ly 
~ i tre) identified with Sara ( ~r~) is a support 
of the theory that flIlre was in olden limes 
useJ in InJla as manure. From thi~ poin t 
of vu::w, viz. the use 01 nitre as manure in 
ancient India , we can c laim the ex istence of 
a nitre~indu stry in olJ days of India. 
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THE ELDER S ISTE~ 

CHAPT RR I. 

H AVrNG recoun ted at length th e mis
deeds of a wicked tyrannical hU!lban rl 
of an unfortunate woman of the 

village, her neighbour Tara very shorll y, 
declared her verd ic t by say ing, "Fire be to 
su ch a husband's mouth." 

At -<this ]oygopal Babu '!l wi fe felt much 
hurt ; it did not become woma nkind to w ish 
in any circu mstances whatever, any o ther 
species of fire than that o f the cigar in 
husbandkind 's m outh. 

When. therefore, she expressed a mild 
deprecation on the point, hard-hearted T a ra 
cried with redoubled vehemence, "'Twere 
better to be a w idow seven births over than 
be the wife of such a husband" and !laying 
this she broke up the meeting and left. 

Sosi said within herself 'Ca n't imagine 
any ollen.ce C'f the husband that could so 
harden the \eart against him.' Even as she 
w •• tu",ing "the matter over in her mind 
prOle .~nderness of her roving 101,11 gushed 
f~.rtb .!9wa1"ds her husband now abroad; 
tb\'o\Yltlj( herself with stretched arms in 

that part tlf the bed which used to I.>e 
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husband's h ead, and shulti ng up the door 
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on with them, That hushed noon-tide thus 
passed away in the retired chamb~r in 
solitary musin.(:"s amidst ol d memories, and 
in tears of sadness. 

It was no new conjugality this betwtoen 
Sosikala and ] oygopa l. They had been 
married at an earl y age and had children 
since then. From prolonged associfltion 
w ith each o ther. the days had pa9SCd by 
in a very eas)'. commonplace sort of way; 
on neither Side h ad any symptoms of an 
excessive panion been visible. Having 
Jived together nearly sixteen years with
out n hreaJc-, when her husba nd was suddenly 
called away from home on business, a grut 
i.mpulse of love awoke in Sosi's 80U\. .,tu: 
sepa.ration strained· the de, love's knot 
tightened all the harder, and what in a 
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E .. - At&le was not evenJelt as exil>t ing, 
be-Ran to throb with pain. 

~ 'l't happened that after such long years, 
, at auch an age anJ being the mother 

;:.t children. So~i, on thi .. c;pnn,!:!-n oon, in 
~r lo~ely chamber, lying In th~ hed o f 
~aratlon, began to dream the sweet 
dJ~am ?f a hride of budding youth . Tha t 
:tO~~ which had been flowing be fore her life 
witho ut her being conse-iou, 01 it, sudden l y 
roused her with its murmurlll~ mu<;ic. and 
she went a long wa y up the .. Iream and 
saw • man)' a ,t!olden mansion nml many a 
arove on ItS either bank.-hut nn foothold 
W&I ta be had now amidst tllOc;e vanil>hed 
possibilities of happiness. She hegan to say 
to henelf that w hen she next met h er hus
band, she would not It''t the lift: be In sipid 
ndt the spring go in \'a ln. On how manv 
day., how very often, in Idle d i"putall on o'r 
lOme petty quarrel, ~he had teased her hus
band.- \Vith a penllent heart ~he now 
\Jbwed in all t he s\Og 'ene~s of her mind 
t~e would ne er ~h ow such impalience 
'-Pin. never o ppose her husband'~ wishes, 
Oear all hi s command, and with a hearl 
filled with lenderne~~ ~ubmit 10 all hiS 
:!ealings, good or .II; for the husband wa., 
lH~jn-all, the!' husband wa!> the dearest 
,bject of love, the husband was divint'. 

For a long time So .. ika la haJ been the 
IOle and petted daughter of her parent!>. For 
:hi&. ~a!K)n. though Joygopal hel d a small 
tlace, he had no anxleli!;:s about the futu re. 
~ father-in-law had enou2h property to 
tieport one ill a royal slyle in a vi llage. 
. _~ Just tUn ,-ery untimely, a lmost in his o ld 
ic!t a 80n was born to Sosikala's father. 1"0 ,11 the truth, at thi s un looked-for, improper 
_ unju.t action on the parr o f her parents, "i felt very sore in her mind; nor was Joy
~I -particularly pleased . 
r;'The parents' love centered 5ITongly on 
a.;" 100 of their advanced years. W hen this 
teWl~-a.rrived , dimmutive, s leepy suckling 
~":""' • • .b(other-in-Iaw seized all the hopes 
~pectations of J oygopal within the ti ny 

E." ' f ~i. toNO weak h~nds. loygoral ' took 
.. .1ft a. tn·garden In Assam. 
;-l'teople prened him to look for employ

'""t,oear about- btlt whether o ut of a gene-

R
~li. of re8el1tment, or knowing the 

. _ of rapid rise in a tea-prde.n, Joy. 
. . ';"WIOO.ld not.pay hted .to anybody. j he 

·bia'.w.ife and ~hildun to hi. 'father~in. 

law', and left for Assam, T" ", was the first 
separation between husband and wife in 
their married li fe . 

This incident maJe Sosi ka la very angry 
wit h her b.lby hwther. Th:'I.t 'KIrenes~ of 
heat which may not pas'i ove r lip~ r~gl'"~ 
the more keenly within. When the httl e 
fellow sucked alld slt"pt away at h iS eas~. his 
bi£ s isler was makln,g a hundred occaSIOns, 
~uch as the fll'C I" cold, the hoys are too 
laic for school. to w<) rry her'iell and o thers, 
day and nigh t. with her petula nce ... and 
humours. 

In a !'hort lime, the dil ld's mother Jied. 
Before her cleath, !>he committed her IIlfant 
son into her daughte r\ hand. 

r hen in 11 0 time the motherl!;: ... ) child 
ea!>dy conquered hiS "'Ister" ... heart. \Vh en 
With 10uJ whoop~ he wC' ul d flmg himself on 
her and Wit h right good·w tl l try to grab 
up h('r moulh. no<;t', eyes ,W It hin his 
tlOy m outh; when he would sleze he r loc ks 
wi thin h iS IIttlc fists and refuse to g Ive up 
possess ion; when awakinJ! before the d awn 
he would ro ll up to her side and thnll her 
with delight wit h his ~oft (Q uch and make a 
huge babb le: -- when, l.ller "n, he would 
call her I')' a nd jijima, a nd in hou r~ of 
work and rest, by dOIng: lorbicldt:n thlng~, 
ea ting forb idde n food. gOing to forb ldJen 
place .. , ... c t up .\ regu lar tyranny o n her, 
Ihen Sosi could resist no longer. She 
su rrendered h~rse lf complete ly to thiS way
ward. li lli e tyra nt. As the ch ild ha.d no 
mother, hIS influence ove r he r became a ll 
the greater . 

C HU,.ER II. 

The child was named !'\ilmani. When 
he was two years o ld his falher fe ll seriously 
ill , A lett~r reac hed joygopa l ukint him 
to come a wa y as qUickly as posti~e. 'Wbea 
after much pains Joygopa\ obt,e.ined l.e:avc 
and arriv.cd. Kaliprasan na's last hour bad 
come , 

Before he d ied Kaliprasanna entru.tod 
Joygopal with the charge o f his minor son 
and devised a quarter of his estate to "is 
daughter. 

So loy go pal had to ..give 
• ment ~nd. come home to 

propertlCi.. 
After ~ long time but:band 

again. ~ When a J:iial<et'ial , ~'I'1,,"'" 
u;igh,t ~ ~t aga.,t,. ~~ to 
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two human beings ate divided, after a long 
separation, they never re-unite i\t the !'arne 
place, and to the same time; for the mind 
is a living thing, and mo ment by moment 
it develops and changes. 

For Sosi, this new union stirred a new 
emotion in her. The numbness of age-long 
habit in their old conjuga lity wat ent irely 
removed by the longin,:: horn o f r-eparation , 
and she seemed to get her husband much 
more completely than hefore, -and she 
vowed in her mind that whatever days 
might come and how long soever they might 
be, she would never allow the hr i,c:hlncss 
of thill glowing: lo ve 10 her husba nd tn he 
dimmed. 

At this new union, however, JoygopaJ 
felt diHerently. When before they were 
unremittingl y together he had a bonJ of 
union with his wife thro ugh all hi ~ inlere!> t ~ 
and idiosync ra!';ies, the wife was then a 
living tru'th in hi l> life,- and there would, 
on a sudden, be a £reat rent in the web 
o f his daily habit if she were left o ut . 
Consequently J oygopal found himself In 

deep waters at first when he went abroad. 
But in time this breach in hahit wa~ patched 
up hy a new habit. 

And this was not a\1. F ormerly his days 
went by in the most indolent and ca reless 
fa shi on. Latterly, for two years, th e stimulus 
of bettering hi li cond ition ha d s tirrt-d !-oo 
powerfu\1y in h is breast that he h", d nothin,g 
ehe in his thou,ghts. As compared to thr 
inten~ilY of thi s new passion, hi s o ld life 
looked like an un·substanti ,d shadow. The 
greatelt changes in a woman 's nature 
arc wroaght by love; in a man'~. hy ambi
tion. 

loygopal whe~ he returned after two years 
did not get back his wife quite the same as 
o f old. To hi, wife's life his infant brother
in-law had added a new breadth. This 
pa.tt of her life was wholl y unfamiliar to 
~er-he~ he had no community with his 
wife. The wife tried hard to . hare this 
love for the child with him., b.t it cannot 
be aid that she succeeded. Soti would come 
with the child in ~r anns and hold him 
before "tt hutband with a. 'mi ling lace 
Nilm.'n;l "WouM clasp Sosi's neck for 
"_".h~ _ .. worth and hide hia (ace on h~r 
~, "aqd. admit JIG obliga.tions of 
~ S~j wiAbsi _'her little brother 

' .... :, '''"' Joygop.t .~ ~e a.m he hRd 

1 

learnt to capturt- a man 's mind. But 
Joygo pal was nut particul.uly keen about 
it, how would the child sho w any enthusiasm. 
J oygopal could not at all understand what 
there was in the heavy-pated, grave-faced. 
du ~ky chi ld that so much luve should be 
\Va~ted on him. 

Women quickly understand the ways of 
love. Sosi a t once understood that }oygopal 
wa s not particularly attached to " 'i lmani. 
Hen cefo rth she used to !Ocreen her brother 
with the ,greate~ t care - to keep him away 
fro m the unl oving, repe lling look of her 
hushand . Thu!O the child came to be the 
trea~ure of her sec ret care, the object of
her i~o l a t ed love. 

Jo}gopa l wa'! greatl y annoyed when 
Nilmani cried, so Sosi wou ld quickly press 
the child to her breast and. with her whole 
heart and soul, try to !mothe him; spec ially, 
when Nilmani'<; cry happened to disturb 
Joygopal '~ s leep at n;~ht, and th e latter 
would, WIth an expression o f the most 
sin iuer ha te, and in a tonured spi rit, gr<*tl 
at the hrat, 50s i felt humbled and Auttt'red 
like a guilty thing, and instantly laking 
up the ch ild in her lap, she wou ld retire to 
a di stan ce, and in a voice of the most 
pleadin,g: love. and with such endearmen:s 
as my .E:01d, b~ Irea!;ure, by jewel. lull him 
to !-o lee p. 

Chddrell will fall out for a hundred 
th ings. Formerly in such cases, Sosi would 
puni sh her child ren and side with her 
bro ther, for he was motherlt'ss. Nnw the 
law chao~ed with the j udge. Now Nilman i 
had often tn bear heavy punishment without 
fault and without inquir)' . This wrong 
went like llaggers to Sosi's heart ; so she 
would take her punished broth~r into her 
room, tl nd with sweets and toys, and by 
ca ressmg and kissing him, solace as 
much as she could, the child's stricken heart. 

So it appeared that more Sosi loved NiI
mani, the m ore was Joygopal annoyo4 with 
him. On the other hand, the mare JOYIPP&I 
showed his I,:ontempt for Nilmani, the _re 
would Sosi bathe the child with the nectar 
of her love . 

The fellow Joygopal would ever behave 
harshly to his wife, and So,i .... ould minister 
to her hUSOolnd silently, mf'ekly, and with 
loving kindness, onty. inwardly, they hjfrt 
each other, moment by mo~nt. about this 
Nilmani . 
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. The hidden dash in~~ o f a sil ent conflic t 
like this, arc fa r harder to bear than a n <,pcn 
quarrel. 

C UAr>TP.R III. 

Of his whole hudy Nil nmm\ head was 
t\le fOrenl Ol'O l . It "t'emi'd <I ll if the Creator 
had blown thmuR" a "lender s tick a big 
bubble a t its l Op. T he doctors alsoocc3sion
ally' expressed the apprehension that the 
chIld might be as fra il and evanescent as 
a bubble. For a long lime, he c()uid nOi 
speak or wa lk . Looking a l hi~ :.ad g ra ve 
face it seemed a s if his. parents had a ll the 
weight o f care o f thci r advanced year~ nn 
the head of thi s little child . 

,With. her siMer's en ft· a nd nursing. 
NllmanL passed the pe riod of Janger a mi 
stepped into his sixth year. 

In the month 01 K:trtik. \~n the bhai /lhofno 
day, Sos i had dres~cd Nilmani up a s a 
little Babu, in co:)t and .!rn.1tT and red
bordered dllOti, ami W:Ul g ivi ng him till;: 

'brother'" mark' whe n the afo r~ lIamed 
clndid-spoken neiJ.:hhour Ta ra came an ti 
from one thing or a noth er, ~Iarterl quarrel. ' 

.. 'Tis no lise," cried she. "giving Ihe 
'bro ther', mark' with ~o much show ru ittin,g 
the bro ther in sec rCI." 

At thi !l Smi wa~ Ihunden<truck with 
a stoni sh ment , raJ.!1' a nd pa in. 1\1 la'll she 
heard . th ai hu~band OInti w il l: Ihey had 
con"plred together to pu t up the m inor 
Nilman i's proper!" III !la lo! for a rlt:ar~ of 
rent and purcha~ it in the ~lIllmi of her 
husband 's cousin. When Sosi heard thi s she 
uttered a cur~ that Ihose who co uld spread 
~uch a loul lie might be "mitten w ilh leprosy 
III the mouth. An d th en she went weepin,g 
to ber husba~d a nd to ld him of Thc gossip. 
JoygopaJ said, "Nobody ca n be trusted in 
these days. Upen i!l my a unr'sson, I felt quite 
secure .by leav ing him in charge of the 
properl! e.~ -- when d id he all(l w the tal"! 
~a.s.ilpur I? lall inlO arrears and purchase 
It himself III lecrer, if I had the tea st inkling 
about it ." 

"Won' t you sue then?" a sked Sosi in 
a.stoni ih ment. 

. • Lit. the '.broth~r ''1 r"ll rk'. A beautiful .. ru::ltouch. 
l'!f ce.-emony In wh.ch a H jndu t.ister makes <II mark 
01. Mtldalwood_paste Of\ Ihe forehead of her brother 
(IIIId utters a for~ula , ' pUlling the bolrrier in Vama's 
~'ay' (fi'~"lr\'C! for wj~h i"k loog lire'. 0 ... these 
OCCIlSIOf1S, the 5.stel"$ enlert.in their brothers and m:lke 
them pretent.t of clothes, &c. 

" How to sue one's cousi n!" remarked 
Joygopal. " Bes id es, there wi ll be no use, it 
will he simple waste of money." 

II was St)s " s supreme du ty to tr\l ll t in he r 
hust-.and's worJ~, h ut So~; could not, by 
ally mean~. Then , thi .. happy home, thiJ; 
dome." ici ty o f love "howed themse lves be
fore her in •• feroc ious, hideous shape. That 
home·l ife wh ich had seemed to be her 
supreme rduge - a ll at o nce she saw it was 
nOlh ing morf' than a crue l snare of se lf
interest, which had surrotmded theni , 
hro th er an d !lister, from a ll sides. She wa s 
a woman, singl e·ha nded , and she felt her· 
.. e lf quit(, at sea as to hOll' she !lhou ld save 
the helplefifi Ni lmani . The more she 
thought, the more her heart fill ed \\'il h 
terror, 10athin,L! l\nd an infinitfO love for her 
imperilled. tittle hmlher She th ought that, if 
sll e onl)" knew lio'\', !lht' would appe4lr be
fore th(' I.n' SlIhjh, nay, write to the .Waha
rani hen.elf, t n ~I ve her brother's propert y. 
T he A1nham"j wo ul d nOl ~ure l" allow 
Nilmani '" tll{UJ: of Hasi lpur, witli an in
come o f seven hUllJrcd fift y-eigh t rupee~ a 
year, to he sold . 

When S{)~; was t hu~ th inking 01 h ringing 
her h U'lhand\ cnU!lin completely to hook 
by appeali ng straight 10 the Mahara"i her
self, Nil ma ni \\'a .. ~u ddenl)' !lc ir.£'d with 
fe\'er atte nded WIt h ~o n \'u l s i olls. 

JOY,I!opal c:t ll ed ill the vi ll a ,l!c doc tor. 
\Vhen Sosi a<;ked Inr a be tter doctor, 
Joygopa l !laid, " Why. Ma lila l isn't a bad 
sorr." 

Sf)si £('11 a t his leel anJ cha rged him with 
an oa th on her own head; whe reupon 
Joy,gopa l !!aid, " Well, I shall send for the 
doctor Irom town," 

Sosi la y wirh Nilma n; in her lap, in her 
bosom. Nilmani al <;o will nOI loose her 
out of sight for a minute ; he: clung to her 
lest she should b y some pretence e&Cape; 
eVen while he slept he wou ld not loosen 
his hold of her cloth-end. 

The whole day wore out thu .. , and 
Joygopal came after nightlall and said that 
the doctor was not found in town, be had 
gone to ~ee a pat ient at a distan",. He 
added that he had to leave that very dav on 
account o f some lit iga.tion but he had told 
Matital, and the latter would r~rly ca.1l 
and see rhe patient, - ~~ l 

At night Nilmani wandered in '('.t' 
soon a. the mC?ming dawned, So.i, . t 
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the least scruple. took a hO:l t, with his sick 
brot her, to t own , and went li traig ht to the 
d oc tor's hou!!c . The dm: tor wa~ at home 

- he had nOl left the tow n. Seeillg ,I re .. -
peelable fema le. he q uickl y fo und lodgings 
fo r her. and havi ng inua ll ed her there under 
the care of an eld erl y widow, loo k up the 
treatment o f the hoy. 

The next day Joygn pa l arrived. Blazing 
with fury, he -ordered hi.; wife 10 return 
hom e at once with him. 

"Even if you cut me up. I won't re~u rn." 
replied the wife. " Yo u a ll walll to kill my 
Nilmani - he has nn fath er, no tn ')t her, hI.' 
has none ell'e but me -- ) wilt save him." 
"Then you remain he re. an d Jon', come 

back to my house," c ried Jnygnpal indig
nantl y. 

Sosi at length li red up. "Your hau .. e! 
why. it is my brother's!" 

"All riRht , we'll ~ec," said Joy,!.!opa l. The 
oci,ghbo u r~ made a good ~ tir oyer thl" in
cident fo r some time. Nel.chho ur Tara sai d, 
"U you wanl to ll uarrel wi th your hushand, 
do so a t home. What is the g ood of le3\·ing 
the home. Afte r all he i .. your husband." 

By spendinJ! a ll the mo ney .. he had w ith 
her, and se ll ing her ornamen ts, So!>i sa ved 
his b rother from the jaws of deat h. Then 
she heard that the big jolt they had in 
Dwa ri gra m. whereon their dwcHinJ::: hOll"c 
s tood. th e income IIf which from d ifferen t 
sources was ml') re than 1~ 1o . 1500 ~ea rl y 
that this jok Joygopa\ had, 11\ l:(!nccrt wi th 
the Zeruimlar, got Klw rijtd in hi.. own 
name . Now the whole property belonged 
to them - not to her hrother. 

On recovery from the illness. NdOlani 
wo uld plaintively cry, "Let us go home, 
sister." Hi s heart was pining fOf his nephews 
and nieces. hi s companions. So he rep(·ated
Iy said, 'Let us go ho me. sister, - that o ld 
hOUH of ours.' At this Sm.i wept. Where 
was their home! 

But it was no good s imply cn' ing, he r 
brother had no one. else besides hersclf In 

the world . Sosi thou~ht this. wiped hcr 
tcarl, and entering 'he 7.ena na of 'ne Deputy 
Magi*""'-te Tarini Bahu, appeah·d to his wife. 
The Deputy Mag1!!trate knew Joyg opal. 
That a respectable female should for..ake her 
home a.pd seek to engage in a dispute 
with ber "'u ~t.nd regarding matters of 
~rty greatly ann~y~d him aga!n~t Sosi. 
WWl~· keeping Soli diverted , Tannl Sabu 

in~ r ant lv wrote to Joygopa l. Joygo pal 
forcibly' put his wife a nd b roth er in-law 
mto <t boat and hruu~h t them home. 

Hu .. haml and wife: . !l ft e r a .. ccond se para
tion, met a.cain for the ~el'ond time! The 
decree o f Prajapa t i !. 
H avi n~ got b~lc k his o ld companion!! 

after .. uch a long whi le, Ndmani sported 
ahou t iii ~rea t ~Iec. Seei n~ h is unsuspect
iog lOY, SUSl felt ;l!! If her hea rt would 
hrcak. 

C IIA I 'TI! II. IV . 
Thc i\ la).(1!, Ir:lte wa~ (Durt ng 10 the 

Mofu ~s d durin~ the co ld weather and 
pitched h is tent w ithin thc village for a 
~h ooting:. The Sahib met Nilmani o.n the 
\' ill o1ge way. Thc other hoy!! gave him a 
wide h l:rt h by \ ';Hyi ug C hanak ya's couplet 
a Ii tIle. ,(I1J adlli ng the Sahi b to the category 
o f ',h{' c lawed . the toothed a lld the h orned 
bea.;t,' Hu t gra\·c-nat ur<.·d Nilmani. in 
impcrturhahk curi o!iIlY Iocrc ncly gazed 
at Ihe Sah dl. 

rh c Sahi b felt amu~t:'d and ca me up and 
asked in Ikn~ali, " You read at the path
sa la ?" 

The boy ~ il en tl y nodded, yes. 'What 
Pu stakast d o .rou rcad ?' asked the Sahib. 

N ilman i did not undcrstand the word 
pu stak, so he silentl y fixed his gaze on the 
m;l.ci<:.t rate·s fa..:c . Nilman i det a iled the story 
of the ml'el ing wi th the Magi~trate with 
great ent hu~i:l .. m tn he r ~ I s t er. 

At noon, j oygopal. drt:'~ed in pantaloon&, 
clil, pkCln and fM,' gltl!. had gon e to pay hi ll 
s;Ii ,um. tn the Sahib. Suitors, , hapraslt!S, and 
consta bles had made a huge l: ro wd around . 
Fcarlll~ th e hea t , th e Sahib had lIeated 
himM!1f at a court-t able out side the tent, 
10 the open shade. and placi ng Joygopal 
In a chair. was ljut:!>ti onir.g him about the 
local condit ion:,. Havi ng wo n this lOeat of 
hOll our in opcn vit:w of the entire COIn
munit y o f the vdl age, j oygopaJ swelled in~ 
wardl), OIn d thought it \\,ou!d be a goo~ 
thin~ i f any of the Chakrava rtles or Nandls 
ca mc and ~aw him there. 

A.t this momen t, a wom ... n, closely veiled, 
and a ccompanied by Nilmani, came straight 
up to the Magistrate. She said . "Sahib. 
into your hCl nds I resign my helpless brother 
here, save him." The Shahib seeing the large 

• T he H indu god or ma.rTUI~ . 
t A "I{'rolf), WOld for hook<.. The colloqui;;al ... ill ~ 

oh,. 
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F,d. pve-natur~d boy whose acq uaint
:oe' ,he had made before. and Ilunkln,!! tha t 

~. woman must he o f respectnhlt' family. 
-til. once ~tood up and ~(lid. " Pl c,l~ ente r the 
''tent,'' 

The woman Hlld ",Vhal I halle I!ol 10 !oar 
t .... ill say here." 
• Jorgopdi writhed with a palt: lace. The 
OW'ious vi1\a,l!crs thought it a capita l fun 
and attempted to pre~s cl ose r. Uu t the 
'eiI'Oment the Sahih lift ed I'll:' cane they 
8C&mpered off. 

• Holding her b rother hy the hand So~1 
narrated the hisloq of the tlrphan frnm 
"art to finish. As ] oygopa J tneod to 
interrupt now and the n. the magi strate 
thundered with a flu 'lhcd face. 'Chup ,.aa'. 

,and with the tip of hi ... cane motioned to 
JOygopal to leave th .. c~'llr ;jod sta nd up. 

• Joygopal inwardly raging again", S051 

.tood on speechl eJ;~. Nilm::tni nest led up 
dose to hi s .. ister and hSIC'ne d awe-"'I ruck. 

\Vhen So~i hild finished hel stnr\". the 
~gistrate put a few llue.,llOns 10 JO\;-'!:opal, 
and on hearin):: his answer-. , kep t sile nce lor 
a long while and thC'n addressed So~i thus: 
"My good woman, though this mattC'r may 
not come up before me, sti ll rest assured, 
( will do all the needful about it. you can 
return home with your brother without the 
least misgiving." 

Sosi said. "Sahib, so long as he doclo not 
'get back hi s own home, I dar~ not take 
him there, Unles.~ yC' u keep Nilmani wilh 
you. none else will be ab le to save hlln." 
"'And \vhat would you do ?" queried the 
Sahib. 
~ "I will r.:tire to my husband', house." 
said Sosi, "there i" nothing to fear about me." 

The Sahib smilC'd a little. and, as Ihere 
Wil li no oth C'r alternative, agreed tl) take 
charge of thi s Bengali boy--this lean. dusty, 
~rave, 'icdate. gentle child with hi, neck 
covered WIth amulets. 

Wh en Sosi wal; abc.ul 10 take her leave, 
the boy clutched her cloth-end. 'No fear 
baba, - com e: said the Sahib. With tears 
streaming beil1nd her veil, Sosi said, "Do go, 
my broth er, my darling brother- yov will 
meet your l;ister again !" 

SayinR thi s she embraced him and stroked 
hi ~ head and back, and somehow ~-ng 
hc r cloth-end. hastily withdrew; a04l just 
then the Sahib clasped Nllma ni round with 
hi s left arm . The child wailed out, "iister, 
o my s l ... t er! ' SOfil turned round at once, 
and wilh her arm out-slretched sent a 
~peechlel>~ solace, and with a bursting hearl 
withdrew . 
A~ain III that old. ever-familiar house 

husba nd and wife met, The decree of 
Prajap<trl! 

l3ul th l' unl rm did not la st Ion.!!. F .... r 
nnt lung a it er Ihe vi llagers learnt one 
m orn in,E! thai Solol had died 0 1 chole ra 
in the night - and her cremation had been 
nmshed ;n courfie of tht,' night too, 

None uttered a word about it. Only 
that neighbour Tara would sometimes be 
on the point of burstinJ! out, bUI people 
would shut up her m outh !laying, 'Huloh .' 

At the parting, SOS! gave her word hi 
her brother. they would meet again . \Vhere 
thai word was kept no ne can tell. 

-. 

RASHBEHAHI MomuiRJEh. 

From tht BCllgali of Babu RalHlldra1lath 
Tagore. 

CONTEMPORARY THOUGHT AND LIFE 

GREAT BRITAIN. 
'Fy& PA5!ING OP KING EDWARD VII. 

~E world's tribute t Q King Edward 
... VII is clearly a proof of the reaction 

, that harbeen working for aome time 
.,.11 ';n fav4ur nf monarchical constituttollt, 
,~t the mOdern world. RepublicanifD'l 
,~. bun on ju trial for more than a 

century ; and it has not ~n the ,CTC1Lt 
iUccess which its apostles and~. tel 
had claimed and predicted for • The 
government of the people, by th opte. 
lor the people.-is still an Untea.U , ~ea.l . 
Repub)icaniflm hal done awa,...~ · Abe 
king, but has flet up rival caucUNt-'~"' ~' 
~e, 1ft plaCe Qf the old . • ' '< 

, , ,. 
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emotions that mlJKic conj ures up translated 
from tone into line and colo or. There were 
dancers in a ~arden with falling fountaim, 
Yogis ta1kin2 under a peepul tree by moon
light. worsh i pper~ at evcnin2 before the 
door of the sh rine. 

The Mogul drawin/.!'1 nwe more to the art 
of Central Asia than 10 that of Persia. many 
of the arlist~ lI i,l{nin,t:' Ihemselve1'\ as comin~ 
from Bukhara or Samarcand. The dr.Hving: 
exhibited of Timur him~elf Ii!:IVCS him 

diMinctively Tartar features. Later on there 
was even some Chriulan influence in the 
art, ,lOd drawing.; are found of definilcly 
ehf;!>!;an !>ubjc\.. ls. i'hese drawings al
though extreme ly fi ne an"" delicate were, 
like J:1 panc!'c and Chinese drawings. all 
hrushwork. 

Ahog:ethcr th c meeti ng: was very o; uccess
ful a nd augur~d well for the future of the 
new socie ty. 

l. D. W. 

THE RENUNCIATION 

A SlIlIIn STORY. 

(From the lJe",;a/j vI Rallitld,." Nalh 
Ta gore. J 

I T was ii full-mo,)O O1J.?:ht early In the 
month of PII<I~It" . The "oufhful 
!\pring \Vb sending {mth in all direc

t ions its b ree:te lade n with the fragrance 
o f mango-blo!isolll". The melodiou!i notes 
of an untiring paPiy,,- conceali n~ itself 
within the thi ck foli age o f an old Jichi tree 
standing by the side of a tank, were pene
trating into a s leeples!\ bedroom of the 
Mukerji family. There, Hema nto in a 
rrostless manner would now twist round his 
finger a lock o f his wife's hair, now beat 
herchoorj against her wristlet to produce a 
tinkling so und and now pull at the chaplet 
of Rowers round her head and leave it 
hanging aga inst her face. Hi s mood was 
that of an evening breeze disporting round 
its beloved fl ower shrub. gentl y shaking her 
from this aide now and that side the next 
moment, in its endeavour to rouse her into 
animation. 

But Kusum sat motionless looking o ut of 
the 'Open window. with her eyes immersed 
iz;1 tile moon-lit depth of never ending space 
beyond. Her husband's caresses seemed 
to be lost on her entirely. 

A.t laM Hemanlo clasped both the hands 
·of lUI _.i(e and .haking them gently, said-
"c'lJIIuni, where _a re you? A patient search 

• QDe rJ the ~weetest ~nrsters in Benpol. Anglo
r~...:.. _Fiten h.1ve nick-named it the "brain_fever 
~Ir .. a.sMu libel . ... .. . 

through a big te lescope would reveal you 
only as a small speck - you seem to have 
receded so fa r iiwav. O. do come closer 
to me. dear. Sec· how heautiful the night 
is." 

Kusum turned her e}'e!\ from the void 
of space and directin,lZ them toward!> her 
husband. !\Io wly said - " I kno w a mantra
which .. ould in one mo ment "hatte r into 
p ieces th is spring night and the m OOn." 

"If you do," laughed Hemanlo, "pray 
don't utter it thcn . If any mantra of yOUt5 
could hring three or fo ur Saturdays during 
the week and prolong the nights till 5 p. m. 
the next day,-do Iry by aU means." 

Saying th is, he tried to pull his wife a little 
closer to him. Kusum, freeing herse lf from 
the embrace. sa id - u Do you know, to-night 
I feet a longing to tell you what 1 promised 
to reveal only on my death~bed. To~nighl 
I feel that l could endure whatever punish~ 
ment you might inftict on me." 

Hemanto was about to indulge in a little 
pleasantry regarding punishment!; by reciting · 
a verse from Jaydeva when the sound of an 
angry pair of slippers was rapidly heard 
approaching. They were the familiar foot
steps o f his father Harihar Mukerji, a~ 
Hcmanto, not knowing what it meant, was 
in a flutter of excitement. 

Standing outside the door Harihar roaTed 
out -"Hcmanto, turn your wife out of the 
hvult:. immediately." 

Hemanto looked at hi s wife but could 
detect no trace of surprise in her features. 

• A !let of magic wonb. 
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She merely buried her face wIthin the p:t.lms 
of her ha nd s and with all the st rength and 
intensit y of her soul, wished that she could 
then a nd there melt inlO nothingness. It 
was the same papiy" who::se song Boated 
ioln the room with the !touth breeze, hut no 
one heard if. How end less a rt: Ihe 
beauties of the earth--but alas, how easily 
everything goes out of gear. 

H 
Returning frum the nuh;i(it: H emanlo 

asked his wife - " Is i t true ?" 
"It is".-n:plied Ku sum. 
"Why didn' t you 1('11 me so long ?" 
" I did make an attempt many a lim e 

but I a lways failed . I am a wretc hed 
woman." 

"Then tell me every thing now," 
Kusum gravely relater! the incidents in a 

firm unshaken voice. She waded barefooted 
through tire, as it were, with slow unRi nch
ing steps _. nobody knowing th e ext ent to 
which she was s..:a lded. Having hea. ld her 
to the end. HemanlO rose and walked nUl. 

Ku&um thought that her h u&band had 
gone - ne ver to return to her aga in. It did 
riot strike her as anything extraordinary. 
She took it as naturall y as a ny other Q.:CUT

I rence of everyday life - so dry and apatheti c 
her mind had become during the last few 
moments of her existence. O nl y th e world 
and 10\le seemed to her as a void an d make
believe from beginn ing to end. E\len the 
memory of the protesta tions o r love whi..:h 
her husba,nd had made to her in days past 
brought to her lips a dry, hard, joyless smile, 
like a sha rp cruel knife whi ch had cut 
through her heart from end to end. She 
was thinking, perhaps, that the love wh ich 
teemed to fill so much of o ne's life, which 
braucht in its train such fondnf'Ss and depth 
of feeling. which made even the briefest 
.eparation so exquisitely painful and a 
Gloment', union so intensely delici ous, whicb 
teemed &0 boundle&sin its extent and eternal 
i. it. duration, the cessat ion of which cou ld 
ft.ot be imagined even in births to come
.ad this was that love! So feeble was its 
support I No sooner do~ the priestho.Jd hit 
it with the least little force, your "eternal" 
love c;rumbles into a handful of dWit I Only 
a "hart while ago Hemanto had whispered 
to her.-"What a beautifol night !"-The 
... me niSht haa not tenninated yet, the ~rne 

l'apiya was still warbling, the same south· 
breeze &till Rowed into the room making 
the bed curtain sh iver and the same moon· 
light lay on the bed nex t the open wi nd ow , 
sleeping like a beautiful hero ine exhausted 
with gai e ty. All this was unreai! LO\le 
was more fal se and di ssembling than eve n 
she her&elf ! 

III 
The next mOlll iug Hemanto, lagged after 

a sleeple:.!> night a od loo k in£' like (J lle di ll
trac ted, c<llled a t the hou<;c o f Peary Sankar 
Gho~al. " \Vhat news, my son 1" -Pl:ary 
Sankar g reeted him. 

Hcmanto, fl arin~ u p lik e a hi g fire, said 
in a tremhling vo i c~-"You ha \l~ deti l ~d 
nur castt:. You ha\le brought de-s tru ctioll 
on us. · -And you wi ll have to rue for it." 
He could not sav further (1, <; he felt choked . 

"And you h ave preser\lcct my C<l. ste, 
prevented my ostra cism from the ..:ommunity 
and patted me on the back affecti onately I ........ 
said Pea ry Sankar with a slight sa rcastic 
smile. 

Heman to w ished Ihal h is Rra hOlin· fury 
could redu ce Pea ry Sankar to ashes in a 
moment · - but his rage burnt only h imscH, 
while Pea ry 5ankar sa l helore him un scath · 
ed and in the bes t 01 health. 

"Did I e\ler do yo u any harm ?" - demand
ed Hem a nto in a broken \lo ice. 

"Let me ask you one que~tion,"-s<,id 
Pea ry Sa nka r. " My daughter · my only 
child- w ha t harm had she done your father ? 
You were \lery young then and probahly 
do n't know. Li sten then. Now, don't you 
excite yourself. T he re is mu..:h humour in 
what 1 am going to relate to you . 

"You were quite !';mall whe n my 80n-io
law Navakaoto r<lO away to England after 
s teali ng my daugh ter's jewrds. You might 
however fain tl y reco llect the: commo tion 
in the village when he returned all a 
barrister fi\le yea rs later. Or, perhap., you 
were unaware of it, beioJ:!: at school in 
Calcutta at the time. Your father arrogat
ing to himself the lead of the community, 
de~lared that if I lrent my daughter to lier 
hl.l&band's home, I must renounce her Jor 
good and never again allow her to cross my 
threshold. I fell at your bther" feet aQ;rl 
implored him saying- "Brother, lave me 
for the nonce. 1 will make the boy swa.1Io'!IV 
cow-duna &nd go through tbe p;'4)1Ll.tCMta4 



'I'HE RENUNCIATION 165 

ceremony. Do take hi m back mto ca~te 
But your father remalmed obdurate For 
my part, I could not d isow n my a ni) Lhdd , 
.. nd, bIdding good bye to my Village 
and Illy con nections betook myse\£ to 
Calcutta rh ere too my troubles followed 
me When I had n.ade eve ry a rrangement 
for my nephew' ... marri age, your father 
st irred up the girl's pc-ople and they broke 
the ma tch oR T heil I took a !>olemn vow 
that d there wa .. <l d rop of Brahmin blood 
Rowmg In my vein", I would dvenJ.!t: my'ic lf 
You und eNtdnd the hu!>lnc.... 10 .. orne 
extent now, don't vou ' Bul \\ ,li t a lit tle 
longer. You would cnloy It when 1 tell 
you the whole story II . .. rd.lher I nlC re.,tLn~ 

"When yo u were ducndl ng ln llege, one 
Blproda~!> C hatteqee used to live ne,,' 
door to your lod,gmg.. 1 he poo r fellow 
IS dead now In hiS hou .. c 11 ,,~d a child 
Widow (.a ll t'd Ku .. um, the de::.t ltu le orphan 
of a Kay", .. th gentleman. rhe Sirl wa'" 
ex tremely p retty and Ihe old Brahmin was 
very anxlOu" to ~hle'J her from the hungry 
gaze of collt'ge .. tuden l.. HUI , fo r a ~oun,g 
Sirl to thro\\ duq In the eyes of her old 
guardian, wa .. not 01 all a difficu lt la ... k 
She frequent ly used to 12;0 up 10 Ihe top 
of th e foof to han,g her washings 10 dry, 
and I believe , you too found , our own roof 
best sUited for your .. ludIC«, Whether vou 
two spoke 10 each other when on ) our 
respect ive roo f« I lannot le ll, b ut the glfl'!o 
deportmen t exc ll ed ",u"'p lClo n ItI the old 
man's mmd. ~he made frequent mis takes 
m h er ho usehold dutl~ and like Parvall 
engaged In her devotIOn .. , began gradua ll y 
to renou nce food and slee p. On evenlO,g", 
.. he would !oometlmes . burst IOto tears 10 

the pre::.e nce of the o ld l2;en tlcOl an , Without 
any apparen t rea'!o n 

UEventually he discove red th a t you two 
saw each o ther from th e roofs pretty fre
quently and thai yo u even went the length 
of absentmg youn.elf from colleJ;!e to Sit 
on the roof at midday Wit h a book 111 your 
hand-you had suddenly g rown "0 fond of 
solitary study_ Blprodan came to me lor 
advice and laid me ever}thln g. 'Uncle,' 
said I to him, 'for a long'while you have 
been ehensh IOg a. desire to go on a pli
,rimage to BemHell, You had better do 
It now, leavln);! the glTl in my charge. I 
will take care of her.' 

"So he went. I lodged the: gIrl In the 

house of Snpatl Chatte rjee, pas~lng hint 
off as her fat her. \Vhat happened n~x, IS 
kn own to you. I feel a I2;real reh ef to-dd Y, 
hd VIn j:! told you ~vc.ry t hln~ fro m Ihe henln
nlng. It ,>ou nd", lik e ~ rnmdnce doe'!n ', 
It I I have an Idea o f turoln.!;' I I Into a book 
dnd gCttlOJ.,t It prmted But I dm not a 
wntlOg-man m,~e1f rhe} .. ay my nephew 
ha .. some dpllt uJe thai way-- I wtJl gel 
hi m 10 "TIle \I for ow But the he .. t t hll1~ 
wou ld hI;: If \oU "'hou ld lollahora le w ith 
111m, beCdU"'(- the loncl uSlon of the sto ry 
I~ not kn.l\\-/l to me ~o well .. 

\Vll houl r.l\ IIIg mULh attcnllUlJ to the 
Lond udl ng remark .. of Pear, ~ankar, 
HClll aoto askcd- "1)ld not KU~UOl object 
to thI S molrnage (' 

"\Vell ," ::.,ud PedT) ~dllkdT , " It IS very 
dIfficult to gue~.. You know, my boy, how 
fem,\le mInds are con~tltul ed \Vhen they 
s~y 'no' they mcan 'ye~'. DUflOg the first 
few da.y .. a fte r her removal 10 th e new 
home, "'he went almost cra.-:y ... 1 nOI .. eemg 
){)U Ynu too ::.eemed tt> have discovered 
her new address ~omehow , a~ you used to 
lose your way after ~Iarllng for co llege 
and lOi ter about 10 fronl of Snpa' I's house. 
Your eycs d id no t appear to be c:l.3ctly 10 

SCMl h o f th e Pre .. IJency Co ll ege th ough, as 
t hey II ere ("recled toward .. the \1 IOdows 01 
a puvate d", elllllg hou::.e through which 
nnth llll-! h ut IO sect .. and thc hearts of moon, 
slrud. ) oung men (.ould obtain acces'!. I 
felt ver) ::.orry fo r you both I lould see 
. h.t! )our !!Iudle .. werc ht' lOg .. ~nollsly 
mterrupt ed and tha t the pl Igh t o f the girl 
was very pit iab le dlso 

"One day I called KU'lum to me d nd said 
'LIsten to me, my daugh ter. I am ... n o ld 

Oldn and 'au need feel 1) 0 dehlacy In my 
pre,c nce I I..now whom ,ou deSI re at heart. 
rhe young ma n',! cond ll iOn 1'1 hopeles, too. 
I Wish I could bnng about your um on' At 
th l'l Kusum ~ udden ly melted IOta te.l re; and 
ran dway. On ~evera l eveOlngs afte r that 
I VISIted Snpalr''I hou'>e and l alling KUlum 
to me. d l ~Lus .. ed with he r matter::. re lating 
to you a nd loa I succeeded 10 gradua lly pre
vadlng over her shy nes.. AI la li t when I 
sa id that J wou ld try to btlng about a 
marnage, she ..... ked me - 'How can It be ]' 
'Never mind', I "'a Id, 'I would pass you off 
as a BrahmIn malden.' After a good deal 
of argument bhe begged me to find out 
whelhe r you would approve of It, '\Vhat 
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nonsense,' replied I , 'the boy is well-nigh 
mad as it were, what's Ihe use of disc\()sing 
afl these compliclltiolH. tn him? Let the 
ceremony be over smoothly a nd then - "H's 
well thai ends wdl. E!>pccially ali there is 
not the slightest ri"k of its ever leakin.(: 
out, why' go out 01 The way to make a 
fell ow misera hle for hfe?' 

"I d:J IInl know whether the plan had 
Kusum's assent or nOf, AI /Ina':. ~ht: wept 
lnd at other ,imps she remained si lent. 
Ilisaid-'l.et Wi; drop it then' .!... s he wo uld 
)ecame very rclot le"", When thrngs were 
In this cond ition, I sent Sripati 10 yo u with 
the propoAaI o f marriage. you c~mented 
without a moment's hesi tati on. Every 
thin£ was settled. . 

"Short ly before the day fixed, Kusum 
became 60 obstinate that I ha d the greatest 
diffu::ulty in bringil'" her round ag~in 
'Do let ;, drop, uncle' - she said to me 
conatanlly. 'Whal do you nlea n, you sill y 
child,' I rebukeJ her, 'how can we hack 
out now when t'vetything has bee n l>eUleJ ?' 

"'Spread a rumour that I a m dead'. - She 
implored . 'Send me away somewhere'. 

" 'Wha t would h ilppe n to the young man 
tbren ?'-said I. ' He is now in the seventh 
b'eaven of delight expecting Ihat his long
cherished desire wo uld be fulfill ed to
morrow ; - and today you wan I me to send 
him the news of your dealh 1 The result 
would be that tomorrow I shall have tn 
bear news o f his death 10 yo u and the same 
evening your death would be reported to 
me. Do you Imagine, child, Ihat I ani 
capable of committing a girl-murder and 
a Brahmin-murder al my age l' 

"Eventually the happy marriage was 
celebrated at the auspici ous moment, and 
I feu relieved of a burdensome duty lowed 
t.- myself. What happened afterwards you 
know best." 

"Couldn't you !\top after having done us 
u irreparable injury 1"-· burst out Hemanto 
at.~r a 'shon silence. "Why have you given 
it out now r' 

With the utmo~t composure, Peary 
Sankar replied-"When I saw that all 
atraJ'I~ments had been made for the 
woddlQlit' 01 your sister, I said to myself-
IWeli. 1 have fouled ' the caste o f one 
~;n, but · that was onl).o from a tenlit' of 
_,.. Here. another Sramin', caste iii 
""l'6Tilloa and tbi, time it i6 my pla.in duty 

to prevent it'. So I wrote to them saying 
that I w",s in a posi tion to prove that you 
had ta ken the daughter of a sf,jd,.a for 
wife." 

Controlling himse lf with a gigantic: eHott, 
Hemonll) said - "What W ill become of this 
girl whom I :.hall abandon nnw 1 Would 
you givc her fn nd alld shelter 1" 

" I ha ve d one what wa!l mille to do," 
replied Peary Silnkar calmly. .. It is no part 
of my duty to look after the discl'lrded 
wives o f ,,'her peopl/:". AnJ·body Ihere? 
Get :1. glass o f ,green coco;..nl.ll milk for 
Hemanto Babu With ice in it . And some 
pan 100." 

Hemanto ro"e a"d took hi s departure 
without w:;Htin~ for thi!\ lu xurious hosp i
lality. 

IV 
It was the fifth night o f the waning of the 

moon and Ihe lIight IVa .. dark. No birds 
were s inging. Tht: /j,hi Iret" by the tank 
looked hke H "mud~e o f ink on a back
ground a !\hade les .. deep. The south-breeze 
was blindly roam ing about in the darkness 
a~ Ih{)Ugh in a !llate of somnambulism. 
The sta fl\ In t~e sky lVith vigilant unblink
ing eye~ were trying to penetrat e the 
darknesl in their cHort to fathom some 
myste ry or o ther. 

No light shone in the hedroom. Hemanto 
was s itt ;p,:.:: on the side of the bed next the 
open wind ow, gazing at th e narkn es5 in 
front 01 him. Ku sum lay o n the floor 
clasping 'her husband's feet with both her 
a rms and her face rcstin~ on them, Time ' 
s tood like an ocean hushed into s tillness. 
On the background of eternal night Fate 
seemed to have painted this one s ingle 
picture for all time -- annihilation on every 
side, the judge in the centre o f it and the 
guilty one at hi s feet. 

The sound of slippers wa& heard again. 
Approaching the door, Harihar Mukerji 
said - "You have had enough time,-I 
can't aHow ynu more. Turn the girl out 
of the hoult. It 

Kusum, as she heard thi .. embraced her 
hUlband'lI feet ~ith all the ardour of a life.. 
time, coyered them with kisses, and toucl!inC 
her fofehead to them reverentially, w;th
drew he",e.iC. 

Hemanto rOJe and walking to the door, 
aa.id-"F.f~er, I ...-00', Joru.ke mtJ..i~; ..... 
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"\Vh;u !h-roared out Harihar --hWould 
you lOll!' rOUT caste, Sir?" 

"I don I care for caste" - was Hemanlo's 
calm reply . 

" The-n you too I fcnauore." 

Tran,lated by 
PRABHAT KUMAR MUKB5U1. 

PUBLIC EDUCATION IN Gr.KMANY 

IMPORTANCE OF COMPARAT I VE STUDY. 

DIFFERt-:NT people have evolved d iHer
ent .. yl'i lem!l of education in course 
01 their !'"cia! development and on 

the whole have achieved satiflfactnry result!!, 
!\'nwhere. however,lhe educational quelltion 
is considered 1(1 be so lvt'd ono.;e for all. A 
health)' !'oei,elY ~USI neccl'sari l) he dyn'amic. 
A sta tiC 50cu'ly IS doomed to decay. losti
IIllianR should chanJ!c with advancement 
in intellectual and moral ideal ~. And ed u
cation, which ,'> ~t"nerally considered to be 
the mo!'t pot~nl c r~ativ~ forc~ in mod~rn 
ci vili ~ation, should und~rgo modification 
and r~-adiustmt>n t with n~w ne~d!l and 
aspiration!l o f th~ time. The t>ducational 
qU~j.tion, thC'rdor~, ;e; ~v~ry\Vh~r\ a vital 
on~, esr~cially 1>0 in thi " country at the 
.pr~"~nt moment. It ha s lon~ sinc~ been 
l~a.rnt that in order to act wisely ;n any 
matt~r on~ must mak~ hims~I( familiar with 
th~ result!! worked out by others. Thue; 
comparative study ie; now conside red indie; 
p~nsabl~ in sci('"nti fi c li nes. To devo te a 
littl~ while to th~ considerati on of the 
~ducational system of a foreign country 
may not, therefore , he unprofitable. 

WIDE INPLUENca OP THE GERMA.N 

EDUCATIONAL SVSTIlM. 

The German system of naliona I ~duca
tion has been ~xercising greater influence 
on the educational organizations and poli
cie-a of modem times than any other 
')"tr-m. And as regards Univ~rsity educa
tIon Germany i. unquestionably the teacher 
of the c.iviliud world. The public schools 
of th~ Uaited States have bt-en organised 
IJt,C)rc or 1.,.. on an J independent basis in 
,,-~rda"1'lee wittl the ptculiar needli 01 the 
.c&ut~; bMt w)ten ' tb.e old collegeb of 
filt.tVWd~ Columbia, Penftllvlvania and 
'6~ .... iscdinto modem Universities, 
~'. edllCAtOtl:'" tOok the G~nn.n 

Unive~ilie~ ae; thei r model. And even today, 
of aU the fnrelgn countries represe nted a t 
the German Unl ven.ltle!l. Ameri ca contri· 
butes the lar~e .. t quota 01 stud~nts, and 
the Doctor's d~~r~e from Herlin, H iedelberg, 
L~ipzic, GOlT ingcn and Munich i ~ an ~fJ 
$l!'s(lIne t o the chai rs of Am('"rican Uo iver
slll ee;. r ake aga.in Iapan. She has com
bined German d Iscipline with American 
meth ods In her publtc schools; but her Uni
versil ies a nd professional schools are dis
tinctly based on the German mod~1. In 
England, though venerable Oxford still 
rules her intellectual domain, the oew "com-
mercial" Universities of Manchester, 8ir
min~ham and o thers which are hued 00 
the German mod~1 are gradually becoming 
more and more popular; and it looks as 
th ough veteran Oxford and Camhridg~ will 
nnt long be able tn keep their ancir-nt heri
tage from the encroachment of those youog
sters. It is no t presumed h~re 10 present to 
the reader.o exhaustiv~. nor e\·eo an ade-
quate, study 01 the entire educational 
system o f the Ge rman Empire. The writer 
will 'rather end~avour to draw hi ll; or her 
attention to the subject of thi s pa~r by 
introducing certa in pertinent features. To 
avoid misapprehension it should ~ ad¥ 
that the paper is based on a study and I10t 
on personal knowledge. 

EDUCATIONAL In~ALs. 

It is needless to say that the educational 
syat~m 01 tlae German empire is bued on 
her political and soc ial ideals. Hn-e.adety 
is classified. Int~lligence, power and expe-
rience repoae in the upper stratum of tbe · 
society. Governmental po~r i. lareel,. 
ex.ercised by a particular community. TbOM 
ifl char,e of th~ Govcmnlent are not en
gagf:d in Carrying out the mandate of I 
particular popular party. Tl1ey are· &gene:. 
of the lOVf:reign appointed tu eh~ 



SUBHA 

o f the life o f man, His wife await '! h im, 
,qentl y, lovlng-Iy, yet with a .!.ympa thy, an 
he rOIC poten tl ahlY that is st ill deeper than 
all her longing sweetness, Yasodha ra had 
a pla cE', it seems III Ihe dream .. of the monk
Jl ;~l nrel .. of /\ jallta, and it wa'" th e place of 
OTlO: whn cou ld clanJ.: I n the hour of tender
nc~'! , a nd ,I ., ('a ... .! " ~ "lU d a lone and IIlspirc the 
falt'wd l of ,I hiJ.:hcr I..all. It 1V,1"; th e place 
of "no: " II" II',!, 1 rue and fa ithful to the 
1..!1(·a l lll· "~ of hn hu .. halill. nO I merely to 
hi" d, .. h Ill'o:d ~ II \\' ,1'" the place of one 
I\'ho a Tlal ll l'c l a ~ a wlfl', bcc..I\I .. e .. he was 
,ti ll',llh 1!rc,l t a~ 11 I\n ma n, ' I he .. (' were 
t he form .. thai loc)\.. t,U dOlI 11 upnll t he noble 
\lahra\Tn Hnd IbJpul' youth of Ihe Kio.£!dom 
of Ih o: Chalu\..ya .. , in Th eir proude!>t da y~ , 

.. 1 h .. ·\1.,h, 11 1" .u, oil" ,,1-..01 , .1' tl\, pl"'pl. 1,1 till' 
-\ ""\11 I"\lnt'l 1'1 H"'lIIn- I ",111: 111< thr .... ne W.I ' 

Studen ls trained here Olav have been 
amongst t hose who officered th e con9tant 
war '> o f the ir sover iegn~ against the 
P alla va .. o f Conjeeveram, and re pelled the 
in va~i()n ~ th a t hega n 10 fal l upon Indi a 
hv Ih e \\'~~ I coast, from tbe laIC seventh 
c('nt ury onwa rd... In tht'ir c(l untry home!> 
111 The Tlch Inthan land, or rol'nd the 
h l\oll • ..: n ,e~ on the fi e ld of ha ttie in the 
a fk , . ,,·,.r .. , Ihc y wou ld l urn III their 
lhouJ.:hl o;; ttl Iht' .. e fa ll' '', speaking o f a 
1I0h.lll\ :Inti pi" Ih.lI .. t (tnd a lone in hu man 
IU ~ III f\. '\ man I ~ wh a l h . .. d rea ms make 
h l ill • Can we wond!: r Ihal th a t a ~e was 
J.!f(' al III Ind ia who .. e d reams were even such 
a .. tlH'~C' ? 

l\tld 11\ til< (,th, 7th, .",01 ~Ih l cn(UrlC' b) l haluk} , • 
1l.'lpUI .. 

----

S lI BH A 

r 1( \' ''1 .11 1 n I'UIII. T ill' B~" ', .\I I 0] 

1., ). I? I III 1>0 IJII \ :\A T II I',.H ' OIl I' 

I') 

W H I' N ]h t.' ,l.!lrl wa .. ~ lollll .. d ";lIbhlis'III," 
II"ho klll'w Ih..! 1 .. ht, \I o u lt! {!.ro\\' up 
,1 dumh .£!l rI! H~ r t\V1I elde r ~i" lt' r .. 

were cu ltcd )lIi:eshllll and S/lha~i"i, and fo r 
t he ~3.ke of alli te rat ion the: father gave the 
name of Su.blJlisilll· 10 hiS you ngest da ugh ter. 
And peo pl e abbreVIa ted Ihe na me into 
Subha. 

The two 1,: IJer glfl .. had been matched a t 
great expense and after a mighty hunt fo r 
a b ridegroom; now the yo un.£!est one 
weighed hea vi ly upo n the oppressed heart 
01 h~r parents. 

It dufl's not Come ho me to eVl'ry one that 
one who cannot .. pea k, is capahle of feel in): ; 
and so, c\'erybod y ~a 'le vent to th e ir sense 
of dark mi s~ivings with re~ard 10 her 
future in her ve ry pr~se:nce . It was ho rne 
in upon her from IH~r Infancy that sh e had 
been born a~ th e curse of God in her father's 
houle i and in c .. ,msequence of it she a lway!t 
tri ed to hide herself a~ay from the view 

• 'fhe epithet is in the femini ne gender and hteraJly 
me~. 'OM .41J I;,ds w,II', 

o f ohse rvin,l:! eyes. Siu Th"",Chl Ih:ll It 

would he ml~ht)' rell('( to her ,r C've n ' one 
eOlJld for~et hl"f. BUI dO{'~ an y fine for{!.e l 
his pain? She was !:v(' r - prt'~ent III her 
patent .. ' minds 
t~pt:ci d iy, her mOl her looked IIpon hN 

10 th e li.£!ht of a deft'c l of he r o wn self. 
For, a mot her often J eem <. her llau,e htt"r 
to be more cl osely a pan o f her .. e lf Ihan 
her son, an d any imperfec t 1011 in the 
daughter is considered by h er to be an 
OCCasion for he r o wn dis,erace. Th e father 
Ballikantha ra ther loved Subha mo re than , 
his o ther daughten;; hut her mother 
thi l:iking her to be the curse of her womb 
did not take kindly to her. 

Subha had no power o f speech. but she 
had a pair of Jar,ge, dark , long-lashed eyes, 
and her deli cate lips quivered lik e tender 
.. hoots a t the slightest touch o f fee ling. 

The tho ugh ts that wt' eXpress thro ugh 
the ITledium of langua,{e have to be shape~ 
and moulded to a great extent ~l' .-,ur o wn 
eHorts - so mething like tht' proc:t!lS o f 
rrans la ti on; it docs not alwavs co"", quite 
up to the mark, and often w'e blunaef (or 
lack of power. But dark eyes have fa, 
trat)slatt' not hing,- the mind directly casts 
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its image on them; the thoughtl sometimes 
dilate upon them, at ot her times contract; 
now Ih~y light up brightly and now they 
turn dim; at onc moment they gaze s leadily 
like the s~ llin g moon and al another they 
teAecl and refract in <I II directions like a 
ludden, sw ift flash of lightning. The 
eloquence of the eyes of one who has, from 
her binh, no nlher 'angua~e than the 
expression of the face, i~ unlimited, un
fathomab le, deep and vasl - -much like Ihe 
transparent sky, the si len t -" tage 0 1 the 
risi ng and se tting 01 the bright orhs, of 
li ght and shade . In thi s Iopet:chll's" crea
ture there wa s a lonesorT'e majesty <IS that 
of Grf'U Nature herself. For these reasons, 
she was held in somet hi ng like a n awe by the 
common herd of boys and girl ~; and they 
did not play wit h her. She \ViI~ "i11;'111 and 
solitary like the still mId-day. 

III 
Chandipur wa~ the name 0 1 the vi llage. 

The river waS::l little strea m tlf Bengal --a 
vilJ;l.ge maiden, all: it WUI;'. She did nn l 
stretch far; the tiny nvu let flowed ;dong 
'without hallote, without rest"; doinl!: her wn rk 
and never straying heyond the hourne of her 
banks; she was connected, as it were, in 
o ne way O( another with everybody in the 
villagell alon g her cou rlle. On ei ther side~ 
:nood human habitatiom nmt high bank~ 
over-!;hadowl:d hy trees and the stream, like 
a veritable goddes.<; o f p lenty pre!l iding 
ove r the village, g li ded alonl!: swiftly and 
merrily all fo r,i!etful of self, busy with her 
numberle!l" beneficent deed s. 

Right on the bank of the rive r was 
Banikantha's house; his ha m boo fencing, 
his thatched houst", his cow-shed, his "hed 
for the hU!lking pedfil, has straw-heap, his 
tamarind tree, hi!; o rchards o f mango-trees, 
j ... ck-fruil - trl:es, and plantain-trees attract
rd the notice of every one sailing by. I 
cannot 53y whether anyone noticed the 
dumb m;\iden in the midst of this do mestic 
e .. se .. nd afA.uence ; but whenever sht' 

~Jound leisu re, she C3J[1e to the river-side . 
... . Na.ture compensa~d, as it were, for hrr 
lack of lao«tJage. Nature seemed to speak 
for her, The babbling of the brook, the 
1)u.y. '1Ium of men, the .ongs of boatmen, 
the twittering of bird., thr rustling of 
tY.Vet, a.1l blended together into one 
~onloM whole with the buttle aDd 

movement on all sides, broke againlt the 
ever·si lent beach of the girl's heatt, like 
the surging waves of the sea. These 
va rious notel and strange motion<; of Nature, 
toO, are, a s it were, a language of the 
mute- a world-wid e ex pansion o f the 
long-eye-Iashed Subh a 's language; from the 
grassy plot n:!>onant with the chirpings o f 
the crickrts lip 10 the sta rry regions beyond 
the r:lnge of sound-- there are on ly s igns, 
gestu res, son~!t, sobs and s ighs. 

And when in the mid-day, the fi shrrmen 
and the bC'>a tmen reti red for their meals, 
when thc householders enjoyed thei r siesta, 
the birds hushed their singing, the ferry
boats s topprd the ir cou r~e. when the no isy 
world suddenly stopped in the mid st o f its 
work and as!;umed an awfu l aspect o f 
soli tude, then under th", g reat fiery firm<l.
mcn! sat silent and face to face . mute 
Nature and a mute maiden one under the 
wide expanse of sunlight, the other under 
the shade of trees. 

Not that Subh a had not a number of 
int imate friend!!. These were the two cows 
of the cow-shed - Sharvasi and Pangu)i. 
They had never heard thei r names pro
nounced by her lips but they knew the 
sound of her foot-steps which had for them 
a speech less pathetic tune and was more 
eloquent and suggestive to them than any 
language. They could understand Subha's 
careSlloes, rebukes, and ent reaties more clea rly 
and lull y than human beings. 

Entering the cow.shed and encircling 
her arm!; ro und Sharvasi's neck Suhha 
rubbed her own cheek against her ea r and 
Panguli gazed at her and li cked her body. 
The girl regularly visited the cow-shed 
thrice a day and besides that , there "NNe 
surpri se visi ts too; and when she met with 
any hard words at home she repaired to 
these her dumb fr iends at unexpected ho urs ; 
they could, by some blind instinct, feel. as 
it were, the heart·ache of the girl from 
her sad. gt'ntle looks of patient endurance 
and drawing closer to her they rubbed their 
horn against her anns and thus tried to 
solace her with a mute eargerneu. 

Besides theae, there were a goat and a 
kiurn; hut with them Subha's. frieqtbhip 
was not on such a footing of equality; 
~t they shewed t"nougn' of o~' .. 
to her. Day and night, in sea~:! " 
ouf of aeuon, little P'd'J'" .u~ .. _ • , . 
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availed herself 01 Suhha's cosy warm lap 
with Ihe purpose o f indulging in a sweet 
nap. and shewed by signs, Ih a t her sleep 
would be mu ch expedited if Subha would 
smooth her neck and back with her soft 
deli cate fingers. 

(3) 
Suhha managed to pick up ;.nother 

compa nion from among crea l ure~ belong
ing to a hi~her ~ca l e 11 c reat ion ; bU I th e 
exact nature of Ihe re la t ion hetween them 
is mthe r difficult to a~certalO, for he was a 
creat ure g ifted wIth the pCl\ve r o f 'pecc h 
and so the} had he tween them, no common 
language. 

He wa~ Protap, the youngest !oc .n n 01 the 
Goswami family . He W<lS a hopeless ne'e r
do-well. Aller ma n)' effo r t '> his pan'ntJ; had 
given up the hope Ihat he would ever 
exert him~ell to heller the cond Ition of 
the f:uni ly by ~omc work or other. \.vorth
l e~s people have thi~ advantage that 
though their own kllh and kin become 
disgusted with them, the\" become favourite 
w ith a li en>;, for bein.£:: tietl tn nothing they 
become publ ic property, ~o to say. As a 
few publ ic parks not attached to dwellin.a::
houses are necessa ry to a town, ~o a few 
men without occ upation, who are a sort 
of public property, arc absolu te ly necessary 
to a vill a .£::e. They alway!. come halt'iy 
wheneve r a hand fall s ~hort in a festivity Or 
a ceremony. 

Ai1gli oJ;! was Protap's maio hobby, It 
easi ly killed a .a::reat deal of time. 10 the 
afternoon he was often found engaged in 
this occ upa ti on by the river-s ide, and on 
th ese oct"asions he often met Subha. In 
whatever work he might be engaged, Protap 
liked to have a co mpanion: and a silen t 
companion is the best durin2 a ng lin2 ; 
hence Protap :lpprecinted Subha'b \\' I)rlh, 

For th i, rea!\On, hc c~lIed her Su With an 
extra dose of fondn ess, thnu,gh everybody 
e lse called her Subha. 

Subha sat under a tamarmd tree, and 
near b y, dropping the rod o n the ground, 
Protap gazed <>, the " ate r. He used 10 

eet regularly his dally allowance o f fx4n 
from iter. which she prepared w ith her own 
h':.d.., Aod I IIUppose, sitting there for 
~ houri. she looked and looked and 
~ i!! be ,of som~ help to Protap, to 
~-..r· _servlce to hIm, and to intimate 
," '~t ncn sbe WU.fl:ot an in.ignifi. 

cant crea ture alter all to the world. But 
sht: h,ld ab~o l u l e l y no thing to do. Then 
"he Inwa rd ly prayed In Heaven for Ioome 
!<lIpe rna lural power and she wished to 
perfurm hy Ihe power o f ItIa"'r,1I some ma r
velluu~ leal, at which Protap would he 
aSlonished and would say "Ah! who knew 
Ih.lt our Suhhl posse!<sed such marvell ous 
po\\'t:r~ ?" 

Suppost:, Subha we re a water-nymph; 
!<lnwly emerging Irum lier watery bed, "h e 
would place a Jewel o f the serpen t 's crown 
on the Khat. Leavin~ his contemptible 
occupat ion of a nJ;! llng. ('rotap with the 
jewel in his hand would dive into Ihe 
waler, and lo! there In the nether regions, 
hi, eyes would light upon-w hom? sea tt!d 
on a go lden bedstead in th e silve r palace 

- that dumb girl Su of ou r Banikantha's 
house · n ur Su, the sale prlllces::. of that deep, 
sdent, d la mond -I\l ummed Pata la. Could 
11 not be ::.o? Wa~ It '0 ,'e ry impossible? 
No, nothm~ j, impo~~lh l e in reality. But 
~t tl l Su was born In t he house 01 Banikantha 
insle<ld of in the roya l family of the deserted 
Pat'll" and could, h., no mean,. as tonish 
Protap, a sCIOn of Ih·c Goswami family. 

:'ubha was growing fast. By degrees, 
she cou ld. as It were, rea lise her own self, 
As if, on a certain full -moon night a flood
tide from an unknown sea was filling her 
innermnst se lf with a new unutterable 
senile 01 hie. She looked to herself. thought, 
questioned, and could not understand. 

It was on a bright full-m oon night that 
she opened the doo r of her bed-room and 
timidly peeped outside. ~ature, too, on 
that moon-light-night sa t like her waking, 
COnlpanionl ess. brood ing o ver the sleeping 
world - she had reached , as it were, the 
utmost li mi t of [he illimitable stillness- nay 
beyond tha t-and was shimmering with the 
myste ry 01 her youth, with mirth and 
pensivene!os, and could not utter a single 
syllable. On the verge' of this silent 
c raving Nature, stood a craving mute 
maiden_ 

Meanwhile th e PIIents burdened with 
this marriageable daughter grew anxious, 
Peop le. too, had begun to talk. Even a. 
rumour tha t they would be excommunicated, 
wa' aRoat.- Banikantha was in easy 

• In H indu Society, every girl must be m.arTied. 
and married before she reaches 1M age of puberty. 
Otherwille then i, stron, social odium. 
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circumstances and had his two f1u:llh; of rice fain tell her "Don't you let me go, mother. 
and fish eve ry day.·~So he had many Clasp thou toO with thy tWQ ha nds and 
enemies. b:ep me back." 

After much laYing of Ihclr he,\ds together, One day, in a lu red how .. e In Calcutta, 
the parents came to a definite pOint. Bani- Subha'lt mother dressed her In a superb 
kanlha wen t abroad for ~ome days. style. She did her half tIghtly with gold 

ReturninJ! at !au, he said "Come, lei us lace round her chiquon, covered her whole 
repair to Calcutta," body With articles of Jewellery and thus 

Preparatl on~ were forward for th e obhterated her natural beauty u much a!i 
journey. Lik e a m isty morning . Subha's she could. rears flowed fast from Subha's 
whole heart wa ... enshrouded, as it were, In eyes and her mother sharply repriman ded 
the IIIl '; t of her tears. For some days, she, ilke her fearing lest the !>wollen eyes would 
a dumb animal, persi stently followed her make her look ugly, but the leMS brooked 
parents wah a vague sen!le o f so me uncertain not th ese accents of reproof. 
dread. With her large, WIde eyee; she looked The bndegroo m came in person with a 
JO their face anJ tried to understa nd e;he friend of his to see the bnde. , he parente; 
knew n ot what; bul they did not tell her grew anxi ous, afraid and uneasy, as if 
au~ht by way of explanation. some god had him£elf came down to choose 

Meanwhil.e. one afternoon while angling. the animal to be sacnficed at hIe; ahar. 
Pr.otap laughingly <;aid "Hey. Su, ha'i a The mother doubly Increa'ied Ihe girl's 
btldegrClom at last been found for you? _ torrent!> of tears by her rehukes (md re
and you a re going to be mdrri eJ! Loo k proachb admini:.ten;J from hehlnd Ihe 
here, don't forget us!" After wh ich he scence; and e;en l her 10 Ihe c"arnmer 
directed his attention towards hi !> fi'hmg- Aft er protracted scrullnY the exammel 
rod . gave in hIS verd,ct "So, so." 

As a deer rllerced 10 the heart look !> SpeCially, from the girl's teals he came to 
towards the hunter and !>eems to say In inferthat sh e pos!lessedaheart; and he eoun
si lent speech "Whal had 1 done to you!" ted that the heart which now wept at 
thus did Subha cast her g lance at Protap. the sad prospect of separallon from her 
That day she sat no fT'ore under the tree. parents. might but tomorro w come to 
She came where Banikantha was pulling his own use. Her tea rs only in creased her 
at bi!\ hookah in hi e; hed-room, aher hi.s worth lik e the pearl in the ople r-~hlil ll 
mid-day siesta, and s itting near his feel and did not plead a word In her beha lf ; 
she began 10 weep with her eyes fixed upon After a con~ultalion of the alm,mac the 
Bini. At last while he tried to console her, ceremony WoolS performed on d very aWipicI 
tean began to) steal d own h,s w,thered QUg day. 
cheek.. The ' parents gave away their dumb 

The day aher had been fixed for theIr dau~hl e r 10 a ~trd.nger and rt'turned home 
tri.p to Calcutta. Subha went to the cow- - thus their caste was preserved and the 
,hed to bid adieu to the companions of her life after ensured. 
chllr,thood. She fed them with her own The bridegroom se rved In the N. W. P.'" 
hands and with armll round their ~Ck8 and very soon after the wedding he took, 
Abe looked at their faces with her eyes his wife there. 
eloquent with all the words that she Within a week or sn, all ea:me to see that 
oc.'I4iJd pack into them-tean trickling doWn the new brIde was dumb.' None understood 
~ eye-Iasbe&. that she was not to blame for it. She had 
~ was the nth night of the waxing not deceived anyone. Her bit: pair of • 

• , . Subha came .ut of her bed-room had told everything but cou'a 
~ ,!Olte~ on. tbe grassy bed on the ever- un.denland it. She looked . di' ~1""1!" 
Wliar "vcc-atde. aud claspin" .. it were but .could find 
• . e,r:tb,- this ·nrijhty ,atile Mother of ~ the faces 
lliliiji04-wi1h Mt fwo hand., lb. would "thi;t 
~_;01''''.~o/_''''-1 __ ~. '''';''i -' ."" .... """Ih\ljoj, J'l.i;;_,., .... 
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sorrow began 10 ri ng w it h in thC' girl's 
eve r-si lent he;Ht ; n one, sav(' the Sea rche r 
(I f hca rts did hcar it . 

This time her husband cxam i!lt'd w ith 
both the !i.cnscs of ea r and e:-t.' and hroug h l 

home a b ride ~ihed w ith the po'ver of 
spt't'ch. 

A NATH NA.T" MITTI!.R. 
BA NGARASI COLl. £r,e:. 

CAI.Cl ITTA. 

FRU IT PRESERV I NG I N MUZAFFA RP U R 

T HEI?E was a t ime in Bcn~a l when it 
wa'i cons idered dcgradln,l! for a ny 
hhadra- fok or gentlema n to cngaJ2:e in 

ind ust ri al pursu its.' Hi s h igh est anlh ition 
was to be a lawyer or a " Depu ty" or a 
Doctor, and fa ili ng tha I, to have the 
co mfortahle PO,,! 01 a tC;.Ic hcr o r a c lerk. 
T hese proress i {on~ becoming overcrowded. 
and olher 0rcn ll l~" beln,!.! Ilrdc l ica ll y .. h ut 
10 h im, them: ha s ht'l'U ,l.!real Jiffi t u ltv lor 
hilo in uh tainin.c: a livin~ . If IhN .... is an 
aJn'rriseme nl fnr a derk 01. Hs. 20 a 
mo nt h, h und rcull o f "pplication~ pou r in 
w ith p it eoull tales of dis l re ~ll , but if i t be 
for a sk illed work man on Rs. 30 ;1 mon th 
ve ry few wi ll he fn und to app ly, and those 
who do a pply w ill d ictate their own terms. 
The di Herence In t rea tment on t h ~ pa rt 
01 t:m]lloy~r .. is also ve ry noticl.'ab ll.'. In the 
cas!;: of workmen .1grecmcnt" are ta ken a:1u 
ca re is taken to see that thev are contented 
a nd s t ick hi thl.' ir posts. while in the case 
of clerk s no .. ueh carl.' is taken . T here h,\vt" 
even been ca"t'$ of d crkll being a )''>a u\!t'd and 
pulled by t he ear. 

Since th e.- impetu,> given to su.'aduhl and 
ot her thing .. by Ihe parti t io n ')£ Beng.d . t he 
a versio n for indus try hafi g ive n place to a n 
anxi e ty to do somethi ng to p1'()mote it. 
a nd it if, now uni versall y accepted tha t the 
only wa y nut o f the di stressing si tuati on, 
lies in the ind ustria l regeneratIOn of the 
count ry. Unfortunat ely t he moneyed 
classes in Benga l, with a few honorablt: 
excepti ons. have not joi ned Ithe movemen t , 
and conti nue thei r i nvest meu f!. in la nd 
and , Government prom iS!tory notes, and 
JDiIIA . 1)1 .,the stI.J04eslu· business of the 
:co:oA'ry '"· ~u:fIet:ng ba m: want o f fin ancial a .... ta, •. OI ilion,'i' i. v.ry g,.,ily-

. ~ '~y oe",,: ."d p,~t'!Q' .ndu'Itry . , . 

being un der take n h v Olen of ed ucatio n a nd 
posi tion. Mr. [}asa~ti C haran Sinha , M.A., 

a ~aki l o f the Hi ,!.!h Co urt prac tisi ng in the 
Distric t Court o r O\1U1:affarp'ur, and enjoying 
a good repu ta t ion in the b a r, has been a 
genu ine and {l uie t wo rker fo r swadesni. 
Hi ~ <ldm irah le earnestness in every thing 
'.e take .. up coup led with hi s h igh characte r, 
command ... Ihc rt'<:.pcc i (I f all who know h im. 
Last yea r Mr. Sinh,1 in com mu nica t ion 
with Mr. l\ . It S,r':M. who was then study
ing Fruit Chem;l> t ry in the Stanford 
Univt·rs ity. Ca lifornia. made f;ome ex pe ri
ments in c'lOning Ihe T irh ut mangoes and 
li ch is and his gC l1cral sc ient ific kno wl edge 
( ~1r . Sin ha. if; an M .A. in science) helped 
h im materia ll y to carry out the ex periments 
successfully. T he pft:f;e rves "ere highly 
spoken of hy Europe:'!n gen tle me n, and M~. 
!\buJe, the Commis!lioner of the P atna 
Di vision, 111 his " pening speech a t the 
Behar Agricult u ral and Industria l Exh ibi
tion hel d at Ba nkipur in F ebruary lau. 
.. poke o f .. n 0 cannt'd fr uit exported from 
~h1.affarpu r. pos~ i bh' In th e nea r fut l.lre to 
pi act's all Ove r the w~H [d ." He was awarded 
med~ l l> al the B~nkipur a nd Dh ubri 
Exhi b it ions. 

No do ub t lI,e prc!le rvat ion o f frui ts in 
suga r j" an a nc u:nt indu~try in Ind ia, but 
11\ the prOCt:bS em plo}ed and the exce,sive 
a mou nt of sugar used , the frui u lose th~i r 
fl avou r and do nor last long. While the 
f ru it ~ preserved bv the modern sc ientific 
method, feta in the ~r fl avour so w~1I that it 
is oft en d ifficult to . y that ont: is n~ t havine 
Ihe tastt: o f the fre. h fruit . Som e Jru it&, 
such as the pine-appl e, improve in ft a vo"r 
i ll ca nni ng . Of course th-e fruit s win· tal! 
a s long as t"e ti.n willla.t. 

MuzaHarpur j, fa.motu for its 11l~ 
and l i chi~t and with sueb good raw ma~ 
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illustrated by the varioulo picture, given in 
this and previous numbers of this Review, 
of Munda and Urano Christian men and 
women, aboriginal Christian boys and girls 
on the one hand, atld, on the other, of non
Christian Mund:ls and Uraaos at their feasts 
and elsewhere, will, we hope, help the 

, 

rea.der towards an appreciation of the 
brill.ant achievements of the Christian 
Mi ~sions in their noble work of civilising 
and. educatmg the aborigmes of 
Chotanagpur. 

SARAT CHANDRA RA .... 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF INDIAN HISTORY 
(From the Bengali of Ravlndra Nath Tagore.) 

THE history of India that we read and 
commit to the memory for our exa
minations is only the story of a night

mare that troubled us .n India's dark night. 
Diverse rac!:"s coming from diverse re):!lonc;, 
fight and slaughter, strife for the throne 
between father and ~OLl , brOlher and 
brother, one race utiring and an other 
lifting up its head we know not whence,
Pathans and Mughals, Portuguese, French 
and English. -- all these have combined 
to make the dream more and more 
complex. 

But we shall fail to see the true India 
if we look at her through this blood-red 
shiftinjiC ~cene of dreamland The current 
hi.torier. do not tell us where the people of 
India were all this time. Indeed. they 
leave the impression that there was no 
(ndian people, and that the only human 
beings in the country were those who 
fought and slew each other. 

No, not even in those dark days was 
thi. strHe and bloodshed the sale event of 
Iud ian life. The storm m~y roar its loudest, 
but we cannot admit that on a stormy day 
the tempest is the chid event. En-n on 
.uch a day the cour::.e of birth and death, 
joy and larrow, that moves through each 
home of the villa~e under the dUlt-veiled 
sky i. the chief tncident for man, however 
much it may be coocealed by the weather. 
But to a foreign traveller this stonn i. the 
moll noticeable affair. everything elle is 
hid .... from him by the douds of dust, 
~ be i. not 1fIpithi. our bOUle but 
outside i't. Hence: it 'r. that the histories or 
Iod,a writfe,o by fc.re.larteft ten us only oj 
daiI d_, thi, stann, aDd- not of 9W' --. 
~ make the reader ~ tbt 1filO' ,...ch 

ttllllg a~ In~ba existed 10 those days; only 
the loud-roaring whirlwind of Pathans 
and Mughals wab :.we~ping round and 
rOund from /lorth to soulh and west to 
ea!>l,. lifting up a ~tTl.'amer oJ dry Jeal'e3 jn 
the sky! 

But there w ..... a real IndIa In those da y~. 
JlI~ t a~ there were lorel.cn cnuntries. For 
If it were nOI ~O. who gave birth to Kabir 
an d Nanak, ChalTanya and Tukaram. 
amldM all th l~ tumult ? In those days we 
had Delhi and Ag ra no doubt, bUT we had 
Benare~ and Navadwip too. HISTory has 
not recorded Ihe Hream of life that wa s 
then courl'in,(! through the true India, The· 
aClivity that wa~ surging up, tile sO('"ial 
changes that were e"'lablistllng them!.elvt"s. 
But it IS with ~hls India, Ignorf'd by the 
mOQern school hi stories, that we are can~ 
cerned. Our hearts ne<:ome homeless when 
we lose the hi!.taricilt .. thread 01 that con· 
tinuity stretching t~~ugh long centuries. 
We are not exotics, we are not useless 
weeds in India; through many hundred 
centuries we have twined our roots round 
her vital core. But, ala1\! ~uch are the 
histories taught in our schools that it is 
this very fact that our children forget. 
Thev think as if rhey were nobodies' in 
India, and that the fighting immigrant.s 
wert her only people 1 

Whence can we draw our vital Apirit if 
we tonaider dur connection with our country 
as '0 very alight? In 8uc:h c:in;umataAces 
we teel no hesitatwft in placing any fort:igit 
land in the teat of our HOIdCJi,, 4ift -cannot 
leel. deadly .... me i. :r.~ done 
to h.dia. We aatDit COfD cenrly that Wl' 

h!Id • oOII>inK befjjIo.... that...-. 
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oorrow from foreiRn lands all our food and 
garment. manners and customs. 

In happier lands. the peo ple can find the 
eternal spirit of their count ry in its hiswry; 
from boyhood they come to know their 
country through ill' hi !>lory. Our case i!'i 
just the other way. Indian his! )ry has 
concealed the true India. The narffllive of 
our history from the invasion of Mahmud 
of Ghazni 10 Lord Curzon's outhursts of 
Imperialistic pride, is only a variegated 
mist so far as India is conce rned. It does 
not help us to realise our tfue country . it 
only veils our ,e:;\ze. It throws its false li,e:hl 
in such a way that the side whi ch truly 
represents our C('lunlrv is dark ened 10 us. 
Amidst that darkness ihe iewds of danc ing 
girls ,l!litler under the candelabra 01 the 
Nawab's p leasurt-·pavillion, the rudd y (mth 
mantlin~ the lladshah's wine cup sug,l;:-eSIS 
Ihe R'lshingsl('epless rcd e\' e~ of Intoxicatio n; 
amidst that darkne"s our ancicnt temples 
hide their hea(ls, while th e richly carwd 
marble domes of Ihe Illau~ol':urns of 
lavourile Sultanas aspire 10 kiss Ihc starry 
vault. Amidst that ~Iarkness the tramp of 
cavalry, Ihe Iwll o wing of eh' ph;rtll s, rhe 
clash of arm!\, Ihe while billows of long row s 
of te nts, the sheen of clOTh o f gold, the 
bubble·like stone domes of nHlsques, the 
my"lery and !!ilence of harems guarded by 
euouchs, ·- alllhest:, wilh Iheir varied ;.ounds, 
colours and sentiments, CH'ate a magIc 
world, which we miscall the history of 
lodia. This histor\' has, as it were, slipped 
the true holy book' of India within a vo lume 
of the marVcllous Arabian Nights' Tales. 
Our boys learn by rote every line of this 
Arabian Nights, but none opens Ihe sacred 
volume 01 India's inner history. 

Later, in the night of cataclysm when 
the Mughal Empire was in irs dt"ath Jo:asp, 
the vultures ass"mbled from afar in Ihe 
funeral heath. be,gan their mutual squahhle. 
deception and intrigue. Can we call that 
the history of India 1 In tht" next a,Ee we 
have the British administration regularly 
divided into periods of five years each, like 
the 'qua res of a cheu-board . Here the 
true India grows even smaller. Nay more, 
the India of this period differs from a chesf. 
board i~thil that wh,le the ordinary , < 
chequert,a. . alternately black·a.nd white, on 
thi. hiltot'ical cbe ... board fdUy fifteen parts 
0Itt ol-sixteren ate color w.bi.le., h is as 

if we were bartering away our food-stuRs 
for good government, good justice, good 
education. in soml! ~igantic Whiteaway 
Laidlaw & Co.'s firm, while all otht'{ shops 
were closed. In thi, huge admi nistrative 
work!<hop everything fron, justice to com
merce mav be 'good'; but our India 
occupies o~ly an insignificant corne r · of 
its clerical dt"pa.rlment. 

We must, at Ihl! outset, discard the false 
nOlion that history must be cast in the 
same mould in all countries. One who has 
read rhe life nl n Olhsdl ild will. on coming 
to the life of Chri"I, call fnf His account 
books and office diarY, and if these are 
nOI fn rthcomin/o: he wili turn up his nose 
and say . "A biography forsno:h! of a man 
who wa" nnf worth a penny ;n the world ! .. 
~;milarly, mm t critics, when they fail to 
get fwm Imlia's political archives any 
gellealug ical fr('e or de~palches of battle, 
despair of he'ng able 10 c"n!;truct India's 
hil>tor~' , and co mplain, "How could a coun· 
try have a hi~to ry when il had no pnlilic':! 1" 
But we mu~t liken ~u ch criti cs 10 Ihe man 
wh o l ook ~ out for brinjals in a rice-field 
an(1 wllt'n he fail" 10 gel them, in disgust 
d c'pi,t· s the ril'c ;,u no J!rain at all! He is truly 
wi ~e who kn"w.~ that a ll fit'lds do nOI grow 
Ihl! same cro p, bUI lolJk~ out for a grain in 
its proper soil. 

If we t'xamine elrrist';. accounl books we 
may d{'sp'~~' Him, hUI when WI! look at 
another sid(' of Hi s lifl! , all documents and 
account honk~ Sink in fo nothingness. Simi
larly, India's lack of political developmt'nt 
becomes a negligible matter when she i. 
re,garded from another and spccia l point of 
view. It is because we have never looked 
at IndIa in her own specia l a !\pect, that we 
have (rom our very boy.hood made her lima II, 
and dwarfed ourselves In cons('que nce. An 
English boy knows that his forefathers 
won many victories, annexed many land., 
and e1>Iablished a wo rld·wide com merce; 
so. he 100 lonss to win "lory in.ar, trade, 
and empire. \\'e, on the other hand, know 
that our anceUors did not conquer land. 
nor extend their commerce,-and the object 
of the current Ind ian hiltoriu i. ~ Inch 
this le5~on only! We are not told what ou,' 
ancestors did and .6 we have rt6 ideal of 
what we ourse lves should do . . ,IT'he neee.
aary consequence of this teachin~ ill thaI we 
ape other nations. 
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Who is to blame for this state of th ings? 
The method in whi ch we aTe ta\lgh! from 
our ch ildhood di ssociates us every day from 
our Col/ntry. till al last we cherish a feeling 
of repulsion from her. 

At times our educated men a~ k in a sort 
of utter perp le,,;ty. "What is it thai you 
call our country? What is il l' peculiar 
spirit ? Wherein lil: lI that spirit ? And where
in d id it lie in the pa!>t 1" We have no 
ready answer to t he questi on, beca use the 
matter ;'1 sn deli cate and yet 50 com pre hen
aive that it cannot be explai n~d by a mere 
appeal to rea .. on. 

The En~[i sh and the French , in fact every 
nation, fail 10 express in one wonJ whal 
the peculiar -" piTi! nf their country i ~, or 
where the true hea.rt of the ir hume land 
res ides. Likt· the li ft: that animates our 
body. thiA national spirit i ~ a. mallife!>1 
reality and yet ' ncxp, r , .. ih l .. in term:; a "J 
concepts. From our v/!'rv childhood If 

en ters into our knnwledg~. our love. (lur 
imaJl:ination, by a hU lldred unse!.'" pat hs. 
in a hundred difft'ren t fo rm!>. It !> marvellous 
power moulds us sec retly, keeps up the 
continuity between cur past and present;
it i ~ the link that ti es U~ together in a 
community and prevent s us from becoming 
unconnected atoms. How ca n we express to 
the sce pti c in<luireT thi ~ nlarvd lou~ , active, 
secret and primeval force, hy means of a 
!ew terms of langua~e? 

W e can give a cl ea r an sI>. er to the question. 
' lVhat is India's chie f oniu ioll itt the lvodd r' 
and the history of India will beat out tha t 
answer. We see that throughout the ages 
India's onlv endeavour has been to est abli sh 
harmony -amid st differen ces, to IOcline 
vari ous roads to the same goa l, to make us 
realilie the One in the midst of the many 
w ith an undoubting inner convi ction : not 
to do away with outward differen ces, and 
yet to llttain to the deeper oneness that 
underlies all such differences. 

It is quill na tural fo r Ind ia to reali se this 
inner ha~mony and to try to lipread it to 
the ultenn08t. This spirit ha s in all age! 
made her indifferent to political greaflless, 
because the root of such greatneS$ is 
di scord. Unless wr; keenly feel foreign 
nations to be absolutely alien to U," we 
cannot regard extension of empire as the 
supreme end of our life. The endeavour 
to assert ourselves agairut othe,. is the basis 

of pol itica l progress, while the attempt to 
unite ourse lves soc iall y with ot hers, and to 
~slah l ish harmony amid~t the diverse and 
co~ Ri cting inte rests of our peo ple, is the 
100.andatioH o f moral and social advance
mt!n l. rile union that European civ ili sa tion 
ha, sought i ~ based on conflict, while the 
unIon adopted by India is founded on 
rec·one il i.ui on . Th e real element 01 con
fli{t lying hidden in the politi cal uni on of 
a I~uro pean na tioll can, no do ubt, keep t hat 
nat ion apart fmOl other nat ions, bUI it 
callnot crea te harm ony among its own 
mt'mhcrs. r he refore, a spirit of separation 
an~ conAict between man and man, between 
kir'.l!: a nd ~uhjec t , Iht:' rich and th t: poor, is 
evf'r k~ pt a live there. It is not the cue in 
Europe that all c1a~st: S do their respective 
Il·g it imatc fUll c liun!; and thus by th ei r 
collect ;ve cffort s maintain the soc ial orga ni 
~aiton. tJlI ih c contra ry, they are mut ua'fly 
an 1a ,e:nn,sllc; every cla l-s is ;dwaYIi on the 
a lert til prevent others fr(lm ,l! rowing 
SHonJ,!er. In suc h '" M)c ie" ". where the 
m<,miwrs a rc ince~s.l n tl~' "Jos rling (Ine 
ano tht'r, the ~Icial forces ca nn(ll he hl'l r
m(llllsed. In ~uc h a l>oci ('ly mt: re major ity 
by co unt o f hcad comt:s in t ime 10 be 
coflsidercd 3 1'> " high er principle thOin me nt , 
the piled up ri ches of traders overpowers 
the treasure of househo lderli. Thus the 
so~i aillarmon~ is destroyed and the State 
is un vcn to make law after law 10 hold 
to~ether, !>I)mehow or other, a ll these dis
co(dOinl deme nt f> n ( soc ll~ty. Such a result 
is inev itabl e. bccHuse if you sow conftict 
yoU mu~t re;!.p confl ict, never mind how 
lujCu ri ant a nd many- leaved your plant may 
lOOk. 

India ha~ tri ed to reconcile thi ngs that 
art naturally a lien 10 each other. \Vhere 
there is true divc-rsity. each member must be 
aStii.r.:ned its proper plac;, each must be 
restrained, before harmony among them i, 
possible" It is not by a st roke of. legislation 
th,.t we can creat e unity amidst diversity. 
T\1e only way to establish a . C'Onnection 
befween things that are: naturally foreign 
to each other ill to assign a separate place 
to each. 1£ two foreign elementl are united 
by force, they a re sure to be one day partci:l 
by force ,nd to produce a conVU$n to 1he 
course of ~iaM- India knew~ . secret 
of the . art ., ' barmoni.mg. " '.$te.Dch 
Revolution p,..~ tQrtd to-.. ua out 
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all human cliHcrcnces with blood. i.~ .• by 
force; but Ihe re~ult ha s been just th c rever~ . 
tn Europt" the conAi ct belwccn king and 
people, capi,a l and labour, is .ily ~rowing 
bitterer, India, too, aimed at drawin.t: 
tOJ!eth~r a ll c1as~s by Onl' !ltr;ng, hut she 
followed a diffe rent method . She set li.ts 
to and fenced off all the ri va l conflicting 
forces of socir-ty and thus made the socia l 
o rgani sm one and capa hle of doing iu 
complex funClions. She preven ted ,ht'se 
force .. from comtantl y Iryi n/.! 10 ,C!" hcyond 
tht-it re~pec livc "phf'fI,-'s ami thereby keeping 
alive di!\cord and disorder. "~u rnpe has 
direc ted all he r social !GleeS In the path 01 
mutual co mpetition . and thu~ mat~ t' ,hl' rn 
ever militant. hul at the same tir,le ~he has 
r~ndert:d he r religion, hu~i nes!l anJ horn(' 
eve r~revolvin,l:!, turhid and wild , Not .~o India. 
Her aim wa~ to find ou l th e rta l !,oinH; of 
uni on. to effec t harmo ny, In give to l"ach 
tht: opportunity nl achievin,l! full develop. 
ment and l'Oelf-rcalil'Oation in lin atm{l~phen: 
of pea ce and repose. 

G od ha s attracted d i\t"ue ract's to India 
from a very remote past. India has had 
opportllni t ie~ o f dt:vt:lopin,l! that pecu lia r 
force witll which the I ndo-Ar"an~ we re 
endowt'd. She ha s ever heen bu~ldinR", out 
of diverse mate-rill ls, the foundations " f that 
c ivili sation 01 harmony which is the hiJ!ht:s t 
ly r e of human c iv ilislI. t ion. Sh(' has 
expelled none as ~l'lJIIflien, nOJle as a non 
Arya n. none as hete'm.t!cnt:ous to the hody 
locial. She has ad~t~all and ar.r.imilat
ed a ll . For p reserlln h(-r individual it " 
aher the admissi(1O o f 0 man\' eleme n TS 
from outside. she haJoto impor.e On them her 
own laws, her own sy~,; she co uld not 
leave Iht'rn t o prey upon e another like 
wild heasts. let loose in c arena o f a 
Roman amphitheatre. After makin,l:! each 
of them a separate entity by mean~ o f proper 
re~ulation, ,he united them by means of 
a root .. ~. pie. rhese elements came 
from va , countries. but the system 
and root .'ple imposed 0"t;:em were 
India's an :' 4ndia's a lone. rope tries 
to ~cure socib.1 safety by. tlinR out or 
exterminating aliclIl>, a5 iA proved today 
by . .the policy 01 Am~. • Ausrralia. 
New Zeal ... and 5<'Iuth A , ' e n~a~on 
of it ·l. tna,tjbe &pirit of a p," ~gulated 

~tder 1~72~;~~\n Europ ,.i::iety ;- it 
:~ . 4'.'· - , .. tho • . fo , " ~n to its 

differen t members their proper places. so 
that the limbs 0 1 the b ody ~o.: ial have 
become burdel1wme outgrowths on it. 
H ow. then. can ~uch a SOCi~lV harbour 
within it~elf aliens ? A h,)u se hol;' in wh i~'h 
the vt:ly kill~men are ready t o (Iinurn its 
peace, doc~ no! lVi~h tn J.,(i\'e shelter to 
~tranJ.,(cr~. Fo rci).!n elements can be most 
casil\' a .. simillttt:d hv a ""cie t\' that has 
order. ru les o f harll·\ony. and' a separate 
spht:rt' and function fur ea ch class. I here 
are nn ly two wa)'s of dealin.!.! with aliens: 
either ynu mu .. t expel and l"xft:r Millatc them 
and "0 prl'~l' f\'e yo ur o wn socie ty a nd 
civilisatinl'; ll1' you mu .. , ..:ontwl them by 
you r own la ws :1nd tllus pbn t them in a 
worl d of wt' II-n.> ,l:!ulatcd order. Eu ro pe, by 
ad o pting Ihe fllrlllt:t pnli cy. is ever in 
conflict with th l ' res t of Ihe ulli,'e rse. Ind ia, 
by follow ill.!.! the laller cvu rs(', is £radually 
allemplinJ,! h ) makt: all aliell~ her own 
peoplt', 11 we belicve in spi ritua l laws, if 
we accept ~piritualil y a s the hi,l:!hest ideal 
of human I:1 vilisatio n , then we muM give 
the palm I I> the Indi an method. 

Geniu~ il> Ilt:edt'd in as..~i mi larinK alien 
pt'l>plt!'.o;. (;t'nius alont' knows the spell ny 
which 10 ellle: r intI> the: h"arl~ of others and 
t o make: ot hl'rs lully Ollt' WIth IlIl rst!' lves, 
Indi:! ha~ ,h~pl;l .\,l·d th is ge:niu~. She hall 
freel .,>, ~prcad her influe:nn· IlVt'r Ihe he:arts 
o f alien ra ct·jo an,t iI' frn'l" horT(lwt'd 
;nsti tut innjo and hcl i ('f~ from tilem. What 
fore i/.( nt:rs call polylhl'i ~1l1 had n" terror (l r 
disgust for India . She ha s a c..:eptl·d hideous 
lonki n),! deitie~ from the nnn-Aryan . ~ava .ce 
tri bc~. but infused them wllh he r own 
sp, rit . Even tl,wuj.!h ~uch J,!uds she hOl~ 
givf'n e xpreuion tn her spiritual idt!'as. She 
has rejt·c t(·d nothing. w hile everythin,l! that 
sht· ha s a cce p"'d ~ h e hCl.o; rnadt· hcr nWII. 

Thi s establishment of harmony and o rder 
ill mal1ifeM not only in our social structure 
but also in our re'i~i('lus syuem . The 
attem pl of the: Gita to pt!'rft!'ctly' re('onci le 
Kn ow lt'uge. Faith and Deed. is peculiarly 
Ind Ian . The word 'Rcli2ion' a s used by 
Eur.ope Cdl1no t he transl ~ l {'d into any 
IndIan t o n~ue. because The spirit of In dia 
oppo.es <tny analysi!! of DharmA into iu 
intellectual components. Our Dharma i. a
totality. - the totality of our reamned 
convictions, o ur beliefs and our pror.ctice •• 
this world and the next. all summed 
together. India has not split up her Dharma 
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by I~tting apart qne side of It for practical 
and the other for ornamental purpose •. 'fhe 
life that pervades our arm or ' t"~. head or 
stomach, i, one lind not many ; similarly, 
India hal' not allowed any rcl' .... lul ;no of our 
Dh"""fI inlO ',f)e religion of b .. liel', 'the 
rel iJition of conduct', 'the rell~inn n t Sunda,", 
' the reh,gion of wct"k dav .. ', 'the rt'''~io" of 
the Church,' <lnd 'Ihe relq,!;"n of the home'! 
Dhurma in In dia i, reli~; nn for the whole 
of anc;ctv. j'll ronU n:ach detp undN 
ground . hut il s top lou ch!:"" tloe he:lvens; 
and India ha~ not c(>n lcmpl at~ the top 
apart from the ront. - ~he I'MS looked o n 
religion a, embracin£ the earth and heaven 
alike. over~preadinR the lvhole l ife of man, 
like a J!iganti c Ban yan tree. 

Indian hi8tory proves thi s fact that in 

the civili~d world India stands forth as the 
example o f how the ma~y can be ~rrn()'o 
n;sed into one. To realIse the One In the 
univer~e and.ho in ou r own 'inner nature, 
to set up that Onl!: amidst divef9ity. to di5~ 
covS[. it by means of, knn~hed~e, to 
1!:'I'<tiI1ish it by means of aCTIon, 10 pe~
ceive it bv mt'ans of love. and 10 preach It 
bv mean, nf conduct, - thi, is the work Ihat 
Indi~ h:u; ot'en doing in spite of mRny 
ob~u.clC's and calamitie". in ill 5ucceu and 
good fortune alike. Whl!:n ou r histori cal 
st udie~ Will make u~ realise this elernal 
SPIRIT OF IND"'" then and then only will the 
sl!:vl!:rance between our past and our prelient 
cease to be. 

S. D. VARMA. 

ALLAHABAD 

THE holy" ci ty of Pra y:tC'. h(,ttt'r known 
by illl later narne of Alla h~b;lrt, ('ome~ 

inlo unu~ual promint'nce hefore the 
Indi an public durinf,! thi ll month and the 
f"lInwin~ mnnlh on account of the 
numerous puhlic function!! of which it will 
he thl!: ICl!:ne durin~ tht' next few week~. 
Fi n t amongst theo~e is the Openlol! of the 
great Indust rial Exhibit ion which is beoinl! 
widely adyerlisl!:d ~s the fi rst !\how o! the 
century and which 10; t'xpl!:crcd to attrac i to 
the city of the conAUf'nCI!: of two of the 
gru.tcst of th~ Himalayan ~tream~, m ;;ny 
di.'tjpJo!ui lhcd visitors from all parts of the 
civihud world. The varied !unctio"s in 
conll<CCtion with the Exhihition wou\,d keep 
Allahabad prominently in c:vidcnceo before 
the Indian public for many week!l to C'lme 
but the-one c:vent on which public inte~t 
wilt be Ct'ntred and for which all cia'H'1I of 
the people are: entt'rta ini nJo! h;ghly·rai~d 
expectations is the first avia tion mee:tinJe of 
the East which il ttl come oR bl!:tween the': 
:a8tb December · and the third of January 
and where there wil~be a display of aero
plane. in actual workin. order, c:ngaged in 
navigati.ng the subtle elernent that enve
lopel the e~ on all .'del, under the 
~D.ce.of Al'Per~ced. ,mute,. of that art. 

The lIittine:~ of th l!: Indian National Con,gre!ls 
undt'r the fH e,i. \t"nc\' of that accompli"heod 
J"loliti ci an and th<lt tried friend o!lndia. Sir 
W ill ;;-to \Vt'rtderh urn. on the hi~toric plain 
f~cine: Akhar's fort are likel " to form a ~rl'ar 
auraction t o the educatl!:d communit y 311 
oVl!:r India who are ~ t"mployt'd in 
.l!0yernmenl sC'rvi ce. TW "1I~f ndia MOl lem 
iea(!ue ha~ decided its meet ings at 
Allahabad of its previous 
pian5 Conference. the 
Social Temperance 

have: fixed 
in the city of 

,h.,,,foo·' expc:cted that 
Alhthahad I be unu!lually crowded 
durine: the la lter haH o f ~cember and the 
fi ~t haH of January and thOAe who would 
not he ahle: t n com eo to that c~· one 
""on M :,« would wa"h ,«d-
ingll of i" V public functions. ad the 
aceounu of a nv interelting events wirh 
attent inn.. h nuld nnt therefore be out 
of place to place at the di sposal of our 
readen an acro.c of Allahj1bad as it is 
with IMIII5ice to its pUt ..... tory and 
traditions . . OTitb such 'in~tion as 
is likely t lui to the ~~OIIII'H who 
will .ow 'fIi,~ 100" 1M the ..... <9if'to GO 
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per cen t. are los t track of, whil e five 
are known to return to their eVil 

first the prison a uthorities looked 

I~:;i~~.~~~; Mrs. Boot h's' enterpri se ; for no fa ith ;n the possibi lity of 
a convict to respecta ble ma n

were o f the old school of 
penologists, "once a convict, a lways a 
convict" was their theory. But w hen they 
realized that pracli ca ll y none o f the men 
she had taken in hand were re turned to the 
prisoo," for crimes comm itted subsequent to 
their release, a lthoug h that ha d been the 
in varia ble rule u p to tha t lime, they 
ca pitulated , a nd from being luke~warm 
loookers-o n they became en thusiasti c 
helpers in the new work th a t wa s making 
men out o f helpless wrecks. The gaol 
offi cials no w say tha t Mrs. Bqoth h as re
duced the diffi culti es of pri son mana gement 
by fift y per cent. 

"Not onl y has she convi nced the gaol 
a uthoriti es th a t the convict ..:an be saved if 
the proper m ethod s arc used , but she has 
a l50 succeeded in ma ki ng the people of the 
brutal world rea li ze tha t the ex-pri soner is 
to be trusted, and today she finds little 
difficul ty in securing work for the men who 
lta.ve tln ished serving their sentences. 
Indeed, so fa ithful a re they that employers 
who ha ve tri ed the experiment of hiring 
one of Mrs. Boo th's "boys", frequently 
write to her ask ing her to send them more 
helpers of the sa me kind. She never sends 

out to seck for wo rk for the men whom she 
Wi5hes to help, but depends upon requests 
for labo rers coming in volunta rily . 

Besid es loo king a ft er th e welfare o f the 
ex-convi ct, she a lso remembers th e wives 
and child ren of the impri so ned offenders 
and sends them a Christmas "box" every 
year. 

The money for Ihl! support of the wo rk 
is a ll raised bv n\e'ans of lect ures, which 
Mrs. Boo th gives. All th e proceeds of the 
lectures which the ta lented " prison moth er" 
gi ves practi ca lly every 'day, a re devo ted to 
the work of the League ; and it usua l\y 
ha ppens that her appea ls so soften the hearts 
o f her listeners tha t they contribut e mun ifi· 
cently to the ca use o f co nverting the convict 
in to a consc ien t ious citizen. 

Thus goes o n the good work o f litera lly 
liftin g the cri m ina l QUI of the g utter and 
ma kin g a ma n o f h im. It is no wild 
theory - no wi ld -cat scheme- in wh ich I a,m 
endea vouri ng to interest my Mot her- land. 
It is a n intensely prac tical work- successful 

. as few human enterp ri zes a re. I have 
compared ou ~ crimi na ls w ith those o f the 
Un it ed States of America a nd other la nds. 
As a resu lt, I refuse to be lieve tha t the 
Indian offender is more hardened in s in tha n 
hi s confrere a broad. Let us st udy the 
problem anti see if something practical can 
be done to con vert the crimina l of this 
country into a respectable citi zen. 

I NDO~AMERICAN. 

THE POSTMASTER 

[ TRANSLATED fROM A STORY OF RABINDRANATH T AGORE.] 

O N co mmencing service the postmurer 
had to come to Ulapur. It wa. a 
petty village. Hard by, there was 

an IndiJi:o Factory. The SGhibof the factory 
had after a ,reat deal of troutfte got this 
~t of6ce el tablished. 

Our postmaster was a Calcutta cockney. 
He..... like a ftab out of water in this 
"mage post office. Hi, ofIice was held in 
• gloomy thatchecf boule; at DO great 
diotam:e there .... a .,.... _tIocI with 

duckweed, and dense jungle covered the 
banks. The officers of the factury had 
hardly any leisure nor were they fit company 
for gentlemen. 

Besides a Calcutta cockney never feels 
bimaelf at home among strangers. rn a 
..-range place he either bean himself 
haughtily or fights thy ~ the people. For 
this reatoD he could DOt freely mi.: With 
the pcop(e of b lOt'ality. Nor had" he 
much ""'" COl hie haado. SoatFtimeo be 
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would dabble in poetry. His poems would 
give vent to the sentiment that life may 
pass very happily by gazing on the trees 
and creepers trembling in the wind and on 
the clouds f1itdng on the sky, but God 
knows that if some genie of the "Arabian 
Nights" could, in a single night, level those 
trees, root and branch, and make paved 
roads and could by means of rows of houses 
screen from his ~iew the douds on the sky, 
then this half-dead gentleman would regain 
a new life. 

The postmaster's pay was very small. 
He had to cook his own meals, and a 
homeless orphan girl of the village did 
the household work for him and got her 
meals there. The name of the girl was 
Ratan. She was about twelve or thirteen 
years of age. There was little prospect of 
her marriage. 

When in the ev{!ning volumes of smoke 
rose in curly streams from up the village 
cowsheds, th'~ army of Inosquitoes, having 
struck up their band among the jungles 
of the Stuwm plants for a IOllg time and 
having enjoyed the evening breeze, develop
ed a keen a ppet i te and got access to 
human habitations, when from every bush 
the eicalas chirped afar, tipsy ba~ds of 
haulsli! with cymhals and drums would 
set up loud 1l0isy songs, when sitting alone 
on th(' dark verandah of the thatched 
house the trembling of the trees would 
wake up a tremor even in th<: poet's heart-
the postmaster would light a dim lamp 
in a corner of his room and would call 
"Ratan." Seated at the door Ratan would 
wait for th5s call but instead of coming 
in at the first call, she would say "Why 
Sir, do you want m<:?" 

Postmaster--What are you at? 
Ratan-\ shall have to light the oven 

presently -ofthe kitchen. 
Postmaster -- Never mind your kitchen 

look to it after; do let me have a smoke of 
tobacco. 

Very soon after l~atan entered with in
flated cheeks blowing upon the chilum. 
Taking over the chilum from her 
hand tile postmaster abruptly asked "\Vell 
Ratan, do you rePlember your mother?" 
That was a long story; she remembered 
cer\,ain things and other .things had slipped 

A c1as~of musicians. 

from her memory. Her father loved her 
more than her mother did- she had a faint 
recollection of him. Her father returned 
in the evening after the day', labour and 
of such evenings one or two had been clear
ly outlined in her memory as a picture. 
While thus chatting Ratan would sit down 
on the dust at the- feet oJ the postmaster. 
She remembered a little brother--Iong ago 
in the wet season one day they had played 
at angl ing wit h the broken branch of a 
tree for a fishing-rod in a ponel. And this 
fact would come to her mind more readily 
than even graver events. In such chitch,{t 
the night would far advance and for sheer 
laziness the postmaster would feel disinclin
ed to cooking. Some stale hodgepodge 
there was remaining from the morning's 
cooking and Ratan would hastily light the 
oven and bake some chapa ties which served 
as their evening meal. 

Sometimes the postmaster sitting in a 
corner of the large thatched house on.a 
wooden stool of his office would talk of his 
own home--·talk -about hi~ little brother 
mother and elder sister---those for who~ 
his heart ached in this strange place far 
away from hume. Things wLich were 
always uppermost iJl his mind but which 
could not at all be broached to the gomasta$ 
of the Indigo factory, he would relate 
without the least thought of any impropriety 
to an unlettered village girl. At last the 
si.tuation reach~d such intimacy that the 
gtrl would mentIon the people of his home 
as 'mother' ,'sister', 'brother,' as if she had 
known them all her life .• She had even 
~an<l:ged. to sketch out their figures in 
IIn agmatlOn un the tiny tablet of her 
heart. 

h was on a cloudless noon in the rainy 
season, a soft warm breeze was blowing 
pleasantly, the wet grass and trees were 
giving out a peculiar fragrance under the 
sun-- it seemed as if the warm breath of 
the tired earth was wafting over the bodies 
of men and a certain obstinate bird was 
persistently pouring out her complaints at 
the bar of Nature in a plaintive monot-:)
nous tune. The postmaster had no work 
on his hands-the quivering of the smooth 
shining, rain-washed shoots of the leave; 
and the scattered sunlit piles of white clouds 
of t.his fag-e~d of the rainy season were really 
enjoyable SIghts. The postmaster looked on 
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and thought, "would there were some one 
df'ar to his heart near to him now-some 
human idol of love and aHection bound up 
with his heart!' Graduallv it struck him that 
the bird too was repeati'Ilg the same tale 
over and over. And the murmuring of the 
trees in that solitary shad." noon conveyed 
the same idea. None will believe it, none 
can know it, but in the heart of a sub
postmaster drawing a small salary in a 
small village such feelings are awakened in 
a deep silent noon of a long holiday. 

I he postmaster heaving a deep sigh 
called "Ratan". Ratan was then sitting with 
her legs stretched out, eating green guavas. 
On hearing the voice of h-er master she 
immediately came running and asked in a 
panting voice "Dada Babu (elder brother), 
do you want me?" Thl' postma:;tu Mid "1 
shall give you short lessons in reading from 
day to day". And the whole noon he taught 
her the alphabet. Thus in a few days the 
cvmpound letters were gone through .. 

It was the month of SI-a7'all, rain pourt'd 
down in unceasing torrents. Ditchcs
marshes- tanks overflowed with water. 
The noise of the rain and the croaking of 
frogs were heard day and night. The 
village thoroughfares were almost stopped-
the hat (market) could be reached only in 
boats. 

One day the rain had set in heavily 
from the morning. The postmaster's pupil 
waited long at the door but missing the 
usual call she entered the room slowly 
with her books and papers and saw th'e 
postmaster lyirag upon his bed. Thinking 
that he was taking a short nap she was 
about to retire from the room noiselessly 
again, when suddenly she heard "Ratan". 
She turned hack quic-kly and asked "Dada 
Babu, were you sleeping?" The postmaster 
in a plaintive voice said "I don't feel well
just feel my brow." 

In the heavy rains, lying ill and alone in 
a strange place, a man craves for some 
nursing. He remembers the sweet touch 
of hands, with !'hell bracelets on, on his 
fevered brow. He craves for the' presence of 
the womanly tenderness of mother and sister 
at the sick bed. In this case the sojourner's 
wishes did not remain unfulfilled. The girl 
Ratan was no longer a girl. She immediately 
took up the 111<?ther's role, called in the 

. physician a.nd duly gave him pills, sat up 

the whole night at his 
sickman's diet and asked 
"well Dada Dabu, do 
better now?" 

bed, cooked the 
hundreds of times 
you feci a little 

After a long time the postmaster left his 
sick bed weak in body and determined 
that he would stay there no more and 
anyhow he must g~t himself transferred 
fn;m th'lt place. HI.' immediately applied 
to the authorities in Calcutta for a transfer 
on the ground of the unhealthiness of the 
locality. 

Bein'g frl"ed from nursing, Hatan occupied 
her own place outside the room. But she 
received no calls as hefore. Sometimes 
~he peeped in and saw the postmaster 
sitting on the stool or lying on his bed 
very much absent,mindl"d. When Hatan 
wa~ w:-titing expectant for his bidding he 
was awaiting a reply to his application 
with an uneasv heart. The girl sitting be
hind the door -went through her old lessons 
many times. She was afraid ltC'st she should 
mak~ a muddle of her compound letters when 
the sudden call for her lessons would come. 
At last after a week one evening the call 
came. \Vith a full heart l~atan entered 
the room and asked "Dada Bllhu, did you 
call me?" The postmaster said "Haran, 
I am going away to-morrow." 

Ratan-\iVhere are you going, Dada 
Rabu" ? 

P()~tmaster- [ am .~oing home. 
Ratan . \iVhen do you come back? 
Postmaster -[ sha~'t come back again. 
Ratan did not ask any more questions. 

The postmaster told her 'of his own accord 
that he had appl ied for a transfer and his 
application had been rejected. He had 
therefore resigned his post and was proceed
ing home. For a long time neither spoke 
a word. The lamp burnt dimly and pitpat 
the rain fell on an earthen plate through a 
chink in the dilapidated thatched roof. 

A little while after Ratan went away 
slowly to the kitchen to prepare the chapaties, 
but it was not done so quickly as on other 
days. Probab!y there arose many thoughts 
in her head. After the postmaster had 
finished his meal the girl suddenly asked 
him "Dada Babu, will you take me home 
wi,th yO\!?" The postmaster laughed anq 
saId "how can it be?" Why the matterwa,t 
not possible he did not think it worth h'i' 
while to explain to her. 
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The whole night asleep or awake the 
laughing voic:c of the postmaster "how can 
it be?" rang in her ears. 

Early in the morning the postmaster saw 
that the water for his bath was ready. 
According to his hahit in Calcutta he used 
to bathe ill drawn water. For some reason 
the girl could not ask the postmaster when 
he would start; and lest he would want 
his bath in the morning Ratall had drawn 
water from the river late in the night. 
Having finished his hath the postmaster 
called Ratan. She entered noiselesslvand 
looked up silently to his face a.waitif~g his 
orders. Her master said "Ratan, I shall 
leave instruc:tiof1s to tht' man who comes 
to relieve me to take care of you as I have 
done, vou need not he anxious bccause I 
am g(;ing awav." There was no doubt 
that these words were the outcome of a 
kind and affectionate heart; but who can 
read the heart of a woman? Hatan, had 
many it time quietly taken the rebukes of 
her master hut could not bear these gentle 
words, \Vith a surcharged heart she wept 
aloud and said, ' No, no, you need not tell 
anvone for Illt'. I shall not stav here." 

:rhe postmaster had neve~ seen Rat<in 
behave thu" and so he was struck dblmb 
\" ... idl amazement. 

The Ilew postmaster c:arne. Having 
made OV('r his charge the late postlllaster 
was about to start. At the tilne of depart
ing, he called "Ratan" and said "Ratan, I 
have never been able to giv(' you anything; 
now \",hile taking my leave, I give you 
something which will keep you at ease for a 
{('w days." Saying this, he took (lut all he 
had earned as bis sa lary, retaining only the 
fare for his journey. Then Ratan fell 011 

the dust at his feet and clinging to them 
said "Dad'l Balm, I beg you humbly, you 
need not give me anything, none should be 

anxious for me," and saying this she ran 
away from that place. 

Our lat~ postmaster drawing a long 
breath took up I,!!, carpet bag in his hand, 
an umhrella on hi" :;houlder, put his queer 
tin-tllll1k stri ped blue and wh; te on the 
head of a coolie and slpwly strode on 
towards the boat. 

When he got to the boat and the boat 
started -the overflowing anll widening river 
of the ra in y season splasl,ed on a II sides 
and sparkled like the overflowing tears of 
the e«nh,--he felt a smart pang in his 
heart-the pitiful picture of a simple village 
girl's face expressed a vast world-wide 
inexpressible heartache. Once he actually 
thought of coming back tu take with him 
the forlorn orphan-girl --hut the sails had 
caught the wind, the swollen current of the 
fdiny season was flowing fast, the village 
had been left behind, and the burning-~hat 
by the riverside came in view. [n the s4 d 
heart of the voyager floating down the 
river the truth crept in -in this life there 
are innumerabk such parting~, innumerable 
deaths. what is the good of going back? 

But Hatan's mind knew not the light 
of such truth. Flooded in tears she 
hovered round and round the post office~ 
Perhaps a faint flicker of hope was in her 
heart that D/idll Babu might C(lm~ back 
and this thought hdd her as a bond and 
she could not leave the place. 

Oh! foolish human heart, delusion never 
breaks off, the dictates of reason come 
but too late, the strongest proofs are set 
aside and fal-;e hopf's are clung to with the 
whole life and heart, till Cit last the nerves 
torn asunder, the blooJ of the heart !'tlcked 
up,··hope flies away, then one comes to 
to one's sell~es and again the heart yearns 
for the snares of a s('~()nd delusion. ~ 

DEBENDRA NATH MITTER, 

ARE THE BENGALI HINDUS A DYING RACE?* 

This nicely got-up little book ha:s lwen written 
expressly b) way of a counter-blast to the well known 
pamphlet. 'A Dying Race' by l.t. Colond Or. U. N. 
Muklwi'ji. In that pamihlet Dr. Mukherji laid down 

!If Bangiya Hindu Fati Ki DhlVan~or.m\lkh? Are 
the Bengdli Hindus a Dying Race 1): by Sakharam 
Gan~s i)clIskal-, Professor of History in the Bengal 
National College. Price five al1l1J1as. 71-1 SlIkeil 
Street, Calcfttta. Aswin, 1317, (Pp. 123). 

the somewhat al:mning' proposition that "we are a 
decaying- ran'. Every ,-en,u, reveals the same fact. 
\rVe are getting' proponionately fewer and fewer. 
1'],"1 (, is no actual decn'ase; but the rille of increase 
compared with that of the Mahornedans is eXlrernt'ly 
small" (p. 4)· Professor Dl'lIskar attempts to show 
--and we are bound 10 admit that in thl~ attempt 
he has largely suececded--that a careful analysi~ of 
the census returns does not bear out Dr. Mukherji's 
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interesting a newspaper is in our good 
country of Germany! The Prince has 
made his entry in such and such town, and 
so on." 

Nowadays, however, the journals speak 
out their minds quite frankly, and discuss 
everything. The most striking example of 
this change has been given by the campaign 
of the Zukumft of Maximilien Harden, who 
brought about the downfall of Prince 
Phillippe Eulenburg and the discomfiture of 
the too famous camarilla, in the wake of 
the scandals provoked by the revelations of 
the singular practices of the 'Round Table' 
at the Castle of Liebenberg. 

He held there among intimates a court 
on a small scale, and there were hatched 
the intrigues which had their inevitable 
effect on the internal and external politics 
of the country. It was here that the down
fall of the Chancellor Caprivi was decreed, 
on the 27th of October, 1894, because he had 
inspired an article, written by Herr Fischer, 
Judicial Councillor, against Count Eulen
burg, the president of the Council of 
Ministers. And the pitiless campaign 
carried on by Harden in his weekly Review, 
The Future, brought in its train the ruin of 
that ultra-smart set, by showing it to the 
world in its true colours. 

Harden-his real name is Wittkowskv
has become famous in the Press since he 
took upon himself with ardour, the defence 
of Bismarck, the Iron Chancellor, after his 
fall, 

Afterwards he contributed to the columns 
of the Gegenwart and in 1892, founded 
Die Zukunft. This weekly sheet at once 
made its mark by its copious and reliable 

news on matters political, economical, and 
financial. Harden maintains excellent 
relations with the Hathenaus. The latter 
are in close and intimate alliance with the 
powerful Israelite Banker, Carl Fursten
burg, the master of the "Commercial Society 
of Ber! i n" (Berl iner Handelsgesellschaft), 
which has a capital of one hundred million 
marks; and with Ballin. A brother of 
Harden,the Government Councillor Witting, 
is the Director of the National Bank of 
Germany, and Witting was an intimate 
friend and confidant of Bulow. The 
Director of the Zukunft is therefore one 
of the best informed men in Germany, 
on all topics of the day, as well ?s those 
of tomorrow. 

The most curious thing is that Harden 
lives in a very retired fashion in his villa 
at Grunewald. He himself goes out very 
little, but those who want to speak to him 
call on him at his residence. Parliamen
tarians, financiers and diplomats visit him 
when it suits their interests to do so, that 
is to say, very often. Except in his home, 
Maximilif'n Harden scarcely, if ever, makes 
his appearance in Berlin Society. The 
attaches at the Embassies, who go every
where, must have attended hundreds of 
dinners in the worlds of high Finance, and 
PolitICS, without meeting once the cele
brated publicist and polemic. He hardly 
shows himself in public. He generally 
prefers his own company. He allows his 
pen to speak or that of his colleagues, 
which latter, however, he inspires and even 
takes care to edit before publication. 

K. K. ATHAvALE. 

SAKUNTALA: lTS INNER MEANING 

(Translated from the Bengali of Ravindranath Tagore.) 

W ouldest thou the young years blossoms 
and the fruits of Its dechne. 

And all by which the soul is charmed, 
enraptured, feasted. fed, 

Wouldst thou the earth and heaven itself 
in one sole name combine? 

f name thee, 0 Sakuntjla! 
and all at ance is said. -Goethe. 

GOETH E, the master-poet of Europe, has 
summed up his criticism of Saleuntala 

", in a.- single quatrain ,; he bas not 

taken the poem to pieces. This quatrain 
seems to be a small thing like the flame of 
~ candle, but it lights up the whole drama 
in an instant ·and reveals its inner nature. 
In Goethe's words, Sakuntala blends together 
the young year's blossoms and the fruits of 
~ts maturity; it combines.heaven and earth 
1n one. 

We are apt to pass over this eulogy lightly 
as a mere poetical outb\lrst, We art aJX 
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to consider that it only means in effect that 
Goethe regarded Sakuntala as fine 
poetry. But it is not really so. His stanza 
breathes not the exaggeration of rapture, 
but the delibelatejudgment of a true critic. 
There is a special point in his words. 
Goethe says expressly that Sakuntala con
tains the history of a development,--the 
development of flower into fruit, of earth 
into heaven, of matter into spirit. 

In truth there are two unions in Sakuntala ; 
and the motif of the play is the progress 
from the earlier union of the First Act, with 
its earthly unstable beauty and romance, to 
the higher union in the heavenly hermitage 
of eternal bliss described in the last Act. 
This drama was meant not for dealing with 
a particular passion, not for developtng a 
particular character, but for translating the 
whole subject from one world to another,
to elevate love from the sphere of physical 
beauty to the eternal heaven of moral 
beauty. 

With the greatest ease Kalidas has effect
ed this junctiop of earth with heaven. His 
earth so naturally passes into heaven that 
we do not mark the boundary-line between 
the two. In the First Act the poet has not 
concealed the gross earthiness of the fall of 
Sakuntala: he has clearly shown, fn the 
conduct of the hero and the heroine alike, 
how much desire contributed to that fall. 
He has fully painted all the bladishments, 
playfulness and fluttering of the intoxicating 
sense of youth, the struggle between deep 
bashfulness and strong self-expression. This 
is a proof of the simplicity of Sakuntala ; 
she was not prepared beforehand for the out
bl.1rst of passion which the occasion of 
Dushyan ta's visi t called forth. Hence she had 
not learned how to restrain herself, how to 
hide her feeling,. Sakuntala had not known 
Cupid before; hence her heart was bare of 
armour, and she could not distrust -either 
the sentiment of love or the character of her 
lover. The daughter of the hermitage wu 
off her guard, just as the deer there knew 
not fear. 

Dushyanta's conquest of Sakuntala has 
been very naturally drawn. \Vida equal 
eQe bas the poet shown the deeper purity 
of bel' character in spite qf her faJl~-· her 
urt.ired innate chastity. This is another 
~ j(J~;.pli~ity. 

'1)ct ~.' Gf 'the forest MedtillO ~t 

to brush the dust off her petals. She stands 
bare; dust settles on her; but In spite of it 
she easily retams her own beautiful cleanli
ness. Dirt did settle on Sakuntala. but she 
was not even conscious of it. Like the 
simple wild deer, like the mountain spring, 
she stood forth pure in spite of mud. 

Kalidas has let his hermitage-bred youth
ful heroine follow the unsuspecting path of 
Nature; nowhere has he restrained her. 
And yet he has developed her into the 
model of a devoted wife, with her reserve, 
endurance of sorrow, and life of rigid 
spiritual discipline. At the beginning we 
see her self-forgetful and obedient to 
Nature's impulses lIke the plants and 
flowers; at the end we see her deeper 
feminine ~oul,--sober, patient under ill, 
intent on austerities, strictly regulated by 
the sacred laws of pIety. WIth matchless 
art Kalidas has placed his heroine on the 
meeting-point of action and calmness, of 
Nature and Law, of river and ocean, as it 
were. Her father was a hermit, but her 
mother was a nymph. Her birth was the 
outcome of interrupted aUloterities, but her 
nurture was m a hermitage, which is just 
the spot where Nature and austerities, 
beauty and restramt, are harmonised. 
There is none of the conventional bonds of 
society there, and yet we have the harder 
regulations of religion. Her gandharva 
marTlage, too, was of the same type; it 
had the wildness of Nature joined to the 
social tie of wedlock. The drama Sakuntala 
stands alone and unrivalled in all literature, 
because it depicts how Restraint can be 
harmonised with Freedom. All its joys 
and sorrows, unions and partings, pr0ceed 
from the conflict of these two forces. 

Sakuntala's simplicity is natural, that of 
Miranda is unnatural. The different cir
cumstances under which the two were 
brought up, account for this difference. 
Sakuntala's simplicity was not girt round 
by ignorance, as was the case with Miranda. 
We see in the First Act that Sakuntal~'s 
two companions did not let her remain 
unaware of the fact that she was in the 
fiAt bloom of you til. She had learnt to be 
bashful. But all theilt things arC! external. 
Her simplicity, on the Qt>her kud. i. more 
deeply seated, an-d so &)1(,\ is her p\lrlty~ 
To the very:em! tM poet. ___ .. t &be 
,baa no e~ ..... lof ~ ~~~ .. ~. 
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Her simplicity is innate. True, she knew 
something of the world, because the 
hermitage did not stand altogether outside 
society; the rules of home life were observed 
here too. She wa!> inexperienced though 
not ignorant of the ouu.ide world; but 
trustfulness was firmly enthroned in her 
heart. The simplicity which !oprings from 
such trustfulness had for a moment caused 
her fall, but it also redeemed her for ever. 
This trustfulness kept her constant to 
patience, forgiveness and loving kindness, 
inspite of the cruellest breach of her 
confidence. Miranda's simplicity was never 
subjected to such a fiery ordeal j it never 
clashed with knowledge of the world. 

Our rebellious passions raise storms. In 
this drama Kalidas has extinguished the 
volcanic fire of tumultuous passion by 
means of the tears of the penitent heart. 
But he has not dwelt too long on the 
disease,- he has just given us a glimpse of 
it and then dropped the veil. The desertion 
of bakuntala by the polygamous Dushyanta, 
which in real life would have happened as 
the natural consequence of his character, 
is here brought about by the curse of 
Durbasa. Otherwise, the desertion would 
have been so extremely cruel and pathetic 
as to destroy the peace and harmony of the 
whole play. But the poet has left a small 
ren~ in the veil through which we can get 
an Idea of the royal sin. It is in the Fifth 
Act. Just before Sakuntala arrives at court 
and is repudiated by her husband, the poet 
momentarily draws aside the curtain from 
the King's love affairs. Queen Hansapadika 
is singing to herself in her music room: 

"0 honey-bee! having sucked the mango
blossoms in your search for new honey, you 
have clean forgotten your recent loving wel
come by the lotus /" 

This tear-stained song of a stricken heart 
in the royal harem gives us a rude shock, 
especially as our heart was hitherto filled 
with Dushyanta's lo"e~passages with 
Sakuntala.. Only in the preceding Act we 
saw Sakuntala setting out fOI her husband's 
horpe in a very holy, sweet, and tender 
lXl()od, caTJl'itlg with ,erseH the blessings 
of the lYo.ry sage Kanva and the good 
'W.iahe4 C!)i the whcle forest world. And 
~qw, a .at." iall. Qn '" pjc:twe we ha.d so 
irQ ~, 1" ~d. W tW'~ 'Of love to 
~ ,,~-... : 

When the Jester asked, "What means this 
sor,g?" Dushyanta smiled and said, "We 
desert our lasses after a short spell of love
making, and therefore I have deserved this 
strong rebuke from Queen Hansapaclika." 
This indication of the fickleness of royal 
love is not purposeless at the beginning of the 
Fifth Act. With masterly skill the poet 
here shows that what Durbasa's curse had 
brought about had its seeds in human 
nature. 

In passing from the Fourth Act to the Fifth 
we suddenly enter a new atmosphere; from 
the ideal world of the hermitage we go 
forth to the royal court with its hard hearts, 
crooked ways of love-making, difficulties of 
union. The beauteous dreaQJ of the hermit
age is about to be broken. The two young 
monks who are escorting Sakuntala, at 
once feel that they have entered an al
together different world, "a house encircled 
by fire!" By such touches at the beginning 
of the Fifth Act, the poet prepare!> us for 
the repudiation of Sankuntala at its end, 
lest the blow should be too severe for us. 

Then comes the repudiation. Sakuntala 
feels as if she has been suddenly struck with 
a thunderbolt. Like a deer stricken by a 
trusted hand, this daughter of the forest 
looks on in blank surprise, terror, and 
anguish. At one blow she is hurled away 
from the hermitage, both literal and 
metaphorical, in which she has so long lived. 
She loses her connect jon with the loving 
friends, the birds, beasts and plants, and the 
beauty, peace, and purity of her former life. 
She now stands alone, shelterless. In one 
moment the music of the first four Acts is 
stilled! 

o the deep silence and loneliness that then 
surround her! She whose tender heart had 
made the whole wf}rld of the hermitage her 
own folk, today stands absolutely alone. 
She fills this vast vacuity with her mighty 
sorrow. With rare poetic insight Kalidas 
has declined to restore Sakuntala to Kanva's 
hermitage .. After. the . renunciation by 
Dushyanta It was ImpOSSible for her to live 
in harolony with that hermitage in the 
way she had done before.... She was no 
longer her former self; her relation wjth the 
universe had changed. Had she been placed 
again amidst her old surroundings. it would 
only have cruelly cm:hibitec:l the utter in
consistency of the whole tituation. A 
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mighty silence! was now needed, worthy of 
the mighty grief of the mourner. But the 
poet has not shown us the picture of Sakun
tala in the new helmitage,-parted from the 
friends of her girlhood, and nursing the 
grief of separation from her lover. The 
silence of the poet only deepens our sense 
of the silence and vacancy which here 
reigned round Sakuntala. Had the repudia
ted wife been taken back to Kanva's home, 
that hermitage would have spoken. To 
our imagination its trees and creepers would 
have wept, the two girl friends would have 
mourned for Sakuntala, even if the poet had 
not said a word about it. But in the 
unfamiliar hermitage of Marich, all is still 
and silent to us j only we have before our 
mind's eye a picture of the world-abandoned 
Sakuntala's inhl1itt "orrow. disciplined by 
penance, sedate and resigned,--· seated like 
a recluse rapt in meditation. 

Dushyanta is now consumed by remorse. 
This remorse is tapasya. So lung as Sakun
tala was not won by means of this repent
ance, there was no glory in winning her .... 
One sudden gust of youthful impulse had 
in a moment given her up to Dushyanta, 
but that was not the true, the full winning 
of her. The best means of winning is by devo
tion, by tapasya. What is easily gained js as 
easily lost .... Therefore, the poet has made 
the two lovers undergo a long and austere 
tapasya that they may gain each other truly 
eternally. If Dushyanta had accepted 
Sakuntala when she' was first brought to 
his court. she would have only added to the 
numl-er of Hansapadikas, occupied a corner 
of the royal harem, and passed the rest of 
ber life in neglect, gloom and uselessness! 

It was a blessing in disguise for Sakuntala 
that Dushyanta abjured her with cruel 
sternness. When afterwards this cruelty 
reacted on himself, it prevented him from 
remaining indifferent to Sakuntala. His 
\lnceasing and in tense grief fused his heart 
and welded Sakuntala with it. Never 
before had the king met with iluch' an 
experien~. Never before had he had the 
occasion and means of loving truly. Kings 
are unl\lcky in this respect; their desires 
are so easily satisned that they never get 
wb~t is to be _ained by devotion alone. 

"F.te i2O'W plun~~d Du$hyaJ1ta in.tQ deep grief 
.~ thu~JU,t4el him w,rthy' of true lov:e, 
;~ h'\tIlll,te1l0~ the rote -oJ a rake. 

(I l ( " 

Thus has Kalidas burnt away vice in the 
internal fire of the sinner's heart; he has 
not tried to conceal it from the outside. 
,Vhen the curtain drops on the last Act, 
we feel that all the evil has been destroyed 
as on a funeral pyre, and the peace born 
of a perfect and satisfactory fruition reigns 
in our hearts. Kalidas has internally, 
deeply cut away the roots of the poi~on 
tree, which a sudden force from the outside 
had planted. He bas made the physical 
union uf DU3hyallta and Sakuntala tread 
the path of sorrow, and thereby chaste~ed 
and sublimated it into a moral umon. 
Hence did Goethe rightly say that Sakuntala 
combines the blossoms of Spring with the 
fruits of Autumn, it combines Heaven and 
Earth. Truly in Sakuntala there is one 
Paradise /o"t and another Paradise regained. 

The poet has shown how the union of 
Dushyanta and Sakuntala in the First Act 
as m'ere lovers is futile, while their union 
in the last Act as the parent~ of Bharat is 
a true union. The First Act is full of 
brilliancy and movement. We there have a 
hermit's daughter In the exuberance of 
youth, her two companions running over 
with playfulness, the newly flowering forest 
creeper, the bee intoxicated with perfume, 
the fascinated king peeping from behjnd the 
trees. From this Eden of bliss Sakuntala, 
the mere Isweetheart of Dushyanta, is exiled 
in disgrace. But far different was the 
aspect of the other hermitage where S~kun
tala,--the mother of Bharat and the lOcar
nation of goodness,-took refuge. There 
no hermit girls water the trees, nor bedew 
the creepers with their loving sister-like 
looks, nor feed the young fawn with hand
fuls of paddy. There a bingle boy fills the 
loving bosom of the entire forest world; 
he absorbs all the liveliness of the trees, 
creepers, flowers and foliage. The matrons 
of the hermitage, in their loving anxiety, 
are fully tak~n up with the unruly boy. 
When Sakuntala appears, we see her clad 
in a dusty robe. face pale with austerities, ... 
doing the penance of a lorn wife, pure
souled. Her long penances ha.ve purged 
her of the evil of he .. first union with 
Dushyanta; she is "dw inveatc& with the 
dignity of a ma.tr~.. 'I~ is .c;, iu..age of 
m,qcheWood, tepper ~d gm,,: ";ltihQ ~ 
t~her~,1,' P, " ~" 
'~,' J h 'I ' , """ba$ .w.n ~ .~J~ :JfI t Ir) t....,!.. ~ I _ ,,\ 
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sambhava, that the Beauty that goes hand 
in hand with Moral Law is eternal, that 
the calm, controlled and beneficent form of 
Love is its best form, that Beauty is truly 
charm;ng under restraint and decays quickly 
when it gets wild and unfettered. This 
ancient poet of India refuses to recognise 
Love as its own highest glory; he proclaims 
that Goodness is the final goal of Love. 
He teaches us that the love of man and 
woman is not beautiful, not lasting, not 
fruitful,-so long as it is self-centred, so 
long as it does not beget Goodness, so long 
as it does not diffuse itself in society over 
son and daughter, guests and neighbours. 

The two peculiar principle!> of India are 
the beneficent tt"e of home It"fe on the one 
hand, and the liberty of the soul abstracted 
from the world on the other. In the world 
India is variously connected with many 
races and many creeds; she cannot reject 
any of them. But on the altar of devotion 
(tapasya) India sits alone. Kalidas has 
shown, both in Sakuntala and Kumara
sambhava, that there is a harmony between 
these two principles, an easy transition from 
the one to the other. In his hermitage 

human boys play with lion cubs, and the 
hermit-spirit is reconciled with the spirit of 
the householder. 

On the foundation of the hermitage of 
recluses Kalidas has built the home of the 
householder. He has rescued the relation 
of the sexes from the sway of Just and 
enthroned it on the holy and pure seat of 
asceticism. In the sacred books of the 
Hindus the ordered relation of the sexes has 
been defined by strict injunctions and Laws. 
Kalidas has demonstrated that relation by 
means of the elements of Beauty. The 
Beauty that he adores is lit up by grace, 
modesty, and goodness; in its intensity it is 
true to one for ever; in its range it embraces 
the whole universe. It is fulfilled by re
nunciation, gratified by sorrow, and rendered 
eternal by religion. In the midst of this 
Beauty, the impetuous unruly love of man 
and woman has restrained itself and attained 
to a profound peace, like a wild torrent 
merged in the ocean of Goodness. Therefore 
is such Love higher and more wonderful 
than wild and unrestrained Passion. 

]ADUNATH SARKAR. 

A GREAT OCCASION AND AN APPEAL 

I N May 19II, happens the 2500th anniver
sary of the enlightenment of Gautama 
Buddha, perhaps the greatest historical 

figure in human history, and undoubtedly 
the greatest and the noblest son of India 
of the historical period. On the full-moon 
day of Asarha (July" the Gentle Master 
preached His first sermon in the Deer Park 
near Benares, and in October, He sent His 
first disciples to preach the Law of the 
Dharma. There can be no greater occasion 
for India to begin tQ pay her long neglected 
homag~ to the m:~' of her. moet a~or
able 'I eacher, by a ~at,natlona.l festival 
~d pilgrim~e. to Budh .. Gya or 

. Sarn~th., It se~ltls ble at. to w~Y 
Ind~ with het hero-worship 
a,ll();v~ "o~e of to drop 
altogeth,tr' ftQtn ition. To 
.y;,. tha:~ ~",d~~!1' by Hipdu 

" 

India as one of the ten avatars of Vishnu, 
is to utter only a half-truth. Among all 
the literary references of Buddha's avatar
hood in Sanskrit literature, that of Jayadeva 
in his immortal lyrics only seems to show. 
a national as well as a historical sense. To 
Hindu India, whether to the orthodox or 
the common people, the name of Buddha 
is little known and less does He inspire 
any of them to nobler thoughts or actions. 
Even in Budh-Gya, where millions of Hindu 
pilgrims go to perform rites in memory of 
their departed ancestors under the Akshaya 
Bat, and incidentally with their chara.cter
istic devotion offer a few flowerS" and a 
'prayer at the feet of the Blessed One. never 
do they realize the greatness of the oc:casioJl 
or ever suspect that He is the real object 
of the pilgrimage continued. froan the ()lcl 
old days, but nQW diverted! Yet during _ 
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tirthas, in the Mahabharata! It would 
appear, indeed, that when the Himawant 
began to be parcelled out into a series of 
Mahabharata stations, sometime under the 
later Guptas, the undertaking was in direct 
and conscious succession to an earlier 
appropriation of the regions further west, 
as stations of the Jatakas, or Birth stories of 
Buddha. We ought not, in the attempt to 
follow up some of the thousand and one 
threads of interest that our traveller leave!; 
for us, to forget the one or two glimpses of 
himself that he vouchsafes us. Never can 
one who has read it, forget the story of his 
visit to the cave that he knew, on the hill 
of Gridhrakuta, where Buddha used to 
meditate, in Old Hajgir: 

"Fa-Hian, having purchased in the nt'w town 
perfumes, flowers, and oit tamp" hired two aged 
bhikshus to conducl him to the grob dllli to the hill 
Khi-che. Having made an oblation of thc perfumes 

I and the flowers, the lamp~ increased the brilliance. 
Grief and emotion affected him even to tears. He 
said: 'Formerly, in this very place was Huddha. 
Here he taught the Sheou-Ieng-yan:* Fa-Hian, 
unable to behold Buddha in life, has but witnessed 
the traces of his sojourn. Still, it is something- to 
have recited the Sheon-Ieng-yan before the cave, and 
to have dwelt there one night !' " 

But Fa-Hian, enthusiast as he was, and 
capable of supreme exertions, in the cause 
of the Faith and China, was not this alone. 
There was also, in that grave and modest 
nature, a chord that vibrated t(, the thought 
of home_ "He longed ardently," he says, 
when he has already reached the South of 
China, "to see Chhang'an again, but 
that which he had at heart being a weighty 
matter, he halted, in the South, where 
the\' masters published the Sacred Books 
and the Precepts." Thus he excuses 
himself for a brief delay on the way back 
to his native province. But if he feels 

• The things which are difficult to discriminate from 
one another, 

thus, when he has already landed on Chinese 
shores, what must have been his longing, 
while still in foreign lands? In Ceylon, 
seated before the blue jasper image of 
Buddha, perhaps at Anuradhapur::t, he 
pauses to tell us: 

"Many years had now elapsed, since Fa-Hiall left 
th~ land of Han. The peoplf~ with whom he mingled 
Wl~re mcn of foreign lands. The hilis, the rivers, the 
plants, the trel'S, ,'very thing- that hilcl met his eyes, 
was strange to him, And what was more, those 
who had begun the journey with him, were now 
separated f!'Olll him. Some h;ld remained behind, 
and some had died. Ever reflecting on the past, his 
heart was thoughtful and dejected. Suddenly, while 
at the side of this jasper figure, he \){'held a merch;mt, 
pl'esenting in homagp to it a fan of white lute-stri!"g, 
of the country of Tsin. Without anv 0111' perceivll1g 
it, this excited so gl-eat an el11ntiOIl, that the tears 
flowed and filled his eves." 

Nor can wt' forget the "imple and beautiful 
counter-signature which seems to have been 
affixed b}= the learneJ hody to whom he 
presented it, to Fa-Hian's Written Summary 
ot his Travels. After telling how they met 
Fa-Hian, and discoursed with him, interro
gating him, and after telling how his words 
inspireJ trust, his good faith lent confidence 
to his recital, the scribe of the Chinese 
University, or Secretary to the Imperial 
Geographical Society, as it may have been, 
"the masters" as in any case, he calls them, 
ends thus :--- -

"They were touched with thest' words. They 
were touched to behold sllch a mall: thevobserved 
among's! themselves that a verv few h-ad ind~ed 
expatriated themselves for the sake of the Doctnne, 
but no one had ever forgotten Self, in que,t of the law, 
;;.s Fa-Hian had done. One must know the conviction 
wh;ch trllth produces, otherwis{, one cannot part.,ke 
of the zeal which produ('e~ earnestness. Without 
merit and without activity, notliing is achieved. On 
accomplishing aught, with merit and with <!ctivity, 
how shal\ one be abandoned to oblivion? To lose 
what is esteemed-to esteem what mankind forget
Oh!" 

NIVEDITA OF RK.-V. 

THE FUTURE OF INDIA 

,(Fro;'" tit; Bengali 01 Ravindra Nath Tagore.) 
t r .~ 

I NDIA'S History is the Hist~ry of what 
people? On a day afar off~he white 
Aryans entered India after o\ercoming 

all the stupendous barrierS of nature and 
man ;b~ pu-shing aside like a thick curtain 

the dark wide forests which had spread over 
the face of this vast land from east to west, 
they opened the <ioorsof a theatre, brightly 
l,it ,up, open to the ,sky" rich. with !Varie.~ 
(erorll " and plants, - fh4IW \!1!!doll1 t , thetr 
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power, their devotion that day laid the 
foundations of Indian history. But they 
could not say "India is ours only." 

The Aryans merged in the non-Aryans. 
Even in the primitive age when the Aryan 
power was unimpaired, they used to marry 
non-Aryan Sudra women below their caste. 
Thereafter in the Buddhistic age this 
amalgamation became more unrestricted. 
When Buddhism declined and Hindu society 

'set to repair its ring-fence and wished to 
raise a granite wall round itself, the 
country's condition was such that in many 
places no pure Brahman could be met with, 
in many places Brahmans had to be invited 
from other provinces, and in many others, as 
tradition records, the king's command 
invested men with the sacred thread and 
turned them into Brahmans. The purity 
of race on which the Aryans once prided 
themselves, has been defiled; the Aryans, by 
mixing with the Sudras, adopting many 
non-An'an cllstoms, creeds, gods and rites, 
and incorporating them into their society, 
have created a new societv named Hindu 
Society which is not only di'fferent from but 
in many respects also antagonistic to 
Vedic Society. 

Did Indian history come to a full stop at 
this point in the pa~t? Did God allow her 
to Eay "The history of India is only the 
history of the Hindus"? In the India· of 
the Hindus, when the Rajput princes dis
played the suicidal pride of valour by mutu
al war and carnage, in that age the Mus
lims entered the land through that loophole 
of internal djscord; the new-comers spread 
on alI sides, and by living and dying here 
for generations made the soil their own. 

If we draw the line here: and say, "Thus 
far, and no farther", we shall be only turning 
Indian history into a mere Hindu-Musal
man history. But the Supreme Architect 
who is ever building up human society 
wider and wider from a narrow centre to 
a vast circumfercnce,-will He drop that 
plan to gra tify our pride? 

It is a mistake to imagine that God's 
Court attaches any importance to the ques
tion as to.who will own India,-you or I, 
Hindll or Musalman or any other race that 
may se,t .v.p itil dominion here. Don't think 
that ~~s holding a court where the law
y,ers oI~~~eren~ parties are fighting over their 
res~ ~auns, and tha.t .when the caSe 

is finally decided, one party-Hindu, .Musal
man, English or any other race,-wIlI get 
a full decree and set up its banner of owner
ship on the land. In our vain pride we 
imagine that in this world legal right fights 
against legal rights, whereas the only fight 
waged is between truth and falsehood. 

Whatever is best, whatever is fullest, what
ever is the supreme truth, that is for all; and 
that is ever trying to assert itself through 
every conflict and opposition. In proportion 
as w~ try to advance that with all our will, in 
that proportion only will our efforts succeed. 
The attempt to secure one's own triumph, 
either as an individual or as a part of a 
nation, ha~ no abiding influence on the 
divine order of things, The banner of 
Grecian conquest, under A lexandcr's guid
ance, failed to bring the whole earth under 
one sceptre. The fai 1 u re dashed to th.e. ground 
Grecian ambition, but that ambItIOn has 
no bearing on the world today. The 
Roman universal empire in the course of 
its building was split up and scattNed .over 
Europe by collision with .the Barbana,~s. 
Rome's amhition was unreahsed, but who III 
the world will mourn the loss today? 
Greece and Rome ha ve loaded the reaped 
harvest of their achievements in the golden 
boat of Time,* but they themselves have not 
got any seat for ever in that boat, and 
Time is no loser by this fact, on!y it has 
been spared a useless burden. 

The final purpose of the history that. is 
being built up in India is not that the Hm
dus or any other race will predomi~ate here. 
Indian history has no less an object than 
this -···that here the history of man will 
att;in to a special fulfilment and give an 
unprecedented form to its perfection, 
and make that perfection the property 
of all mankind. If in modelling the image 
of this perfection, the Hindu, Muslim or 
Englishman utterly removes all trace of 
his own existing individual features, he may 
thereby no doubt destroy his nati~nal pride, 
but neither Truth nor Goodness Will suffer. 

We are here to build up the Greater India. 
We are only an ingredient of it. BU,t if 
any building material tums contumaC10US 
and says, "We are the final thin~, we wilt 
not mix. with the whole, we wlll preserve 

• The allusion is to the author'!> poem, Sonar Til.,;, 
-PI' The Golden. Boat. 
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our separate existence," -then all calcula
tibns are upset. A bit of ingredient that 
cannot be built into a vast structure but 
persists in maintaining its life apart,.-is 
sure to be discarded one day. But he who 
says "I am nothing in myself; I am wholly 
reserved for that whole which is being 
built," will lose his littleness and will be 
preserved for ever as a part of a vaster 
thing. Similarly, that element of India 
,Which refuses to mix with the whole, which 
wants to stand isolated from the rest 
by concealing itself under the veil of a 
pl1rticular past, -will only set up obstruc
tions round itself, and the Divine Ordainer 
of India's history will send down on such 
an element blow after blow till at last it 
will be either crushed by supreme suffering 
into sameness With thc rest, or "wept off 
altogether as a useless encumbrance. For. 
remember, India's history is not merely our 
history; on the other hand we have - been 
eollec'ted here for building Indian history 
with. If we do not render ourselves worthy 
of this task, we alone shall perish. if 
we take pride in keeping ourselves pure 
and isolated by avoiding everv sort of con
nection with every race, if we ~ma,(6ne that 
Our history has been destined to perpetuate 
this pride in our successive generations,
if we ima.gine that oilr religion is ours only, 
that our ceremonies are peculiar to U!;, that 
none else should enter our place of worship, 
that our (sacred) lore should be locked up 
in our special iron safe,--then we shall be 
unwillingly declaring only this that we 
have been sentenced to death in the universe, 
and are waiting for it in a prison of our 
own building. 

Recently the English have come from 
the west and occupied a chief place in Indian 
history. This event is not uncalled for 
not accidental. India would have bee~ 
shorn ·of fulness if it had missed contact with 
the west. The lamp of Europe is still 
burnihg. We must kirtdle our old extin
guished lamp at that flame and start again 

. on the road of Time. Do you think that 
our a.n~eitors had 3000 years ago finished 
~cqulrl"g.~hatever the world can ever give 
to, man? No, we are not so unfortunate, nor 
is the. world so poor, as tpat supposition 
itnplies •. If it he true that all that is possible 
:fbr usto.atitieve 'was already achiev~d in the 
i'4ri, then we are utt«:~ly useless in the wdrld's 

field of action, and the earth will not retain 
such a burden as our race. If we believe that 
we attained to our utmost possible of per
fection in the age of our great grandfathers, 
if we try, by means of all our ceremonies 
and dogmas, to avoid contact with the 
present,-then what present can urge us, 
what future can lure us on to an active 
existence? The English have battered 
down our shaky door and entered our 
house like the messengers of the world's 
Feastgiver in order to kindle among us 
a new energy-an energy which will 
prove our conviction that we too are 
needed by this world, that our work 
here is not confined to our petty selves 
but must ever remain alive and keep us 
alive by forming a daily increasing and 
manifold tie of knowledge, of love, of 
deed, between us and genera) humanity,
by means of many contrivances, many 
instigations. So long as we do not achieve 
the true purpose of the coming of the 
English, so long as we do not start 
in their company to join the world's great 
sacrifical feagt,-·-even so long will they 
hustle us, break our easy slothful slumber. 

So long as we do not respond to the call 
of the English, so long as our contact with 
them does not bear its true fruit,··we shall 
have no power to drive them out by force. 
The English have been sent (by the Most 
High) on a mission, viz., to prepare that India 
which sprouted in the Past and is now 
developing its branches towards the Future. 
That India is the India of all humanity,·-
what right have we to exclude the English 
from that India before the time is ripe for 
it? What are we to Great Indirl? Is thM 
the India of us only? And what are "we"? 
-Bengalis only, Marathas only? Panjahis 
only? Hindus only, or Muhammadans? 
No, those who will one day be ablQ to 
say with perfect truth "we are India, we 
are Indians," all (whether Hindus, Muslims, 
Englishmen or any other race) who will 
join that undivided vast 'we' and be iricor
porated with it,-they and they alone will 
have the right to order who should stay in 
India and who should go out of it. 

We must fulfil the purpose of our connec
tiot\. with the Eriglish. THis i$ our t~k 
to-day in the building upti{ Grelit rttiiia. 
If we turn our face aside, if 'we iSbhl.te odr
$~Ives,if wetefuse Ito ;a¢tept ·any'l.be'w 
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element, we shall still fail to resist the 
march of Time, we shall fail to impoverish 
and defraud Indian history. 

The highest intellects of our country in the 
modern age have spent their lives at the 
task of reconciling the \Vest to the East. 
For instance, Ram Mohan Ray. One day 
he stood up alone to unite India with the 
rest of the world on the common basis of 
humanity; no custom, no convention could 
obstruct his vision. With a wonderfully 
liberal heart and liberal head he could 
accept the West without discarding the 
East. In every department he alone laid 
the foundations of New Bengal. Thus in 
the teeth of every opposition from his fellow
countrymen, he all alone extended the field 
of our thought and action .from the East to 
the West, he gave us the eternal heritage 
of man, the free heritage of Truth, he made 
us realise that we are of the whole earth, 
that Buddha, Christ and Muhammad lived 
and died for us, too. For each one of us 
has heen garnered the fruit of the devotion 
of India's sages (rishis); in whatever quar
ter of the globe a great man has removed 
the barrier to Truth, or taken off the chains 
of inertia and set free the fettered powers 
of man, he is truly our own, each of us is 
truly blessed by him. Ram Mohan I<ay 
did not keep the soul of India contracted 
or hedged round; he has made it spread in 
space and time, he has built a bridge 
between India and Europe; therefore it is 
that he still continues as a force in India's 
reconstruction. No hlind habit, no petty 
pride, could lead him to wage a foolish 
conflict with the purpose of great Time ;-
of that purpose which did not expire 
in the Past, but, is advancing towards the 
Future, he has borne the banner, like a 
hero in scorn of all obstacles. 

h Southern India, M. G. Ranade spent 
his life in linking together the East and the 
West. In his nature lay that creative power, 
that spirit of harmony, which binds men 
together, which builds up society, which 
banishes discord, and disarms the forces mar
shalled against truth, charity and activity. 
Therefore he could rise above all the sorrows 
and pettirtess of the day, in spite of the diver
'5ity of 'customs and conflict of interests 
between Indians and Englishmen. His 
capacious heart and liberal intellect were 
'ceaselessly nusy in broadening the road by 

which India can acquire the materials for 
GREAT INDIA'S history which the English 
are bringing,-in removing every obstacle 
to the completion of India. 

The great man whom Bengal lost a few 
years ago, VivekanallJ, too, stood midway 
between the East and the West. His life's 
lesson is not that we should exclude the 
influence of the West frolIl Indian history 
and keep India shrunk and stunted for ever 
amidst narrow conventions. His was the 
genius that can assimilate, harmonise, create. 
He consecrated his life to the task of build
ing a road by which Indian ideals may 
reach the West, and western ideals may 
reach India. 

From the day when Bankim Chandra in 
his Bangadarshan magazine suddenly pro
claimed the feast of union between the 
gast and the Vvest,--an immortal 5Jpirit 
entered Bengali literature; Ben~ali litera
ture took th~ road to success by joining in 
the purpose of great Time. That Bengali 
literature has so rapidly grown is only 
because it has torn off all those artificial 
bands which prevented it from uniting with 
the world's literature. It is being gradually 
so developed that it can easily make 
the ideas and spirit of the West its own. 
Hankim is great not merely by reason of 
what he himself wrote, but also because his 
genius smoothed the highroad of intel!ectual 
traffic between the East and the West in 
Bengali literature. The fact that this 
spirit of harmony has been set up amidst 
Bengali literature, has inspired its creative 
power. 

Thus we see from every side that the 
truly great men of modern India, the ins
pirers of the new age, have such an innate 
liberality of mental constitution that in their 
lives neither the East nor the \Vest is 
opposed and repressed, but both attain to 
fruition together. 

Our educated men now-a-days think that 
the attempt of the various races in Indi.a 
to unite proceeds from a desire to gain 
political strength. But by so thinking we 
make what is large subordinate to what is 
small. The union of all races in India 
is higher than all other aims, because it is 
the only means of attaining to the fulness of 
humanity. Our failure to unite contrafJ,.!l 
the root of our humanity, hence all our 
powers have grown weak and are receiving 
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checks everywhere. It is our sin j it has 
impaired our virtue, hence it has impaired 
all our powers. 

Our efforts at union will succeed only if 
we look at this movement for union from that 
religious point df view. But the religious 
spirit is not limited within to any petty pride 
of race or political need. If we follow that 
religious spirit, our harmonising desire 
will not be limited to the numerous petty 
races of India, but will ever try to make 
even the English a part of the Indian nation. 

How should we regard the hostility which 
has recently sprung up between the English 
and the educated (and even uneducated) 
public of India 7 Is there no true principle 
involved in it? Is it merely due to the arts 
of a few conspirators? Is the present C0unter
gale of hostility entirely opposed to the 
history that is heing built up by the union 
and conflict of the vClr,ous races and forces 
that have assembled in the broad field of 
India? Let us ascertain the real signi
ficance of this hostility. 

The Indian philos~phy of bhakti regards 
even hostility as an element of union .. The 
legend runs that Ravana gained salvation 
by fighting a!{ainst God! The meaning of 
the story is that we perceive a truth most 
intimately wht:n we are defeated by it. If 
we accept a truth easily, unquestioningly, we 
do not get the whole of it. Therefore 
scientific truth h,IS established itself only 
by fighting hald against doubt and contra
diction. 

We once went abegging to Europe, 
foolishly, inertly. Our reason was so clouded 
that we could not see that true acquisition 
cannot come from be!{ging, that knowledge 
and political power alike have to be earned, 
i.e., to be acquired by "one's own power 
in the teeth of opposjtion and confli.ct j what 
is put as alms into our hands is not truly our 
own. A manner of acquisition which is 
humiliating to us cannot be a source of gain 
to us. 

From this cause it is that for some time 
past we have rebelled against Western 
education and influence. A new-born self
respect has pushed us back from Europe 
towards our own country. In obedience to 
the will of great Time, this necessary self
respect arose in us. Hitherto we had been 
taking things from the West wjthout examin
a.tion; without objection, weakly, humbly; 

we could not t~st them, appraise their value 
and thereby make them our own; these 
foreign acquisi tions had become the acci,· 
dents or luxuries of our life. Hence there has 
COme a force of reaction against them. 

That Ram Mohan l~av could absorb the 
Western spirit was bec~use the West did 
nOt overpower him, he was not weak 
within. He stood on his own achievements 
when he was gathering in foreign things. 
He knew wherein India's true wealth lay, 
and he had made it his own; so, when he 
got anything from any other country, he had 
the instrument for weighing and measuring 
it. He did not, like a simpleton, sell him
self for things whose yalue he could not 
understand. 

This power which lay innate in the cha
racter of the fir~t leader of New India, is 
now trying to express itself in us through 
many movements and counter-movements, 
actions and n:actions. Therefore, this 
attempt runs to the opposi te ex tremes 
in turn. Extreme Anglo-philism and 
extreme Anglo-phobia arc alike pushing us 
and their resultant force i~ leading us on 
to our goal. 

The present conflict between the English 
and the Indians is the result of this reac
tion j--our inner nature was being crushed 
while we took in English thought and 
power inertly, submissively. The pain in 
Our nature accumulated unseen, and has 
now suddenly revealed itself and turned 
the hearts of the country strongly away 
from things English. 

Nor is ihis the only cause. The West 
has entered the house of India, we cannot 
turn it out in disappointment, we must 
make it our own by our own strength. If 
We lack that native power of absorption, 
then the aim of Time meets with a check 
and causes a revolution. On the other 
hand, if the West grudges to express its true 
self to us, that too will bring about unrest. 

If we do not meet with what is best, what 
is true, in the English people, if we see 
the English chiefly as soldiers or merchants, 
or as the mere drivers of the official machine 
by which the administration is conducted. if 
we do not come in contact with them in the 
field where men meet.men as friends' and 
can take each other to the heart, if we are 
kept under regulation and isolation from 
one a.nother,-then each mt.1st certainly 
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be a cause of great sorrow to the other. In 
such circumstances the stronger party can 
pass Sedition Acts and try to tie down in 
iron chains the discontent of the weaker 
party, hut it will be only chaining discon
tent not removing it. Yet the discontent 
does not affect one party only. The Eng
lish have no joy whatever while they live 
among the Indians. The Englishman in 
India tries l~very means to shun the company 
of Indians as a painful thing' to be put up 
with. At one time great souls like David 
Hare came very close to us and held before 
us a picture· of the nobility of the 
English char~lcter, and the Indian students of 
that age really surrendered their hearts to 
the English race. But the English profes
sors of the present day not only fail to bring 
to us the best features of their race, but 
they, by lowering the English ideal to us, 
also make our hearts averse to the English 
from our childhood. The result is that our 
modern ~tudents do not accept English learn
ing and English literature with all their 
heart as the first set of our students did; 
they swallow but do not assimilate. 
We do not now see any Indian student 
steeping hi~ soul in the poetry of Shakespeare 
or Byron with passionate enthusiasm as in 
the days of the old Hindu College. The 
loving connection which English literature 
can establish between us and the English 
race, is now meeting with checks. The 
Englishman . in India.- be he professor, 
magistrate, merchant, or police superinten
dent,-·in all his dealings with us is not 
freely placing before us an example of the 
highest development of English civilisation. 
So the English are depriving us of the high
est benefit we can derive from their coming 
to India, they are repressing our inherent 
powers, and curbing our self-respect. Good 
government and good laws alone are 
not the highest benefits to mankind. 
Office, court, law, rule,-these things do 
not constitute man. Man wants man, 
and if he gets that, he is ready to put up 
with many sorrows and many wants. 
Justice and law as a substitute for man is 
like stone as a substitute for bread. The 
stone may be a rare and precions thing, but 
it cannot remove (the heart's) hunger. 

It is because the fuJI union of the East 
and the West is being thus obstructed, that 
all sorts o~ troubles are now raising their 

heads. It is an intolerable and harmful 
state of things when two races live close 
together and yet do not mix. One day the 
effort to remedy this situation is sure to assert 
itself. It is a revolt of the heart, and hence 
it does not count the cost of its conse
quences, it is even ready to accept suicide. 

But, for all that, it is true that this repul
sion is temporary, because we are hound to 
unite truly with the West, and India has 
no escape from accepting whatever is 
worthy of acceptance in the West. So long 
as a fruit is not ripe it must cling to the 
branch, and if it is then detached from the 
branch it will not attain to maturity. 

\Ve are responsible for the failure of the 
English to fully unfold in India whatever 
is best in their race. Remove our want, 
and their miserliness will vanish of itself. 
The Scripture rightly says, "Unto him that 
hath, will be given." 

We must gain strength of every kind; 
then only can the English give us that 
which they have come here to impart. So 
long as they despise us, our union with them 
is impossible, and we must again and again 
return empty-handed from their doors. 

\"ie cannot acquire with ease whatever is 
greatest, whatever is best in the English; 
we must win them. If the English are good 
to us out of pity, it will not benefit us. It 
is only by our humanity that we can -
rouse their humanity; there is no easier 
way than this to gain truth. Remember 
that whatever is best among English insti
tutions has been acquired even by the 
English at the cost of hard suffering, storm 
and stress. If we wish to get that truly. we 
must have strength within liS. Those of us 
who present themselves at the court of the 
English with folded palm~ and lowered head, 
in search of title, honour or post, only draw 
out the Englishman's meaner elements ; they 
corrupt the manner of England's expression 
of herself in India. Again, those of us who, 
in reckless uncontrolled fury, want to attack 
the English wildly, only rouse the baser 
nature of the foreigner. If we say that 
India has stimulated to an extreme the 
Englishman's cupidity, haughtiness, coward
ice or cruelty. then it wi II not do to cast 
the blame for it on the English, U)e must 
bear the major portion of the offence.".;, 

In their own land, English society is ever 
applying various means from all directiOIls 
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to keep down the lower nature of the 
Englishman and rouse his nobler self; the 
whole force of society is working without 
respite to keep each member on a high level. 
By this means English society hy sleepless 
vigilance is exacting for itself the fullest 
benefit that in general it can possibly derive 
from its body. . 

In India this influence of English 'Iociety 
does not fully operate on the Englishman. 
Here the Englishman is not joined to any 
society with the fulness of man. The 
English society here is a narrow profes
sional Civilian Society, Merchant Society, 
or Military Society. The conventions of 
each such society are constantly raising 
round it a hard crust, but there is no force 
in powerful operation around it to break the 
crust by causing a contact with full huma
nity. The 1ndi"an clivirollUJcnt can only 
develop them into strong civilians, devoted 
merchants, and pucca soldiers; hence we do 
not feel their contact as human contact. 
Therefore, when a Civilian sits on the Crimi
nal Bench of the High Court we are seized 
with despair, because we fear that from 
him we can only expect a Civilian's justice 
and not a judge'S justice. 

Again, in our trade with England, 
Indian society, hy reason of its misery and 
weakness, cannot keep awake the English
ism of the English. Therefore, India is 
being deprived of the benefit which she 
might have got if true Englishmen had 
come here. We only n:eet with \Vestern 
merchants, soldiers and Burra Sahibs of 
courts and offices, but the Eastern m'7n does 
not m~et the Western man. It is only 
because the western man is not revealmg 
himself, that we are having all ollr unrest 
and conflict, all ollr sorrow and shame. 
And we must confess that there is failing 
on our palt too, for which the true English 
nature is not revealing, itself, nay, even 
undergoing a distot;tion here. As the 
Upanishads have it, '''The Supreme Spirit 
annat be attained by the weak"; no great 
"tr.uth can be gained by the weak; he who 
wishe,! to gain a god must have divine qua-
litiesin his own nature. 
,,,';t is not by violent speech or rash deed 

.tft4tP'fe's strength is shown. Sacrifice is the 
S1 ." f strength. So long as the ,Indians 
wilwelcome the good by displaying 

':.ai . .apin of self-sacrifice, so long as tlley 

will not be able to renounce fear, self-interest 
and comfort, for the good of the whole 
country,-even so long all that we ask for 
from the l<-:nglish will be like begging alms, 
and all that we get by so begging will only 
increase our shame and weakness. When 
we make our country truly our own 
hy our exertions, by our sacrifices, when 
we estahlish our true right over our 
cuuntry by devoting all our powers to 
promote education and public health, and 
thereby remove all the wants of the country 
and make every improvement,-then we 
shall not have to stand humbly before the 
Fnglish. Then we shall be comrades. of 
our English rulers in India, the~ the Enghsh 
will have to live in harmony With us, then 
there will be no meanness among us 
and consequently no short-coming on 
the part of the English. So lo.ng as we, 
out of personal or collective Ignorance, 
cannot treat our countrymen properly like 
men, so long as our landlords r.egard their 
tenants as a mere part of theIr property, 
so long as the gtrong in our country will 
consider it the eternal law to trample on 
the weak, the higher caste" will despise the 
lower as worse than beasts,-even so long 
we cannot claim gentlemanly treatment from 
the Engligh as a matter of right, even. so 
long we shall fail to truly waken the En~hsh 
character, even so long will India contlOue 
to be defrauded of her due and humiliated. 
T0day India is on every side defraud
ing and humiliating herself in script,:,re, 
religion, and society; she is not awakenm~ 
her own soul by means of truth and sacrJ
fice; therefore she is not getting from others 
what she otherwise might have had. There
fore the union with the West is not becoming 
complete in India (as it has done in Japan) ; 
that union is not bearing full fruit, but 
only giving us shame and pain. We can~ot 
escape from this misery by overthrowmg 
the English by force or cunning. When 
England's union with India is perfect~d, 
all need of this conflict (between the Engltsh 
and us) will cease of itself. Then in India 
province will join province, race will join 
race, knowledge will be linked with know
ledge, endeavour with endeavour; then 
the present chapter of Indian history will 
end and she will merge in the larger history 
o"f the world. s. q. V AR)4A. 
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JANMAKATHA*
[Birth-Storyl.

‘Where have I come from, Oh where
didst thou find me?’

A baby is asking its mother:
Folding the babe to her breast,
Half crying, half laughing, she answers
“Thou wast in my heart as it

s desire,
My dearest darling.

‘Thou wast in the dolls o
f my

childhood's games,
And when I made figures of Siva in clay,

I made and unmade thee then :

Thou wast enthroned
With our household God ;

In His worship, I worshipped thee,
My dearest darling.

“In all sweet hopes that ever were mine,

In all my loves and desires,

In the life of my mother and in

grandmother's life hast thou lived :

In the lap o
f

the Lady
Who rules in our house
Thou hast for ages been hidden,

My dearest darling.

“When in girlhood my heart
Like a flower was opening
Thou wast a sweet fragrance about it :

* Translated by A. K. Chakravarti
and A. K. Coomaraswamy.

Thy own tender softness
Thou gavest, unknown,
To my youthful form,

My dearest darling.

“Thou pet o
f

all Shining Ones,
Thou eternal, unchanging,
Co-aged with dawn—
From the world's dream-life
Thou hast been borne on a torrent of bliss
As a real thing to play with my heart,

My dearest darling.

‘As I gaze o
n thy face

Thy mystery I cannot understand :

Thou belongest to all and how can'st
thou be mine?

My body I kiss in thine
Since now thou art mother's babe :

Laughing thou cam'st to the world,
My dearest darling,

“Lest I should lose thee

I hold thee tight to my breast

I cry if I see thee not every moment

I know not what snare of măyá
Could entrap the world's treasure

In these slender arms o
f mine,

My dearest darling'.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

COMMENT AND CRITICISM.

N.B.-Contributors to this section are requested
kindly to make their observations a

s brief as practi
able, as there is always great pressure on our space.

Rabindranath Tagore on Sakuntala.

The paper o
n Sakuntala published last month is

about the most suggestive and brilliant thing which
we have read for sometime past in that order o

f

writing. Mr. Sarkar's rendering o
f

the original in

English is not only most chaste, it is also most
fascinating. There is n
o

barbarization o
f
a single

We cannot as a rule give to any single contributc
more than two pages. A page in small type con
tains 1200 words approximately.

thought o
r phrase: there is
,

o
n the contrary, quite a

distinct literary flavour.
Alone among modern Bengali authors Babu
Rabindranath Tagore satisfies the most fastidious taste
and inspires the warmest enthusiasm in the widest
circle o

f readers. His position among men o
f

letters is unique: h
e is at once a poet, a novelist, a

critic, a song-writer, the like o
f

whom the world has
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very fine ~rade, the sort of day that is made 
into Chinaware. Ouite by accident the 
farmer who owned the hillsi'de in which we 
slept discovered our value. It was a great 
day for him when he made the discovery, 
for he was very poor and was about to 
lose everything he owned. Because of us 
he was able to sell the hillside for a large 
sum of mOlley. But so long as we remain
ed asleep if; the hill, we might as well 
have been ordinary dirt for all the ~ood 
our value did to' us or to the world. It 
was necessary for us to be torn away from 
our home, ;lnd burnt and ground' on the 
wheel, and put through all kinds of dread
fJJl experiences ill order to bring out our 
good qualities, in order to make the most 

()f ourselves. As for me, I am glad to 
l)ave suffered a II the pain I have undergone 
to find myself in this beautiful form today. 
l3etter pain if it means progress thau 
]::lleasure that is nothing less than death. 
Now that we have been through the cru
~ible, our agony is past and life for us now 
tnean~ simply being our lovely selves
lovely because of the pain through which 
we have passed-and making everybody 
who merely looks at us pleased and hapny." 

And th~ two vases sighed contentedly 
~nd settled down to a new life, a life of 
\Isefulness and activity, and forgot all 
<tbout the pain that had made them what 
they were. 

C. SINGII. 

THE RISE AND FALL OF THE SIKH POWER 

(1"1'0111 the l3cl1gali of Ra7'indra-
rwlll Ta,i.;·orc). 

THE chief difference between Sikh his
tory and l\1aratha history lies in this 
that Sivaji. the first and foremost 

leader of the Marathas, introduced the 
Maratha race on the sta!i!e of history after 
having clearly formed in his mind the ideal 
of setting lip a Hindu Empire'; all his 
conquests, slaughters, annexations were only 
parts of a !i!reat plan which embraced the 
whole of India. 

\But,che Sikhs originated as a religious 
sect. . The liberation which Baba Nanak 
realised in his heart was not political liber
ty: idol-worship is limited by the fancies and 
practices of individual provinces or races; 
it does not freely admit but rather shuts 
out the heart of mankind in general; 
Nanak's heart had gained emancipation 
from the bondage of such a narrow Pauranic 
religion, and he dedicated his life to the t~sk 
of preaching this spiritual freedom to allJ 

Those who were drawn by Nanak's 
teaching to accept his faith were c~lled 
Sikhs, i.e, Shishyas or disciples. All could 
ein'bl'ace this religion irrespective of race j.' 
hence thei:r beginning did not promise that 
the fl)llowers ot Nanak would ever build 

l.lp the history of a nation. \But Mughal 
<)ppression contracted the disciples of Nanak 
into a particular sect, and their chief aim was 
thanged from the preaching of religion to 
the public to the defence of their own 
<:ommunity from destruction and oppres!.ion.} 
'rhus did external pressure solidifv the Sikhs 
i.nto a compact nation. The last Guru of 
the Sikhs set himself espe.:iallY,t to this latter 
task. He checked the work of preaching 
the religion to mankind and made it his 
life's mission to form the Sikhs into a strong 
body. In its essence this is not the work of 
>l. religious teacher, but rather that of 
>l. general and statesman. Guru Govind 
had the qu~lities of t~e latter. He w,sa 
leader qualtfied by hiS matchless perse'ver
?-nce to or~anise a band of men for repress
lng fo~s. (He it was who turned as~~tJ~t9 
il lar~e army, and left the seat 0f:;~be 
p:.eachtng Guru vacant.. . " .. 

(Guru Govind cou·Id· not keep his. gaze 
!;teadil): fixed on. th"t sense of liberation 
which Guru Nan~k',~d rega,.de':.a~.;the 
15reatest of all things; he. onlY".~mped 
t)n the hearts of his disciples an iqffnse 
longing to be liberated from e4fit;hl, 
~nemies .. ,r .. ,ru.ee~ ... .'s change oLJ~aching 
made SjkQ,W~'Uare up brig-atl, -:00 the' 
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pages of history for a short period, true it 
gave them martial qualities; but here 
they exhausted the spiritual viaticum with 
which Baba Nanak had started them on 
a noble pa th, here their progress ended.) 

Thereafter we have only a history <)f 

fight and conquest. In proportion a" the 
Mughal power grew feeble and the Sikh~ 
became successful in t hei r 5t rllggles,~t hei r 
defensive wars ceased and their greed of 
dominatinn increased.; So long - a~ our 
enemies are ;,trong, the instinct of ;.elf
preservation remains inten~e \vithin u;, 
and the ~em,e of a common llange'i keeps 
us firmly knit together. \Vhen that external 
pre&sure is removed, what force is there 
to keep in check the intoxication of vic
tory? A m;\1,tial "pirit i~ developed by 
the ~truggle for self-defence, but \\ho in 
the d,lY of succe~s can divert this spirit from 
the path of foreign conqlle~t to that of 
builJilig lip our OWI1 ~el\'e~ '; 

{rhere \V;;~ a force which could have 
dO;le it; but (;uru Govind had curhed 
it in hi~ blind desire to ~crve a tempo
rary need of the &ect. To the Slkh~ he 
hequeathed not another Curu hut the 
~word) At his pa!->;,lIlg away, tht: great 
truth proclaimed by ;\Janak came to be 
confined in a book (the (;mnth S ,hib) ; 
the succc>.>.ion of Gurus had hithertto 
flowed unchecked like a living stream 
carrying the preciou ... water of spiritual 
truth to fertilise the ht:arts of mankind; that 
water now ceased to advance, it became 
impounded in one place.) Then the 
strength of thc Sikhs very r.i'pidly bccame\ 
greedy and uncontrollable, the gods dis- \ 
appeared and the demons descended on 
tbe stag~, spoliation and faction became 
rampal:l' In 'the midst of Ihis ;'llicid~l 
disorde njit' Singh appeared. For a time 
he uni ,1he scattered Sikhs, but it was 
by ftlft;~, lone. He subdued all others 
becalfAlI;{."f'- was the stronge!'t man among 

··them. 9-< , 
He who unite!< men by foyce, !'ucceeds in 

so dOing only by weakenin~ others. Nay, 
worse still, he' gains his end only hv over
poweri~ and crippling the eternal root
princirle of true/ union, namely /01 >e. It 
wat! t() gain his s~1t1gh ends that kanjit 
Singb firlT}Iy ,tied the' Sikh. together by 
.~ta~em, for~. aJ'ld poVC:Y! He did not 
br~the ',int'l'tbeit htartl:~.'llY $\Wh noble 

sentiment as might have held them together 
in his absence. He merely stands as an 
example of resistless cunning and sleep
less pt"rserverance 111 self-aggrandise
mcnt. 

There was 110 limit to his gleed and 
no restraint on his voluptuous sensuality. 
His only title to praise is that he got 
whatever he wished for, and nothing could 
baffle him. Once and only once did he 
check hi~ irre~istible will,-no intensity 
of ambition could make him cross the 
blood-red line of the British frontier, his 
self-interest held him back here. 

However, he achieved success. Nothing 
brings men into trouble so much as ex
amples of success. Such examples overpOW6f 
our good sense, and ~tlr our greedy pas
sions, they point the \\ ay to self-destruc
tion. 

Nanak, the founor::r of the Sikh~ was an 
example of ill-succe~s. For thi" he \Va" much 
persecuted by his tradesman father. We 
all know what sort of profit Nanak made 
in the salt-trade. He was poor, but this 
unpractical penniless devotee accumulated 
that power which enahled Jat peasants to 
grow grea t by defying death and scorning 
sorrow. 

But what did Ra"p,jit Singh leave to the 
Sikhs,- Ranjit the Maharajah, the model 
of/worldly success,- who crushed the here
ditary foes of the Sikhs, whose will no 
failure could daunt, whose sudden blaze 
lit up with crimson the evening sky in 
which the Mughal empire was setting and 
the English dominion just climbing to the 
ascendant? He left them -disunion, mutual 
distrust, lawlessness. 

The Sikh leaders had learnt from the" 
success of Ranjit Singh only the lessoll that' 
Might is Right; they did not learn sacrifice 
or self-surrender, they forgot the truth that\ 
Righteousness exalteth Power. In other 
words, the force by means of ~ hich the 
poot'. and homely Nanak had knit them 
together was now burnt to ashes by this 
powerful king; so that the Sikhs flashed 
through the sky of history with metE'oricA 
splendour for a 1110ment and then sank~ 
dowp.for ever. 
vlfodllY, there i6 no force (.If 

among tbe, Sikhs. They ba\T~ crtr .. tj;ll'~""u.L'/ 

into a .m.a.\1' ~t; tht.~~~., 
larger, ceatucles , .. ~~,,~ 
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new spiritual teal-her [10m among them; stream of force, which had issued from a. 
they hav!' no~ added any new wealth to the hlwkta's heart to cleanse and fertili~e. the 
world's stock of knowledge, faith or action. e<l.rth ends in the n:d mIre of a milItary 

No doubt today Nanak's followers can C<lnt;nment, men can find no glory, no 
fight well. But we cannot admit that pleasure in it. 
it is at all a glorious end for the inheriton; One day this Sikh history had lost its aim 
of Nanak's splntual ardour that they would at the attracti!)n of revenge or some other 
only enter the army, and fight now in petty object, and had t.!irped down 
Kabul, now in China, now in Africa. fron'l the plane of human perfection, but it 
Nanak did not comecrat~is life for this also failed to achieve elnY glory even in the 
end that in the wide world of humanity his I()wer stage of national success. The 
disciples should pass their live~ in d;ill in ,empire founded by Ranjlt Singh was only 
cantonments. Ran;it Singh\ empire; -the wals waged 

\Nanak had called upon hi" disciples to by Ciuru Govind were merely wars of the 
free themselves from ~elfishness, from Sikh sect. He did not extend his aim 
narrow bigotry, from spIritual lethargy,-- be\ ond his own followers. 
he wished to realise their humanity in all , Helem l\1aratha hi<;torv differ.:; from Sikh 
its fulness. Guru Govind organj~~·d the 'I hj"tory. Shivajl':. endea'vour wa~ not con
Sil~hs to SUIt a special purpme, nnd in order I, fined to a pett), -eet. chiefly heeause the 
that they might nnt forget that purpnoe he Hindu laLe alld Hindu creed, ".hich he 
deeply stamped it on their hearts by giving Was resolved to emancipate frum Muslim 
them a new name, new dres~, new equip- nile, were much WIder in extent than the 
ment, new ceremonies. Thus he called Sikh race and the Sikh leligtOn. Hence 
in the human energy of the Sikhs from all it is beyvnd a doubt that ~hiva.ii's aIm wa" 
other sides and made it flow in a parti- 1(, recon<;trucl the hi<;torv of a/ll/ldiu. 
cular direction only. By this means the (~uru Govind was aln~ost contemporary of 
Sikh nation was poured into the mould of ~hiva.il. In their age the liberal policy ()f 
a special purpose and acquired solidity. Akbar had been abandoned, and hence 

When the Sikhs ceased to be full, free men MughaI rule had roused the instinct of 
and became merely the instrument.:; of a s{~If-preservation in every non-Musalman 
special purpose, a strong' kfllg used them Cl;'eed and wciety of India. Indeed, in 
for his needs, and they have been so em- many places allover India a new religious 
ployed to the present day as the specia I life ·seems to ha ve been a wakened by 
instruments of the <;trong. So in Greece pres~ure from within and without. Thi[o. stir 
Sparta contracted its humanity to serve a of life in Hinduism showed itself especially 
special purpose; it could fight, but it ir) the form of new lellgious upheaval!> under' 

'

dwarfed itself, because ability to fight different holy men in the Deccan. It was 
is not the final end of man. In this way Only natural that amidst this spiritual 
men sacrifice their highest good for the c\)O!',ciousness of Hindu Society a heroic 
sake of a temporary need, of which history S()ul like Shivaji would, as the result of 
records many examples; and even now this Aurangr.ib's persecution, take the vow of 
short-sighted greed makes all societies offer tIlaking his religion triumphant in India. 
human sacrifice, i.e., destroy true and full Again, at the same tIme, at the western 
WlQ,nhood. The blood-thirsty detI'on to ehd of India, the force of a new spirit pervad .. 
whom we offer such sacrifice assumes il1g the Sikh creed had filled the heart.s of the 
different names-such as Society, State, Sikhs with animation. Theref()re it was that 
~Jigion, or some fascinating catch-word tbe oppression of Mughal rule could not suh
'of 1he time,-when it.; plies its task of due them, but made them fiercer like a flame 
~ction. \\'hich has been stirred. But though there 
~,"'The end of Sikh history appears very sad '''as the same kind of jntern.~ force and 
tJp, dYe. When a river, which left the pure external pressure on Guru G'ovind and 
~white cloud-kissing hill-top to reach ShiVaj~' its operation differed in the1ilwo 
~ ~P.rh qtsappears' in a sandy plain, Cases. Guru GQvind's rna!)y fights with the 
~lts""Qtion,.l.o$ingi(s song, its failure is l\1ugJ;a s appe4f,,4esuftwy, $41 he ~s chid, 
~~1"'~ ,,JtvenAlp, When tJte:po~ white ''bspi(t{Lby'rev~ atl« .. tf .. ~. < BU~' 
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Shivaji's wars were the well-connected 
steps of a ladder; they were not mere out
bursts of passion, not mere wrangles. There 
was a grand sequence, a I inking together of 
the parts, in his wan;; they 0nly carried out 
one comprehensive design which steadily 
kept in view all India and a remote future. 
They were not a manifestation of any 
sectarian upheaval; they were only the 
preliminary steps of a vast pain. 

But for all that we see that the history 
of ·the Sikh and Maratha races alike ended 
in the same kind; oi failure at the 5ame 
epoch. { 

Why was it so? My answer is,-An idca' 
which wishe.; 10 comprehend the whole country 
cannot achieve success if it is taken up b'',' olle 
great man or a few grea[ /lien only, if you ~ 
wish to convert a spark of fire into a flame 
of light, you must have a proper wick, 
proper materials, to catch the spark; it will 
not be en·ough to strike the flint with the 
iron with all your might. Shivaji's heart 
had not succeeded in linking itself with that 
of all his countrymen. Hence it was that 
whatever his own a im might have been, 
his effort could not transform itself into a 
whole country's endeavour; for which 
reason this energy of Maharashtra finally 
took the cruel form of plundering raids on 
the other races of Illdia. 

If an idea I of lin i versa I good be not 
enthroned ill the hearts of all, if it he con
fined to one leader or to a few of his parti
sans, it ceases to be beneficent and gradual
ly becomes a ~ource of trouble to other", 
The pure ideal of Shivaji gradually corrupt
ed into individual selfishness among the 
Peshwaq, But this corruption would have 
been averted if a mad had been opened 
for spreading the idea among the general 
public of the land. Then the great idea 
would have got its proper place and nour
ishment in that vast recept'lcle. Then 
the death of one champion of it would 
have been spontaneously followed by the 
rise of another, like fire I{'aping (rom an 
expiring log to a fres,h one. 

India's hisfory has repeatedly shown that 
forces orginate here . hut are \1ot carried on 
continuously .. G.reat men come and great 
mel).. pass aw~y~)ut we have nl) natural 
oppot'lunity of accepting their advent, 

l. ~herishi. ng. it, fully maturing it. The cause is 
fmrmutaal .f4~tiolJ. A IO~8e s"l-ndy soil 

may have a seed carried to it by the wind or. 
by a bird, but the seed does not germinate 
or at best withers away after sending forth 
a few leaves, because the loose earth cannot 
retain moi~ture for nourishing plant life .. 
So, too, in our society there are endless 
differences,-in religion, work, food, pleas
ure, social intercourse, everywhere we have 
diversity. Hence it comes that the flood 
of a n~w thought descends from on high, 
but soon disappears in the sand,-the spark 
of a new life touches us hut soon expires 
in smoke; hence it is that a great idea does 
not become a universal idea, and our geni
uses sink down after only demonstrating 
clearly the receptive incapacity of the gen
eral public of India. 

A comparison of the causes of the rise 
and fall of the Sikhs and the Marathas, 
leads to the conclusion (that the Sikhs were 
one day gathered tog~ther at the call of 
a very great idea, ··--they had heard the 
good news of a truth which was not restrict
ed to the old custom of a particular 
place, which was not generated by the 
agitation of a particular time, which 
comprehended all men and all time, which 
expanded the rights and liberated the souls 
of great and small alike, and the accept
ance of which enabled every man to realise 
the fullest glory of humanity. At the call 
of this liberal faith of Nanak, the Sikh!> 
grew fllr centuries in spite of many suffer
ings. This religious consciousness and 
the chastening/influence of this sllffering 
e~tablished un'seen the bond of a noble 
union among the Sikhs. 

Guru Govind converled Ihis spiritual 
unity of the Sikhs into a means of worldly 
success. Keeping in view a particulaJ' 
temporary need, - he dwarfed the unity of 
a religious sect into an lIlstrumerTt of polio 
tical advancement. But he took the occa
sion of narrowing the community to intensi
fy its union,-he totally rooted up the 
casle iiystem which was a strong obstacle 
to its union. 

Guru Govind could at a word banisb 
caste differences from' Sikh society, <;hj~8y 

.because the liheralisir)g faith of Nanak .had;.,~ 
already secretly sapped the fOlilldat,wlli(: 
of artificial distinctions among ~~~;; 
At a hlow from Guru Govind the ~t~.~a, 
weakened caste sys;.,> tumbled dO{jji~) 
to the earth. If th~.~~ had not bet'~1! 
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thorough ly prepared before, even the most 
pre~sing necessity could not have crowned 
Guru Govind's attempt with success. Nay, 
he could not even have conceived the plan 
of ;:holishing the suicidal caste system. 

But what did he actuallv do? \Vhile he 
strengthened the union of the Sikhs, he also 
dethroned the great spiritual force which 
had made his wccess possible. (He made 
the Sikhs aim at material [H(Jfit, and he 
stopped the succession of GUTUS.) 

Uninn is the onl\, channel of ideas. There
fore eveTV great idea devotes its strength 
to carve' this channel out for itself. The 
greatness of the channel merely reflects the 
greatness of the idea it conveys. An 
ephemeral outhup;t of passion, a temporary 
seme lof need, made Guru Govind exalt 
the channel but hereby he only lowered the 
idea. 

The result was that for the time being 
he gained some Sl1ccess, hut a force 
that was making for liberty became fetter
ed; the Sikhs now got a (;ontrivance for 
closer union among themselves, but lost 
their progressive power. Hence the Sikhs, 
who had been advancing gloriously for 
several centuries to be true MEN, now 
suddenly stopped short and became mere 
SOLDIERS; and here their history ended; .. -

The ideal to which Shi\'aji devoted his 
life waf' not based on any narrow temporary 
need, and the ground had been somewhat 
prepared for it befort>hand by the teaching 
of the religious reformers of the South. 
Therefore his enthusiasm for a rime seemed 
to infect the whole l\laratha race. 

A cracked cup may be filled brimful, hut 
it cannot retain the water. A temporary 
~nthusiasm sweeps over the country, and 
we imagine that it has been united. but the 

rcracks and holes in our body "ocial do 
their work secretly; we cannot retain any 
noble idea long; hence every life-giving 
thought gives place to the tyranny of dry 
lifeless ce,.emonies in Hindu Society. 

To such a large extent did Shivaji 
i.mpart a powerful idea to the Maratha 
Hindu Societv of his time that even after his 
death its force continued to work for a period. 

But he could not make the receptacle of 
this idea sound, he did not even attempt 
the task; he only/pushed forth into the 
raging sect without at all heeding the wide 
rents ill the hull of his ship: It was no 
inexorahle necessity, 110 utter lack of re
source, that compelled him to emhark in 
such a ship; he aimed at preserving the 
rent,; : Shivaji wished to save from Mughal 
'Itrack a Hin~jll Society of which ceremonial 
;Jistinction.; and isol,;tion of castes are the 
very breath of life. This heterogeneous 
soc'ietv he wanted to make triumphant 
over (ill India,--he wove rop!?s of sand, he 
attt'lllpted the impossible! 

Shiv;] ji did not embrace and pr~ach. any 
such idea. as can fill ur the rents 111 HIndu 
societ\'. It is natural, no doubt, to resent 
the o'ppression and insult. by outsiders o.n 
OUI own religion and to WIsh to make It 
triumph all- ()ver the country .. But such a 
wish is not destined to succeed, because 
where a rcli.~ion is being oppressed by its 
own members, where it contains internal 
restrictions which are constantly separa
ting and degrading men,~·there it is impos
sihle for any man, it is opposed to the 
divine law ·of the universe, to establish the 
Swaraj of such a cJ.ste··ridden isolated in
ternally torn religious community over a 
va"t c;ll1tinent like India. No nation can 
become great or predominant merely from 
the anger and pridc roused by e,,-ternal 
oppression. So long as the perceptIOn of 
Oneness does not find scope of work in the 
religious consciousness of the community, 
so lon~ as a unifying force, vivified for ever 
hv some/rlQble ide-a, docs not drive the 
s~ciety rrom all sides, with i nand without, 
to the goat of union, even so long can no 
pressure (rom outside. no heroism of ~ny 
individual genius, make such a SOclety 
firmly knit and instinct with life and 
sensibility.~~ 

JAllUNATH SARKAR. 

" The original article was published as a preface 
to The Sikh Gurus and the Sikh People, a ~enga1i 
work by l3abu Sarat Kumar Ray of the Shanti 
Nikt'tan School, l3olpur. 



"BIDAY" 

" B I D A Y " 

(F AREW£l.L.) 

Mother darling! let me g o, Oh ! let me go! 
In the d im a nd early d awn, . 
Wh en you streIch y6u r ~mp ty arms 
And cry '0 Baby mine', 
I sha ll whisper' Baby is not he re.' 
Mother darling, le t me go! 

1 shall be as a b reath 01 the blowing wind 
And pass by you r breast in a sigh. 
You never can h old me fan in your arm !! : 
r shall be a wave of the water 
And none ca n ever know wha t I am. 
W hen yOll bathe I shall p lay 'all a round you. 

\ Vhen at night the rain falls down in showers 
Yo u will lie in our bed alone and think of me: 
T he pa t ter of rai n on the leaves wi ll be my voice, 
I sha ll Aash in ligh tning throug h your windO\vs
Do you thin k yOu will know my wil d la ug ht er then ? 

W hen the n ight is la le a nd dark 
And you arc wakeful a nd sad 
I'l l be a star and soft ly wh isper' Sleep, mo the r dear!' 
\~lhen at las t you are sleepi ng worn and t ired 
I' ll be the moonbeam tha t rests On you r bed 
A nd kiss yom swee t closed eyes . 

If your eyelid;; arc open ever so li lli e 
I sha ll come pe~ping in a s a dream, 
And love you wh ile you' re asleep. 
T he n yo u will wake w it h a sta rt 
And fee l fo r me in the bed. 
Bu t I sha ll have van ished, w here nc.hody knows. 

In the Puja ho li day time 
C hil dren will come to play in o ur ~arden 
~a)· i ng· B .. by is not in Ihis home: 
Eve n the:l in the sound of the flute 
I ~ha ll pass through the ilunlit sky 
And fo ll ow you in a ll your work ill the h() u~c. 

\Vhen aunt)" comes and questio ns y/)u 
- With holida y presents in her hands
'Sil ter, where haa you r ba by gone? ' 
Say to her, ' Baby is everywhere, 
He is in the pupils of my eyes. 
He is on my breast a nd rests in my lap: 

.. 

Ib.INDa.utATH TAOORa. 

T....,LsW by the ,I .a,ar aM A. K. Cooma ,..".u:amy • 

• 
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FRUITLESS CRY 

Few 'Swadeshists' care how much the 
workers may be exploited or degraded, so 
long as it is only done in India and the 
profits are retained by an Indian. Indians, 
and their English friends for them, do not 
claim political freedom, for India as a 
nation, on the solid ground of their funda
mentally different temperament and inherit
ed culture: but, forsooth, on the ground 
that they are now sufficiently anglicised 
and educated to manage their own affairs
in the English way. 

Just so women and their male supporters 
do not claim political rights because they 
are different from men and wish to tur~ 
the world upside down. They want a share 
in the inestimable privilege of maintaining 
the status quo. They spend breath and 
paper and ink and statistics to prove that 
their brains are just like men's-that is to 
~ay. that nothing' particular will come of 
it if any power is given to them. Two 
heads, however, are onlv better than one 
if the contents of the heads are 1/ot exactlv 
alike. No woman whose mind is like a 
man's is of so much value as a real man 
just as no Indian whose mind is like an 
Englishman's is of so much value as a real 
Englishman. 

A remarkable book, 'The Psychology of 
Sex', was written some years ago bv a 
young German named Weininger. This 
misogynistic work as a rule infuriates 
women, and not without reason. It declares 
that, as women, they have no souls: but 
they have souls only insofar as they rise 
above sex, insofar, that is, as their mentality 
is essentiallv masculine. This also is th'e 

standpoint of religious asceticism, and we 
find Buddhist nuns two thousand years ago 
rejoicing in their escape from their feminine, 
and realisation of their human nature, in 
language almost identical with (though 
UlOre exalted than) that l)f the neutral, 
motherhood-dreading, sex that is beginning 
to be conspicuous today. I do not say that 
this religious standpoint is not philo
sophically sound. that is to say, ultimately 
true: but it is true, or valid, at any given 
time only for a very few (those who ~re 
'ripe' for emancipation-mohsha) and apphed 
to the majority has merely a deadening and 
dccolouri~ing -eHect. For the distinction 
between Purusha and Sakti must remain 
for each individual a distinction, until 
determination (ahamkllrll, the illusion of 
individual existence) for that individual 
ceases. Moreover, there is salvation by 
devotion as well as by wisdom. Mean
while it cannot be denied that suffra
gettes who base their claim to status 
entirely on the ground of humanity and not 
of sex are misogynists in exactly the same 
sense as \Veininger, or the Buddhist nuns. 
Similarly the Indian who ignores his own 
culture and hy desperate imitation shows a 
real belief in the superiority of Western 
civilisation, is not a nationalist, however 
much he may wish for political and 
economic freed~m. It is this profound self
distrust which is the most essential weakness 
in the English woman's movement, as well 
as in the Indian nationalist movement. 
Neither women nor Indians really want to 
be themselves. 

FRUITLESS CRY* 

Fruitless our cry 
Fruitless the rebel longing of our souls! 

The day is dyi.ng I 
Darkness holds th'earth and light the 

sky, 
While noilleJess creeps behind 
Wi th downcast eyes 
Weary eve with her mourning sigh. 

I hold thy hands in mine 
My hungry eyes 
Look deep into thine 
And seek for thee! 
Thee! The real thee! 
Thy self! Thy essence! The sweetness 

veiled 
Behind that mortal frame! 
Translated from the Bengali of Babu Rabindra. 

nath Tagore. 
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In the dark depth of thy eyes, 
Quiver the soul's mysterious beams, 
As th'infinite mystery of heavenly light 
Through star-set darkness tremulou~ 

gleams. 
Thus. ever I gaze. 
A quenchless thirst, like the sandy Rood 
Of fierce simoon, 
Drowns my soul and heing, 
In thy eyes. 

Behind thy smile, 
In thy melodious speech, 
Or in the calm peace that radiates froll) 

thee, 
Where shall I find the true, th'immor, 

tal the~ ! 
I seek and weep. 

In vain! In vain! 
In vain the cry, 
The mad presumptuous hope! 
Not for thee this fullest rapture, 
Holy and hidden. 
Be thine the spoken word, 
The fleeting smile, 
And love shadowert in a passing glance; 
Let this suffice. 

What hast thou? 
HaRt infinite Love? 
Canst meet Life's infinite want? 
That seckest the whole human being 
In perfect completion! 
Alone and helpless thou! 
Canst thread thy path 

Amid the throng of worlds, 
Through ignorance and error, 
The chequered maze of light and shade, 
Or the labyrinth of daily change-? 
And lead thy chosen partner, 
Thy eternal companion, 
Thro' all eternity? 
Thou fearful, tired, and weak, 
Bent with the weight of thy own soul, 
Darest thou seek 
The burden of another charge? 

Not food for thy hunger 
Is the human soul; 
Nor aught that with greedy clutch 
Thou may'st grasp arid hold! 
Wouldst thou with keen desire 
Pluck the Lily in its hloom, 
That with tender care 
From the subtlest essence 
Of Beauty, Time, and Space 
God fashioned for his own shrine, 
And universal joy. 
Be thou content, 
That for thee 
Is its sweetest perfume; 
That thou may'st love, 
And thy soul bathe itself pure 
In that loveliness sublime; 
Nor stretch thy impious covetous hand. 
The breath of calm and gentle pt>ace 
Hath stilled all sound in th'e,rening air. 
Cool with tears thy hot desire. 
Away! This cry of hunger cease. 

L. PAJ.IT. 

THE CENSUS IN ANCIENT INDIA 

By NORENDRo\ NATH LAW, M.A. 

I T is interesting to know that there Wlls 
some form of census current in Ind~a 
over two thousand years ago in the a~e 

of Chandragupta. Megasthenes hints at this 
in the following extract we make from his 
account :-, 

.i The third body. of superintendents consists of 
. thOse . ~ inquire when.' and how births and_tits 
occur with the view not only of levying a talt but also 

in order that births and deaths among both high and 
low may not escape the cognizanc~ of government.". 

The testimony of Megasthenes is amply 
confirmed by the \ietails of . census and 
similar operations preserVed in the famous 
Arthasastra of Kau~ilya. The necessity to 
Government of an intimat, knowledge of 

• MegasthenesBk. Ill, Fragm. XXXII. 
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or womanhood, submits to the fashions and 
follies of the timel', and allows the brute 
or the animal in him or her, to control 
and rule the true spirit within. Indeed 
there are far greater opportunities for ,real 
freedom and the development of true man
hood and womanhood, in the simple life 
of Asia, than there are in all our modern 
western civilisation. And signs of a healthy 
reaction are already visible on all sides. 
The cry for the simple life has alreadv been 
raised. As I write. a Rimple I;fe conference 
and exhibition are in session at "Vest
minster. The attempt is good; but we 
shall require a thorough overhauling of all 
our civilised institutions before the old ideal 
of plain living and high thinking can get 
any chance of realisation among us. But 
at this juncture. when our boasted civi lisa
tion has got the searC'h light of a new cri
ticism suddenly turned upon it, Asiatic, 
and more pa.~!icularly Indian, experience is 

likelY' to be of infinite value to 'modern 
humanity. It may be the salvation of 
Europe, and thereby the salvation of Asia 
too. For Asia is still under the spell of 
Europe. But the East in her pre;ent posi
tion will not be able to lead Europe 
into the new light. She must at first 
find herself: recover her own consciousness 
and strength; bring herself out of the dead 
past, into the living, moving present. For 
it is then, and only then, that she will be 
able to lead the new renaissance for which 
the dried up heart and soul of Europe is 
waiting. It will be a bad day for Asia, and 
bad for the world also. if the revived cons
ciousness of her peoples were to be over
come by the casualities of the modern life 
and if the Asiatic pp.oples rise out of their 
age-long slumber simply to make Asia a 
second Europe--individualistic and capi
talistic, materialistic and unspiritual. 

London, March 24th, I9 I1• 

THE IMPACT OF EUROPE ON INDIA 

(FrWM THE BENGALI OF RAVINDRA

NATH TAGORE). 

I. 

W E Indians are an, old people-very 
ancient and very mqch worn out. 
I often feel in myself the im

mense antiquity of our race. Whenever 
I IQok carefully-.rithin, I find there 
only pensiveness, repose. and world-weari
rteSS,-as if there were a long holiday with
in me and without,-as if we had finished 
our.office-work, in the morning of the 
world's history, so that. now in this hot noon 
when all other nations are bU5y at their 
tasks, we are resting peacefully within 
closed ,doors. We ha.ve earned our wages 
to the full, retired from active life, and are 
now living on pension. What ,a tranquil 
life .is ours 1 
'.But n9W aU of a, sudden ,ve fInd our 
drOurnsta:nee$cluLn&~. . The tent .. freeland 
we .had got. • le')R. :;g 1 .. 'on,.: aJC?~ be~~e .. ~. h.eated' 

'tp dte, St~te . ,und,er~",~w ~gnMtU we 
,hYe ·faiH!.d,to'ih«t~ ~p'\t1illia tit~~4. We 

" . ;' -, . ~ 

have suddenly turned poor! We too must 
now toil and pay rent like the peasant.;; of 
the world. This ancient race has been 
suddenly called upon to put forth new 
eHorts. 

Therefore, we must quit meditation, 
quit repose. quit the cosy nook of the home. 
It will no longer do for us to remain absorb
ed in Sanskrit Grammar and Logic, Hindu 
Theology and Law,' or daily rites and 
domestic duties. We must break clods 
of earth. fertilise the soil, and pay the due 
revenue to the king of Modern Humanity ;
we must study in coHeges, dine at hotels, 
and work in offices. 

Alas! who has dbmplished the city wall 
o·f India and dragged us out into this. 'vast 
and unsheltered field of work? Wt:. :had 
thrown up intellectual embankmt;nts \round 
ourselves, dammed up the stream Gf'Tjme, 
and were reposing quietly with a.n.~gs. 
afran]:led to 01111' ·Uki",. R~s.tleu~D •. 
roared . incesSa.~~~)7. cwuuio.'lurit. .. like , ,:tne~ 
encircling' ,.t,~ lOt 'sat ~~ .··amt~t 
unsh~kenlran4'*ilUty :a$i' forp'1h~~"': 
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tence of the moving changing un'iverse 
outside. Just then through some loophole 
the ever.restless human stream poured into 
our country and tore up our social order, 
it mingled the new with our old, doubt with 
(Jur belief, discontent with our prevailin£ 
c~mtent, and thereby threw all into confu· 
slon. 

If the mountain and sea barriers round 
us had been more thoroughly impassable, 
a race of men could have found the means 
of attaining to a contracted development in 
peaceful stillness amidst their obscure and 
isolating barrier walls. They would 
have learnt little of what was happening in 
the world, tneir knowledge of Geography 
would have been very imp~rfect. Only 
their poetry, their social system, their theo· 
logy. their philosophy would have gained 
matchless beauty, charm, and maturity. 
They would have seemed to be living in 
some smaller orb outside our earth; their 
history, arts. !'cience, wealth and happiness 
would have been confined to themselves, --
even as in time layers of earth cut off a 
part of the sea, and turn it into a lonely, 
peaceful and lovely lake which flushes 
with the varied colours of the dawn and 
the sun<;et without even being thrown into 
a ripple, and in the dS\rkness of the night, 
under the winkless stars, broods in mption
les~ abstraction over the eternal mystery. 

True,· we can learn a very str6~g lesson 
atJd win a hardy civilisation, by heing 
tossed about in the swift current of Time, at 
the centre of tcmultuous Change, in the 
battlefield of Nature's countless Forces. 
But can we say that no gem is to he ac· 
quired by diving within solitude, silence 
and profoundess ? 

No other race in this raging ocean of a 
world ~ot the chance of that stillness. Me· 
thinks India alone in a far off age by good 
,tud: attained to that perfect isolation, and 
.dived int(> the .Unfathomable. The human 
8Oul.is limitless like the material universe. 
his sheer scepticism to say that those who 
had explored that undiscovered i·nner world 
did not gain any new truth or new bliss. 

India .wu 111en Hke:a 'Secluded mysteri(;JUs 
labo!a:tQry d~&ed from within,-a wonder
ful· mOr1l1civilisation has . h~en secretly 
rested .ltIVi'tbin her. As the alchemists of 
. ~i4eval Eufepebutied themselves in their 
·-secret ftudies ·to 5e.a.rch' .for the etixir vitae 

with the help of many strange instruments, 
_·so did our sages in secrecy and cauti{)l['\ 
search for the means of eternal spiritual life. 
They asked themselves,' What shall we do 
with things that cannot give us immortality?' 
(Upanishads) And so they sought within 
themselves for that elixir of immortality 
by the most difficult processes. 

\Vho can say what such a quest would 
have gained [if it had not been interrup
ted]? Who can say what secret new power 
would have been discovered for man from 
their ascetic devotion, just as alchemy has 
gained chemistry for us? 

But suddenly the doors have been forced; 
men of violence have entered that holy labo
ratt)rv of India, and the result of that 
spiritual experiment has been lost to the 
public for ever. Who knows if we shall ever 
again have the same ful1 opportunity of 
making this experiment, amidst the tumult 
of modern civil·isation. ? 

What did the men of the outer world see 
on entering this laboratory of ours? An age· 
worn hermit, without raiment, without 
ornament, ignorant of the world's history 
-who tried to speak of a subject which 
even now lacks an adequately expressive 
language, ocular proof, and tangible 
result. 

Therefore, rise thou, pensive unworldly old 
rnan! Get up, and engage in politicai agita
tion, or lie in·th."e IJII!d of slothfulness, pro· 
claim the valour of your long past youth, 
brandish your skeleton frame. and see if 
this conduct can hide your shame. 

But such a course repels me. I cannot 
ven.ture to ~teer into this vast world ocean 
with only a sail of newspaper sheets. When 
the wind is gentle and favourable, this sail 
will swell with pride; but suddenly a 
tempest may blow from the sea and tear 
into shreds our helpless pride. 

If it had been so ordained that there was 
a safe harbour named Progress somewhere 
hard by, and we had only to reach it any 
how in order to have all cakes and no 
work,--then no doubt I might have tried 
to cleverly cross to it after carefully watch
ing the sky for an easy voyage. But I Know 
that there is no terminus in the r($.d of 
progress. thete is no harbour where' we: can' 
anchor .OUT boat and· enjoy a s1eep,~r 
the unsetting Polestar over .d :.M t~.~ 
eftoreless sea infrdnt,-the wt,.n8',most'ot_ 

t" , 
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adverse, and the sea always rough. Who 
in such a case ~ld w;sh to spend his time 
merely in making toy-boats of foolscap 
paper? 

Yet 1 long to, launch a hoat of my own. 
when I see the stream of humanity moving 
on, all around me the mingled din of many 
sounds, impetuous f<)T(;e~., swift advance, 
ceaselt:ss labour ;~--then my heart too is 
roused, J too wi'!iL1 to cut ~ff myoId ties 
with home' and se.t out in the ~vide wide 
world. But ah! the next moment I look at 
my empty hands, and ask myself, where have 
I the fare for the voyage? Where have I the 
hound less hope of heart, the tirelegs strength 
of vitality, the unconquerable vigour of 
confidence [of Europe]? rhen it is better 
for me to live thus in obscurity in a corner 
of the world, it is enough if r can have this 
low content and lifeless repose. 

Then in idle quiet I console myself by 
ar2uing, "We cannot raallufacture machines, 
we cannot unravel the secrets of the 
universe, but we-' cart love, we can forgive, 
we can let live. What's the good of roving 
restlessly in purs-\lit of ambition? What's 
the harm if we remain in an obscure corner, 
what's the harm if our names do not figure 
in the world's herald, The Times news· 
paper?" 

B,ut there is among us sorrow, there is 
poverty, oppression by tht: strong, insult of 
the helpless i-how wO+Ild yOU remedy 
these by retiring to obsc.u~itya~c.I practising 
the domestic virtu!!s and charity to others? 

Ah, that is th!! bitter TRAGEDY of INDIA! 
Against what shall we fight? Against tht: 
eternal cruelty of the unt<t.med human 
nature i-against that stone whose sterile 
hatdness has not yet been softened oy the 
pure blood of Christ! How shall UJe over
come the primitive animal instinct which 
makes Strength ever c.ruel to Weakness? 
By he>lding meetings? By submitting 
,petj~ions? Receiving in reply a boon to-Jay 
a"d a reprimand to-morrow? No, never. 

If pot, we are to match the strong in 
.~gth,are we? That.is possible. no doubt. 
Bttt.w:ben I reflect how very strong Europe is 
~nct~tl how m;any ways, whenUq'lly realise 
wi~~ln apd without .tll:i,t)mpetq~ strength 
of....'E~' Who at .. ~.;:)pf 8u~eis.i8 leh in 
~;?:;:~n [qlY be~rt';i.ink" a.t\d] I {eel 
i\S~.~. 9~ .. ry.:fl,\Jt,,·~o~,brother~'i ,let. us 
iII\~ IIM~~~ ~ _"lov~ .a~",4I)g0.9d 

only: Let our little work in the world be 
genuine work and not sham. It is the chief 
danger of Incapacity that as it fails to 
achieve great works, it prefers grea.t make
beliefs. It knows not that in attaining to 
humanity a small truth is more valuable 
th;ln a big unreality." 

But I have not come here to read a lecture 
to you. I have been only trying to examine 
fot mvself our real condition. For this 
purpose we should neither depict an imagi
nary age by quoting favourable texts from 
our anci.ent Vedas, Puranas, and Samhitas,-
nor should we erect a huge fort of ambition 
on the slender basis of our new modern 
edj.lcation, by merging ourselves fancifully in 
tht- character and history of another race; we 
mtlst see where we reallv stand now. From 
our present position we behold the mirages 
of the Past coming from the East and of the 
Future from the \Vest. Without looking 
upon either of these two as reliable truths, 
let us examine the solid earth on which we 
sta.nd . 

We live in a decayed old town,-a town 
so old that jt~ history is weIlnigh lost, its 
monuments carved by the human hand are 
buried under moss. Hence we are apt to 
mistake this city for a thing outside human 
hi!ltory. as an ancient capital of eternal 
N;jture. Nature has effaced the marks of 
human h~t()ry from India and spread her 
own green chn racters all over our land in 
diverse forms. A thousand years' rain has 
left it~ streak of tears here; a thousand 
years' spring has recorded in verdure the 
date of its visit on every chink of its foun
dation. From one point of view it is a 
city, from another a. forest. Here dwell 
only shade and repose, thought and sorrow. 
ArPidst its forest resonant with the hum of 
the beetle, amidst its fanta:stic Banyan 
br~nches dropping long slender roots to the 
ground, and its mysterious old palace ruins, 
we are apt to mistake countless shades for 

.bodied heings, and bodied heings fotN;lere 
vi!iions! Amidst this primeval all-embra
cit1g shade, Truth aqd l\a;ncy live peacefully 
tojitether like brother ancf~i$,ter, i.e., the r~fl 
hand!worko. f Natu., . .r~. ~~. the sul,ljet;tive 
creation of the hurnal.'\. d have.d'QT9ugh
ly ,intertwined and built s.hady arbollr~:. of 
various sh'},pes., Her. hoys ~nd' ~irlsplay 
.h~ livelon~ <lay without kn(~",j~g ,that it ,is 
pl""y~'.nly. HeFe~pld.peop.l~ ~tea;,mda.y-
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dreams and believe it to be work! When 
the noontide rays of the sun from the outer 
world enter in"' at the crevices of our roof, 
we mistake them for bits of gem! The 
fierce storms of the outer world are so 
effectually barred out by our hundreds of 
closely interwoven branches that we hear 
them only as ~entle sighin~s of the wind! 
Here Life and Death, Joy and Sorrow, Hope 
and Despair, have removed their dividing 
lines; here Fatalism and Activity, Indiffer
ence· and Worldliness have marched arm in 
arm. The useful and the unnecessary, the 
Supreme Deity and clay idols, the uprooted 
withered Past and the newly budding living 
Present, have been equally valued. OUf 
true scripture lies where it has fallen down, 
and in our indolent piety we have not tried· 
to remove the thousand cercm~)Oies which 
have covered our scripture as with an ant
hill. We venerate equally as our sacred 
lore the letters of the book and the holes, 
made by the book-worms in its pages! In 
our ruined temples, split by the roots of the 
Banyan tree, gods and goblins have taken 
shelter together~ • 

Europe-! is such a country a suitable 
place for pitching your cantonments for the 
Arma~eddon? Are our ruined foundations 
suitable for erecting your factories, and 
the workshops of your fire-spitting thousand
armed iron demons? The force of your 
restless energy can raze to the ground our 
old brick heaps; but where then will this 
very ancient bed-ridden race of men find 
shelter? If you destroy this motionless dense 
and vast forest of a city, its presiding old 
Dryad will be turned homeless after losing 
her intensely secluded abode of a thousand 
dead years! . 

Our subtlest thinkers declare it our great
est glory that for long age~ we have not 
built any house with our own ha~s, we have 
not practised that art I This boast of theirs 
is very true, true beyond the possibility of 
contradiction. We had indted never had 
occasion to quit the ancestral home of the 
Vft-ry ancient primev.al man. We have 
never, when troubled. by any inqonvenience, 
presumesi. to h~ild,'a new house or repair 
our old one wi , H~ut:r OWn hands! No, not 
even otlr;~~. ~ccuse us of he;yj,ng 
displayed~:tW:ltYr~ or care ftfr the 
m(\f~rial AAI )i .... . . 

In this d . tdeserted l\')' its wood-

goddess, in this dilapidated city leftl onely 
of its tutelary deity, we clothe ourselves in 
loose tbin robes, step ahout languidly, take 
a nap after our midday meal, play at cards 
or chess in the shade, very readily believe 
whatever is impossible and outside the 
range of the practical world, and can never 
fully conquer our scepticism about every 
thing that is practical or visible! And if 
any young man among us displays a feather
weight of unrest against this social order, 
we all gravely shake our heads and cry out 
together, "This is running to an extreme !" 

So lived we, when Europe suddenly arri
ved, we know not whence, vigorously nud
ged our worn ribs once or twice and shouted, 
"Get up! We want to set up an otfice in 
this your bedroom. Don't imagine that 
the world was sleeping because you were 
sleeping. The world has greatly changed 
in the meantime. There goes the bell; 
it is the world's noonday, it is work time." 

At this, some of us have started up and 
are fussing about the corners of the room in 
search of the work for themselves. But the 
fat and puffed up among us only turn in 
their beds and reply, "Hullo! who talks of 
work? Do you mean to say that we are not 
men of action? What a sad delusion! India 
has been the only field of action in the 
world's history ...... H you will not believe 
us, dig up with your antiquarian spade the 
layers of oblivion accumulated hy ages over 
India, and you will see the marks of our 
hand on the foundations of human civilisa
tion. In the meantime, we shall take 
another nap." ...... 

But those of us who dream day-dreams, 
who waver between thought and action, 
who realise the rottenness of the old order 
and yet feel the imperfections of the new, 
--they repeatedly shake their heads and 
address Europe thus: 

"0 New Men of the West, the new work 
you have begun has not yet reached comple
tion, the truth or falsity of the whole of it 
has not been yet ascertained, you have 
not yet solved any of the eternal problems 
of human destiny. .. 

"You have known much, you have· acquir
ed much, but have you gained happiness? 
We· sit down inertly regarding' the material 
universe as a mere illusion, while you hold 
to it as an eternal verity and toil and moil 

JOT it; but !lre you there.fore happier than 
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we? You are daily discovering new wants, 
which deepen the poverty of the poor; you 
are dragging your population away from 
the healthy refuge of the home to the whirl 
of incessant work; you have crowned Toil 
as the supreme lord of life, and seated In
toxication in the chair of Repose. But 
can you clearly foresee where your vaunted 
Progress is leading you? 

"We know full well where we have arrived. 
We live at home, feeling few wants and 
deep affection, being mutually linked toge 
ther, and performing our small daily social 
duties. What little of happiness and wealth 
we gained, we have distributed among 
our rich and poor, stranger and kinsmen, 
guests, servants and beggars. Our whole 
society is passing its days in as much happi
ness as is possihle [under the circumstances]; 
none wishes to exclude others, and none is 
compelled by the struggle for existence [in 
such a "low standard" society] to exclude 
others. 

"India never asked for pleasure. India 
asked for contentment, and that content
ment she got and established in every 
department in all possible ways. So now 

she has no work to do. She would rather 
sit down in her parlour and gaze on your 
mad life struggle and so feel a secret doubt 
about the final triumph of your cwilisatiQn. 
She may well doubt whether. when the 
day will at last arrive for you to stop your 
work, you will be able to retire to quiet 
as gently and easily as we have done. Will 
YOll be able to attain to a delicate and hearty 
maturity like ours? Will you succeed in 
gaining a sweet completion, such as comes 
when effort gradually loses itself iii the 
thing aimed at, or when the hot day, cloth
In~ itself in the fulness of its beauty, dip8 
in the darkness of sunset? Or, will your 
civilisation rather end in a violent and 
terrible catastrophe, as when a machine is 
suddenly thrown out of work, ab,oi.}f!r ?ursts 
after accumulating excessive ste~atld heat, 
or two railway trams running towards each 
other on the same track crash together in a 
sudden collision? 

"Be that as it may, you have now set out 
to discover the unknown shore of an unex
plored ocean. Go vour own way, while we 
stay in our oldho~e. That is best." 

JADuNATH,5ARKAR. 

THE PLAGUE IN INDIA AND THE nUTY OF THE ST'ATE 
~ , 

I T is significant. that though the plague 
has been in lndia for a far longer period 
and has killed a much larger number 

of men thJn in Manchuria, yet the British 
people seem to be more interested' in 
investigating and putting an end. to th.e 
epidemic in the latter country than In thetr 
own Indiah possessions. Does it go against 
their grain to admit that there can be 
somethIng wrong in their administration of 
India which mav be a cause of the plague? 

',"'as their self-I~ve produced an ingrained 
belief that whereas in other lands epidemics 

'may be due to human causes over which 
man has control, in British'lndia they must 
,be due either to purely natural causes or 
to the perversity ,of Indian human nature? 
Or does it give them grea!er ple~sure to ~nd 
t;tult with others than WIth theIr Qwn kln8-
'm~1'l 1,n India? Anyhow. Prokssor Simp ... n, 

the famous authority on plague, has been led 
to write that the rise of plague in India 
after a period of healing probably portends 
renewed activity, and to ask what is going 
to .be done to prevent it. While 20,000 

Chinese died of plague in three months, 
.20,000 Indians are dying weekly, says 
Professor, Simpson, and he urges that British 
money be employed for the relief of India 
and not of China.-

• Dr. Sirnpson's figures for Inliia are an under
estimate, as will appear from the following telegram 
from the morning papers ;-

PLAGUE MORTALlTV. 
LAs1' WEBK'S FIGORSS. . 

. (Associated Press ofl"dia.)· '., , li' .,. ',{ . ./tl!!il 2oth• The pl~ue mortality, dudn, la'Jt,"~~ to~IJ~ 
37,348 ag'amst, 42.3t;~ cases. ',,' ",.provInClal ' .. ~ 
are :-Bombay PresIdency _l~". ,hs. M~"~''4S. 
'~al 3,2S,~' UJtitedP~;j."75. PunjablJt99Q 
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$peculation regarding morals and religion, 
this view also presents only a half truth. 
In India, among the Hindus, the physiolo
gical reference of psychology and the psycho
logical basis of ethics were fully recognised, 
but still both psychology and ethics were 
brought under the highest generalisa
tions of phi losophy, both were discussed in 
rehtion to what may be called, the Philo
sophy of the Absolute. Mr. Frank Harris 
has no apPl'eciation of this philosophy, and 
naturally enough, therefore, his Thoughts 
on Morals do not soar above the physical 
and the psychological plane, The end of 
morals, to him, is to secure physical health 
and happiness for the individual, and 
virility for the race. Though he does not 
plainly ~ay so, yet to those who can read 
between the lirles, it would seem clear that 
his ethics is really a department of what 
they call Eugenics here,-the science of 
healthy breeding. And in view of it, one 
readily understands why Mr. Harris considers 
the following ethical rules of the Japanese 
as fa r superior to ei ther Hebrew or Christian 
morals. There can be no doubt, he assures 
us, that the majoflty of thebe Japanese 
rules are nearer scicntifi-: exactitude than 
the rules of Moses or than the ordinary 
practice of modern I<:nglish life. Th~ 
following are these,- -

JAPANESE COMMAJ..:DMENTS. 

(I) Spend a~ much time as pos,ible in the open air. 
(J) Never eat meat more than once d cia}, 
(3) Take a very hot bath daily, 
(4) Wear rough warm clothes, 
(s) Early to bed and early to rise. 
(6) Sleep at lea!>t ~ix hou!"'S each I1lght and at most, 

seven and a half hOllr~ in a dark room With 
open windows. 

(7) Re~t on the seventh day, and during thal da), 
do not read or write, 

(8) Avoid every expression of anger; never exerci,e 
the bratn too much or too long. 

(9) Marry early widows and wid()wer~ ~hould 
remarry a~ !>oon as po'Ssible. 

(10) nrink coffee and tea in stricte<;t moderation 

(II ) 

( 12) 

THE 

do not ~moke at all never touch alcohol in 
any forl11. 

Avoid hot rooms, alld mdeed all rooms healed 
artificially, 

In order lo strengthen ,uch organs a" may 
be weakened by age or use, nourish yourself 
on the corre~pt)nding organ,> of. animals. 

ENGLISH PUBLIC SrHOOL MORALITY. 

There is, however, a refreshing breeziness 
in Mr. Harris's crititism of the present-day 
methods and ideals of both physical and 
mental culture of the English Schools. 
The youths should be guarded against 
over-exertion or strain. English boys are 
often flVer-developed to such an extent that 
as soon as youth i!o pa5sed, the mere suste
nance of the large muscles involves an undue 
strain on the organism, It is a truism that 
great athlete~ usually die young. Similarly, 
in mental training-young boys are cram
med with books like chickens tube·fed, be
,'ond power of assimilation, The majority 
of them are content to parrot the thoughts 
of other men from youth to senility, 

"In no Eng1tsh ~chool I~ one encouraged to tlllnk 
for one,elf, and an origmal opinioll, or even an opmion 
that I~ not an opinion of the go\erl1lng ca,te, i~ taboo, 
Thl~ vulgar lovc of unlformit} i~ ,0 cheri~hed m Eng
land that one recoglll'Se, a public school-boy by hiS 
milld a, ea~ily a~ b) hiS dress." 

And the writer'!> thoughts on morals lead 
him to formulate two fundamental com
mandments as follows: -

The fir,t commandment I' .-be yourbelI: llever 
cunform : be proud of your,elf ,md wilful. for there 
I' no one 111 the \Hlrld like rOll, nor e\'er has been, and 
\ our unlikcne<;<; to all others i" the rea~on of) our 
cx"tcnce, ilnd It~ solrtary Ju~tllicatIOI1. \Vhat shall it 
profit a man if he gall1 the whole world and lose hi!. 
own ,oul' 

Thc second commandment b a coroll'H) of the fir,t: 
find out wherell1 ) ou exccln<tturally, and with the most 
ca,e, and make that quality your breadwinner. If you 
have a good head, you will soon turn that craft II1to 
an art, and if you happen to ha\'e onc of the I:-est 
head" whatever you do you will do with ma<,ter\", and 
find in it the likene<;, to everything in thi~ world that 
i, well done. Vou, too, will be one of the Creators. 

N, H.D. 

THE IMPACT OF EUROPE ON INDIA 

(FROM nut BENGALI OF RAVINDRA NATH 

TAGORE). 
n. 'BUT mel} will not let us alone. While 

. we want to repo$e, the rest of the 
w9'l1d 11; 8.ti\l \totired. While the 

householder is sunk in sleep, the house less 
infest the streets in many guises. 

Remember also that in this world as soon 
as you come to a standstill, your decay 
begins, because then you alone shall be at a 
stay, while the rest of the world will be 
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.moving on. If you cannot keep pace with 
the stream of the world'!> advance, the full 
onset of the current will dash against you, 
either overwhelming you at once or slowly 
sapping your foundations till at last you 
topple down and are swallowed up by the 
stream of Time. Advance ceaselessly and 
live, or take rest and perish: such is the 
law of ]\'ature. . 

In sighing over our lot. we proceed on the 
belief that we had contrived to be an excep
tion to the above genera I law for a long 
time --even as our ,'ogis had disrovered the 
secre't of living for· ages in a death-I!ke 
trance bv suspending their own animatIOn 
and ther~by escaping the universal law <;>f 
decay and death. In that trance theIr 
growth was arrested. no doubt, but so also 
was their decay. In general to arrest the 
movement of 'Iife brings on death, but in 
their case such :J deliberate cd,uJation 
made them deathless. 
Th~ analogy applies to our race. What 

kills off other races served as a secret for 
prolonging the life of our race. . Other ~a~es 
decline and perish when theIr ambItIOn 
loses its ardour, when their energy tires and 
slackens. But we had taken infinite pains 
to curb our ambitions and paralyse our 
energy, in order to prolong our. life in the 
same peaceful even course. And It s~ems t.o 
me that we had gained some success 10 thIS 
direction. 

They say tha t some years ba.ck a very. old 
yogi absorbed in trance was dIscovered In a 
neighbouring fore§t and brought to Calcutta. 
H'ere by all sortS of violent means he was 
brought back to consciousness, -and imm,e
diately afterwards gave up the ghost. So, 
our national trance, too, has been broken by 
the violent impact of men from outside, 
\Ve no longer differ from other nations 
except in this that, having heen for ag.es 
indifferent to external things, we are qUite 
unaccustomed to the struggle for exis
tence. From a world of religious trance 
we have been all of a sudden transported to 
a world of bustle and hubbub. 

What then should we do? Let us for the 
present follow the natural laws and prevail
ing practices in order to preserve ourselves. 
Let us cut off our long matted locks and 
overgrown finger-nails,·· take the normal 
bath and din,oer, dress like the moderns, 

and begin to exercise our [st iffened J limbs a 
little. 

Our prest:nt condition is t,his: we h,,:ve 
no doubt clipped our long hair and nalls, 
we have entered the modern world and 
begun to mix with human society, but our 
ideas are unchanged. \Ve sit on our door
steps, cast idle indifferent looks at the busy 
world, and ~pend our days in merely "tak~ng 
the air." We forget that conduct which 
was admirable in a yogi seated in a trance, 
is a piece of hideous bar~arism !n ~ mem?er 
of society. A hody wIthout hfe IS a thmg 
defiled; so is ceremonialism without the 
proper spirit. Our society affordsroany 
examples of the latter in this transition 
period ..... [We ape the dress and language 
of the rishis of old, while living in the 
modern world, and observe ancient forms 
with which our entire life is at variance]. 
T~ke the Brahmans, as an example. fn 

primeval society they formed a special cla.ss, 
with a special ta~l<. In order to quahfy 
themselves for tha t task, they drew around 
themselves a boundary line of certain cert"
monies and institutio~s, and very heedfully 
kept their heart~ from straying beyond. 
Every function ha~ its due bounda.~ies, 
which in the case of all other functIOns 
become mere hindrances. You cannot set 
up an attorney's office in a bakery, nor 
tr<ltllsport a bakery to an attorney's chambers, 
without causing confu~ion, friction and 
wa.;ste. 

'In the present age the Brahmans have no 
longer that special function They arc no 
longt'r engaged solely in study, teaching, 
and religious culture. Most of them are 
professional men of the world, not one is an 
ascetic. They no longer differ func~ionally 
from' the non,Brahman castes, and 10 such 
an altered state 01 things there is neither 
gain nor propriety in keeping tht'm confined 
within the strict limits of the ancient 
Brahman mode of life. 

We ought to realise clearly that, in the 
modern society to which we have been 
suddenly removed, it will not do for uS to 
stickle about minute ceremonies and puri
fications, to draw up the hem of our dress 
scrupulously from the ground, sniff the air 
in scorn, and walk through the world with 
extreme caution,-if we at all wish to save 
our life and honour. If we wish to maintain 
ourselves in this a2e, we must have broad 
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liberality of the heart, a well-balanced and 
sound healthy condition, strength of mind 
and limb, wide range of knowledge, :lnd 
sleepless read iness. 

I call it spiritual foppishness to suupulous
Iyavoid contact with the common world 
and to keep our overweening selves washed 
and brushed clean and covered wi th a lid, 
while despising the rest of mankind as 
impute! Such extreme delicacy gradually 
makes our manhood useless and barren. 

It is only inanimate thing, that one keeps 
covered up in a glass case. If you put a 
living bemg there, you will keep its health 
out while keeping dust out. It will acquire 
very little dirt-and very little life too! 

Our theologians say that the wonderful 
Aryan purity that' we have acquired 
is the result of long endeavour and a thing 
to be carduHy pTe~tr"eJ, <\nd that ~OT )\" 
sake we try by every means to avoid con
tact with the non-Hindu Hlechchhlls. Now, 
two things have to be said in answer to 
this: First, it is not true that all of us 
cultivate purity with special care, and yet, 
by despising the vast majority of the human 
race as impure, we create a needless barrier 
of unjust opinion and false pride between 
them and us. Many of our conservatives 
deny that the cancer of unnatural race
hatred has entered our hearts under cover 
of this ~ense of superior purity. But our 
conduct shows whether we hate all other 
creeds or not. Has any race a moral right 
to hate all the members ,)f every other 
race indiscriminately? 

Then, again, external impurity can defile 
inanimate objects only .... One who is strong 
in the cor1sciousness of internal purity can 
afford to make light of the dirt outside .... 
The fop who overvalues his delicate com
plexion, carefully avoids the dust and mud, 
rain, sunshine and wind of the natural world. 
and coddles his body, does no doubt dwell 
in aafety, but he forgets that charming. 
complexion is only an external ingredient 
of beauty, while health is its chief indwelling 

.. spirit. A lifeless thing has no need of 
health; you can safely keep it covered up 
to avoid dust. But if our soul be living 
a.nd not dead, we must bring it out into 
the commpn\ .... orld to let it gain strength 
and health, in tricorn of the risk of its being 
soiled a little there .... 

With I.lS Hindus, religion exercises its sway 

over food and drink, sleep and repose, move
ment and recreation. We hoast of it that 
in no other country does religion regulate 
every action of man's life and every rank 
of human society. Hut r regard this fact 
as our misfortune, be.:ause it can have only 
twO possible consequences: we either place 
immutahle Religion. upon a basis of restless 
ch~nge, or we make changeable Society 
lifeless by confining it witllin the unchang
ing rules of Religion. Hence, either Reli· 
gion is constantly tossed about, or Society 
loses the power of growth and decay and 
stays in a condition of stony motionlessness. 

We allow no liberty to the human reason 
in deciding how we should eat and sleep, 
whom we should touch and whom shun. 
\Ve employ all our intellect to interpret the 
vN,;es of our scriptures with minute literal
ne,,". We deem \t needle",,,, to "eek out the 
laws of God's great work, Nature, and to 
regulate our lives according to them. And 
the result is that our Society has become a 
lifeless clock-work, in which the Shastras 
wind the key and human automata move 
about with the utmost precision !. .. 

\Ve must bring our whole humanity into 
connection with mankind. \Ve cannot last 
mllch longer on earth if we confine cur 
human nature within lifeless rigid Brahman
iSn1 which only pampers our ignorance 
and blind conceit, and makes our humanity 
bloated and useless like the fat and lazy 

. spoiled children of aristocratic families. 
But it cannot be denied that narrowness 

and langour are to a great extent caus~s 
of safety. A society in which there is full 
development of the human nature and the 
fr~e current of life, has no doubt to pass 
thfough much trouble. Where there is 
exuberance of life, there must be much free
dom and much diversity. There good and 
evil are alike vigorous .... The old nurses of 
our Society think that if they allow their 
charges to grow up in full health, then these' 
healthy children will at times cry, at times 
race through the house, at times try to break 
out of doors, and thus give them infinite 
worry. So, these nurses wish to stupefy 
their babies with opium pills in order to 
get time to do their household work in 
peace I 

(Take a familiar case.] If a daughter is 
allowed to grow up to youth without being 
m~rrjed, the father runs some risks. If the 
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minds of women are expanded by mean~ of 
educa tion, it wi It prod uce some i nciden ta I 
anxIetIes. Therefore, (our conservatives 
argue), it is better to give away little girls 
in marriage, and keep our women In 

ignorance, in order Loescape much vigilance, 
~elf-control, and worry [on the part of the 
parents). They further argue that there is 
no need for educating women, as they had 
hitherto done their domestic duties very 
well, without any education whatever. 
Their functions are to act as our cooks and 
mothers, and for these the full development 
of the mind is quite unnecessary! 

But it is not enough if our works are 
done somehow or other. Man mmt do the 
world's work and be smnething besides. Nay, 
more, the higher our facultie~ are developed 
beyond the bare requisite for our wurldly 
work, the fuller IS our humanity. A culti
vator who knows only how to cultivate, IS 

(despised as a rustic and) never treated as 
a man fully our e4ua1, inspite of the benefit 
he does to s:)ciety by his art. 

Similarly, it is not enough for women to 
be able to render certain special tasks to 
man. They are not merely housewives and 
m0thers, they are HUl\IAN BEINGS, and 
knowledge is as necessary for their improve
ment (as for the progress of males). Nay 
more, if a park has been thrown open to 
the public, promenading there will certainly 
Improve their health, cheerfulness, and 
charm. There is no reason why it should' 
be necessary to exclude them from all, the 
beauty, health, arts and sciences of this 
world, simply because they are to be our 
wives and mothers .... 

ThQSe men who, without having ever 
known educ;ated women, fancifully ascribe 
to them heartlessness and other equally 
ba~less defects,-thereby only show their 
ignorance and inherent barbarism. Those 
men who hav~ the least experience of 
e,d.w:ated ladies have only verified the self
evident truth that women are by nature 
W()tneA, and that education cannot magtc:aJ
<ly transform th~ into men. These men 
hlLve ·seen how educated ladies nurse their 
dear ones in illness with all their hearts' 
clevutiQD, pour the healing balm of con.ol. 
tio~ into gr4ef-stricken sQuls with·aU their 
,pat~ra1 f~iRine sagacity, ~nd ~ower their 
,iqpa;,e, cfmp'Rion,oo . th~ hitlp'Ie$1i ~~ .. ~ 

afflicted, without the lea<;t diminution by 
reason of their education. 

[ have already said that marrying girls in
youth and giving education to women, 
adds to our trouble and anxiety. But as 
Society advances its responsibilities muiJt 
naturally increase and its duties grow more 
complex. If we now say that these higher 
responsibilities and duties are too much for 
our strength and energy,-that we do not 
want progress if it is to be accompanied by 
worry,-that we shall manage to live as we 
have done hitherto, then I say, "Better 
admit this weakness, on your part as 
weakness, than try sophistically to prove 
that this lifelessness is saintly purity and 
this incompetence is the highest merit,-
for, if you do the latter, you will close for 
ever the path of your social regeneration." ... 

When we were a nation amidst the comi
ty of natIOns, we had war, commerce and 
arts, forejgn travel, interchange of various 
arts with foreigner~, the power of conquest, 
and varied resources But to-day, after an 
interval of many cer.turies and many changes, 
standing on the extleme margin of time, 
we picture that ancient Indian civilisafiqn 
as an other-worldly thing, as a far-off holy 
and unreal sepulchral world formed by the 
smoke of homa sacrifice. We fancy that 
our modern cool shady lazy drowsy and 
and still hamlet, (called Hindu Society,) 
is akin to that far-off world and age. But 
such a belief is utterly false. 

It is a fond delusion to imagine that our 
ancient civilisation was exclusively api!'i
tual and that our anCfstMs of the primitive 
age famished themselves by austerities and 
in lonely ret.jrement spent their days only 
in refining the soul, regardless of the rna'te
rial world. Our ancient ciM~isation was 
really complete in all its parts. and not,rla 
spiritual shade devoid of a material b"dy., 

Why, the Mahabharat, to take only qhe 
instance, shows how strong was the litteam 
of life in tJl.e ciVilisation of that age!. We 
see in that epic many changes, JIlany s<t!al 

"revolutions, many conflictl' ~f OP~llg 
forces. The society of that age "Vas not ,8. 
delicate. neat and well-propottiOrteclv-ma, .. 
chine A:onftructed hy a IVery cUJ\'nlng .artist.' 
In th.f soc;iety the human -charadlerr1Pf., 
~Of;'st~tly ~gi,!.t~d amf1wpt'awak! , .. " ~~ 
Pli:r'~ ~ jn:~'1 .fear, hate, ,Anij; 'un
ttm.dJ" i*r'~'OfI the ~_tWtl'"af1.t:'''t~ 
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ness, heroism. self-abnegation, broad-minded 
nobility, and matchless saintliness on the 
other. 

I t is not true that in that society every 
man was a saint, every woman a chaste 
person, and every Brahman a hermit. In 
that society Bishwamitra ranked as a 
Kshatriya, Drona, Kripa and Parashuram 
as Brahmans, Kunti as a cha:,te woman, the 
ever-forgiving Yudhishthira as a Kshatriya 
man and the blood-thirsty fiery Draupadi 
as a woman! The society of that age had 
good elements and evil, light and darkness, 
-all the characteristics of life; a human 
society was not like a clearly outlined, 
chequered, regulated and symmdrical piece 
of mosaic. Our ancient civilisation towered 
erect in its robust manly bulk amidst this 
society whose forces were ever kept awake 
hy the conflict of the va riou!'. !'.torm-tos!'.ed 
human passions. 

. Today we fondly picture that ancient 
civilisation as a very tame harrnless un
changing peaceful and lifeless thing. And 
we brag that we are of that civilised race, 
we are those spiritual Aryans, and therefore 
-we must perform religious austerities and 
engage in factious squabbles; we must 
condemn sea-voyage, call all other races 
untouchable, sneer at Mr. A. O. Hume as a 
Mlechchha, and boycott the Indian National 
Congress r as un-H;ndu], and thereby act in 
a manner worthy of the: great Hindus of old! 

But suppose that we value TRUTH more 
[than such Hinduism; j suppose that we act 
up to our honest convictions; suppose that 
we teach truth to our boys and thus help 
them to stand erect with simplicity. strength 
and grit of character,--instead of letting 

them grow into fat fools amidst a heap of 
lies; suppose that we cultivate CJ. receptive 
liberality of spirit for welcoming joyfully 
arld humbly knowledge ·and greatness from 
a JI quarters; suppose that we open out and 
develop ourselves on all "i.-It:s by cultivating 
music, art, literature, history, science and 
various other accoJl1plishments, by travel
ing in foreign parts, minutely observing the 
world's contents, and meditating deeply and 
impartially. In that case we may impair 
what we are pleasl:'d to call [modern] Hindu
ism, but we shall certainly be linked again 
with the living active and vigorous Hindu 
civilisation of yore. 

To us in India to-day, nur ancient civi
lisation is like coal in a mine. It was once 
a vast living forest, subject to growth and 
decay, to giving and taking. It then 
fl\l!'.hed into new life at the coming of 
springtide and the rains; it had flowers 
and fruits which had their natural blossom
ing forth. Now it has no growth, no 
motion. But it is nOne the less necessary: 
the heat and light of many ages lie latent 
in it. [Let liS put them to present use]. 

If we have living humanity within us, 
then only can we put to our lise ancient 
and modern humanity, Eastern and Western 
humanity. 

A dead man belongs only to the place 
where he lies. A living man stands a~ the 
focus of the world; he can form a connect
ing link between c:onwaries, establish har
mony among conflicting elements, and 
thus lay claim to all truths as his own. 
~ot to stoop to one side only, but to expand 
freely all around is his idea of true progress. 

JADUNATH SARKAR. 

MORAL EDUCATION FOR INDIAN YOUTH 

Yo".th's No~le Path: (A 'Volume of moral instruc
tions m~unly hased on Eastern Tradition, Poetry, 
and. HfStory ) by F. J. Gould: Published by 

Long.ans, Green, &' Co. Price 1-4. 
A great deal is being said at present as to the need 

of a code of moral instruction for I ndian schools. The 
fat~l~flf~t in all such schet;les is likely to be their 
artl~laltty. N.or can we fall to, notice the great em
p~asl5 hrown,. In the discussion, on. the more passive 
vrrt~es,-ob~lence to parents, for Instance, the dutie,s 

"," 

of followers as such, and so forth. Personally we may 
confess to some slight amusement when we hear the 
West sighing over the desirability of imparting any 
of the virtues of family cohesion to the East. Not 
that the East is perfect in these things, but that it 
must most emphatically be admitted that she leads 
the way! For the virtues of obedience, of submissive
ness, of patience, of tenderness, and of mutual faith
fulness, the West will, we surmise, for a very long 
time, have to ?O, as she. has been doing for.th': last 
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RAJA AND RANI 

(From 

A SHORT STORY. 

the Bengali of Srijut 
Nath Ta~(}re.) 

Rabindl'a 

By KIND PERMISSION OF THE AUTHOR. 

BEPIN Kisore was born 'with a golden 
spoon in his mouth'; hence he knew 
how to squander money but not to 

earn half as much. The natural consequence 
was that he could not live IG'ln,g in the house 
where he was born. 

He was a delicate young i11dll uf comely 
appearance, an ~dept in music, much, to,o 
unbroken il'l buslOess, and unfit for hfe s 
handicap. Bepin Kisore could hardly 
make both ends meet and long command 
his wonted style of magnificent living, 

Luckily, however, Raja Chittaranjan, 
havin,g .got back his property from the 
Court of Wards, was intent upon organis
ing an Amateur Theatre Party. Captivat
ed by the prepossesinl'! looks of Repin 
Kisore and his musical endowments, the 
Raja gladly "admitted" "him of his crew". 

Chittaranjan was a B,A. He was not 
given to any excesses, Though ,the son 
of a rich man, he used to dine and 
sleep at appointed hours and even at 
appointed places. He suddenly became 
enamoured of Bepin like one unto drink. 
Often did his meals cool and nights 
advance to late hours in hearing Hepin 
and in discussing with him the merits of 
operatic compositions. The Dewan remark
ed that the only blemish in the otherwise 
unimpeachable character of his master 
was his inordinate fondness for Bepin 
Kisore. 

Rani Basanta Kumari raved at her 
husband and said that he was wasting 
himself on a luckless baboon. The sooner 
she could do away with him, the more 
easy she would feel. . 

The Raja was very pleased at heart at thiS 
seeming jealously of his youthful wife. He 
smiled and thought that women~fo\k know 
only one man uponfhe earth --him, whom 

they love; and never think of other men's 
deserts. That there may be many whose 
merits arc a passport to regard, is not on 
record in the scriptures of the female world. 
The only good man and, the only object 
of all her favours is he who has blabbered 
into her ears the matrimonial incantations. 
A little moment hehind the usual hour of 
her husband's meals is a world of anxiety 
to her, but--such is her idiosyncracy- -she 
never cares a brass button if her husband's 
dependents have a mouthful or not. Thi~ 
inconsiderate partiality of the softer sex 
might be cavilled at, but to Chittaranjan it 
did not seem unpleasant. Thus, he would 
often indulge in hyperbolic laudations of 
Bepin in his wife's presenee just to provoke 
a display of her "Clelightful fulminations. 

Rut what was sport to the "royal" couple, 
was death to poor Bepin. The servants of 
the house, a" is their wont, took their cue 
from the Rani's apathetic and wilful neglect 
of the wretched hanger on ami grew more 
apathetic and wilful still. They contrived 
to forget to look after his conveniences, to 
Bepin'-s infinite chagrin and untold suffer
ings. 

Once the Rani rebuked the servant Pute 
and said, "You are always ~hir.king work, 
what do you do all through the day?" 
" Pray, madam, the whole day is taken up 
in Ferving Bepin Habu under the Maharaja's 
orders"-stammered the poor valet. 

The Rani retorted, "Your Hepin Babu is a 
great Nawab, Eh! !" This was enough for 
Pute. He took the hint. From the very 
next day he left Bepin Babu's orts as they 
were and at times forgot to cover the food 
for him. With unpractised hands Bepin 
often scoured his own dishes and not un~ 
frequently went without meals. But it was 
not in him to whine and report to the Raja. 
It was not in him to lower himself by petty 
squabblings with menials. He did not 
mind it; he took every thing«lin good part. 
And thus while the,Raja's favours grew, the 
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Rani's disfavours intensified and at. ·Iast 
knew no bounds. 

Now the opera of "Subhadraharan" was 
ready after due rehearsals. The stage was 
fitted up in the palace court-yard. The 
Raja acted the part of "Krishna" and Bepin 
that of "Arjuna." Oh! how sweetly he 
sang! how beautiful he looked! The 
audience applauded in transports 01 joy. 

The play over, the Rajah came to the 
Rani and asked her how she liked it. The 
Rani replied, "Indeed, Bepin acted the part 
of Arjuna quite laudably! He does look like 
the scion of a noble family. His voice is 
rare!" The Raja said :jocosely,--"Anrl 
how do I look? Am I not fair? Have I not 
a sweet voice?" "0 yours is a different 
case!" added the Rani' and again fell to 
dilating on the histrionic capabilities of 
Bepin Kishore. 

The tables were noW turned. He who 
used to praise, now began to deprecate. 
The Rajah, who was never weary of 
indulging in high.:sounding panegyrics of 
Bepin hefore his consort, now suddenly 
fell a·reflecting that after> all unthinking 
people made too much of Sepin's actual 
merits. \Vhat is extraordinary about his 
appearance or voice! A short while before 
he himself was one of those unthinking 
men, but in a sudden and mysterious way 
he developed symptoms of thoughtfulnes;:.\ 

From the day following every good 
arrangement was made for Sepin's meals. 
The Rani told the Rajah, "It is undoubtedly 
wrong to lodge Hepin Babu with the petty 
officers of the Raj in the Cutchery; for all 
he now is,.he was once a man of means." 
The Rajah ejaculated curtly "--Ha" and 
hushed up· the matter altogether. The 
Rani proposed that there might be another 
performance on the occasion of the first
rice ceremony of the "royal" weanling. The 
Raja heard and not heard it. 

Once on being reprimanded hy the Raja 
for not properly trimming his cloth, the 
servant Pute replied, "What can I do? 
According to the Rani's behests I have to 
look after Bepin Sabu and wait on him 
the livelong day." This angered the Raja 
and he exclaimed highly nettled, "P!lhaw! 

Hepin Babu is a veritable Nawab 1 see! 
Can't he deallse his own dishes him~elf ,,, 
The servant as before took his cue and 
Bepin lapsed back into his former wretched
ness. 

The Rani liked Repin's songs---th~y were 
so sweet-there was no gainsaying it,.---she 
stood on, her husband sitting with Bepin to 
the wonted discourses of sweet music of an 
evening, when she would listen from behind 
the screen in an adjoining room. Not long 
afterwards, the Raja recommenced his old 
"ole of dining and sleeping at the regular 
hours. The music came to a stand-still. 
Bepin's evening services were no more in 
requisition. 

Raja Chittaranjan used to look after his 
Zemindary affairs at noon. One day he 
repaired earlier to the Zenana and found 
his consort reading something. On his ask
ing her what she was perusing, the Rani 
was a little taken aback, but promptly re
.plied-HI am conning over a few songs from 
Bepin Sabu's song book. We have not had 
any music since your musical hobby 
abruptly subsided." Poor woman! it was 
she who had herself made no end 
of efforts to eradicate the hobby from her 
husband's mind. 

On the morrow the Raja dismissed Bepin-
without a thought as to how and whe~e the 
poor feHow would get a morsel hencef07th ! 

Nor was this the only matter of regret 
to Bepin. He had been bound to the Raja 
by the dearest and most sincere tie of attach
ment. He served him more for the affec
tion than for the pay. He was fonder of 
his friend than of the wages he received. 
Even after deep cogitations, Bepin could not 
ascertain the cause of the Raja's sudden 
estrangement. "'Tis Fate! alJ is fate!" 
Bepin said to himself---and then, silently and -
unmurmuringly he heaved a deep sigh, 
picked up his old guitar, put it up in the 
case, paid the last two coins in his pocket 
as a farewell Baksht'sh to Pute and walked 
out into the wide wide world where he had 
not a soul to call his own. 

KESHAR CHANDRA BANERJEE, 

Zemillciar, Moorapara, 
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the Modern Review to spare the space, for a 
detailed consideration of the way that Mr. 
Weale handles this compleJ{ question. I 
may return to him some other time. I will 
here only quote the last three paragraphs 
of his somewhat remarkable book. Perhaps 
it will encourage some of my readers to get 
the book and read it for themselves; it will 
give them a much larger idea of the kind of 
patriotism needed today to help the solution 
of this great and vital world-problem than 
they are likely to find in any other hook. 

The final question which we may now ask i5, what 
may be the ulterior prejects of British statesmanship ': 
Do they relllly expect that the British Empire, like the 
Roman Empire, i<; destined to drift <juietly out of 
existence bec<luse the shadow of former power is held 
as the substance; or do they aspire to something- a 
degree more noble? In other words, is there an\' 
definite goal ahead? or i., it. simply the policy. of lh~' 
ancient Chinese which i~ being- pursued, the policy of 
building g-reat walls to ward off evils, to keep them ill 
arm's length, rather than go Jut rtnd meet and defeat 
them? Candour forces the confession that it is thi" 
procrastination which seems to have become the avowed 
foreign policy of the British Government. 

Yet such a policy is wholly unneces<;ary. Thl' 
local autonomy which the Gre:tt Dominions "tli posse,s 
-and which India should ~f)On win--not only postu
lates the rise of local spheres of influence, but demand" 
that every effort should be made to dCI'elop ~uch rl 

divi~ion of responsibilitIes with the utmost p0ssible 
speed. It is responsibility, and the menace which 

always underlies great responsibility, which is the 
sole connecting link between partners in national affairs 
as it is between partners in private affairs. Canada, 
Australia, South Africa, India, New Zealand,-each 
has a definite role to play. Where the water~, impose 
a restraint, powerful lor.al fleets to ride the walers 
become necessities-not coast guard fleets, but deep
sea fleets; and where land meeb land, there mU»L 
forces be prepared to march. Tf,at this devolution, 
lhe first principle in world politics, has been long 
perceived is a commonplace; but the admission has 
only been made in a tentative and hesitating manner 
which leaves open the possibility of a return to more 
primitive methods and seems to be qualified with that 
inherent British di,,(fus~ of everything that has been 
sanctified by centuries of custom. 

The continent of America is a self-contained and 
isolated continent; the cont incnt of Europe, save for 
Russia, is a water-locked continent. So long as 
Eng-I;wd holds the key to thi, second continent, the 
problems of the outer world-the w'lrld of colour
will be worked out largely reg-ardless of what the con
tinent of .Europe may t~ink, and I:trgcly uninHuenced by 
the continent of America, "ave where a powerful senti
ment may d"rnand intervention. Before this position is 
materially changed, many years must pas,. Restated 
then, the problem of colour becomes finally an 
almost ~r!tish problem-a problem the solution of 
which really contains the future solution of the ques
lion of the British Empire. Let every En!!,lish democracy 
understand this; let them press forward the solution 
as their common ,ense may ordain. It is at last 
quite certain that the question of colour is the rock 
on which the Empire must split, or on which may be 
builded the greatest edifice the world has ever seen. 

N. H. D. 
==='" 

THE DEATH OF A STAR 
(FROM TII.E BENGALI OF RAllINDRANATH TAGORE). 

From the depth of Heaven above, With an aching- pain and void at heart 
Into the dark ocean below, He leaves the glittering shore, and braves 
Plunged a star; The dark solitude beneath the wave~. 
W~Je afar, And you other stars, all the while, .. . 
The countless stars, speechless gazed, Why ask y'lU with your mocking smile, 
Amazed.- , \Vhat is it to us? wil! his loss 
This speck of light, but now among them, Make Ollr lustre less bright than it was? ' 
Is in one single little moment gone, Not gaily to shine did he yearn ; 
To where on the floor of the deep, But himself in silence obscure 
There sleep To immure. 
A thou~and stars, who sorrow-urged, He was in that starry poem, 
Troubles' end in self. destruction sought; But a letter ;-by self effaced 
And bought . Erased; 
~est-with glory for e'er extinct. Behind him he has left no trace, 

The pain of laughter made him sore, No sign to mark the vacant place, 
Nothing more. Mock not-but give him mercy's grace, 
With heavy heart, in that land of mirth, It ~inks! It sinks I There sinks a star! 
Smiling, he wandered from eve to dawn, In the dark sea ! 
-Alone. In the deep night! 
"fhuslaughter's flame with burning might In endless space! 
Fiercely bright Dh heart mine! Dost thou also long 
Cansurm:d the star in a blaze of light. By that dead star to sleep in peace" 
ComP!llled to sing a song, In .the dark sea ! 
Not hIS own; In the deep night! 
Fo~~d to speak in a tOl\gue In endless space! 
T.·.lIml.\ntf~n; . L. PALI'i'. 
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• BEAUTY AND SELF-CONTROL 
J 

( Prom IIIe BellKali ojl?a1·j I/dra /latlt l a gore.) 

W E must b uild up o ur l ives in self- before it can be . made fit to bear fruit. 
control and di sc ipline by Ihe pract ice Similarly. if we are to be tru ly wo rthy of 
of monastic a usterities (B rahma- enjoying beauty we must n.rwt go through a 

c.harya) in boy hood arid youth. W hen this process o f rigo rous 'culti vation. In the path 
ancient d octri ne o f India to enjoy ment there are 
is laid down, people m any t_pla ti ons to 
natura ll y o bjec t, " It is ..Je~ us astray. If we 
too hard a ru le! It wish to escape them 
can turn out a strong and attain to Ihe ful~ 
man, il ca n crea te a ness ()£ b liss, we need 
sain t free fro m the regulati on and ~lfa 
bonds or desire. But control all the mO'rr. 
where is the place for T o qual ify ourselves for 
enjoymen t under such pleasure (in the end) 
a law ? lVhere is t he we must denv o urselves 
p lace for l'iterature, a rt pleasure (at firs t). 
and music ? If you wish But .men often forge t 
to produce a fu lly deve- th e end in the mea n •. 
loped man , you cannot Hence it is of len sern 
leave out <esthe tics." lhat rule and diacip-

Yel, it is t rue; we do line usurp the place 
require beauty, be- of th e supreme end. 
cause the object of Those who look upoo 
devotrd endeavour is regulation a s a gain. 
srlWevelopment, not . a merit in itself, be-
ICIf-suppression. But come extreme ly g reedy 
the praCtlce of austC1'i- of regu lation. This 
tics during pupilage is BABU R AVINURANATH TAGORE. passion for regulating 
not in truth the pur- (F,.. /n tJ!.hotoJ("tJph toke ll 1m kis50th bi1'th- everything becemls a 
suit of barftn ngour. .)1 by Balm Sui",".1' RtJy.) uventh dead ly sin 
The soil bas to be torn up by the plough_ (r;jnt) with them .. .. H we regard austerity as 
abare and tbe barrow9 the dods of earth a gain, we ca nno t logically stop short of 
hammereod into duat. all itt growing wreds suicidr. Indeed. we the,., on ly coovrrt 
rootecI OVJ ..... tile field laid atterly bare. the repression of pa.ion into the 8tronpl 
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of passions! Hence it is true that, if we raise is not observed our appetite is lost (in the 
the observance of rules into an object of shock to our sensibility). Today decency 
passionate desire, it will only increase the has brought our appetite under control. 
pressure, of severity and squeeze out of Beauty has brought our passions under 
Nature' all sense of beauty. But if, on the discipline. It has established between the 
other hand, we aim at the full development rna.terial world and ourselves the connection 
of humanity within us, and properly control of delight in addition to the primitIve 
the cultivation of self-control,- then, every savage's relation of necessity. \Ve are poor, 
constituent element of humanity will remain we are slaves, when we are connected by 
unimpaired and will even grow in strength. necessity; we attain to liberation when the 

In truth, every foundation must be strong, tie is that of delight. 
or it will fail to support the edifice .... lf the Thus we see that beauty in the eAd draws 
'foundations of knowledge were not hard, man towards self-control. It has given to 
then knowledge would be a chaotic dream; man a draught of nectar which has taught 
if the basis of joy were not firfP, joy would him to conquer the rudeness of hunger. 
be a wild infoxication only. Une day we had refused to shun unrestrained 

This strong basis is SELF-CONTROL. It is license as harmful; but today we are willing 
compounded of discrimination, strength, to give it up as ugly. 
sacrifice, and relentless firmness. Like the As beauty gradually draws us towards 
gods it blessc:, us on the one hand allli decency and self~control,-, so too does self
destroys us on the other. Such se\f~control control deepen our enjoyment of beauty. 
is a necessary condition of the full enjoy- It is only in still attentiveness that one can 
ment of beauty. extract delight from the inmost core of 

So, too, the creation of beauty is not the beauty. Chastity is that sober self-contol, 
work of unbridled imagination. Passion, by means of which alone can the inner spirit 
when it is given full sway, becomes a des- of love be deeply aUa ined. If our <Esthetic 
.truchve force like fire gone out of hand, sense be not controlled by chastity, what is 

In this world, whenever our hungry pas- the result? We only hover restlessly round 
sions seek gratification they find close at and round beauty, we mistake intoxication 
hand beauty provided as well. A fruit not for bliss, we fail to gain that which would 
merely satisfies the animal craving of our make us serenely happy for ever. True 
stomach, it is in addition charming in taste, beauty reveals itself to the self-restrained 
smell and sight. We should have eaten it, devotee, not to the greedy voluptuary. A 
even if it had heen lacking in these elements glutton cannot be a connoisseur of cooking. 
of beauty. It is, therefore, an extra gain The goddess of beauty who dwells within 

. that the fruit delights us not only from the all the beauty and all the glory (of the uni
side of satisfying hunger, but also from the ~erse, is before Uf>; but we cannot perceive 
side of restheticenjoyment. her unless we are pure. She withdraws her-

Whither is this extra gain, this beauty of self from our gaze when we are steeped in 
the universe, leading our mind ?~auty voluptuousness, when we rove like drun\ardR 
seeks to prevent the absolute and exclusive in the intoxication of enjoyment. 
dominion of animal passions over our minds, I assert this n~ from the,;point of v~w of 
it seeks to liberate us from the bondage of the morality, but ft'd&~ tbat ,of.""art) ·~holy 
ge~ses .... There is an element of humiliation books lay down, ~~::'~,. !~",_.f
in it when man bows down to his ir~sistible controlled for the saKe ·o.f,'.·~ines\s"a"o,~' 
·(animal) needs; but beauty is somethin.,., and not merely fOIi\1:hctrsal«t o~ l1eligiobwFlf 
beyo.n? s~ch needs, hence 'it removes that rou want to.«ratiTy~ur deme,keep it :Well 
huml1tatlOn from us. Beauty adds a sub- In hand. If you want to ~rtlrJw.¥. beauty, 
li~er tune to .our ~unger, thirst andl o~er.t:. check. xour voluI;'tuousn~",~ ;pure, ,be 
amn2~1" cravmgs j 'and has thereby raised ~, .. fherefo.re dl.dHay '11 at. 
uncd'htrolled savages into men. The pmni- oul~ttbat" .for the ,PI:IOp!'" r:,,?\lkllJ'ellopmt,limt 
tive man who was swayed ny ,sensual of ,0" se8(JitiC .·lIOlIu'e;::.;;e~tJlU1~e:.· fDllllUlIllUle 
passion, ,is today submiS$ive to love. ,:Tqp.ay, (BraJrmruhhrya) 'l'~ p':nJ'~~_tlr .. , 
'w~enmoved by 'b1.U\ger,we .do not ea:t' iildis-:r~ this my . oPpo·'n.t!:1:)b'f--_·.>I 
criminHety):ikebf"lltesandogres; if d.ecency ~'.fiery;wtl,er)e: 
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have created beauty have in most cases left 
behind them no example of self-control. 
Their lives are often unfit to be read." ... My 
answer is that we know not their lives ful\y, 
and that the little of. their earthly career 
which is known to us does not justify the 
assertion of the monstrous theory that the 
creation of beauty can proceed from weak
ness, from fickleness, from license. I main
tain that the true secret of their great works 
is not revealed in their imperfect biographies. 
... In the sphere where the master artists are 
truly great, they are ascetics; license has 
no entry there; devotion and self-control 
reign there. Few of us are morally so strong 
as to apply our moral consciousness in all 
our acts; we all err to some extent at least. 
But every great and enduring work which 
we build up in ollr life, is the result of our 
inherent moral sense, and not that of aberra
tion. In their works of art the great masters 
have shown their true charal:ter; where 
they have li\'ed wildly they have displayed 
lack of character. Self-control is needed in 
construction, license in destructIOn. Self
control enables us to hold [what is great or 
good], license enables us to grasp falsehood. 

The true development of the ccsthetic 
sense cannot co-exist with raging passions 
or license of spirit. The two are mutually 

antagonistic .... When our passions rise in 
rebellion lagainst moral law] they create 
another world in opposition to God's uni
verse; we are no longer in harmony with 
our environmellt. Our anger or greed per
verts our judgment, so that the small seems 
great and the great small, the ephemeral 
seems eternal and the eternal hardly visible, 
Ito our diseased mind]. The object of our 
desire gains such a false magnitude that it 
covers the great truths of the world, and 
throws into the shade even the sun and the 
moon! Our mental creation runs counter 
to the Creator of the universe. 

When any particular passion is strongly 
roused within us, it pulls us hack from the 
free general stream of the world, and makes 
us go round and round in a small contracted 
eddy .... But when we set the object of our 
desire in the midst of the wide universe, we 
at once perceive its ugliness. The man who 
knows not how to look soberly at the small 
in relation to the great, the individual in 
relation to the whole, mistakes excitement 
for delight and perversion for beauty. 
Therefore it is that if we want to gain the 
.esthetic sense in all its {ulness, we must 
have peace of mind, we must have self
restraint. 

JADUNATH SARKAR. 

WpRKING WONDERS \VITH FLO\VERS AND FRUITS 

G REATNESS at first invites contemptu
I)US indifference. Follows a siege of 
vilification conducted by unscrupu

lous rivals and conscienceless busybodies. 
The man of genius patiently weathers the 
storm, bends before its fury like a stalk of 
wheat, without breaking. In olden times 
when barbarism was in the ascendant, the 
world's greatest people lived in pinching 
poverty, suffered contumely, and died at the 
hands of the hangman. In our day and 
aJle we are a little more civilized. We do 
:~ot guillotine- the men and women who are 
incomparably our superiors in taleuts and 
c~cter.We merely slash them with our 
tOl'ls .... nd pens, which, in. their sardonic 

/lJI,tirer","- lUQre than. a-i4the machine of 
, " " , . 

torture and death. The modern method is 
really better, inasmuch as it does give 21. 

truly great individual the opportunity to 
live through the period of criminal neglect, 
vile slander, and. satanic opposition, to be 
re!'-pected by his own generation, and ac
claimed by his countrymen. 

Luthur Burbank today is conceded to be 
the most distinguished man in his chosen 
profession, and as such is honoured by all 
the civilized world. His admirers claim 
for him the credit of actually creating new 
forms of plant life, and even his enemies 
anrl detractors do not deny the fact that he 
has lured Dame Nature to divulge more 
secrets of the vegetable kingdom than she 
has revealed to any other of her suitor!!. 



, . • .. Ja FATHER'S HOUS!! 

Indian icooography Very interesting poinu 
of enquiry. We nnd many forms of deities 
surviving in Japan of which there is no exist
ing apecimen m India at present. On the 
other hand many forms o f gods which have 
figured in the Brahminic as op posed to the 
Buddhist pantheon of India have been 
adopted in the Nippon Buddhist pantheon . 
The God Chandra or the Moon has neve r ~,. -, 
cept in the Naba Graha relievos in Konarak 
received any sculptural or other representa
tion in India. while in Japan it has auumed 
many picturesque forms a s a deity by him
self Iransplanted from the Brahminic con
.ception. He also figures as a Bodhisa tt va 
along with the Sun-god and is known as 
Gakiw or Chandra P,ahba Bodhisattva. 
Th e&«: two imagel are usually auociated 
as a ttendants of Bhesajya Guru, th~ A:scul_ 
apius o r the Great Hea ling God of Buddhist 
Japan. Buddhism as it grew and spread 
abroad absorbed into itse lf a mass of alien 
concepti ons and transferred to its u~s a 
hundred forms from the Indian mythology. 
Thus we find in the ever- increasing array of 

Bodhisanavs form. of deities whjch original\y 
belongt"d to non · Buddhist conceptions. Thts 
seems to demon.!ltrate also how Buddhism 
sometime! merged itself in the larger influx 
of Hinduism. irrilarly Indra Deva"ori8inally 
a Pauranic God, has be!'n the subject of 
many a magnificeRt altar-piece in Japanese 
temples. Curiously enough Biswakarma. 
the Indian God of Arts, figu~s in Japan as 
a feminine Goddess. The representation 01 
Brahma in a monocephalous form is hardly 
met with any where expect in Japan. The 
portrait of Yama Dew riding on his white 
bullock is a very frequent subject of Japan
eSe altar-pieces and ·is very often conceive9 
3S Dharma RAja, tne Lord of Righ(eout
ness. rather ihan a s. the presiding deity of 
Hades. The ligure of K'wllnin ill ustrated 
in figure 17 'is of peculiar interest inas
much as in its pose and concepti on ;t is quite 
distinct from the trad itional forms and 
atti tudes usuall y associated with il. It is 
a q uite original presen ta ti on of a rather 
hack neyed subjec t. 

ORDHltNDRA COOMAR GANGOLY. 

MY FATHER'S HOUSE 

(From the Btngafi 0/ Ravi"drnath TagfW~.) , 

In Thy house, 
(Li\tl e child) 
Dearest, I am gro wing; 
Life of mine, 
Gift of Thine -
Holy and All-knowing I 

Father's breaJil 
Pillows me 
10 my infant weakness ; 
And in birth 
On this earth. 
Mother', loving meekMu. 

Thou hast tied 
Patlently 
Hrart-knot. of my friendship.. 
AIlI_ 

, 

Brings to me 
Token of Thy kinship, 

o Thy great 
Wondrous world 
Spreadeth out before me; 
Stream, hill, wood, 
Pan ing good. 
Each and all adore Thee! 

In the Here; 
In the There ; 
:Eon age nceeding ; 
Death and birth; 
Pain and mirtb ; 
All! In al1, Thy leading! 

MAUD :\bCCUTHY, L. of G. 
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the HAnji dates from the advent of the 
holiday making tourists. The tourists have 
taken advantage of the cupidity and 
poverty of the Hanji and thus created a 
race of demoralised people in Kashmir. 
These touril'ts are responsible for the moral 
curruption of the Hanji and it is these 
tourists that return to the plains of India 
to defame the entire people of Kashmir. 
J do not believe in the superior or inferior 
morals of any nation. There are certain 
sets of loose people in every country who 

have no great sense of honour and morality. 
Therefore it is a mistake to stigmatise the 
whole face for the sins of the few. Even 
among Hanjis I am sure there must be: 
saintly men and women. 

The morals of the Hanjis can be improved 
bv those who come in contact with them. 
I' complained to some Hanjis about their 
greediness and general morals. They held 
poverty responsible for everything. 

MUKANDI LALL. 

THE INNOCENT INJURED 

A SHORT STORY. 

(Translated from the BengaIt: of Srz'jut 
Rabindra Nath Tagore). 

A maid-servant, named Pyari, had been 
newly appointed in the house of 
Girish llasu, the Nail! of the Zamin

dars. She was yet in her teens, and of good 
morals. Ere she had been long in the 
house, she approached the mistress one day 
and besought her with tears to be saved 
from the insidious addresses of the master. 
The mistress said, "Go hence, dear one, 
thrive by other means; you come of good 
parents, it won't suit you to stay here any 
l()nger." With this she gave her some 
money in secret and let her go. 

But it was not very easy to get away. 
She ran short of pocket and had !'lot money 
enough to tlavel far. So Pyari found 
shelter with Harihar Bhattacharyya of the 
same village. The more considerate among 
the youngsters of the house said, "Father, 
why wilfully provoke dangers?" "When 
misfortune itself craves shelter, it can not 
be shaken off," rejoined Harihar. 

Girish Basu came, prostrated himself 
before the Bhattacharyya in utter humility, 
and said, "Sir, why have you taken over 
my maid-servant ? I am in a fix without 
ber." In reply Harihar spoke a few sharp 
and unpleasant truths ..• He was an honour
,able man, frank and outspoken. It was 
quite foreign to him to speak circuitously 
'ot" {ea,~ or favour. The Nailt mentally 

hkenecl him to a new-fledged ant, and 
taking the dust of his feet in a solemn, 
reverential manner, wended his way. 
Erelong there was a sudden influx of the 
po!ice in t~e Bhattach~ryya's house .. ~ 
pair of ear-nngs belongmg to the Nalb s 
consort was discovered lying beneath the 
pillow of the Brahmin's wtfe. The servant
maid Pyari was hauled up as the thief and 
sent to jail. Bhattacharyya Mahashay, 
by virtue of his reputation, got off scot-free 
from the charge of receiving stolen property. 
The Naib came again, took the dust of the 
Brahmin's feet, and departed. The Brahmin 
regretfully thought that it was he wh? had 
brought peri I on the poor servant-girl. by 
givinf.! shelter to her. A great angUish, 
like a sharp.javelin, stuck to his·mind. The 
young folks of the house counselled their 
old father again that they should rather 
sell off all their lands and migrate to 
Calcutta, for there might be more dangers 
in store for them. Harihar said, "Whatever 
betide, I will in no wise quit my ancestral 
homestead; misfortunes may come any
where if ordained by Fate." 

Meanwhile, the Naib's constant efforts to 
highly enhance the rent made the tenants 
refractory. Harihar had nothing to do with 
the landlord as all his landsw~re Br.-9hm()ttar 
(freehold tenures). The Naib apprised the 
Zamindar that it was Harihar who had 
stir~ed up the tena.ntB ~'·;.N~~artJulrna~hi .. 
natIOns. The Zammdat ~td ,that' tb~, 
offender should be brought\:~ ~,!NJ' 
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n~ans, The 'Nflib came again, bowed to 
:he Bh:tttacharyva, and said, pointing to a 
,d,lt ()f land lving n >t far off. Iha!"'it fell 
~\'ithin the boundary-limits of the Z lIninJM's 
elll·t:flnnilh. and that he rnu,t rellflqui-;h it. 
"H>w IS thH?" ex~\'li·n(!J Htrlh;tr all 
.,mazed, "it has been a rent-free h'lldlng in 
IllV familv from time immemnri,d!" H"w
t'ver, a suit was instituted that the Ian} next 
to the court-yard of Harihar's hOllse ft·ll 
within the ance~tral Z1mindari of the Babus. 
Hctrihar said, "J'his plot of land I must 
:.:ive up, I can't appear in Court to give 
eviJence in this decrepit old age." The 
youthful inmates told him, "How ~hall we 
~tay in the house if we are to aband<ln the 
land just contiguous to it?" 

Out of deep attachment for the al1~estraI 
heritage. whi~h he va lued more than life 
itself, the old man stood in the court-dock 
with trembling knees. The l\lunsiff, Nava
gopaI B.lbu, dismissed the ~uit on the basis 
of his eviden~e alone. The Khas tcnants 
of the Bhattacharyvas made a great rejoic
ing over the rnatt~~. Harihar ~torped "the 
jocund din" in no time. The Nail; came to 
'the Bhattacharyya, took the dust of his feet 
with ,great ceremony, smeared it all 
over the body, and filed an appe3.l 
again~t the decree of the r-.1unsiff. The 
lawyers took nothing from Harihar, did 
service for him gratis. They gave great 
hopes to the poor Brahmin that there was 
no chance of his losing the case. They said 
"Can day ever become night t Can truth 
be ever falsified?" The~e hopeful words 
allayed Ibri~ar's anxieties and inspired 
great hopes in him. 

Time rolled on. Once suddenly the village 
rang with an outburst of the music of drums 

tabors aud cymbals; in the Zamindar's 
Cutchery, the G,)dde~s K,.di was to bl:! wor
shipped with the ~acf1fi~e of goats, with 
great pl)mp and cirClIllhtance. What was 
the In,ltrer? J'he BhatLlcharvva heard that 
the "ppeal had b~en deLret>c\' a,g.lin,t him. 
He b",.t hi" forehead in ,great ;1ngu,,,h alld 
said to the p\e'Hier confoun,led1v,-"Just 
sec wh.lt you have done Baqnta Babu! 
\Vhat w()uid now become ~f me ?" 

Hasanta Balm took upon himself to explain 
how rnysterinu';)y the day had become !lIght, 
the improhable prohahle : -he who h;ld re
cently come as the Additional JULlge, was at 
I()g~erhead" with the Munslff Nabagopal 
Babu when he was hirnself yet a Munsiff. He 
could not do anything then against Naba
gopal Hahu. [{ut now sitting 011 the Judge's 
Bench, he, invariably and as it were in 

retaliation, decreed a'il app:als agains' N~~ba
gopal g,lbu's judgments. That is why the 
poor HI'ahrnin had lo~t the ca.,e. Harihar 
interrogated impatiently and eagerI\', "Does 
no appeal lie to the High COllrt?" Ba"anta 
Habu said," rhe Judge has left you 110 chance 
of succe,.,~ in the High Court too, He has 
di.,crediteJ the evidence of YOllr \vjtlle~" and 
put faith in that of the appella/lt~, rhere 
will be no exam'ination of witnesse, before 
the HIgh Court." 

\Vuh tearful e\'c .. the old man br,.ke out 
"Oh what wiil become of me? I al~ 

undone ," 
rhe Vakil rejoined "'N" help." 
Next dd)' Girish Babu Came with a Luge • 

retinue of underlings, solemnly took the. 
dust 01 the Brahmin's feet, and, CIs he ldt 
fetched a deep sigh, and said,--"(~o()d Lord: 
thy will he done ," 

KESfiAIl CHANDRA RANEIHEE. 

SISTER NIVEDITA 

By MRS. J. C. BOSE. 

I T is j.1t thh'tii/h years that a young 
Englishwoman-·a picture of health 
and vieoul'·-with a fact: beaming with 

enthtmasm. c-»e~ on me. She explained 
that bel' object 'was to serve our women
not.one"ftam outside but as one from 

within, and that she must therdore live 
their life and be one of them. I could no't 
help telling her of my misgivings knowing 
full well tht: c:l.h'nost insurmountable barrier 
that stood in her way. 

It was not'till a much later date, when I 
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submitted it to the Emperor, who sent it to 
the Privy Council, e~talJlished in 1888, for 
consideration. The Emperor himself pre
sided over the deliberations of the Council 
and Ito tells us, he almost invariahly 
showed a liberal conception of Imperial 
rights and duties. 

The constitution being finally sanctioned 
by the Emperor was promulgat~d with great 
eclat and ceremony on 11th February, 1889. 

The da wn of the new era was commemo
rated by an amnesty to political prisoners. 
Thus the movement which began in 1867 
received its fulfilment after a period of 
twenty years. In the universal joy alld 
jubilatinn that followed, no criticism was 
passed on the constitution, all parties 
having accepted it as the best under the 
circum~tances. 

HAMCHhNDRA GANESH PRADHAN. 

VICTORIOUS IN DEFEAT 

(A SnORT TALE) 

(From the Benf(ali of Rabindranath T£lgore). 

l. 

THE princess \\'n~ named Invicta (Apara
jita.) Her father's court-poet, Shekhar, 
had never seen a glimpse· of her. And 

yet, when he read out to the king any new 
poem of his own, from the floor of the Court 
where he sat he raised his voice so high as 
to rf'ach the years of the lady listeners 
sitting unseen behind the latticed screen of 
the lIpper gallery of that lofty hall,-as if 
he were sending his outburst of song 
towards an inaccessible starry realm, where 
the unknown guiding star of his life shone 
in invisible glory amidst:\ ring of luminaries. 

At times he divined her by a shadow, at 
times he heard her in the tinkle of her 
anklets; and then he sat dreaming of the 
two feet, stirred by which the golden anklets 
were singing so rhythmically! Ah, with 
what a touch of blessedness, grace, and 
tenderness did those two fair, rosy. velvet 
teet meet the earth at every step! In the 
temple of his mind he set up these feet; 
before them he prostrated himself in hie; 
quiet hours. and set his songs to the tune 
'of those tinkling anklets I 

. ~Whose shadow had he rea1\y seen? 
. Whose anklets had rung in his ears? Such 

a qbestion, such a doubt never assailed that 
adoring heart. ' 

Wh(>n Manjari, the princess's maid, went 
to. ·the river side. she had to pass by 
Shekhar'li houst" and 'She wa~ sure to 

"~xcnange:a word or two with him on her 
. r 

way. Of some morning or eventide when 
there were no people about in the road, she 
would even visit blln In his rooms. I don't 
think it was reallv on husiness that she 
went to the water so often. And even if 
she had <lny business, one cannot fully 
explain whv she should take pains to put 
on a gay 'coloured robe and ear-tops of 
mango-blossoms just before going to the 
ghat. 

People whispered and giggled. And 
they were not to blame for it. Shekhar 
felt a particular delight in her presence, 
and hardly cared to conceal it. 

Her na'me was Alanjari, a name good 
enough for work-a-day people, as all must 
admit. But Shekhar went a step further 
and called her poetically Basanta-Manjari 
(Spring Bud). At this people shook their 
heads and said, "He is lost! He :'8 lost!" 

Nay more. in his odes to Spring one now 
and then came upon jingles like manjul 
banjul manjari. The tale had even reached 
the king's ears. 

The -king was greatly amused to hear of 
this sentimental effusion of his poet, -and 
chaffed him about it. Shel,har, too, gladly 
joined in the fun. 

The king with a smile put the Conun
drum, "Does the bee only sing in the court 
of king Spring?" The poet answered, "No, 
he also sucks the honey' of flower-b~ds." 

In this way, they laughed and made fun. 
Methinks, in the royal harem the princess 
Invicta must have now and then jested with. 
Manjari about it. AnJ M.anja.1i did not 
take it ill. 
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Thu~ compounded of truth and falsehood, 
human life glides on in its own waY,--,t 
part of it shaped by Providence, a part hy 
oursel ves, and a part by our neighbours. 
It is a patchwork of odds and ends, truth 
and falsehood, the fictitious and the real. 

Only the songs that the poet sang were 
true and whole. Their theme was the old 
old one of Radha and Krishna,-the Eternal 
Male and the Eternal Feminine, the prime
val sorrow and the unending bliss! In those 
songs he told his true inner history; and 
the Iruth of the songs was tested in every 
heart from the king's to the poorest 
peasant's, at Amarapur. His songs were in 
every mouth. When the mool1 appeared or 
a breath of the south-wind blew, at once 
all over the country his songs overflooded 
the woods, the roads, the boats, the balco
nies, and the courtyards. And his fame 
knew no bounds. 

Years passed on in this way. The poet 
wrote his odes, the ki ng I istened to them. 
the courtiers cried applause, Manjari visited 
the ghat, and from the lattice-window of 
thlt royal harem now a shadow was cast, 
now a tinkle of anklets was heard. 

If. 
Then came a champion-poet from the 

Southern Land. Chanting a Pythean ode 
in praise of the king, he stood in the royal 
Court. After leavin).! home he had defeated 
in metrical contest the laureate of every 
king on the way, and had at last reached 
Amarcipur. 

The king reverently said, "\\Te1come! 
Welcome I" The poet, Pundarik. haughtily 
cried out, ~'Come on! I chaJleng(~ your 
Court." ~ 

The king's honour demanded that the 
chaJlenge should be accepted. But Shekhar 
had no clear idea of how a poetical combat 
can be fought out. He grew extremely 
nervous and alarmed. His night wore on 
without sleep. On aJl sides he only saw 
images of the renowned Pundarik's tall 
stalwart frame, sharp hawk nose, and proud 
elevated crest. 

In the morning the poet entered the arena 
with a trembling heart. From the earliest 
dawn th.~ Court had been filled with specta
tors; the din. was ceaseless; all work had 
been stoppea in the city. 

With great effort Shekhar forced a smile 
ofcheeTfulnesli on to his face, and bowed to 

his rival poet ;-Pundarik with profound 
indifference returned the salute by a slight 
nod, alld looked at his admiring f )110 vers 
with a smile. 

Shekhar cast one glance at the lattice of 
the harem. He knelV that from there 
hundreds of curiolls dark eyes were gazing 
eagerly and ceaselessly on the crowd. Once 
he ~tlHew up his heart in abstraction at that 
high plane and bowed to his guardian deity 
saYio).! only, "If I win today, then 0 goddess, 
O' Invicta, it will only prove thy name 
true! " 

'l'lumpet and clarion pealed forth. The 
asselnbled throll~ stood up with a cry 'of 
"Ilail". King Uday-narayan, clad in white, 
entered the hall slowly like tl~e fleecy clouds 
sailing in the sky of autumn morni~gs, and 
ll1cltlntc:d his throne. 

p(Jndarik ad\'anced and 
of the throne. The vast 
hushed. 

stood in 
assembly 

front 
was 

With chest thrown out and head slightly 
tilted aside, the lar~e-limbed Pundarik began 
to chant deeply an ode ill glory of Uday
n,lravan. His voice filled the vast hall to 
overflowing; its deep resonanCe beat and 
was beaten back from the walls around, the 
pill3.rs and the root, like waves of the sea. 
The impact of the sound made the hearts 
of the vast audience qu ver like so manv 
donls. \\That skill he showed, what literary 
craft, what various interpretations of the 
name UdaYllarayall, howi many different 
anagrams formed out of the letters of the 
kin~'s name, how many metres, and how 
maOY puns! 

When Pundarik made pause, for a time 
the hushed haJl only simmered with the 
echo of his voice and the speechless amaze
me!1 t of a thousand hearts. The scholars 
come from far and near raised their right 
armS and with uplifted voice cried 'Bravo' 
on l1im. 

The king from his throne cast one glance 
at Shekhar. The poet sent back to the 
kin~ a look of mingled respect, friendship, 
pride and some amount of pathos and 
shrinking, too, and then slowly rose from 
his seat. Surely, when Rama, to humour 
his subjects, asked Sita to go through the 
ordeal of fire again, she must have looked 
thu~ as she stood up before her husband's 
throne. 

The sil~nt look of the poet seemed to t~ll 
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the king, "I am truly thine. If you want 
to make me stand before the wide world 
and tf'l't 1lIt", you may do so. But ---." 
Then he lowered his glance. 

Pundarik had stood like a lion, Shekhar 
like a deer ringed round by hunters. He 
was a mere youth, his fact" tendt"r with 
bashfulness and swt"etness, pale-cheeked, 
slender of limb, the very look of him sug
gesting that at the touch of emotion all 
his body would quiver and break into song, 
like the strings of a lyre. 

With head hent down, he began in a low 
tone. Possibly none caught his first verse 

. Clearly. Then he slowly raised his face;
where he cast his gaze it seemed as if the 
crowd and the stone-walls of the Court 
dissolved and vanished into nothingness 
amidst the far off past. His sweet and clear 
voice tremulously rose higher and higher 
like a bright flame oi light. J:<irst he sang 
of the king's ancestors in the lunar line. 
And then gradually he led the royal nar
rative down to his own age, through many 
a war and struggle, many a heroic feat and 
sacrifice (yajnll), many a Ims-givings and 
noble institutions connected· with them. 
At last his gaze, so long fixed on the 
memory of the past, was turned and plant
ed on the king's face; and, incarnating in 
a metrical form the universal unspoken 
loyalty in the hearts of the populace of the 
kingdom, he set it up in the middle of the 
Audience-hall,--as if, the heart-stream of 
myriads of subjects had rushed from afar 
at;d filled with a nohle hymn that ancient 
palace of the kiog's fore-fathers,-as if it 
touched, hugged and kissed every stone of 
that edifice,--as if it rose [like a fountain] 
up to the high window of the harem
gallery, and bowed in tender loyalty at the 
feet of the royal ladies, (the indwelling 
spirits of goodness of the palace), and re:' 
turned thence to walk round the king and 
his throne ;.\ thousand times in tumultuous 
rapture. The poet concluded, "Sir King' 

. -I can be defeated in words, but not in 
devotion," and then sat down palpitating 
[with his efforts.] The people, bathed in 
tears; shook the sky with their hurrahs. 

Pundarik rose 'up again, chiding this 
wild outburst of the vulgar populace with 
a scornful laugh. With an exulting shout 
he asked, "What is there higher than word?" 
In afll90')ent all were h"sh~d to'i!ilenQe. 

Then in a variety' of metres he gave ex
pression to his matchless scholarship, and 
proved from the Vedas, the Vedanta, the 
Puranas, &c., that the WORD is the Supreme 
thing in the universe. The Word is verity, 
the Word is the Godhead. The Hindu 
Trioi ty, --- Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva,-arc 
all subject to the Word; therefore the Word 
must be higher than they. Brahm~ with his 
four mouths cannot exhaust the Word ;._
Shiva with his five mouths has failed to 
reach the last of words and has therefore at 
last silently sat down in meditation III 

search of the Word . 

Thus piling lip scholarship on scholarship, 
scripture on scripture, he built for the Word 
a cloud-kissing throne, seated the 'Nord 
above the heads of Earth and Heaven 
alike, and again asked in a vOIce of 
thuncier, "'" hat is there higher than 
word ?" 

Proudly he glanced round; but none gave 
reply. Then he slowly resumed his seat. 
The scholars cried, .. Well spoken, well 
spoken," " Bless you." The king was lost 
in amazement. And the poet Shekhar felt 
himself very small by the side of such vast 
erudition. The assembly was broken up for 
that day. 

III. 
Next day Shckhar came and began his 

song:-The scene is at Brindaban; the 
notes of a flute are heard, but the milk
maids do not yet know who is playing on it 
nor where. At times the music seemed to 
float on the south wind, at others it seemed 
to come from the peak of th~ Govardhan 
hill in the north; once it seemed as if some 
one were standing on the Hill of Sunrise 
and calling them to a love meeting, again it 
appeared as if some one seated on the 
verge of the Sunset Range were weeping in 
the pang of lorn love. It seemed as if the 
flute were speaking from every wave of the 
Jamuna,-as if every star of the sky were 
a stop of the pipe. At last its notes were 
heard issuing from every grove, every street, 
every ghat of Brindaban,-from fruit and 
fluwer, from earth and water, 'rom above, 
below, within and without. None under
stood what the flute was. saying, none 
could perceive dearly what his'heaTt tonged 
to say in response to the notes. Only' ·tears 
aW9ke drowning their eyes; 'C>nlyayearn-
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ing for a death of ethereal beauty, shady 
and reposeful, set all hearts a-quiver. 

Forgetful of the Court, forgetful of the 
king, forgetful ?f friends and enemies, fame 
and obloquy, vIctory and defeat, proposition 
and reply, forgetful of everything else,
Shekhar seemed to be standing alone amidst 
the seclusion of his heart-bower. as he sang 
of the music of Krishna's fiute. Before his 
mind's eye stood only a bright ideal figure j 

in his ears rang only the tinkle of anklets 
on a pair of velvet feet. Closing his song, 
the poet sat down like one benumbed; 
and an unspeakable sweetness. a vast 
universal sense of loneliness and longing. 
filled the Audience HalJ. None could cry 
applause on him. • 

When the force of this emotion had abated 
a little, Pundarik stood up confronting the 
throne. He asked, "What is R<fdha and 
what is Krishna?" and then glanced all 
around. Smiling at his followers he repeated 
the question, and then began to answer it 
himself with a marvellous display of 
erudition. 

He said, "Rlidhli stands for the mystic 
syllable Om, and Krishna for meditative 
trance, while Brindliban symbolises the 
central spot of the forehead between the two 
eyebrows." He dragged into his exposition 
every apparatus of yoga,-the navel, the 
heart, the cerebral focus. One after another 
he gave every conceivable meaning of the 
syllables ra and dha, and of all the letters 
of Krishna's name taken separately. In one 
interpretation he put forward Krishna as 
symbolic of yajn'1 and R4dh4 as the holy 
fire, in anot!\er Krishna as the Vedas and 
Radh' as the six branches of philosophy, 
then he took Krishna as education and 
Radh' as initiation, Krishna as argument, 
R4dhtl as conclusion, or Rlidhll as contro
versy and Krishna as victory. 

rhen he glanced at the king, the scholars, 
and -with a scornful smile, at Skekhar, 
and sat down. 

The king was entranced by Pundarik's 
wonderful powers; the amazement of the 
scholars know no bounds;' and these new 
metaphorical explanations of Krishna and 
l,U.dh' utterly swept away the song of the 
Bvte, the murmur ·of the. Jamuna., and the 
intoxication' of love i -as if sOme one wiped 
awaYJh, fresh verdant hue of Spring from 
,~laceoffhe earth,and spread aU over it 

a coating of the sacred cowdung! Shekhar 
felt his song of so many years to be vain. 
After this he could not muster strength 
enough to sing. The assembly broke up 
for the day. 

IV. 
On the third day, Pundafik showed his 

wonderful mastery of language by construct
ing acrostics, anagrams, riddles, epigrams, 
quibbles, paragrams, antitheses, rondeaux, 
oxymorons, paradoxe~, &c. On hearing 
these the assembled audience could not 
control their wonder. 

The verses that Shekhar used to frame 
were exceedingly simple,-the public used 
them in joy and sorrow, festivity and. 
ceremony. Today they saw clearly that 
these verses had no merit, that they them
selves could have composed them if they 
had but wished it,-only their want of 
practice. indifference or lack of leisure had 
prevented them from writing such poetry I 
For, the words were 110t particularly new 
or hard, they taught nothing new to the 
world, nor gave one any new advantage. 
But what they heard today was a marvel
lous thing! Pundarik's discourse. even of 
the day before, had been full of thought and 
instruction. They looked upon their own 
poet as a mere boy or ordinary writer by 
the side of Pundarik's erudition and 
subtlety. 

The lily feels every impact of the secret 
agitation in the pond set up by the tails 
of fishes. So, too, Shekhar perceived in his 
heart the secret feelings of the audience 
around himself. 

This day was the last one of the contest. 
Today the award of victory would be made. 
The king cast a sharp glance at his poet, 
as if to say, "Try your utmost. It will not 
do to remain unanswering today." 

Languidly did %ekhar stand up, and he 
spoke these words and no more. "0, white
armed guddess of the lyre! if you desert 
your lake of lotuses and appear at this 
wrestling arena today, what will be the 
fate of your adorers who thirst for nectar?" 
Slightly raising his eyes he asked this 
tenderly, as if "the white-armed goddess of 
the lyre" were standing behind the lattice
screen of the har~m gallery, gazing down 
on the scene! 

With a boisterous la1J.gh, Pundarik sprang 
to his feet, and seizing the la~t two . 
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syllables of the word Shekhara he composed 
verses in ceaseless flow. He asked, "\Vhat 
connection has a khara (=ass) with the lake 
of lotuses? And how far has that animal 
succeeded in spite of its strenuous practice 
of music? Saraswati (the goddess of poetry) 
is known to be seated on the Pundarik 
(= lotus.) What offence has she committed in 
your majesty's realm that here she has been 
disgraced by being mounted on an ass 
(khara) 7" 

At this reply the scholars burst into a loud 
laugh, in which the courtiers joined; and, 
following their example, all the a"sembled 
people, whether they understood anything 
or not, began to laugh. 

The king prodded his poet-friend with 
glances keen as the elephant's goad. time 
after time, in expectation of a proper reply> 
But Shekhar sat unmoved without minding 
his hint at all. 

Then the king, his heart full of wrath for 
Shekhar, stepped dowll from his throne, and 
transferred his own pearl-necklace to the 
neck of Pundarik. The audience shouted 
applause. From the harem was heard the 
jingle of many bracelets, wristlets and 
anklets shaken all at once. A t this sound 
Shekhar left his seat and slowly walked out 
of the Audience Hall. 

V. 
The dark night of the fourteenth day of the 

waning moon! Thick gloom everywhere. 
Through the open wiqdows the south wind, 
laden with the incense of flowers, was enter
ing the houses of the city like a universal 
comrade of mankind. From the wooden shelf 
of his room Shekhar took down his books 
and heaped them up before him. From them 
he picked Ol.1t and laid aside his own compo
sitions. 

There were many works, written during 
many years. Several of them he himself 
had almost forgotten. He turned their 
leaves over and skipped them here and there. 
To-day they all seemed to him utterly 
worthless. 

He sighed, "Is this a whole life's garnering? 
Only a lot of words, metres, and rhymes !" 
To-day he failed to see that they embo
die4 any beauty, any eternal joy of 
~ankind, any echo of the music of the 
uniyerse, any expression of his heart's depths. 
As .a ~jck, man loses relish for every kind of 
~~, so to-day he flung aside w!tat~ver he 

took up in his hands. :rhe cking's friend
ship, puhlic fame, his heart's wild dreanl, 
the witchery of fancy,· all seemed hollow 
mockeries in this dark night. Then he tor;: 
up his manuscripts one by one and flung 
them into the blazing fire before him. 
SUddenly an ironical idea flashed through 
his mind: he smiled and said to himsdf, 
"Great monarchs celehrate the horse-sacrifice, 
to-day I am celebrating a poem-sacrifice!" 
But immediately afterwards he felt that the 
silllile was not a happy one,-(' rhe horse is 
sacrificed when it returns home after its 
master's victory over all sides, but I am 
sacrificing my poems on the day when my 
mllse has been beaten; I ought to have done 
it long ago." 

One by olle he consigned all his books 
to the fire. The Rames shot up fiercely; 
th~ poet shook his empty hands violently 
in the air and cried out, "To thee I sacrifice, 
to thee, to thee, 0 fair nymph of fire, to 
thl!e I sacrifice them. So long I had been 
offering my all to thee; to-day I make an 
utter end of them. Long hadst thou been 
ra~ing in my heart, thou Fire..:shaped 
Enchantre~s! Had I been gold, I l1light 
have come out purer from the process,
but I am a humble weed, and so to-day I 
have been shrivelled up to ashes." 

It was a late hour of night. Shekhar 
opened all the windows of his room. In 
thl! evening he had ga thered the flowers 
thllt he loved best; all of them were 
white,-juin, bel, and gandharaj. He strewed 
handfuls of them on his bed, and lighted 
thl! lamps in the four corners of the room. 
Then he mixed the juice of ~ poisonous 
pl<tnt with honey, drank it off quietly, and 
retired to his bed. (Slowly) his limbe; grew 
benumbed, and his eyes closed. 

A tinkle of anklets! The fragrance of 
braided tresses entered the room, borne 0.1 

thf! south wind. 
With closed eyes the poet asked, "Goddess 

of my adoration! At last, at last, thou hast 
taken pity on thy worshipper? At last, thou 
hast appeared to him ?" . 

A sweet voice replied, "Yes, poet, I have 
come." 

Shekhar started, opened his eyes, and-lo ~ 
th(!re was a matchless female. fprm standing 
by his bed. 

bim-eyed with the haze of death he co\tl~ 
not see her clearly. It seemed as if t!W. 
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shadowy ideal image of his heart had come 
out of it and was steadfastly gazing at his 
face in t~e hour of death. 

The lady spoke, "1 arn the Princess 
Invicta !" 

With a supreme effort the poet sat up in 
his bcd. 

She continued,-"The king has not done 

thee justice. Thine is the victory, poet. 
Lo! I have come to give thee the victor's 
garland." 

So saying she took off from her person a 
flower-garland of her own weaving, and 
placed it rOllnd the poet'" neck. The death, 
stricken poet sank down on hj~ bcd. 

J ADlJNATH SARKAR. 

STA1{ PICTURES 

SHANI. 

I N the ma~s of literature ca!!l'd the Puranas, 
hundreds of myths are emhedded which 
pass unknown to all hut the inquisi

tive, amon):!st the Hindus of today. Yet 
each one of these must have had importance 
at the time of its ori/..!in, and by careful 
examination might he induced to yield 
up its historica I secret. One such curious 
le~end concerns Saturn or ~hani. At the 
birth of Ganesha, eldest son of the Mother of 
the Universe, his cradle was visited, i-t is 
~aid, by gods. and demi-gods. Only one 
exceptiQ.n was there. ~hani did not come. 
At last this fact was noticed by the Great 
Mother, and She enquired the reason of his 
absence. She was told that he feared to 
harm Her child, since it was matter of 
common knowJed£c that the head of one 
on whom "Shani looked, was like to be 
burned to ashes at his glance. With easy 
pride, the Mother smiled, and assuring him 
that Her son could not be subject to his 
power, sent him a message of warm invita
tion and welcome. Accordingly, Shani 
came.· But what was the horror of all 
present, when he looked at the babe, and 
instantly its head disappeared in 3. flame. 
How much greater was Shani than anyone 
had suspected! 

At this catastrophe the Mother was pro
foundly disturbed, and commanded Her 
guest, somewhat shcuply, at once to restore 
·the head of H~r child. But Shani smiled 
pleasantly, and pointed out that the head, 
as such, no longer existed. It lay in ashes 
before them. "Then send forth a servant, 

II. 

and let him bring Me the head of the first 
one he meets !" commanded the Mother, in 
effect and Shani had no option save to obey. 
Onl~r Ofle who is in fault lan be subject 
to Shani, and his emissary found none 
inadvertently doing wrong, till suddenly 
he came upon an elephant sleeping with 
his head to the north. This trifling fault 
brought him under the jurisdiction of Shani, 
and hastily the servant cut off his head, and 
returned to put it on the infant's body. 
It is for this reason that Ganesha wears 
an elephant's head. 

Two or three points are noteworthy here. 
The intention of the story is of course to 
show the power of Shani, and consequent
ly the necessity for his propitiation. But 
as usual, in obedience to the Indian instinct 
for synthesis, the new claimant to more 
or less divine honours is also made to 
explain some anomaly in the faith that 
preceded him. And the faith with which 
Shani is thus connected, the tree on which 
the new belief is grafted, is the worship 
of Ganesha, perhaps the oldest of organised 
and sacerdotalised popular worships in 
India. This fact alone is eloquent of the 
antiquity of the propitiation of Shani. It 
is interesting also to see that the very point 
in the image of Ganesha that is so anomal
ous and tantalising to ourselves, was held 
similarly inexplicable at the time of the 
incoming of Saturn, and the, other planets. 
Whatever piece of symbolism this white 
head on the red body originally expressed, 
whether it was the setting sun beneath the 
clouds, or. what not, was nOW long -So 



5° THE MODERN REVIEW FOR JANUARY, 1912

THE CABULIWALLAH

A Short Story by Rabindranath Tagore : Translated by the Sister Nivedita.

MY five years' old daughter Mini cannotlive without chattering. I really
believe that in all her life she has

not wasted a minute in silence. Her mother
is often vexed at this, and would stop her
prattle, but I cannot feel so. To see Mini
quiet is so unnatural that I cannot bear it
long. And so my own conversation with
her is always animated.
One morning, for instance, when I was in
the midst of the seventeenth chapter of my
new novel, my little Mini stole into the
room, and putting her hand into mine, said,
"Father ! Ramdayal the door-keeper calls
a crow a krow ! He doesn't know anything,
does he ?"
Before I could explain to her the dif
ferences of language in this world, she was
embarked on the full tide of another subject.
"What do you think, Father? Bhola says
there is an elephant in the clouds, blowing
water out of his trunk, and that is why it
rains !"
And then, darting off anew, while I sat
still making ready some reply to this last
remark, "Father ! what relation is Mother
to you ?"
"My dear little sister in the law!" I mur
mured involuntarily to myself, but with a
grave face contrived to answer, "Go and
play with Bhola, Mini ! I am busy !"
The window of my room overlooked the
road. The child had seated herself at my
feet near my table, and was playing softly,
drumming on her knees. I was hard at
work on my seventeenth chapter, —where
Protap Singh the hero had just caught
Kanchanlata the heroine in his arms, and
both were about to escape by the third
storey window of the Castle, — when all of
a sudden Mini left her play, and ran to the
window, crying "A Cabuliwallah ! a
Cabuliwallah !" Sure enough in the street
below was a Cabuliwallah passing slowly

along. He wore the loose soiled clothing
of his people, with a tall turban ; there was
a bag on his back, and he carried boxes of
grapes in his hand.
I cannot tell what were my daughter's
feelings, at the sight of this man, but she

began to call him loudly. "Ah !" I

thought, "he will come in, and my seven
teenth chapter will never be finished !" At
which exact moment the Cabuliwallah
turned and looked up at the child. When
she saw this, however, overcome by terror,
she turned to flee to her Mother's protection
and completely disappeared. She had a
blind belief that inside the bag that the big
man carried there were perhaps two or three
other children like herself. The pedlar
meanwhile entered my doorway, and greet
ed me with a smiling face.
My first impulse, precarious as was the
position of my hero and my heroine, was
to stop and buy something, since the man
had been called. So I made some small
purchases, and a conversation began about
Abdurrahman, the Russians, the English,
and the Frontier Policy.
As he was about to leave, however, he
asked,—"And where is the little girl, Sir?"
And I, thinking that Mini must get rid of
her false fear, had her brought out.
But she stood by my chair, and looked at
the Cabuliwallah and his bag. He offered
nuts and raisins, but she would not be
tempted, and only clung the closer to me,
with all her doubts increased.
This was their first meeting.
One morning, however, not many days
later, as I was leaving the house, I was
startled to find Mini, seated on a bench near
the door, laughing and talking, with the
great Cabuliwallah at her feet. In all her
life, it appeared, my small daughter had
not found, save her father, so patient a
listener. And already the corner of her
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little sari was stuffed with almonds and
raisins, the gift of her visitor. "Why did
you give her those?" I said, and taking
out an eight-anna bit, I handed it to him.
The man accepted the money without
demur, and slipped it into his pocket.
Alas, on my return, an hour later, I found
that unfortunate coin had made 1wice its
own worth of trouble ! For the Cabuli-
wallah had given it to Mini, and her Mother
catching sight of the bright round object,
had pounced on the child with, "Where did
you get that eight-anna bit?"
"The Cabuliwallah gave it me", said Mini
cheerfully.
"The Cabuliwallah gave it you !" cried
her Mother much shocked, "Oh Mini ! how
could you take it from him?"
I, entering at the moment, saved her from
the impending disaster, and proceeded to
make my own enquiries.
It was not the first or second time, I found,
that the two had met. The Cabuliwallah
had overcome the child's first terror by a
judicious bribery of nuts and almonds, and
the two were now great friends.
They had a succession of quaint jokes
which afforded them much amusement.
Seated in front of him, looking down on his
gigantic frame in all her tiny dignity,
Mini's face would ripple over with laughter,
and she would begin, "O Cabuliwallah,
Cabuliwallah, what have you got in your
bag?"
And he would reply, in the nasal accents
of the mountaineer, "An Elephant !" Not
much cause for merriment, perhaps, but
how they both enjoyed the witticism ! And
for me, this child's talk with a grown-up
man had always in it something strangely
fascinating.
Then the Cabuliwallah, not to be behind
hand, would begin in his turn, "Well, little
one, and when are you going to the father-
in-law's house ?"
Now most small Bengali maidens have
heard long ago about the father-in-law's
house, only we being a little new-fangled,
had kept these things from our child, and
Mini at this question must have been a
trifle bewildered. But she would not show
it, and with ready tact replied, ''Are you
going there ?"
Amongst men of the Cabuliwallah's class,
however, it is well-known that the words

father-in-law's house have a double meaning.
It is a euphemism for jail, the place where
we are so well cared for, at no expense to
ourselves. In this sense would the sturdy
pedlar take my daughter's question. "Ah !"
he would say, shaking his fist at an invisi
ble policeman, "I will thrash my father-in-
law!" Hearing this, and picturing the
poor discomforted relative, Mini would go
off into peals of laughter, in which her
formidable friend would join.
These were autumn mornings, — the very
time of year when kings of old would go
forth to conquest, — and I never stirring from
my little corner in Calcutta, would let my
mind wander over the whole world. At
the very name of another country my heart
would go out to it

,

and at the sight of a
foreigner in the streets I would fall to
weaving a network of dreams, — the moun
tains, the glens, and the forests of his distant
home, with his cottage in its setting, and
the free and independent life of distant
wilds. Perhaps all the more because I lead
such a vegetable existence that a call to
travel would fall upon me like a thunder
bolt, do the scenes of travel conjure them
selves up before me, and pass and repass
in my imagination. In the presence of this
Cabuliwallah I was immediately transport
ed to the foot of arid mountain-peaks with
narrow little defiles twisting in and out
amongst their towering heights. I could
see the string of camels bearing the mer
chandise, and the company of turbaned
merchants, —carrying some of them queer
old firearms, and some of them spears,—
journeying downward towards the plains.

I could see — but at some such point Mini's
Mother would intervene, imploring me to
"beware of that man."

Mini's Mother is unfortunately a very
timid individual. Whenever she hears a
noise in the street, or sees people coming
towards the house, she always jumps to the
conclusion that they are either thieves, or
drunkards, or snakes, or tigers, or malaria
or cockroaches, or caterpillars, or an
English sailor. Even after all these years
of experience she is not able to overcome
this terror. So she was full of doubts about
the Cabuliwallah, and used to beg me to
keep a watchful eye on him.

I tried to laugh her fear gently away,
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but then she would round on me seriously
and ask me solemn questions.
Were children never kidnapped?
Was it

,
then, not true that there was sla

very in Cabul ?
Was it so very absurd that this big man
should be able to carry off a tiny child?

I urged that though not impossible it

was highly improbable. But this was not
enough, and her dread persisted. As it was
so indefinite however, it did not seem right
to forbid the man the house, and the in

timacy went on unchecked.
Once a year in the middle of January
Rahmud the Cabuliwallah was in the habit
of returning to his country, and as the time
approached he would be very busy, going
from house to house collecting his debts.
This year, however, he could always find
time to come and see Mini. It would have
seemed to an outsider that there was some
conspiracy between the two, for when he
could not come in the morning, he would
appear in the evening.
Even to me it was a little startling to
come suddenly now and then, in the corner
of a dark room, upon this tall, loose-
garmented, much bebagged man, but when
Mini would run in smiling, with her "O I

Cabuliwallah ! Cabuliwallah !" and the
two friends, so unequal in age, would sub
side into there old laughter and their old
jokes, I would feel reassured.
One morning, a few days before the date
fixed for his departure, I was correcting my
proof sheets in my little study. It was
chilly weather. Through the window the
rays of the sun touched my feet, and the
slight warmth was very welcome. It was
almost eight o'clock and the early pedes
trians were returning home, with their heads
covered. All at once, I heard an uproar
in the street, and on looking out, saw
Rahmud being led away bound between
two policemen and behind them quite a
crowd of curious boys. There were blood
stains on the clothes of the Cabuliwallah, and
one of the policemen carried a knife. Hurry
ing out, I stopped them, and enquired what

it all meant. Partly from one, partly from
another, I gathered that a certain neighbour
had owed the pedlar something for a Ram-
puri shawl, but had falsely denied having
bought it, and that in the course of the
quarrel, Rahmud had struck him. Now

in the heat of his excitement the prisoner
began calling his enemy all sorts of names,
when suddenly in a verandah of my house
appeared my little Mini, with her usual
exclamation, "O Cabuliwallah ! Cabuli
wallah !" Rahmud's face lighted up as
he turned to her. He had no bag under his
arm to-day, so she could not discuss the
elephant with him. She at once therefore
proceeded to the next question,— "Are you
going to the father-in-law's house ?" Rah
mud laughed and said, "Just where I am
going, little one !" Then seeing that the
reply did not amuse the child, he held up
his fettered hands, "Ah '", he said, "I would
have thrashed that old father-in-law, but
my hands are bound !"

On a charge of murderous assault, Rah
mud was sentenced to some years' imprison
ment.
Time passed away, and he was not
remembered. The accustomed work in the
accustomed place was ours, and the thought
of the once-free mountaineer spending
his years in prison seldom or never occurred
to us. Even my light-hearted Mini, I am
ashamed to say, forgot her old friend. New
companions filled her life. As she grew
older, she spent her time more with girls.
So much time indeed did she spend with
them that she came no more as she used
to do to her father's room. I was scarcely
on speaking terms with her.
Years had passed away. It was once
more autumn, and we had made arrange
ments for our Mini's marriage. It was to
take place during the Puja holidays. With
Durga returning to Kailash, the light of
our home also was to depart to her hus
band s house, and leave her father's in the
shadow.
The morning was bright. After the rains,
there was a sense of ablution in the air,
and the sun-rays looked like pure gold. So
much so that they gave a beautiful radiance
even to the sordid brick walls of our Cal
cutta lanes. Since early dawn to-day the
wedding-pipes had been sounding, and at
each beat my own heart throbbed. The
wail of the tune Bhairavi seemed to intensi

fy my pain at the approaching separation.
My Mini was to be married to-night.
From early morning noise and bustle had
pervaded the house. In the court-yard the
canopy had to be slung on its bamboo
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poles ; the chandeliers with their tinkling
sound, must be hung in each room and
verandah. There was no end of hurry and
excitement. I was sitting in my study
looking through the accounts, when some
one entered, saluting respectfully, and stood
before me. It was Rahmud the Cabuli-
wallah. At first I did not recognise him.
He had no bag, nor the long hair, nor the
same vigour that he used to have. But he
smiled, and I knew him again.
"When did you come, Rahmud?" I asked
him.
"Last evening", he said, "I was released
from jail."
The words struck harsh upon my ear. I
had never before talked with one who had
wounded his fellow, and my heart shrank
within itself when I realised this, for I felt
that the day would have been better-omened
had he not turned up.
"There are ceremonies going on", I said,
"and I am busy. Could you perhaps come
another day ?"
At once he turned to go; but as he reach
ed the door he hesitated and said, "May I
not see the little one, Sir, for a moment?"
It was his belief that Mini was still the
same. He had pictured her running to him
as she used, calling "O Cabuliwallah J Ca-
buliwallah !" He had imagined too that
they would laugh and talk together, just as
of old. In fact, in memory of former days
he had brought, carefully wrapped up in
paper, a few almonds and raisins and
grapes, obtained somehow from a country
man, for his own little fund was dispersed.
I said again, "There is a ceremony in the
house, and you will not be able to see any
one to-day."
The man's face fell. He looked wistfully
at me for a moment, said "Good morning"
and went out.
I felt a little sorry, and would have called
him back, but I found he was returning of
his own accord. He came close up to me
holding out his offerings and said "I brought
these few things, Sir, for the little one.
Will you give them to her?"
I took them and was going to pay him,
but he caught my hand and said "You are
very kind, Sir ! Keep me in your recollec
tion. Do not offer me money 1—You have
a little girl, I too have one like her in my
own home. I think of her and bring fruits

to your child, not to make a profit for my
self."
Saying this, he put his hand inside his
big loose robe, and brought out a small
and dirty piece of paper. With great care
he unfolded this, and smoothed it out with
both hands on my table. It bore the
impression of a little hand. Not a photo
graph. Not a drawing. The impression of
an ink-smeared hand laid flat on the paper.
This touch of his own little daughter had
been always on his heart as he had come
year after year to Calcutta, to sell his wares
in the streets.
Tears come to my eyes. I forgot that he
was a poor Cabuli fruit-seller, while I was—
but no, what was I more than he ? He
also was a father,
That impression of the hand of his little
Parbati in her distant mountain home
reminded me of my own little Mini.
I sent for her immediately from the inner
apartment. Many dfficulties were /aised
there, but I would not listen. Clad in the
red silk of her wedding-day, with the
sandal paste on her forehead, and adorned
as a young bride, Mini came and stood
bashfully before me.
The Cabuliwallah looked a little stag
gered at the apparition. He could not
revive their old friendship. At last he smiled
and said, "Little one, are you going to your
father-in-law's house ?"
But Mini now understood the meaning
of. the word "father-in-law" and she could
not reply to him as of old. She flushed
up at the question, and stood before him
with her bride-like face turned down.
I remembered the day when the Cabuli
wallah and my Mini had first met, and I
felt sad. When she had gone, Rahmud
heaved a deep sigh and sat down on the
floor. The idea had suddenly come to him
that his daughter too must have grown in
this long time, and that he would have to
make friends with her anew. Assuredly he
would not find her as he used to know her.
And besides, what might not have happened
to her in these eight years ?
The marriage-pipes sounded, and the
mild autumn sun streamed round us. But
Rahmud sat in the little Calcutta lane,
and saw before him the barren mountains
of Afghanistan.
I took out a bank-note and gave it to
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him, saying, "Go back to your own daugh
ter, Rahmud, in your own country, and may
the happiness of your meeting bring fortune
to my child !"
Having made this present, I had to
curtail some items of the festivities. I could
not have the electric lights I had intended,

nor the military band, and the ladies of the
house were very despondent over this. But
to me the wedding feast was all the bright
er for the thought that in a distant land a
long lost father had met again with his
only child.

FOLKTALES, RIDDLES, PROVERBS AND DRAMATIC
GAMES OF THE MUNDAS

I N every typical Munda village, thereis a common dormitory or "giti-ora."
for all the bachelors, and another

for all the maidens of the village.
This 'giti-ora' is at once a sleeping-house,
a club, and an educational seminary, for
the young folk. But the Munda is an unal-
phabet, and up till recently instruction
through books was altogether unknown to
the non-Christian Munda. Even to this
day, it is only a microscopic minority of
the unconverted Mundas who have learnt

the Hindi alphabet. I he only vehicle for
instruction and culture known to the ordinary
Munda is folklore or 'kahani', consisting of
narratives or folktales, riddles, and proverbs.
These are recited and learnt in the evening,

bv young bachelors and maidens assembled

in their respective 'giti-oras', after the day's
work is over.
The commoner class of folktales are

called 'kaji-kahanis, and

(i
) Kaji-Ka-am. afe jn prQse Ag &n |n_

stance we give below the story of the Tiger
and the Thief— "Kula ad kumburua-ka-
5—
•*>.ni :—

A thief used to lurk about a king's stable
night after night, seeking an opportunity to
steal a horse. For the first few nights, no
suitable opportunity presented itself. But
at length the opportunity came, and on one
dark night the thief entered the unguarded
stable, unperceived. A tiger, however, had
already noticed the thief lurking about the
stable. And anticipating that the thief
would enter the stable, and promising him
self a meal of human flesh, the tiger fore
stalled him and lay crouching at one end
of the stable. The thief on entering the

dark stable, began to scrutinise each animal
by feeling its back with his hands. When
at length he felt the back of the tiger,
he adjudged this to be the best horse in the
whole stable. Accordingly he put a bridle
into this selected animal's mouth, and forth
with got up on its back. Unused to such
treatment, the tiger got frightened out of
his wits and thought within himself that the
man who thus succeeded in mounting his
back was undoubtedly stronger and more
powerful than himself. In a mortal fright.
the tiger began to run with all possible
speed. And thus with the thief on his back,
on and on he ran through jungles and over
rocks, the whole night through. The thief
too was no less frightened than the animal
on whose back he rode. And at frequent
intervals, the thief would call out to the
animal in the most coaxing tones he could
command, — "Slowly, slowly, O royal horse,"
"Wait a little, O king's horse!". At these
words, however, the tiger would get more
frightened than ever, and would double his
speed. When, at length, day dawned, the thief
was horrified at discovering that he was
riding a veritable tiger. His first consternation,
however, did not get the better of the thief's
accustomed presence of mind. At the very
first opportunity he caught hold of the
overhanging branches of a tree. And, in the
twinkling of an eye, he scrambled up the
tree and heaved a sigh of relief. The tiger
too was overjoyed at finding his human
rider mysteriously vanished. And in great
glee the animal ran away with all possible
speed. When the tiger was at a safe distance,
the thief got down from the tree but felt so
exhausted that he lay down on the ridge of
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TO THE OCEAN

Translated into English Prose from the Poetry of Rabindranath

Bv S. V. MuKERJEA, B.A. (OXON).

O, thou First Mother, Ocean, this Earth thy child,
Une and only daughter, lies on thy lap, wherefore no sleep clings
To thine Eyne ; wherefore also Fear and Hope and Unrest
Always cleave thy Bosom ; wherefore rises like some Vedic Chant,
Skyward, without ceasing, to the Temple of Nature's God
Thy Soul's eternal prayer, filling all space
With thy note of joy ; wherefore on this sleeping Earth
Thou showerest kisses unnumberable, enveloping her
V\ ith thy all-embracing clasp of waves, holding her soft body
In thy azure folds, with gentle tenderness
And skilful care. What wondrous playfulness is this,
Thou Fount of waters?— now, on some pretence of neglect
Thou goest far away, receding with gentle steps and slow,
As if wanting to leave her,— and again, with a shout of gladness,
Thou returnest in one exultant leap to her Breast :
Foaming with laughter, in joyous tears, and in the heaving pride of love
Thou leavest Earth's purest forehead wet
With fondest blessings. Thy Heart's immensity is ever melting
With love. Whence came it, whither are its bounds?

It is fathomless, illimitable. Who can comprehend
The profundity of its calm, the limitlessness of its passion,
The grandeur of its silence, the noisomeness of its sound,
Its mad, loud laughter, its heaving lamentations ?

A child of this Earth am I, sitting by thy shore,
Hearing thy sound. Methinks, for me it has
Some meaning, like that of the sign-language of the mute
For their kindred. Methinks, even the blood that courses
Within my inmost veins, understands this language
And has learnt naught else. Methinks, also the memory returns
Of that dim time, when we la)' unformed within thy womb,
Amongst the embryos of unborn worlds, for some million years—
How that tireless tune of thine had printed itself
On each our souls; that ante-natal memory,
That ceaseless throb upon thy unborn child
Of thy Mother-heart — now wakes again, like some
Faint Echo, in all my veins, when I, with pensive eyes
Sitting on thy lonely shore, hear thy ancient roll.
Thou wert then all solitary, from age to age counting time,
Enveloping the bounds of space, undivided, limitless
Lost in thyself — the vast new mystery of thy First Pregnancy
Not comprehending! Night and day, some mystic Passion,
The tenderness of imminent Motherhood, the Love that came
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Unbeknown, throngs of strange desires filled thy Breast
As yet unchilded. At each day-break Dawn came
And foretold the moment of the Great Child's birth ;
Night after night, the stars gazed motionless
On thy childless bed. That Primal Mother's love of thine,
Mystic, deep,—when naught of living thing breathed or stirred, —
That haunting passion, throbbing with imminent expectancy, —
Those unwonted longings, that heaved thy inmost deeps,
For the awaited hour— all come back to my mind
Again and yet again, like some age-long memory.
Even so, my soul, filled with strange agonies
And dim perceptions, sends forth to Yond Bourne unseen
Its yearning cry. As if within the deep of mind itself
New worlds of feeling rise from moment to moment
All Unknowingly. —Only a half-formed impulse
Maddens my soul with eagerness, dowering it
With some vast Ambition, formless, insatiable,
Without reason, far beyond the ken of sense.
Argument sneers at it

,

but Faith holds it true
And doubts it not against a thousand hindrances :

Undaunted, like the Mother's love for her Babe unborn
When her soul wakes to tenderness and her bosom brims with milk.
Even such an hope enheartens me, as now I gaze at thee,
Rapt and speechless. Thou, Ocean, in pealing laughter,
Drawest, with force resistless of kinship's mystic bond,
My Soul to the midst of thy surging Waves.

THE FAR OFF

( From the Bengali of Rabindranath Tagore ).

I am restless,

I am athirst for the far, far away.
The daylight wanes, I watch at the window,
Ah me, my soul goes out in longing
To touch the skirt of the vast dim distance.

I am athirst for the far far away.
Oh, the great Beyond, Oh, the uttermost glimpse,
Oh, the keen call of thy clarion !

I forget, I ever forget
That I have no wings to fly,
That I am bound in this spot evermore.

1 am eager and wakeful,

I am a stranger in a strange lone land, O thou the distant far !

Thy voice comes to me
Bitterly sweet as the desire waking impossible hope,
And thy tongue is known to my heart

As its very own.

I am away from thee, O thou out of reach,
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Oh, the great Beyond, Oh, the farthest end,
0 the keen call of thy clarion I
I forget, I ever forget

That I know not the way
That I have not the winged steed.

1 am listless ;
I am a wanderer in my heart, O thou far away !
In the sunny harze of the languid noon-tide hours
In the murmur of leaves, in the play of the fitful shadows,
What vision of thine takes shape in the blue expanse of the sky !
O Far-to-seek, I am ever a wanderer in my heart.
Oh, the great Beyond, Oh, the farthest end,
Oh, the keen call of thy clarion !

I forget, I ever forget
That the gates are all shut everywhere
In the house where I dwell all alone.

Note.—The above is not a metrical translation, though the lines are arranged as in poetry.

REVIEWS AND NOTICES OF BOOKS

English.

Life and Wtrk of Romesh Chunder Dutt CLE. byJ . N. Gupta, M.A., I.C.S., with an introduction by
His Highness the Maharaja of Baroda and nu
merous illustrations. London, J. M. Dent and
Sons, ign. Price io/6d.
We have read many novels in our time, but we can
truly say that no work of fiction that we have read
held our interest so much in thrall as this book. To
an Indian, the book is simply fascinating. But this
is somewhat frivolous language to use in connection
with the biography of Romesh Dutt— it is so uplifting,
inspiring and ennobling. Mr. Dutt's able son-in-law,
himself a member of the distinguished service to
which he belonged, has accomplished his task with
commendable promptitude, for the biography,
consisting as it does of 504 pages, has been published
within two years of Mr. Dutt's death.
When we first received the book and glanced
through its pages we were disposed to think that there
were too many newspaper quotations and extracts in
it and that the adoption of the direct and continuous
narrative form would have made the book more
readable. This opinion received some support from
Sir Henry Cotton's sympathetic review, where the
same defects were noticed. But now having read the
book from cover to cover, we are bound to admit that
we have changed our opinion. The extracts given
are from the reviews of his books which appeared
in the English press, and they are sure to prove
interesting to Indian readers, for whom the biography
must have been mainly intended, inasmuch as they
will give them an opportunity to compare repre
sentative English opinion with their own. As for the
other objection, we must remember that Mr. Gupta

is an official still in service, and cinnot speak with the
independence which the narrative form would demand,
and by allowing Mr. Dutt to tell the story of his life
from his own letters, speeches and writings, and
confining his work to supplying the connecting-links
merely, the biographer has exercised a wise discretion
and succeeded in giving us a vivid and accurate
resume of the political and economic condition of
India from the early days of British rule down to the
dawn of the twentieth century, at the same time
unfolding a noble career which will prove an inspiring
beacon-light to generations of Indians yet unborn.
The main incidents of Romesh Dutt's life are
wellknown to his countrymen and need not be recount
ed here. But a few extracts from his speeches,
letters and official reports may be given, as they are
not known to the general reader and will give us an
idea of the stuff the man was made of.
Here is his sketch of Sir Ashley Eden, under whom
he served :—"With the new feelings and the growing
aspirations of the people he has no sympathy ; he has
tried to trample on them, to hold them to derision,
to extinguish them. Patronage and personal rule are
the weaknesses of the old class patriarchal rule, and
no man is more wedded to them, or has abused
patronage more, than Sir Ashley. He likes to see the
people come to him and to salam him ; he likes to
oblige them and to favour them with a benign smile, f
or with posts for their children. This is his way-, bf;l
doing good. He learnt it when he was ia young,)
man, and he knows no other. Agitation ifdr r.ights'l
he hates ; supplication for favours heiuriderstanidsi-aflidn
rewards." How true this) is of *ven <then latteti day^l
Anglo- Indian- bureaucrat administration i>>lji.IJ oj vly/rij
As Magistrate' of IflarisaV Mr* Dutt (penned &pfie
on>tn®4ibert>Bil4 coroiirtrversy which/ 1was>rpublished rr»»n
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INDIA'S EPIC

[From the Bengali of Ravindranath Tagore.)

GENERALLY
speaking poetry may be

divided into two classes: some of
them are the individual utterances of

their authors, others breathe the voice of a
large community.
By 'the individual utterance of a poet'
we do not mean that the work is not intelli
gible to other men, for then it would be
mere raving. The phrase means that ihe
peculiar genius of the poet expresses the
eternal sentiments and heart's secrets of
universal Humanity through the medium of
his personal joys and sorrows, his fancies,
and his life's experiences.
Another class of poets reveal through
their compositions the feelings and experi
ences of an entire country or age, and make
them the eternal property of Man. These
are the master-poets {mahd-k-tvi.) The
Muse of a whole country or race speaks
through them. Such a master poet's work
does not look like the composition of any
particular individual. It springs like the
tallest forest tree out of the deep bowels of
the country and spreads its sheltering shade
over the land of its origin. In Kalidas's
Sakuntala and Kumar- sambhav we see their
author's peculiar skill of hand. But the
Ramayan and the Mahabharat seem to be
India's, like the Ganges and the Himalayas;
their authors, Vyas and Valmiki, seem to
have been set up for show only.
In truth Vyas and Valmiki were not the
names of any real men ; they are names
given at a guess. These two vast works,

these two epics which embrace all India,—
have lost the names of their authors ; the
poet has been completely hidden by his own
poem !
What the Ramayan and the Mahabharat
are to us, the Iliad was to Ancient Greece.
It was born and seated in the heart of the
entire Greek world. The poet Homer
merely gave voice to his country and age.
Like a fountain his speech gushed out of
the deep secret heart of his country and
flooded it for ever.
No modern poem has this universality.
Milton's Paradise Lost has no doubt much
sublimity of style, glory of metre, and
depth of sentiment ; but it is not the pro
perty of his whole country ; it is only a
treasure for the library.
Hence we must regard the few ancient
epics as a class apart. They were large-
limbed like the gods and Titans of old ;
their breed is now extinct.
The ancient Aryan civilisation flowed in
two streams, — into Europe and India. In
each of these lands two great epics have
preserved the message and music of that
civilisation.
As a foreigner, I cannot say for certain
whether Greece has succeeded in expressing
her entire genius in her two epics. But I
am sure that India has left no part of herself
unembod'ed in the Ramayan and the Maha
bharat.
Hence it is

,

that centuries have rolled on,
but the Ramayan and the Mahabharat have
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flowed through India with undiminished
volume. They are read daily in every
village, in every house,— as welcome in the
grocer's shop as in the royal palace. Blessed
are the two poets whose (true) names have
been lost in the vast wilderness of Time,
but whose words still flow, carrying a
copious steam of strength and peace to the
doors of millions of men and women, and
fertilising the heart of modern India with
the rich loam incessantly brought down from
hundreds of past centuries.
Therefore, it will not be correct to call the
Ramayan and the Mahabharat epics only ;
they are histories, too ;— not the history of
incidents, which concerns a particular age
only, but the eternal history of India. Other
histories change with the passage of time,
but this history has suffered no change. The
history of what has been the object of India's
devoted endeavour, India's adoration, and
India's resolve, is seated on the throne of
eternity in the palace of these two vast epics.
Hence the criticism of the Ramayan and
the Mahabharat must follow a different
standard from that employed in appraising
other poems. It is not enough to judge
whether Ram's character was noble or base,
whether Lakshman's conduct charms the
critic or not. The critic must pause in
reverence and judge how the entire land of
India through many thousand years has re
garded these works.
In the present case we must humbly find
out the message that India speaks in the
Ramayan, the ideal that India recognises as
great in this epic. It is a popular notion that
only a heroic poem can be an epic. The reason
is that in every country and age where mar
tial greatness has been honoured most, the
national epic has naturally been pre
dominantly heroic. True, there is plenty of
fighting in the Ramayan ; true, Ram is a
hero of extraordinary strength ; but the
heroic is not the predominant spirit in this
epic. The Ramayan does not proclaim the
glory of physical prowess,— its main theme
is not the description of battles.
Nor is it true that it is an epic only des
criptive of the exploits of a certain incarna
tion of the Deity. Scholars will show that
Ram was not an avatar but a human
personality to Valmiki. Here I may briefly
say this that if the poet had described a god
instead of a man in the Ramayan, it would

have lessened the greatness of his work,
it would have taken away from its merits
as a poem. Ram's character is glorious only
because it is human.
The Ramoyan is the story of that combi
nation of all noble qualities which Valmiki
sought for in the hero worthy of his epic,
and which Narad discovered in the person
of Ram, the perfect MAN, after failing to
find it in the gods. (Balkanda, Canto 1). In
the Ramayan no god has dwarfed himself
into an incarnation ; only a man has raised
himself to the Godhead by his inner great
ness. The poet of India wrote his epic to
set up the supreme ideal for men. And from
his day Indian readers have been eagerly
reading this description of the ideal human
character.
The chief peculiarity of the Ramayan is
that it has shown the story of a household
in a superlative form. The tie of moral
law (dharma), the bond of affection, between
father and son, brother and brother, wife
and husband, —has been raised to such a
transcendental height in the Ramayan, as
to make it easily a fit theme for an epic.
We often see that what gives life and move
ment to other epics is conquest of king
doms, destruction of foemen, the fierce clash
between two strong and antagonistic parties.
But the greatness of the Ramayan does not
depend on the war between Ram and
Ravan ; that war is only a device for set
ting off the splendour of the conjugal love
between Ram and Sita. The Ramayan
only shows the extreme point which a son's
loyalty to his father, a brother's sacrifice
for another brother, a wife's faith to her
husband, and a king's duty to his subjects,
can reach. In the epic of no other land
have such predominantly domestic relations
of individuals been deemed a fit subject of
treatment.
This fact tells us of the character not of
the poet only but of India too. From this
we can realise how great the home and
domestic duties are to India. This epic
clearly proves the high estimation in which
the householder's life (garhasthya ashram)
was held in our land. The householder's
life was not meant for our own happiness or
comfort ; it held the whole fabric of society
together and developed the true manhood of
the people. The household was the founda
tion of the Aryan society of India ; and the
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Ramayan is the epic of that household The
Ramayan has thrown this domestic life into
adversity and imparted a peculiar glory to
it by placing it amidst the sufferings of
exile in the forest. The rude shock of the

Sita, Ram and Lakshman in the Panchavati Forest.

conspiracy of Kaikeyi and Manthara shatters
the royal house of Ayodhyi, but still, in
spite of it, the Ramayan proclaims the in
vincible firmness of domestic life. It is
not physical prowess, it is not lust of con

quest, it is not political greatness, but the
peace-imbrued domestic life that the Rama
yan has seated on the throne of heroic
strength, after giving it the coronation-bath
of tender tears.
A foreign critic has said that the characters
described in the Ramayan are supernatural.
My reply is

, -it is a question of tempera-;
ment ; what appears supernatural to the
people of a certain character, appears as
quite natural to a race of a different
character. India has never detected any
supernatural exaggeration in the Ramayan.
A thousand years have proved that in no
part has the story of the Ramayan ever
appeared hyperbolical to India. This story
has not only given instruction to all ages
and all ranks of India, it has given them
delight; they have not only placed it on
their heads (in reverence), but have also
enshrined it in their hearts ; it is not merely
a scripture to them, it is their romance.

It would never have been possible for
Ram to be at once human and divine to us,
it would never have been possible for the
Ramayan to win our reverence and delight
at the same time, — if the poetry of this
epic had been to India a thing of a far-off
realm of fancy, and not something included
within the bounds of our society.

If a foreign critic, judging by the standard
of the epics of his land, calls such a poem
unnatural,— it only makes a peculiarity of
India's genius the clearer by contrast with
that of his country. In the Ramayan India
has got what she craves for. In the Rama
yan s simple anushtup rhythm the heart of
India has been beating for thousands of
years.
Header, look not upon Valmiki's life of
Ram as a mere poet's creation ; know it as
INDIA'S Ramayan ; for then only will you
be able to understand India truly through the

R imayan, and that epic truly through India.
Remember that India wanted to hear not
a historical tale of (national) achievement,
but the ideal character of the full man, and
this she has been hearing (in the epic) with
ceaseless delight even to our day.
India has a passionate craving for fulness.
She has never despised or doubted it as

beyond objective reality. She has admitted

it as truth indeed, and in it only has she
found delight. By inspiring and gratifying
this thirst for fulness, the author of the
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The slaying of the Magic Deer

Ramayari has conquered for ever the
devoted heart of India.
The race that adores partial truth, that
pursues material truth with tireless energy,
that regards poetry as the mirror of Nature,
— such a race is achieving many things in
the world ; it is peculiarly successful ; the
whole human kind is indebted to it. But,
on the other hand, those who have said,
"The Great (Bhutna) is the only happiness;
the nature of the Great is the only proper
object of inquiry,"-— those who have direct
ed their devotion to realise the beauty of
all parts, the harmony of all conflicts, amidst
the fulness of MATURITY;— their debt,
too, the world can never repay. If their

and the Ravishment of Sita.

memory is lost, if their teaching is for
gotten, then human civilisation, oppressed
and withering in the close and polluted
atmosphere of its dusty, smoky, densely
crowded factory, will die inch by inch.
The Ramayan is ever showing us a picture
of those (ancients) who thirsted for the nectar
of the FULL, the UNDIVIDED. If -we
can preserve our simple reverence and
hearty homage for the brotherliness, love
of truth, wifely devotion, servant's loyalty
depicted in its pages, then the pure breeze
of the Great Outer Ocean will make its way
through the windows of our factory-home.

Jadunath Sarkar.

THE HISTORY OF INDIA AND ITS STUDY
By the Sister Nivedita.

I.

INDIA
as she is is a problem which can

only be read by the light of Indian
history. Only by a gradual and loving

study of how she came to be, can we grow
to understand what our country actually
is, what the intention of her evolution, and
what her sleeping potentiality may be.
We are often told that Indian literature
includes no histories. It is said that the
Rajatarangini in Kashmir, the Dipawumsa
and Mahawamsa in Ceylon, and the records

made after their accession to power by the
Mohammedans are the only real works of
history which she possesses. Even if this
be true —and we shall be better able- to
discuss the question, in a generation . or
two—we must remember that India herself
is the master-document in this kind. The
country is her own record. She is the
history that we must learn to read. There
are those who say that history as a form of
literature can never survive the loss of
political power, and that this is the reason
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taken in hand by private individuals, most
notabl° among whom was Mr. Drinkwater
Bethune. He was a great friend of Dr.
Frederick John Mount, who in a lecture
delivered before the Society of Arts, London,
in March, 1888. said :—

"Two days before the close of his honoured and
valurd life Mr. Bethune, at whose bedside I was
watching and whose eves I closed in their eternal
sleep, asked me how long he had to live. 'Don't
conceal it from me,' he said, 'as I wish to complete the
last work of mv life.' When I mentioned to him that
I could onlv measure it by hours, he called for his
cheque book, drew a cheque for a verv large amount
and bid me hasten to realise it and keep it in my

custody until he had parsed away, for the benefit of
the female school he had established. This was done.
I was his executor and found that the whole of his
large official income in India was spent in the country
and chiefly in good works of which the foundation of
the female school which bears his name.was.the chief."

We need not dwell at any great length
on the Education Despatch of 1854. We
have said enough to show the motives
which led the authorities to prepare it,
and also how and why the recommenda
tions contained in it were not given effect
to by the Government of the East India
Company.

SPARKS FROM THE ANVIL

[From the Bengali of Rabindranath Tagore].

The chandelier flashed up and said to the earthen lamp—
" I'll smother vou up if you dare to call me cousin !"
Just then the moon came up in the sky,
And the chandelier cried—" Come, mv dear dear brother !"

Thou who art in the ditch, 'tis easy for thee to throw mud ;
But what is he to do whose path is ever above thee?

He who has not the power to attain greatness,
Has he the power to make greatness appear small ?

The owl takes every opportunity to proclaim
That he has an enmity with the sun.

I will close every door to shut out all possible errors.
" But how am I to enter in ?" cries Truth.

Favour complains —"I give, but never receive."
Mercy savs—" j give, but never ask."

Fierce rages the storm and wages war.
Who is it that wins at last ? Only the gentle breeze.

" I obev not law, I am free "— this is the boast of the Dream.
Truth savs sadlv to him —"That is why thou art false."
Dream savs— " Truth is bound in endless chain of necessity. "

Truth savs— '* That is why 1 am perfectly true."
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SISTER NIVEDITA

Who loveth much !— The Master gave the meed

Not by the rule of indolent belief,

Nor by professing sympathy with grief

Without the act.—Nay ! By the living deed

He fixed for man Love's everlasting creed

As the one narrow path to blessedness —

To help the hungering stranger in distress,
The sick, the prisoner — so runs the rede—

She loved—and though she left the outward fold
Of Christ, to His commandment she was true,

Leaving her home to make a stranger's woes

Her own in Christ-like act ; for she was bold
To love, toil, suffer, till death claimed its due
In far Darjeeling near the eternal snows.

Delhi. C. F. Andrews.

HINDU MUSIC

The Problem of the Sruti scale.

THE
question of the musical Srutis and
their location in the scale of notes
has become a vexed one, and several

eminent men of greater or less authority
have tackled it with originality and great
labour. But it is undeniable that the
problem has not reached any satisfactory
solution as yet. If then, a small voice
like mine makes a bold contribution to this
question, the presumption may be excused.
I can not here dilate on the theories advanc
ed by several writers on this subject. The
limits of time and space forbid such an
att.mpt. I shall simply give an outline of
a theory which has struck me as a very
good working hypothesis arrived at by the a
priori method. I may then notice the
theory advanced by Mr. Krishnaji Ballal

Deval in his able work entitled : "The
Hindu Musical Scale and the Twenty-two
Srutis," a copy of which he was kind enough
to present me with.
To make my position clear, I must start
with certain definite assertions, viz.—
(1) The scale of seven notes as accepted
by Indian music tallies exactly with the
European scale. *

Note :— This applies to the present day
Indian scale. The ancient Sanskrit works
on music recognised a scale in which the
present day *\ws n and fi

r

(flat E and B
)

were regarded as natural notes and our
natural »r and fj

f

were set down as jfta or

* This is not the fact, for at least in vocal Hindusthani
music, tj is certainly the true fifth of fr

,

and therefore
different from the European A. This is also what the
old Sanskrit writers say, as pointed out in this very
article.—U. Roy.
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WOMAN'S LOT IN EAST AND WEST

(From the Bengali of Ravindranath Tagore).

WHEN
I reached Europe I found only

ships running, carriages driving,
men moving, shops plying, theatres

going on, Parliament in session,— in fact,
everything on the move. In everything,
great and small, a vast endeavour was
busily asserting itself day and night to an
extreme point ; all were rushing on in
concert with tireless energy to attain the
extreme limit of human powers.
The sight oppressed my Indian nature ;
but at the same time I cried out in admira
tion too, "Yes, these are indeed an Imperial
race ! What we look upon as much more
than enough is but a miserable pittance in
their eyes. For the sake of their meanest
comfort, for the sake of their most fleeting
pleasure, man's powers are toiling with
nerves and muscles strained to the utmost."
During the voyage I used to reflect :—
This ship is incessantly advancing with its
iron bosom thrown forward ; on the deck
countless men and women are engaged,
some cosily reposing, others amusing them
selves. But there is a fire burning for ever
low down in its secret bowels, at which in
nocent coal-black damned ones are con
stantly grilling and shortening their lives.
Oh ! the unbearable strain, hard toil, and
pitiless waste of human life incessantly
goinig on there ! But it cannot be helped.
His Majesty MAN is making his royal
progress; he will not halt, he will not
consent to lose his time or bear any hardship,
if it can be avoided.

It is not enough for him that distance has
been annihilated by the ceaseless working
of machinery ; on the way he will not bear
the least curtailment of the comfort and
splendour to which he is accustomed in
his palace. Hundreds of servants are ever
engaged in waiting on him ; his dining
saloon and music hall are finely decorated,
painted with gold, covered with marble,
and lighted up by hundreds of electric
lamps. His table groans under every
possible variety of dish. How many
regulations, how many arrangements for
keeping the ship tidy I What careful atten
tion to the minutest detail ! Every bit of
rope is kept neatly coiled in its proper
place. As in the ship, so everywhere else, —
in the streets, the rivers, the shops, theatres,
— there is no end of arrangements. Every
where the senses of His Imperial Majesty
MAN are being offered sacrifices with full
pomp of ritual. For years we toil and toil
in advance that he may enjoy even a
moment's pleasure I
My subjective Oriental nature looked
upon this machine of civilisation, worked
at extreme strain, as a source of affliction.
Even a single voluptuous despot in a
country requires thousands of wretches to
wear their lives out in contributing to his
pleasure ; but when the kings of society are
counted in tens of thousand, the human
race is crushed under an intolerable burden.
Hood's Song of the Shirt is the pathetic cry
of that oppressed humanity.
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In the reigns of bygone tyrants the pyra
mids of Egypt were built of many stones
and manv miserable human lives. Looking
at the beautiful towering edifice of modern
civilisation, I often think that it has been
built of stone above and stone below, with

human lives crushed between the two layers.
True, it is a matchlessly prodigious struc
ture; true, its artistic beauty is marvellous ;
but its cost is also excessive. We do not

mark this cost from the outside ; but it is

gradually accumulating in Nature's account-
book against us. It is a law of Nature

that the despised take their revenge,

though little by little

I remember that a certain great man of

Europe has prophesied that the Negro race
will one day conquer Europe. The black
clouds of Africa will envelop the white day
light of Europe. God forbid it ! But it is

not naturally impossible ; because, in light
there is confidence, a thousand eyes are

gazing on it ; but where darkness gathers,
there danger accumulates its strength in

secret,— there is cataclysm's birth-place
shrouded in mystery. When India's Nawabs

grew luxurious beyond endurance, a storm

burst on them from the gloomy neglected
North-western corner, the home of poor and

hardy races. Such a fate may possibly

overtake luxurious civilised man.

It would be presumption on my part to

make any dogmatic assertion about foreign
society. But so far as I can judge standing
outside it, I am convinced that with the

progress of European civilisation women

are becoming more and more unhappy.

Women are the centripetal force of
society. In Europe the centripetal force is

failing to pull society back towards the

centre as strongly as the centrifugal force

is driving it asunder. The men are being
scattered over the face of the earth in

different lands ; with the (artificial) increase

of wants they are being ceaselessly engaged

in the struggle for existence. A soldier
cannot fight with a heavy kit, a traveller

cannot walk with a heavy load on his back ;
so, too, in Europe man does not easily con

sent to burden himself with a family.
Woman's realm is going to be gradually
depopulated. The maid (in Europe) has to

wait long years before getting a husband ;
the wife has to pine in loneliness while her

husband is away at work ; the son when
grown up leaves his mother's nest.
It has become necessary for the women
even to join alone in the severe struggle for
existence. And yet their traditional train
ing, nature, and social usage are opposed
to such a course.
I think, this destruction of social harmony
is the reason why women in Europe* are
striving for equal rights with men. In the
social plays of Ibsen we see that many of
their female characters are very impatient
of the existing social ties, while the males
support social usage. This paradox made
me realise that in modern European society
the position of women has truly become
very inconsistent ; the men will neither
build homes for the women, nor grant them
full right to enter the field of work. At
first sight the large number of women in
the ranks of the Russian Nihilists may
surprise us ; but reflection will show that
the time is nearly ripe for the women in
Europe to appear as Furies of destruction.
On the whole we see that in European
civilisation, strength has become so very
indispensable in every walk of life that the
place for the weak, —male and female
alike,— is gradually disappearing from their
society. The demand now is only for work,
only for strength, only for movement. It
seems as if those capable of giving and
winning pity, of loving and being beloved,
are not quite entitled to live in such a
society. Thus it is that their women seem
half ashamed of their femininity, and are
trying to prove formally that they have
strength no less than feeling.
Such is their lot I And when in England
people shed a flood of tears over "the miser
able condition of Indian women," I feel
great regret as so much sympathy being
needlessly thrown away.... Sympathy from
an Englishman is so rare, that my sorrow
knows no bound when I see this precious
article being wasted on an undeserving
object.
We see that our women, with their
simple graceful ornaments, their ever cheer
ful faces, have kept our homes sweet by
means of their tenderness, love, and
graciousness. Sometimes their eyes are
dimmed with tears when they are in a pet;
sometimes their simple fair faces, under love's
oppressive sway, assume a tender melancholy
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hue, patient and grave. But woman's
afflictions, viz., cruel husbands and un
natural sons, are to be found everywhere
in the world ; I have learned from a reli
able source that they are not absolutely
non-existent in England ! Well, we are
quite happy with our household goddesses,
and they too have never told us that they
are very unhappy. Why then do meddlers,
living thousands of miles away, break their
hearts needlessly over the imaginary
sorrows of our woman folk ? Men naturally
commit great mistakes in imagining what
would make others happy or unhappy. If

,

through the evolution of civilisation, the
fish were suddenly to develop into
philanthropists, their sympathetic hearts
would never find peace without plunging
the whole human race in a deep mossy
pond ! Europe, your happiness lies outside,
our happiness dwells inside the home; how
then can we make you realise that we are
happy.
When a lady doctor of the Dufferin Fund
enters our women's appartments, and sees
there dirty small rooms, small windows,
beds not at all milkwhite, earthenware
lamps, mosquito-nets fastened with strings,
a few oleograph daubs of the Calcutta Art
Studio, the walls blackened with the soot
of lamps and the smudges of many fingers
for countless years, — she turns up her nose
and thinks, "Oh, it is horrible ! How
miserable is their life ! How very selfish
are their men that they have kept the
women like cattle !" Ah, she does not
know that we all live thus. We read Mill,
Spencer, and Ruskin ; we work in Knglish
offices, write to the papers, print books, but
we light that earthen lamp, squat on that
mattress, buy gold ornaments for our wives
when we are in funds, and inside that string-
knotted mosquito-net sleep we and our wives
fanning ourselves with a palm-leaf fan,
our baby between us.
And yet,— you will not believe it?—we
are not miserable ! We have no sofa or
carpet-seated chair ; but we have pity,
tenderness, and love. True, we read your
literature, half lying on our backs on a
wooden bedstead, our shoulders pressed
against a bolster ; but we can nevertheless
understand and enjoy a good deal of it.
We read your philosophy with uncovered
backs before a half-broken earthen lamp,

and yet we can get so much light from it

that even our boys have almost become
sceptics like you !

And we, on our part, cannot enter into
your feelings. You love your furniture,
sport, and amusement so very much that
for their sake you don't mind having no
wife or child. With you comfort is first,
then comes love. With us love is the
supreme need ; and thereafter our lifelong
endeavour often fails to secure for us an
(adequate) measure of comfort.
The truth is

,

we Indian men cannot live
without marrying. The porpoise lives in
water, but it must come up to the surface
every now and then to breathe, or it will
die. So, we may remain plunged in the
midst of business ; but we must run every
now and then to our wonfen's apartments
and there refresh ourselves, if we are to live
at all.

I was just now asking,—Are our women
happy or unhappy ? Well, I think that in
the present structure of our society, our
women are tolerably well off, though that
structure may or may not be beneficial to
society itself. An Englishman may
imagine that a woman cannot be happy
unless she plays lawn tennis or dances
at balls. But our people believe that
woman's true happiness consists only in
loving and being beloved. But such a
belief may be one of our superstitions.

It is impossible for the woman-heart in
an English family to attain to the varied
fulfilment which it gains in the Indian
home. Hence it is considered a cruel
misfortune for an English woman to live
and die an old maid. Her lonely heart
gradually turns arid ; she tries to keep her
self engaged only by nursing puppies or by
joining charitable societies. The doctor
must artificially pump out the accumulated
milk of the mother of a still-born babe, to
keep her in health. Similarly, the inherent
tenderness of the European old maid's heart
has to be poured out fruitlessly by various
elaborate devices ; but it cannot give her
soul true gratification.

It will not be unfair to compare the old
maid of English society with the girl-widow
of India. The two classes form nearly the
same proportion of their respective popula
tions. Outwardly their lot is the same, but
there is a marked difference between the
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two in one respect. The Hindu widow's
feminine nature never gets a chance of
growing sterile by lying arid, vacant, and
waste. Her lap is never bare, her arms
never idle, her heart never unattached.
She acts, now as a mother (to her nephews),
now as a daughter, now as a companion

(to her sisters-in-law). Thus, throughout
life she remains tender, full-hearted, affec
tionate, engaged in the service of others.

The children of the (joint) family are born
before her eyes, and grow up in her arms.
To the other girls of the house she is attach
ed by the ties of many years' joys and sor
rows, love and comraderie. With the male
members of the family her relation is mani
fold,— that of tender care, respectful devo
tion, and merry playfulness. She is not

denied a share in the household work which
women n iturally love. And between whiles
she has time also for reading the Ramayan,

the Mahabharat, or a Puran or two, and for
the loving task of drawing the children
round her knees in the evening to tell them

stories. Nay, a wife has sometimes the wish
and the leisure to keep kittens or green

parrots ; but a Hindu widow leaves no
corner of her heart unoccupied | by useful

loving service, for the indulgence of such
frivolous tastes.]
Hence I cannot believe that our women

are less happy than your women who are
incessantly whirling in the eddy of pleasure
or are engaged in competing with men, or
passing their lonely maidenhood or widow
hood in nursing puppies and four or five cha

ritable societies. Loveless tieless vacant
liberty is a terrible thing for women —as
terrible and vacuous as the boundless free

dom of the desert is to a householder.

Whatever else we may be, we are a do
mestic race. Hence it logically follows
that we are at the mercy of our woman kind ;
they have cherished us with great and con
stant care and attention. Indeed, so fully
have they got us under their control, that
we cannot bear to stay long away from our

home and country. It does us much harm

no doubt, but it at least does not make our

women unhappy.
I do not mean to say that our society is

perfect and the best in the world, nor that
nothing can be done to improve our
women's lot But on the whole it can
be asserted that our wives and daughters

do not generally live in a world of horrors,
but that they are happy.
Before we discuss the intellectual training
of our women, we may well question
whether our men even are properly educated.
Are not we, Indian men, a strange medley
of odds and ends, a patchwork ? Are our
powers of observation, judgment, and
assimilation very healthy and natural, and
carried on to a liberal maturity? Do we not
frequently mix up unreal fancies with
things observed ? Has not blind Prejudice,
unshaken and proud, usurped half the
throne of Ueason in our minds? Is there
not an absurd inconsistency always notice
able between our convictions and acts, as
the result of our feeble education and weak
character? A terrible confusion, without
order, without control, reigns among the
thoughts, opinions, and institutions of the
Bengalis.
And, because we have not learnt to
observe think and act like well-trained men,
there is no stability in anything pertaining
to us. Whatever we say and do seems to
be done as in play ; it all fades and drops
down dead like mango-blossoms before
their season. Hence our writings are like
debating club essays; our opinions are
meant for displaying our intellectual subtle
ty, and not for application to our life-.
Our minds are keen like the tip of the
kusha grass, but not strong like weapons.
If such is our condition, what high educa
tion can we expect for our women ? It is
putting the cart before the horse to expect
the full education of our women before the
education of our men has been perfected.
So, we must admit that though an
English woman's character is left imperfect
if she is not educated, the practical educa
tion of our women, — thanks to our well-
filled home, — acquires far greater complete
ness (in spite of their lack of literary educa
tion).
But this largeness of the family is a load
which has crushed all growth out of our
race. Our household has, through the
course of ages, grown into such an un
naturally huge affair that none of us has
any strength left for minding things outside
our homes. We have clustered together
(in our homes) in such large numbers as to
reduce all to the same stunted size. Our
society is like a dense forest, whose
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thousand creepers entangle and prevent any
particular member from raising himself to a
towering height above all the rest.
Under the complicated ties of our family-
system, we have failed to form a nation, to
form a State, and to develop world-conquer
ing manliness. We have produced (ideal)
fathers, mothers, sons, brothers and wives, —

and, by the reaction of this strong social
force, many ascetics and recluses ; but we
have not produced anybody (vowed to live
and die) for the great world. To us the
family is the only world. [The same
Bengali word, sansar, means both 'family'
and 'world'].
But in Europe we see a strange pheno
menon. The domestic tie is much looser
in Europe than with us, and hence Europe
has no doubt produced many men who
have devoted all their powers to the service
of their own race or of humanity. But, on
the other hand, many Europeans seek in the
world nothing beyond a good opportunity
for pampering their own selves. On- one
side we see philanthropy free from all
(family) ties, and on the other selfishness
free from all restraints (of social duty).
Every year there is an increase in the
number of our family, and an increase in
that of their comforts. We say that a
bachelor is only half a human being; the
English say that a man who has not a club
of his own is an incomplete person ! We
say that a house without children is a
desert ; the English hold that a house with
out furniture is a wilderness !
Where material prosperity is valued too
highly, it becomes a tyrannical master of
society. Wealth begins to despise merit and
to pity nobility (of character).... Wealth first
appears as the external sign of ability, but
in the end ability ceases to be respected
unless it cultivates the outward show of
wealth.
A great and swift river gathers sand by
its own impetuous force ; but in the end
that very sand bars its further progress. I
often think of European civilisation as

such a mighty stream. Its energy is
gathering from all quarters of the globe
even the meanest things required by man,

and every year piling up fresh mountains of
such "rubbish heaps of civilisation." But
our civilisation is a narrov stream flowing
feebly and finally half-hidden from view and

arrested midway by the thick mossy en
tanglement of the [ Hindu joint ] family.
And yet it has a beauty, a freshness, a
verdant charm. It has no speed, no strength,
no expanse, but certainly gentleness, serenity
and patience.
If my apprehensions be true, European
civilisation is imperceptibly creating a vast
desert of lifelessness for itself. By heaping
up material comforts, it is gradually burying
the HOME,— the secret abode of man's ten
derness and love, the perennial fountain of
beneficence, the one thing needful for man
even if everything else were to disappear
from the world. The heart's birth-place is
being covered with a thick and responseless
crust.
In a land where homes are disappearing
and hotels increasing, where every one is
working and earning for his own self and
seeking unbroken comfort by securing his
own rooms, his easy chair, his dog, his horse,
his sporting gun, his pipe, and his club for
gambling,— there we must conclude that
woman's hive has been broken up.* For
merly the working bees used to gather honey
abroad and store it in the hive, where the
queen-bees used to reign. Now, each selfish
bee hires his own cell, and drinks up
alone in the evening all the honey he has
gathered in the day. Therefore, the queen-
bees must now come out into the wide wide
world ; they can no longer live by giving
away honey and drinking honey. They
have not yet succeeded in adapting them
selves to these changed circumstances ; hence
they are helplessly buzzing about hither and
thither. But we, — we are quite happy
under the rule of our queens, and they, too,
in possession of the inner apartment of the
home,— the very centre of our family-based
social system,— are living happily, girt
round by all the family.
But recently our society has changed in
many ways. Through the economic
changes in the country, our means of earn
ing a livelihood have naturally become
diversified, and in consequence of it our
joint family system is gradually tending to

• Cf. Kipling :
"A million Maggies are born every year to

bear the yoke ;
For a woman's a woman, but a cigar

is a smoke."

{Editor).
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become somewhat loosened. A change in
the condition of our women has become
necessary and even inevitable along with
this change. The Hindu wife must no
longer remain spread as a tender heart over
the whole house ; she must stiffen her back
bone, and stand alert and erect as her
husband's helpmeet in work.
Therefore, if we do not spread female
education, the harmony between husband
and wife will be destroyed in modern
educated Indian society. The spread of
Inglish education has created [an
impassable gulf like] the caste system,
between those who know English and those
who do not. Hence, in' most cases, the
husband and wife belong to two different
social planes, as it were : the thoughts,

[favourite] language, beliefs, and acts of the
one are quite foreign to the other. Hence
in our present day conjugal life there are
abundant instances of comedy, and possibly
instances of tragedy, too.
For this very reason female education is
gradually spreading [of itself] in our society ;
it is the outcome not of public lectures, nor
of a sense of duty [to the weaker sex], but
of sheer necessity.
English education, affecting our society
within and without, will undoubtedly
modify its character in many ways. But I
hope and believe that it is a false alarm to

apprehend that English education will
make us lose our eastern character and
turn Europeans altogether. Whatever our
education may be, it is impossible for us to
be entirely transformed. English education
can give us a certain number of ideas, but
cannot give us all the circumstances
favourable to such ideas. We can get
English literature, but not England itself.
It is easy to import the seed, but not the
soil.
Take an illustration. The Bible has
been the chief ethical teacher of Europe for
long centuries, but in spite of it Europe has
retained her impatient violent character ;
her heart has not even yet been melted by
the Biblical lessons of forgiveness and
meekness.
I consider it a great good fortune for

Europe that she is receiving from childhood
a training which is not entirely consonant
to her nature, which is presenting a new
field to her inherent character, and which

by its clashing is keeping her ever awake in
the path of nobility.
If Europe had only received an education
in exact conformity with her natural incli
nation, she would not have been so great
today. Then European civilization would
have lacked its spacious range; then the
same soil would not have produced so many
saints and men of action. The Christian
religion in Europe is constantly maintain
ing the harmony between earth and heaven,
between the intellect and the soul.
Christianity is not merely diffusing a
spiritual element in secret through European
civilisation, it is also helping the intellec
tual development of Europe to an extent
that words cannot adequately describe.
European literature furnishes many ins
tances of it. Who can fully analyse and
expound the rich poetry and beauty that
Oriental ideas and Oriental imagination,
entering into the heart of Europe through
the medium of the Bible, have developed
there? Who can fully unfold how this
agency has expanded the comprehensive
range of the European heart, not by means
of ethical teaching, but by establishing a
close contact with an absolutely foreign
type of thought f
Happily the education which we are now
getting is not entirely akin to our nature.
I, therefore, hope that through contact with
this new force we shall be able to renounce
our age-old monotonous inertia ; the new
invigorating vernal breeze will kindle us
into life again, and make us put forth fresh
foliage and blossoms ; our mental horizon
will be expanded to the utmost.
Some hold that what is good in Europe
is good for Europe only, and what is good
in us is good for us only. But no truly
good things can be mutually antagonistic;
they are complementary to each other.
Circumstances may compel one country to
give predominance to one good element,
and another country to another ; but from
the standpoint of the complete development
of humanity, none of the elements can be
discarded. Nay more, there is such a
natural affinity among all good things, that
if you discard one, the others are weakened,
and our maimed humanity gradually loses
its motion and stands helplessly inert by the
road side [as a dead stationary civilisation].
If the plants were suddenly to gain intelli
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gence or feeling, they might think within
themselves, "The earth is our birth-place,
therefore we shall live only by drawing sap
from the soil. The sunshine and rain of
the sky are tempting us further and further
away from our native soil towards the
(foreign) sky. Therefore, let us young
plants form an association to avoid care
fully all contact with this ever quivering
changeful sunshine, rain and wind, and to
cling solely to our stable motionless eternal
earth."
Or, the plants may reason thus, "The earth
is very gross, despicable, and low. Let us
give up our connection with it and set our
faces for ever to the clouds like the sky-lark."
Both these lines of thought would show
that the plants have got more cleverness
than is good for them.

So, too, in modern Indian society, those
who want to retain our old beliefs and
institutions absolutely unchanged and
those who hope to become completely
Europeanised by one leap, are alike delud
ing themselves with vain imaginings and
over-subtlety.
Common sense naturally tells us that on
the one hand we cannot live by plucking
our roots out of India's past, nor on the
other hand can we avoid accepting the
English education which is blowing all
around us like the wind and falling in
showers like rain. Now and then we may
have a thunder-bolt or two hurled on us,
now and then we may have a hail shower
and not merely the (beneficent) rain. But
where can we go by turning our faces away
from it? Kemember also that the rainfall
of the new monsoons is inspiring a new life
in our old land.
What will English education do for us,

you ask? My answer is "We shall not
become Englishmen, but we shall become
strong, noble, alive. We shall remain on
the whole this home-loving peace-loving
race, but we shall not, as now, shrink in
horror from foreign travel. We shall wake
to the fact that there is a world outside
India. By comparing ourselves with others
we shall be able to reject as ludicrous or
harmful any ignorant rusticity or undue
extremeness that may disfigure any depart
ment of our civilization. By throwing open
our long closed windows we shall be able
to admit within our house the free outer air
and the light of east and west. We may
not become a principally military com
mercial or exploring race ; but we shall be
able to develop ourselves into educated,
mature-minded, tender-hearted, liberal,
philanthropic, pious householders; and
though we may not be materially rich and
strong, we shall be able to render great
help to common humanity by means of our
ever active knowledge and love.
Many will regard this ideal as not suffi
ciently high ; but to me it appears as a very
proper one. To me the true ideal is not to
be an athlete but to be healthy. The pro
per ideal is not a cloud-kissing monument
or pyramid, but a firmly built house admit
ting plenty of light and air
I trust that through all our errors, action
and counter-action, we are advancing
towards full humanity. At present we are
oscillating between two opposing forces;
and therefore the truth inherent in each of
these forces looks like an uncertain shadow
to us; only when we reach for a moment
the middle space between them, do we
entertain a firm hope about our future.

Jadunath Sarkar.

THE SUPREME NIGHT

A SHORT STORY.

(From the Bengali of Ravindra Nath Togore).

I used to go to the same dame's schoolwith Surabald and play at marriage
with her. When I paid visits to her

house, her mother used to pet me much,

and placing us together used to sav to her
self, "What a lovely pair!"
I was a child then, but I could understand
her meaning tolerably enough. The notion
became rooted in my mind that I had a

special right to Surabala above that of
people in general. So it happened that, in
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the pride of ownership, I used at times to
punish and torment her; and she, too, un
complainingly fagged for me and bore all
my punishments. The village used to
praise her beauty ; but in the eyes of a
young barbarian boy like me that beauty
enjoyed no glory ;— I only knew that
Surabala had been born in her father's
house solely to bear my yoke, and that
therefore she was the particular object of
my neglect.
My father was the land-steward of the
Chaudhuris, a family of zamindnrs. It was
his plan, as soon as I had learnt to write a
good hand, to train me in the work of estate
management and secure a [ petty ] rent
collectorship for me somewhere. But in

my heart I disliked the proposal. Nilratan
of our village had run away to Calcutta;
learnt English there, and finally became the
Nazir '^Superintendent of bailiffs) of the
District Magistrate ; that was my life's
ideal : I was secretly determined to be the
Head Clerk of the Judge's Court even if
I could not become the Magistrate's Nazir.
I saw my father always treating these
court officers with the greatest respect. I
knew from my chilhood that they had to be
propitiated with gifts of fish, vegetables,
and even money. For this reason I had
given a seat of high honour in my heart
to the court underlings, even to the bailiffs.
These are the gods worshipped in our
Bengal, — a modern miniature edition of
the 330 millions of deities of the Hindu
pantheon. For gaining material success
people have more genuine faith in them than
in the good Ganesh, the giver of success ;
hence the people now offer to these officers
everything that was formerly Ganesh's due.
Fired by the example of Nilratan, I too
seized a suitable opportunity and ran away
to Calcutta. There I first put up in the
house of a village acquaintance, and after
wards got some funds from my father for

my education. Thus I carried on my
studies regularly.
In addition to it

,
I joined political and

benevolent societies. I had no doubt what
ever that it was urgently necessary for me
to give up my life suddenly for my country.
But I knew not how such a hard task could
be carried out,—and none also showed me
an example of it.
But nevertheless my enthusiasm di

abate at all. We country lads had not
learnt to sneer at everything like the pre
cocious [supercilious] Calcutta boys ; and
hence our faith was very strong. The
leaders of our associations [only] delivered
speeches, while we used to go begging for
subscriptions from door to door in the hot
blaze of noon without breaking our fast ;

we used to stand by the roadside distribut
ing hand-bills, or arrange the chairs and
benches in the lecture hall [ with our own
hands], and, if anybody whispered a word
against our leader, we got ready to fight
him. At these things the city boys used to
laugh at us as provincials.

I had come to Calcutta to be a Nazir or a

Head Clerk, but I was preparing to become
a Mazzini or a Garibaldi.
At this time Surabala's father and my
father laid their heads together to unite us
in marriage. I had come to Calcutta at the
age of fifteen ; Surabala was eight years
old then. I was now eighteen, and in my
father's opinion I was almost past the age
of marriage. But it was my secret vow to
remain unmarried all my life and to die for
my country ; so, I told my father that I would
not marry before completing my education.
In two or three months I learnt that
Surabala had been married to a pleader
named Ram Lochan. I was then busy
collecting subscriptions for raising fallen
India, and this news did not seem worth my
thought.

I had matriculated and was about to
appear at the Intermediate Examination,
when my father died. I was not alone in

the world, but had to maintain my mother
and two sisters. I had therefore to leave
college and look out for employment.
After a good deal of exertion I secured the
post of second master in the matriculation
school of a small town in the Noakhali
District.

I thought, here is just the work for me !

By my advice and inspiration I shall train
up every one of my pupils as a general for
future India.

I began to work, and then found that the
impending examination was a more press
ing affair than the future of India. The
Headmaster got angry whenever I talked o

f

anything outside grammar or algebra. And
in a few months my enthusiasm, too,

flagged.
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I am no genius. In the quiet of the home
I may form vast plans ; but when I enter
the field of work, like the Indian bullock I
I have to bear the yoke of the plough on
my neck, get my tail twisted by my master,
patiently and with bowed head break clods
of earth all day, and then at sunset have to
be satisfied if I can get any cud to chew.
Such a creature has not the spirit to prance
and caper.
One of the teachers had to reside in the
school-house, to guard against fires. As I
was a bachelor, this work was thrown on
me. I lodged in a thatched shed close to
the large cottage in which the school sat.
The school-house stood at some distance
from the inhabited portion of the town, and
on the bank of a big tank. Around it were
betel-nut, cocoanut, and Madar trees, and
very close to the school building rose two
large primeval Nim trees pressing against
each other and casting a cool shade around.
One thing I have forgotten to mention,
and indeed I had not so long considered it
worth mentioning. The local Government
pleader, Ram Lochan Ray, lived near our
school. I also knew that his wife, —my
early playmate Surabala,— lived with him.
I got acquainted with Ram Lochan Babu.
I cannot say whether he knew that I had
known Surabala in childhood. I, too, did
not think it proper to mention the fact at my
first introduction to him. Indeed, I did not
clearly remember that Surabala had been
ever linked with my life in any way.
One holiday I paid a visit to Ram
Lochan Babu. The subject of our conver
sation has gone out of my mind ; probably
it was the unhappy condition of present-
day India. Not that he was very much
concerned or heart-broken over the matter ;
but the subject was such that one could
freely pour forth his sentimental sorrow
over it for an hour or two while puffing at
his tobacco pipe.
While thus engaged, I heard in a side-
room the softest possible jingle of bracelets,
crackle of dress, and sound of foot-fall ; and
I felt certain that two curious eyes were
watching me through a small opening of
the window.
All at once there flashed upon my
memory, a pair of eyes,— a pair of large
eyes beaming with trust, simplicity, and
girlhood's love,—black pupils,— thick dark

eye-lashes, —a calm fixed gaze. Suddenly
some unseen force squeezed my heart in
an iron grip, and it throbbed with intense
pain.
I returned to my house, but the pain
clung to me. Read, write, or do any other
work, I could not shake that weight off my
heart ; a heavy load seemed to be always
swinging from my heart-strings.
In the evening, calming myself a little,

1 began to reflect, "What ails me ?" From
within me came the question, "Where is
your Surabala now ?" I replied, "I had
given her up of my free will. Surely, I did
not expect her to wait for me for ever."
But something within me kept saying,
"You could then have got her merely for
the asking. But now you have not the right
to look at her even once, do all you can.
That Surabala of your boyhood may come
very close to you, you may hear the jingle
of her bracelets, you may breathe the air
embalmed by her hair essence, —but there
will always be a wall between you two."
I answered, "Be it so. What is Surabala
to me ?"
My heart rejoined, "To-day Surabala is
nobody to you. But what might she not
have been to you?"
Ah ! that's true. What might she not
have been to me ? Dearest to me of all
things, closer to me than the world besides,
the sharer of all my life's joys and sorrows,
—she might have been. And now, she is
so distant, so much of a stranger, that to
look on her is forbidden to me, to talk
with her is improper, and to think of
her is a sin !—while this Ram Lochan,
coming suddenly from nowhere [ into her
life,] has muttered a few set religious texts,
and in one swoop carried off Surabala from
the rest of mankind !
I have not come to preach a new ethical
code, or to revolutionise society ; I have no
wish to tear asunder domestic ties. I am
only expressing the exact working of my
mind, though it may not be reasonable. I
could not by any means banish from my
mind the sense that Surabala, reigning there
within shelter of Ram Lochan's home, was
mine far more than his. The thought was,
I admit, extremely unreasonable and im
proper, — but it was not unnatural.
Thereafter I could not set my mind to
any kind of work. At noon when the boys
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in my class hummed, Nature outside
simmered in the sun, the sweet scent of
the Nitn blossoms entered the room borne
on the tepid breeze, I then wished, — I know
not what I wished for ; but this I can say
that I did not wish to pass all my life in
correcting the grammar exercises of those
future hopes of India.
When school was over 1 could not bear to
live in my large lonely house ; and yet, if .
any gentleman paid me a visit, it bored me.
In the gloaming as I sat by the tank listen
ing to the meaningless sighing of the breeze
through the betel-nut and cocoa-nut palms,
I used to muse that human society is a
tangled web of mistakes ; nobody has the
sense to do the right thing at the right
time, and when the chance is gone we
break our hearts over vain longings.
I could have married Surabala and lived
happily all my life. But I must be a
Garibaldi, —and I ended by becoming the
second master of a village school ! And
pleader Ram Lochan Ray, who had no
special call to be Surabala's husband, — to
whom, before his marriage, Surabala was
no wise different from a hundred other
maidens, — he has very quietly married
her, and is earning lots of money as
Government pleader ; when his dinner is
badly cooked he scolds Surabala, and when
he is in good humour he gives her a bangle !
He is sleek and fat, tidily dressed, free
from every kind of worry ; he never passes
his evenings by the tank gazing at the stars
and sighing.
Ram Lochan was called away from our
town for a few days by a big case else
where. Surabala in her house was as lone
ly as I was in my school-building.
I remember it was a Monday. The sky
was overcast with clouds from the morning.
It began to drizzle at ten o'clock. At
the aspect of the heavens our Headmaster
closed the school early. All day the black
detached clouds began to run about in the
sky as if making ready for some grand
display. Next day, towards afternoon, the
rain descended in torrents, accompanied
by storm. As the night advanced the fury
of wind and water increased. At first the
wind was easterly, gradually it veered and
blew towards the south and south-west.
It was idle to try to sleep on such a night.
I remembered that in this terrible weather

Surabala was alone in her house. Our
school was much more strongly built than
her bungalow. Often and often did I plan
to invite her to the school-house, while I
meant to pass the night alone on the bank
of the tank. But I could not summon up
courage for it.
When it was half past one in the morn
ing, the roar of the tidal wave was suddenly
heard, — the sea was rushing on us ! I left
my room and ran towards Surabala's house.
In the way stood one embanked side of our
tank, and as I was wading to it the
flood already rose up to my knees. When I
mounted the bank, a second wave broke on
it. The highest part of the bank was more
than seventeen feet above the plain.
As I climbed up the bank, another person
reached it from the opposite side. Who
she was, every fibre of my body knew at
once, and my whole soul was thrilled with
the consciousness of it. I had no doubt
that she, too, had recognised me.
On an island some three yards in area
stood we too ; all else was covered with
water.
It was a time of cataclysm ; the stars had
been blotted out of the sky ; all the lights
of the earth had been quenched ; there
would have been no harm if we had held
converse then. But we could not bring our
selves to utter a word ; neither of us made
even a [formal] inquiry after the other's
health. Only we stood gazing at the dark
ness. At our feet swirled the dense dark
wild roaring torrent of death.
Today Surabala has come to my side,
leaving the whole world. Today she has
none besides me. In our far off childhood,
this Surabala had come from some dark
primeval realm of mystery, from a life in
another orb, and stood by my side on this

luminous peopled earth ; and today, after a
wide span of time, she has left that earth,
so full of light and human beings, to stand
alone by my side amidst this terrible desolate

gloom of Nature's death convulsion. The
stream of birth had flung that tender bud
before me, and the flood of death had

wafted the same flower, now in full bloom,
to me and to none else. One more wave

and we shall be swept away from this
extreme point of the earth, torn from the
stalks on which we now sit apart, and made
one [in death].
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May that wave never come ! May
Surabala long live happily, girt round by
husband and children, household and kins
folk ! This one night, standing on the
brink of Nature's destruction, I have tasted
eternal bliss.
The night wore out, the tempest ceased,
the flood went down ; without a word
spoken, Surabala went back to her house,
and I, too, returned to my shed without
having uttered a word.

I reflected,—True, I have become no
Nazir or Head Clerk, nor a Garibaldi ; I am
only the second master of a beggarly school.
But an eternal night had for a brief space
beamed upon my whole life's course.

That one night, out of all the days and
nights of my allotted span, has been the
supreme glory of my humble existence.

Jadunath Sarkar.

THE EARLY RACES OF INDIA

II
[Authorities: I.—A. H. Keane : (1) Antiquity of
Man, (2) Ethnology; II.— Prof. Rhys : Essays in the
Journal of the Anthropological Institute; III.—Dr.
Brinton : Races and Peoples; IV.—Dr. Beddoe :
Races of Britain].

WHEN
we have to proceed with a

scientific mood of mind to direct our
inquiry regarding the origin and

character of the races of India, we have to
divest ourselves of some preconceived no
tions relating to the origin of the Aryans
and the Dravidians. Our school-boys learn
it as a well established proposition (along
with the propositions that the earth is round
and the apple falls because of gravitation)
that a group of people called Aryans came
into India from Central Asia and that the
speakers of some European and Asiatic
languages descended from a common Aryan
ancestor. Though this theory is a result of
a very reckless assumption, the popularity
of it, at least in our country, has been very
great. It is therefore necessary to speak a
few words just to show the absurdity of this
theory that a small group of the so-called
Aryan clan of Central Asia peopled almost
the whole of Europe and a large portion
of Asia to the south-east. Though this
theory is in direct conflict with, and is
wholly contrary to, the evidence collected
by the anthropologists, we have to take the
burden of proof upon ourselves to show the
hollowness of this mere figment of a
mighty scholar's brain, before we can
proceed to follow a new line of inquiry.
We all know that identity of speech does

not imply identity of race ; the Bengali
language is spoken by many races, who
have no ethnical relationship whatever.
Even diversity of speech does not show
ethnic difference ; the Brahmans of Northern
India after having settled in the Presidency
of Madras have forgotten the Aryan dialect
and speak now some Dravidian dialects.
Identity of language and of religion point
only to social contact, and not necessarily
to common ancestry. It is therefore wholly
illogical to build any theory regarding
genetic affinity on the basis of some
similarity in speech.
Those who have read Max Miiller's
"Lectures on the Science of Language"
know that his theory regarding an Aryan
race or an Aryan family rests upon this
simple argument only that the Indians, the
Persians, the Greeks, the Romans, the
Slavs, the Celts and the Germans have
preserved radically the same forms of
speech. With this sort of statement at the
commencement the learned philologist
jumped to the conclusion :—

"That before the ancestors of the Indians and the
Persians started for the south, and the leaders of the
Greek, Roman, Celtic, Teutonic and Slavonic colonies
marched towards the shores of Europe, there was a
small clan of Aryans, settled probably on the highest
elevation of Central Asia, speaking a language not
yet Sanskrit or Greek or German, but containing the
dialectical germs of all." (Lectures, p. 21s.)
Though from anthropological standpoint
of view Dr. Taylor's theory regarding the
origin of the Aryans is more ridiculous, his
remarks regarding the above-quoted passage
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..:ornptesees the abdominal organs and makes 
the muscle. of that region to contract, and 
stimulates the muscle fibre. of stomach and 
in le~tine to increalcd periltal.i. are the 
most healthful' of. exercises. Dancing and 
riding would probably be ~ecognised as I.he . 
moU useful of eX4!:rcises. During dancing 
all the abdominal organs afC comprclled 
and collide with each o ther. Shut yourself 
up in your room if you feel a~hamed to do 
the necessary manoeuvres in public and 
just hop on your 1C21 for about five to teu 
mi nutes. Do this twice or thrice a day for 
~ome time and Ihis will do more good to 
your dyspepsia than any med icine that can 
be prescribed. Contraction and relaxation 
of the abdominal wall a rc al so good and 

cheap forms of mUlcular exerc:i&e. And 
deep breathing if properly prac:tited ( •. ,., 
without undue .train) it also a very good 
exercise. Sitting or reclin ing in a c:omforr
able manner c:onc:enfrate your attention on 
the respiratory process. Take a deep 
breath by first pushing the diaphragm 
down as far as it can go, the abdomen 
bulges out, then the ribs go up and the 
act of in ~piralion is n ow complete; then 
breathe out very slowly and repeat the 
process for a few minutes. Deep breathina: 
prar.:tised several times a day would 
materially improve the digestive and 
absorptive (lrga ns of the body. And CIne 
would 'get astonished at the result. 

NIBARAN CHANORA BHATTACHAR/BB, 

THE INFINITE LOVE 

{ FrQm the Bengali of Babu Rabindranath Ta;ore. / 

( have ever loved thee in a hundred for ms and limes, 
Age aher age, in birth following birlh. 
The chain of longr- that my fond heart did weave 
Thou ~raciously didst take around thy neck, 
Age after age, in hirth following birth. 

When I listen 10 the tales Cli tl.e primitive past, 
The love-pangs of the far distant t imell, 
The meetings and partings of the ancient agh-
I see thy form gathering light 
Through the dark dimness of Eternity 
And appearing as a star ever fixed in the memory of the All, 

We two have come Aoating by the twin currenll of lo ve 
That well up from the inmost heart o f the Beginnin~leSl. 
We two have played in the lives of myriad love rs 

In tearlul iolitude of .orrow, 
" In tremul.,us .hyneH of sweet union, 

In .,Id old love ever renewing ill life. 

The on roIling Anod of the love eternal 
Hath at la.t found its perfect final course. 
All the joy. and M)rrows and longings of heart, 
AU the memories of the momentt of ec. uuy, 
All the love-Iyrica of poell of all cUmes and time. 

,Ha.ve"come from the everywhere , 
Arui lathered in one .ingle love at thy (eet. 

N~ . . This prose: rende;rinll" is by the poet himMlf. 
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Unrest" ma, or may not ~ a reality, but 
let the fair-minded Hindu a(tmit that hdiaff 
Nationalism, a. it haa been defined and 
preached by authoritative exponents, both 
within and without the CongrU!l, is hardly 
distinguishable from HiM" Nationalism. 
Patriotism in the Congreu platform and 
more prominently el.cwhere has too often 
been conceived of in terms of Hindu ter
minology. If the "terminological inexacti_ 
tudes" can be brushed aside, then~, however 
still remains a residual sediment bearing 
incontroyertible test imony to the pre
'Valence of a spirit which draws its exclusive 
inspiration, not from the actual India of 
many nationalities, but from the India as it 
is cherished in the heart of the devout Hindu 
who mentally .kips over many interven
ing centuries and realises hi. paradise of 
earthly bliss in the undefiled Arya-Varta 
of the Vedantic Age or the Bharat-Varsha 
of the Pandavas and Kurus when the Divine 
Cowherd, Sri Kri shna, made love to Radha 
and chanted the Sollg DitJill~ to the scepti· 
cal Arjuna in the battlefield of Kurukshetra. 
The .turdy son of Islam is repelled by the 
Hindu colouring of the new patriotism and 
he may be pardoned if he seeks to scrutinise 
carefully the credentials 01 his future politi
cal co-adjutor. "Back to the Vedas," the 
underlying burden of Indian Nationalism 
.inee the time of Swami Vivekananda, ;, a 
cry, which, in the nature of things, doe .. not 
appeal to the Mussalmans and fail, to bring 
him to the white heat of fervid enthusiasm 

whOle absence is so loudly criticileCl. "The 
Prophet of Nationali.m in Indi .... who baa 
temporarily ceased to give hi. teachin&, to 
the world has drawn his inspiration from .. 
fountain towards which the Mu ..... hnan dOH 
not lend his footstep •. 

"The most striking aspect," he says, "of the Durp 
Puj .. h has so long been ignored In the Iamentabfe 
absence eX race_consciousness in Ot.Ir midst, but now 
that we are becominf, ourselves again, the (ull signific_ 
ance of our festi"a s .. nd sacraments is once more 
dawning on U5. Who that has known the joy of the 
Pujah, felt the unique genius of our civilization through 
its reunions, rejoicings and simple sweet and un.tinted 
~pirituality, can help being filled with an overmastering 
lo\'e for the land of his birth, for his countr)'men and 
forefathers, for the spirit underlying our lOCUli customs 
and institutions 1" 

We do not quarrel with the Hindu if his 
conception of patriotism is drawn froll1 a 
source whose IOspiration mu.t ever be a 
closed book to the MUlsalman. But let u. 
expreu what we feel-we feel the vaat chum 
of. thought which .eparate. the fndia of 
the Hindu from the India of the MUilsalman. 
Will the identity of pol itical a5pirat~on-if 
such identity i. possible-suffice to bring 
together the Hindu and the Muualman into 
loving and brotherly embrace? Oc, will 
the essential difierence-which lCems un
bridgeable-o f culture which give. to each 
his distinctive character and endowa him 
with inspiration in his high empriles of pith 
and moment, break asunder the ,ouamcry 
tie of a common political platform? 

GHULAM~AM.'A. K. LVKANJ. 

THE SMALL 

{From tlu &ngali of Bab" Rabindrauath Tagore.} 

"Who is there but the sky, 0 sun, which can hold t~,ine image? 
"I dream of thee but to serve thee I never can hope, 

The dewdrop wept and said, 
,". am too small to take thee unto me, great lord, 

"And thUi my life is aU tear .... 

"1 iUumine the )imide. sky. 
'·Yet. can yield my.elf up to .. tiny drop of dew," 

Thus said the sun and smiled, 
ul will be .. .peck of sparkle and ill you. 

'l"Aud your little life will be • smiliae: orb." 
N... This praee renderinI" is by the poet hilUJll. 
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sword must be 6nnly grasped for the future, by the 
hand of the European !IOldier, throughout the length 
and breadth of the land ; the government of India 
musl hence forward be more essentially military; but 
no one, I think, could reasonably expect that Great 
Britain would be able to furnish exclusively. troops in 
sullieic .. , numbers for the military ocupatlon of such 
a country. 

"The dimate is much too hot for the European in 
many sitwl.lions, where military duties have 10 be per
formed; and the expendi ture of troops would be vast
ly too great, if the European alone endeavoured to 
take those duties. The natives of the country must, 
therefore, be called in to assist us, and a certam limit_ 
ed nu.nbcr must be armed and trained as soldiers, 
but by no means in the same numbers as heretofore. 
In fact, lhe nalive troops must be used as auxilliaries, 
and nothing more; and they must be placed in such 
positions as to be powerless to do mischief". 

It would be an invidious distinction to 
raise corps of t!:ur3sians who. we presume, 
would be officered by men of their extrac
tion, while nothing has be~n done so far to 
give the King-Emperor'6 Commission to 
pure Indians. If the pay and allowances 
of Eurasian soldiers be higher than that of 
native sepoys, it may create discontent in 
Native Indian regiments, for Eurasians are 
after all natives 01 India and not of 
England, and can never be be~ter soldiers 
than the Goorkhas. Pathans, or Sikhs. So, 

• p. 121. 

in our opinion, it is neither just or expe
dient, nor necessary to raise separate corps 
of Eurasians. There is nothing against 
Eurasians being eulisted in native regiments 
anti we believe there are in some Dative 
regimenls Eurasian soldiers. If the Eura
sians are desirous of serving His Majesty as 
soldiers, they call have their ambition 
grati6ed by joining native regiments
which unfortunately is not possible for 
people of many races, tribes and castes of 
this country. For is it not a fact that the 
descendants of those whose ancestors loyally 
helped in the building up of the British 
rule in India are now debarred from serving 
His Imperial Majesty in the Army on 
account of the particillar tribes. races or 
castes to which they have tbe misfortune to 
belong, but which have nothing to do with 
the question of military efficiency? 

Eurasians claim to be and are treated as 
(statutory) native!'> of India. when it is 
advantageous for them. If they be enlisted 
as statutory natives, why not the pure 
natives as well? (f the pure natives of every 
province be entitled to become soldiers, 
then there would be no injustice in Eura
sians of every province becoming soldiers 
on the same pay as native sepo)'$ . 

YOUTH 
{From the BertgtJli of Babu RtJb;fldrtJntJth TtJgore.j 

I run as a musk deer runs 
In the shade of the forest glades 

Mad with his own inner perfume. 
The night is the night of mid-May, 
The breeze is the breath of the south. 
I lose my way and I wander, 

I seek what I cannot get, 
I get what 1 never seek. 

From my heart comes out and dances 
The image of my own desire, 

The gleaming vision flits on. 
I try to clasp it firm, 
It eludes and lead. me astray, 

1 seek what 1 cannot get, 
I get what 1 nevet seek. 

Noto. This proee rendering is by the poet him.lf. 
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the human mind, in such and such a year.
We do not sufficiently realise that they,
together with all the words and symbols
associated with them, must have been taken
from a pre-existent stock of customs and
expressions already long familiar to the
people amongst whom Buddhism grew up.
We imagine the Great Chandra Gupta to
have been the first monarch, in India, of an
organised empire, but the words of Buddha
himself, "they build the stupa over a
Chakravarti Raja —a suzerain monarch —at
a place where four roads meet" shows that
the people of that early period were
familiar enough with the drama of the rise
and fall of empires, and that the miracle of
Chandra Gupta's retirement to Pataliputra,
thence to rule as far as the Panjab and the
Indian Ocean, was in fact no miracle at
all, since the India of his time was long
used to the centralised organisation of roads,
daks, and supplies, and to the maintenance
of order and discipline.
The peculiar significance of Behar, in the
comity of the Indian peoples, rises out of
its position on the frontier-line between two
opposing spiritual influences. To this day,
it is the meeting-place of Hinduistic and
Mussulman civilisations. Sikh and Arya
Somaji and Hindusthani Rajput pour down
the waterway of the Ganges, to go no
farther East than the twin-cities of Patna
and Bankipore, and these stand face to face
with the unified and Sanskritic civilisation
of lower Bengal. All sorts of modified
institutions,representing mutual assimilation,
arise along the border-line. Costume,
language, manners and habits of life are all
full of this compromise. The old standard

of culture, which even yet is not wholly
dead, along a line stretching from Patna,
through Benares to Lucknow, required of
the highest classes of Hindus the study of
Persian as well as Sanskrit, and one of the
most liberal and courtly types of gentlehood
that the world has seen was moulded thus.

The fertile country of Bengal closely
settled and cultivated organised round the
monarchy of Gour, and claiming a definite re
lation to Benares and Kanauj as the sources
of its culture, cannot, at any time within
the historical period, have been susceptible
of chaotic invasion or colonisation. The
drift of unorganised races could never pass
through Behar, which must always have
been and remains to the present the most
cosmopolitan province of India. It has
doubtless been this close contiguity of
highly diversified elements within her
boundaries, that has so often made Behar
the birthplace of towering political geniuses.
The Great Chandra Gupta, his grandson
Asoka, the whole of the Gupta dynasty,
Shere Shah, and finally Guru Gobind Singh,
are more than a fair share of the critical
personalities of Indian history, for one
comparatively small district to have pro
duced. The policy of the Great Akbar
himself is supposed by some to have been
determined by the ideas of his predecessor.
Each of the Great Beharis has been an
organiser. Not one has been a blind force,
or the tool of others. Each has consciously
surveyed and comprehended contemporary
conditions, and known how to unify them
in himself, and give them a final irresistible
impulsion in a true direction.

THE RIVER STAIRS

A SHORT STORY.

(From the Bengali of Ravirtdranath Tagore.)

IF
events could leave their record on stone,
you might have read the stories of
many ages on each of my steps. If

you wish to hear of days gone by, sit on
this step of mine ; lend your ears to the
murmur of the rippling water, and you

will hear many a forgotten tale of many a
long past year.
Ah, I recollect another day. It was just
like today. The month of Ash win (September)
was about to begin. The faint morning
breeze, sweet with just a suggestion of the
young winter, was bringing a new life to
awakened sleepers. The leaves were feeling a
gentle tremour at times, as if without cause.
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The rivet was in full 800d. Only fnur of 
my .. teps peeped above the wat~r surface,
at. if land and water were stand ing togc:ther 
arm in ann. The water had even crept up 
to the low~lying pa r s of the hank, where 
the KQchM plant grew beneath the brancheli 
of the ma ngo grove. At that bend of 
the river, three old brick. heaps lowered 
like island. above the water around them. 
The fi shing boats moored to the trunks of 
the Babld trees on the hank were rocking on 
the huving flow-tide at dawn,- as if the 
tide, in the intoxication 01 youth, wa:. 
mock ingly pushing against them, aoft 
shaking them by the ear in loving jest. 

The sunshine of the (clear) early au tum n 
sky, as it fell on the full bosom of the river, 
shnne like pure gold,-or like the Champak 
blossoms. In no other seasOI! ca n you see 
sunshine of this hue. The patch of tall 
Ruen-hea rded reeds (Kasll) on the "and 
bank has ca ught the newly ri~n ~un i they 
have jUII begun to Ro wer, and are no t yet 
in full bloom. 

With the prayer o f Ram / Ram! the 
boatmen have unmoored their barges. The 
little boau puffing out their tiny sails are 
out on the sun-lit river,-a§ the birds gaily 
soar in the blue sky with their wings spread 
out to the light. One may easily take the 
boats for birds : the'yare Iwim ming on the 
river's bosom like swans ; only their wi ngs 
are ftutt ering in the air in a burst o f rapture. 
The Brahman priest has come punctuall y 
to bathe with his ritua l vends. The 
women are dropping in , in tWOI and threes, 
to draw water. 

It was not so very long ago. You might 
consider it as a far off day; hut to me it 
seeml quite recent! My days glide playfully 
down the , river's current; I have been 
steadily guing at them for long ages; that 
i~ why l ime doell not seem very long to me !· 
Every day my bright image is reftected in 
the river ; every night my shadow il cast on 
the water; hut next d ay Ihey are gone, 
luving no ma:rk behind, Thul it is that 
though I look old, my heart is ever young. 
The memories of man.v year. ha ve ftot 
ot'ertpread me like a . bed of mnSiel and 
cut off lun.hine from ' me • . If a 1(\O, ened 
mOIl from el.ewbere i. drifted on to me, it 
.i. ~nt moment whitlted away by the 
~ttearp. . ~d yet 1 am nor absolutely free 
'"-" '~ In 'my ~ where tbe 

current of the river cannot reach, creepert 
and weed, and moues have found a hom~. 
They are 'he witnes~, (If my antiquity; 
lhey have held old Time fan in a 
lovi ng dasp and kept hinl ever fresh, ever 
sweel, ever new. Every day (in (hil lutOn) 
the river il receding from mt' , lellv ing a Itep 
of the lIai rs bare, and I, too, am aaL~e at 
the rate of one stone step a day, • 

Look! there is the grandmother of the 
Chakravarti family returning home after 
her (morning) bath, wrapPf::d in a prayer
printed calico, shi vering in the cold, and 
tell ing her bead" He,. grandmother Wal 

then a little slip of a girl . who used to make 
fun by lending a Gh,.ita-hma,. j leaf drifting 
down the wa ter every day, and watching it 
spin round and ro und in a liole C!ddy 
formed by the river on my ri,(,!:ht hllnd, 
whil e Ihe lIood by, after layin..: duwn her 
pitcher. A few days nlore, and 10 I she 
was a ·grnwn·up mother, coming to draw 
water with he,. little daughter. A iew day. 
more, and that dau~hter had become a 
woman, who used to pun i!>h and read 
lect ures on proper conduct to the little girl, 
who spotted in the river aud .pluhed the 
water around! I then used to' think Hf 
the la unch ing of Gh,.ita-kumari leave. , and 
laugh at Ihe comical ity of the Icene before 

m" 
I see that I cannot come to the I tory I 

mea n to tell you. When I am about to 
speak "f one thi n.!!, anmher come. to me 
on the ~trean, (" f mem ory). Episode come. 
and episode goes; I caHnot hold any of 
them fast . Only an e'pisodt' or two cornel 
u p to me again and again, like ,I.e Gh,.'ta
kuma,.. leaf·boau spinning round and rO!.lnri 
in the eddy. Such an episode il hovering 
round me today, eager to tell ill awn tale .... 
It il a small th ing like those 10y·OOall, with 
no cargo except two pretty Aowen placed 
in il in play. If it ';nk~ in the eddy, the 
gentle girl will ou ly heave a deep ligh and 
u '!urn home. 

Clo,e to the temple, wher .. you tee the 
fencing of the cow.hed of the Goaain 
family, there I tuod a Babla Iree. The 
travdling fair uted to be held under it 
once a week. At that lime the Go,ain. 
had not "Hied in thil village: there wu 
only a leaf-thatched Ihed where their 
erand temple now .tandL 

Tbi. bany.a tree which haa thnatt ill 
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hand into my ribs ' and clutched In its 
gigantic long and hard finger-roots my 
.plintered stone heart,-was then a finy 
sapling. It was just raising above the 
ground its head covered with tenJer 
foliage. In sunshine the shadows cast by 
its leaves played over my surface; its young 
roots Mraggled like a baby's fingers over 
my Ilosom. It hurt me if anyone pluchd 
a si ngle leaf of it. 

Though old. I still !ltood erect. Today 
my backbone is broken; I am a distorted 
cripple; a thousand cracks have wrinkled 
my body; in my holes the frogs of the 
universe have found a home for thcir long 
winter's sleep. But I was not 80 then. 
Only two bricks had sli pped out 01 my left 
aide, forming a hole in which a thrush had 
built his next, At dawn when after stirring 
uneasily he awoke, bobbed his joined fish-lik~ 
tail up and down quickly, and then flew 
away whistling.-i knew it was the time of 
Kusum's coming to the bathing stairs, 

The other girls of the ghat used to call 
her Kusum. Thai was her name, I dare say. 
When the ima~e 01 her tiny body tell on 
the water, I longed to hold it last, to keep 
it fixed in my stone,-such was her charm, 
When she stepped on my pavement and 
her four ank lets jingled, a thrill of delight 
ran through my moss-beds. Not that she 
played much or ta lked much or was over
jolly; but strangely enough she had more 
comrades a mong the girls lof her age] 
than anybody else, All the unruly girls 
must ha ve her company. Some of them 
nicknamed her Kusee , some Khusee 
('delight'), and others Rakkusee ('ogress' ). 
Her mother called her Kusmee, Every now 
and then I tound the girl seated by the 
water; evidently her heart had a peculiar 
attrac tion for it; she loved it intensely. 

After 3 . time I missed her, Bhuhan and 
Swarna mourned at the ghat. They said 
that their Kusee-Khusee ·Rakkusee had been 
led away to her husband's house. That 
wa. a plac. far away from the river, with 
atrange people, strange houses and strange 
roads. They had taken away the water
lily to plant it in a dry garden I 

In time she almost fad ed out of my mind. 
A year went away. The women at the 
ghat · now rarely talked of Kusum. But 
one evening I was startled by the touch of 
the long fa.miliar feCI i I imagined it was 

KUllum's tread. Ah I· yes; but those feet 
were now without anklets, they had 10lt 
their old music. I had so long associated 
th~ touch uf her feet with the jingle of ber 
ankles that when to-day I suddenly found 
that musi;,; gone, the purling of the water 
sounder! like a doleful chant in my ears, 
the whistling of the leaves in the mango
~rove seemed as the wind's voice of mourD
mg. 

Kusum had become a widow. They said 
that her husband used to work in some far
off place and that she had met him only 
once or twice. A letter brought to her the 
news of hi s death, and,.- a widow at eight 
year!"; ald,- she had rubbed out the wife's 
Ted mark from her forehead, stripped off her 
bangles, and come back to her old home by 
the Ganges. But she found few of her old 
playmates there. Of them, Bhuban. Swarna, 
and Amald had gone away on marriage; 
only Sara! remained ; but she too, they 
sa id , would be given away in marriage in 
December next. Kusum was very lonely 
now, But as she sat down in silence on 
my steps, resting her head on her knees, I 
thought that Ihe waves of the river were all 
calling her Kusee-Khusee-Rakkulee with 
up-lifted hands. 

As the Ganges rapidly grows to fulne!lb 
with the corning of the rainy season, even 
$0 did Kusum day by day round to the ful
ness of beauty and youth. But her dull
coloured robe, her pensive face, and quiet 
manners spread a shadowy cloak over her 
youth and hid from the public eye the full 
bloom of her beauty and her youth. None 
seemed to have noticed that Kusum had 
grown up. 1 did not mark it at all. To 
me she always was the tiny girl she once 
had been, She was without her anklets, 
but when she walked I still heard their 
jingling (in my fan~y). Ten years tbu. 
slipped away, without anybody in the 
village seeming to notice their flight. 

Just such a day as this one came that 
year at the end of September. Your gra.nd· 
mothers beheld that morning a sweeter sun
light than usual, as you are beholdina ·to
day. As they came gossiping along the 
uneven shady green alleys of the village, 
with yard · long veils drawn ow.r their · 
faces and their pitchers reltina ' OG ,dteir 
waist, to my side, to give a bci~~ '~ 
gence to the morning light tlia.t · · WI(:~ 
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met-they had not the least idea of YOMr 
coming into the world. Today you cannot 
fully realise that your grandmothers did 
onc day really run about playing, and that 
that day was as real. as living as today,-
Ih<it they too toddled about like yo u in joy 
and sorrow with tender little hearts like yours. 
Even more than this it was incomprehen
sible to them that this sun-Iii joyous 
autumn day would come, when they would 
be no m ore, when every trace of their joys 
and sorrows would d isappea r! 

That day from the very sunrise the north 
breeze blew gently, wafting a stray Babla 
hlossom on me now and then. Trace!; 01 
ni~ht dews were Idt here and there on my 
slone body. That morning a tall. yOllng. 
fair skinned, tranquil Ilnd bright-looking 
Sa"yas;, coming I k~ow not wht:m::t:, took 
sheltt:r in that Shiva templt: in front of me. 
Hil arrival was noi st:d abroad in tht: vil1agt:. 
The women left thei r pitchers behind and 
crowded into the temple 10 bow to the holy 
man. 

The crowd increased day by day. Ht: was 
a Smlyasi, a matchlessly bt:auliful youth, 
and in addition to it ht: slighlt:l.l nont:: he 
took the childrt:n up in his arms, he asked 
the matrons about their househ old affairs. 
Hi~ influence rapidly spread among the 
womankind. Many men, too, visited him. 
One day he would recite the Bhagabat, an 
olher day he would expound th e Gita, or hr.ld 
forth on vari ous holy books in the temple. 
Some sought him for counsel, some for spdls, 
lOme for medicines. How handsome he 
looked I as if the Great God ( Mahadev) had 
descended in the fl esh to his own temple. 

When, at the earliest streak of dawn, the 
Sa"'ycui, standing up to his brea5t in the 
water, with hil gaze fixed on the Morning 
Star, chanted the sacred hy mn to the 
morning twilight in deep majest ic notes. 
I had no earl for the babblil~g of the water. 
Everyday as his voice rang forth, the sky 
abo\'e the eastern bank of the Ganges 
flulhed crimson, a. roseate lining wal formed 
on the fringe of the cloudl, Darkness 
dropped down like the bUrlt .hell of an 
opening bud, and the Dawn like a Rower 
revealed it. ruddy hue little by little in 
the lake of the Iky. Then the 'tree tops 
came out distinctly outlined on the horizon, 
the .... ind awoke, the lit, turned grey, and 
finally from the unKen reaion behind the 

screen of tte~., the morning-bathed pwe 
lun climbed up the sky st~p by .tep, 
~ethou~ht, as that great being, Itandin. 
I~ the nVt't and gazing at the ealt, chanted 
hiS grand hymn. at every sy llable of it 
Night's ~pell was broken, the Moon and 
the stan sank down in the Wesl the Sun 
rose in the east, and the world's sc'ene was 
shifted. What an norcisl was thi s ~a.ti I 
After bath as h~ rOle frnm the rivu With 
his lall . fai r and holy penon looking like 
the -,acr.!;ca l flame, the water trickled down 
hi ~ matted locks, the light of the n~w.bom 
SUIl wa~ Rashed back from his body. 

So mnnth ~ palsed away. In April, at the 
time of the solar eclipse, va l t crowds came 
here to bathe in tht: Ganges. A fair was 
held under the BAb/J tret'. Many of the 
pilgrims went to visit the Saft)1asi, and 
amon,:: them were a party of women from 
the vi llage where Kusum had bet:n married. 

It wa s murnin.':_ The Sa"yasi wu coun
ting his bead. on my ~teps. when all of a 
sueden one o f Ihe women pil,lil:riml 'ludged 
another and said, " \\' hy? He iii our Ku.um'l 
husband !" Another rarted her veil a little 
in the mid dle with two fingers and cried 
out, "U dear me! It is so. He is the young
er son of the Chatterji family of our 
village!" A third. who made little parade 
of her veil, remarked, "Ah! he has got 
exactly si milar brows. nose, and eyes I" 
Yet another woman, without turning to the 
Saftya , j. st irred the water with her pitcher 
and si ghed tou t, "Alas ! That young man 
is no more; he will not come back. Bad 
luck to Kusum !" 

But one ohjecled, "He had not Illch a biF, 
beard," and another, " He was not so II,il1,' 
or "He was most probably not .0 very tall." 
That settled the question for the time, and 
the matter did not spread further. 

All others of the v:llage had vilited the 
SaftYf1S;;. Kusum ~[one had not Ken him yet. 
AI the big gathenng of people . he had given 
up coming 10 me. One evening, at the 
full moon arose, it probably reminded her 
of her o ld assoc iation with me. 

There was none elle at the lha~ then. 
fhe cri ckels were chirping around. The 
din of brass gong. and bellI bad jUlt entJed 
in the temple,- itl lalt wave of lOund had 
grown fainter and fainter and merged like 
a shadow in the dark groves of the further 
bank. The aky was filled with moonli,ht. 
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The tide at the Rood was swishing (put 
me). Kusum sat, with her Ihadow cast on 
me. There was no stir in the wind; the 
tree ..... ere motionless. Above her on the 
bOlOrn of the Ganges lay the unbroken 
broad moonlight.~behind her, here and 
there, in bush and grove, in the shadow of 
the temple, in thc hase of ruined houses, 
by th1"side of Ibe lank, in the palm grove, 
Darkness was brooding in secret with her 
race covered up. The bats were swinRing 
from the Chhatim ho?ghs. The owl from 
the temple-top was shrieking ils mournful 
cry. Near the houses thc loud clamour of 
the jackals rOIC and tben sank into silence. 

Slowly the SnI1,asi came out of the tem
ple. Descending a few steps of the ghat 
he saw a woman sitting alone, and was 
about to go back,-whell suddenly Kusum 
raised her head and looked bt-hind her. 
The veil slipped away from her head. As 
tne moonlight streams down on an upturned 
budding Rnwer, SCI it fell on Kusum's face 
when she looked up. At that moment their 
eyes met together.- as if Ihey recognised 
each olher.-they felt as if th ey had known 
each other in a former birth. So thought 
I, while the two stood for a moment still as 
in a piclure, while their shadows cast in the 
moonlight mingled together on my surface 
motionlessly for a moment i-but it might 
have bet-n a mere fancy of mine. 

The owl flew away hooting over their 
heads. Slarting at the sound, Kusum came 
to herself and put the veil back on her 
head. Then .he bowed low at the Sanyasi's 
feet. 

He. ga\'e her his ble~sing and asked, " Who 
are you?" She replied, .. I am called 
Kusum.-

No other word was spoken that night. 
Kusum went alow ly back to her hOUle, 
which was hard by. But the Sanyasi 
remain ed sitting on my steps for long hours 
that night. At last when the Moon had 
passed from the ea.&t to the west and the 
SG"yasJ~s shadow had shifted from behind 
him to hi ! front, he rose up and entered the 
temple. 

From the next dar 1 Raw Kusum come 
daily to bow at hiS feet, When he ex
pounded the holy books, she stood in one 
corne~;19tening to him. After finilhing hi. 
morning service, he used to call her to him
ielf aPd· speak on religion. She could·Jlot 

have undentood it all; but ahe list~n~d most 
attentively in ~il~nce,-she tried to 'under
stand it. As he directed her, 80 ahe acted 
implicitly, She daily served at the 
temple,-ever alert in the JZ'od's worship,
gathering Rowers fnr the puja, and drawing 
water from the Ganges to wash the temple 
RON. 

On my steps she lIat pondering on what 
the Sanyasi had told her. Slowly h~r (tiflion 
was extended, her heart's gate was opened. 
She began to have visions of what she had 
never ~een before, she began to hear what 
had never before sounded in her ears. I'he 
pensivr- shade withdrew· from her sedate 
face , She IOQked pure like a dew-washed 
Rower bought for offering to a god i- indeed, 
as she devoutly bowed low at the Sa"yasi's 
feet in the morning, she did look like a 
flower dedicalr-d on the alu.r. A pure 
cheerfulness lit up her whole body. 

The winter was drawing to its close. We 
had cold winds. But now and then the 
warm spring breeze would blow from the 
south unexpectedly, of an evening; the 
sky would totally lose its chilly aspect; 
pipes would sound and music would be 
heard in the village after a 10Ilg si lence. 
The boatmen wou ld set their boats drifting 
down the current, stop rowing, and begin to 
sil1g the songs of Krishna. :rhe birda 
would sudd enly begin to hold converac: on 
the branches, wilh extreme jollity, Such 
was the season. 

The spring breeze had s lowly breathed a 
a new youth into my stone heart; feeding 
on the sap of that youthfulness my creepcn 
and plants were rapidly budding forth 
into flower and fruit . Just then I began to 
miHs Kusum, For some time she had given 
up visiting the temple, the ghat, or the 
Sanyasi. ' 

What happened next I do not know. 
But after a while the two met together on 
my steps one evening. 

With downcast looks Kusum uked, 
" Master, did you send for me 1" 

"Yes. Why do I not see you? Why are 
you so remiss now in serving the god ?" 

She kept si1ent. 
.. Te.1I me your heart's thoughts witbout 

reserve." 
She h'&1f averted her face .uui .~; 

"I am a sinner, Muter, and hence · l :~ 
failed (in the worabiJl.)" .'." " 
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In the tenderest tone he told her, "Kulum. 
I know there i, unrest in your heart ." . 

She gave a slight startt- she feared' Has 
Ite known it all?' Slowly her eyes were 
filled with tears,- she lat down there; 
drawing the skirt of her drelS over her face. 
she sat down on the step at the Saftyasj', 
feet and began 10 weep. 

He moved lit little away. and said, 
"Unfo ld the nature of your dillquiet 10 me 
frankly, and I shall show you the way 10 

peace." 
She replied in a tone of unshaken faith, 

but at interval. she stopped, at times she 
was at a loss for words :--" If you bid me, 
I must speak out. But, then. I cannot 
unfold it clearly. You, however, Master, 
must have guessed it all. I lldored one as 
a god, I worshipped him, and the bliss of 
that devotion fill ed my heart to ful ness. 
But one night I dreamt that the lord of my 
heart was sitting in a fragrant Baht bower 
somewhere, clasping my right hand in his left, 
and Whispering to me of love. The whole 
scene did not appear to me as al all impos
aible or strange. The dream vanished, but 
ita hold on me remained. Next day when 
I beheld him, he appeared in another light 
than before. That dream-picture continued 
10 haunt my mind. I fled far from him in 
fear, but that picture clung to me. Thence
forth my heart haa known no peace,- all 
ha~ grown dark within me I" 

\Vhile she was wiping her tears and 
telling this tale, I felt that the SolIYtUf W~1i 
firmly preasing my stone surface With hiS 
right foot. 

Her tpeech done, the SaftYMi aaid, "You 
muat tell me, whom you aaw in your 
dream." 

With folded palmi Ihe ent~ated, "I 

cannot." He insilled, "( uk it fot yOW' 
own ~o~. Tell me clearly who he w .... " 

Wnngln£ her tender hand. hard, bUI Ifill 
keepin£ them folded, she aaked, "Mult I reU 
it ?" He replied, "Yes, you must." 

She at once cried out, "You afe he, 
Master!" Then, as her own word. entered 
in at her nra, ahe immediately fainted away 
and fell down on my stone boaom, The 
Sanyasi stood Ifill like an image of Itone. 

When 8he came round and sat up, the 
SanyaJi told her slowly. "You have obeyed 
all my worda hitherto. One more word 
ahall I tell you, and thi. you mutt obey. 
I am leavi ng this place tonight, that you 
may not see me again. YOII/. ml/.lt ,Iorget 
me. Promise me that you will aet yourtelf 
to do it." Kusum atoud erect, gazed on the 
Sanyasi's face, and replied low, "It wih be 
so, Maater." 

The Sanytuj said, "Then, I am nff," 
\Vithout a word more, Kuaum bowed to 

him and placed the dust of his feel on her 
head. He left the place. 

Kuaum aaid (to herself,) "His command 
is that 1 must forget him." Tben Ihe 
slowly stepped down into the river. 

She had lived by the aide of thi. river 
ever since she was a little slip of a girl. 
If the river will not stretch its arms out to 
take her to its bosom in her hour of 
languour, who else will? 

The Moon set; the night grew pitch dark. 
I heard a splash in the water, but I&W 

nothing. f'I le wind raved mournfully in the 
darkness, as if it wautt'd to blowout all the 
stan of the aky, lest even a glimpse (of the 
tragedy) should be seen! 

She who had played about in my Ia.r. 
haa tonight finished her play, and Itrayed 
away from it, I know not where. 

JADUNATH SUOR. 

IN GERMAN PRISONS 

TRANSLATan raow THB FRaNCH BY K . K. ATHA.VAi.a. 

The Jail anecdote :-
THERE was once in' the priton of W. a 
I :: u-. ... higb intelli,eftce-a iculptor

....... condemned to twenty·two '. \' . 

yeaJl' hard labour for a. terie. of burglaries. 
In the prison where he waa employed at .. 

writer hi. conduct was irreproachable. He 
Wat politet ready to obli,e eYaY one,' and 



tHE REVOLUTION IN CHINA 

INUTILE" 

O N the slope of the desolate river among 
tall grasse1l J asked her, "Maiden. 
where dost thou go shading thy 

[amp with thy mantle? My bouse is all 
dark and lonesome-lend me thy light!" 
She raised her dark eyes for a moment ;Ind 
looked at my face throuj:!h the dusk. '" 
have come 10 the river," 1ihe said, "to 
Roat my lanlp on the stream when the 
da~' light wanes;n the west." I !'.tood alone 
amon,!! lall grasses and watch('d the timid 
Harne of her lamp uselessly drifting ill the 
tide. 

In the silence of gathering night I asked 
her, "Maiden, thy lights aTe all lit- then 

• This prose translation ... f nne of his poems was one 
,,/the three read 31lhe dinner givl'lI \0 Mr. T<lgorc in 
LotIdoll in July last,-Ed. M. R. 

where dost thou go with thy lamp? My 
house is all dark and IO:1~~om~,-lend me 
Ihy lighl." She raised her dark eyea on my 
face and slood for a mClment doubtful. .. J 
h .. \'e come," she s<lid at last, "10 dedicate 
my lamp to the sky." I stood anJ watchf'.d 
her light uselcs!<ly burning in the void, 

\" the moonless Rloom of midnight I 
asked her," Maiden, thy li~hls are all lit- , 
then where JOSI thou go wilh thl lamp 1 
My house is all dark and lonesome.- Iend 
me Ihy Ij~ht," She stopped lor a minute 
and Ihought and gazed <.II my face in the 
dark. .. I have brought my light," she 
sa id, "to join tilt' carnival 01 lamps." I 
stood and wah:hcd her little lamp u~el(,II,ly 
losl amon}.! lights, 

R .... U!fWRAN ... TIt TAGORE, 

THE REVOLUT iOl'\ IN CHINA 
III. 

I joined Mr. Howell and Engineer Grove 
at the bunglow situated in the yard 
of the church of which Rev. Hoberts, 

the American missionary, was the minister 
Thence we proceeded towards Momak , 
On the way we came across Captain 
Ormond and Ihe Subahdar Major 01 the 
Military Police. The Captain jocose ly re· 
marked, "Take care, the rebels may kill 
you," to which I replied, "I am quite ptto • 

pared for that, Sir." Thence we proceeded 
hom stage to stage till on the fourth day 
we crossed the Burmese frontier and 
reached Mansian in Chinese territory, 
rhe Chinese whom we here came across 
~howed a marked change in hehavior, The 
courteous and geotlemanly demeanour 
which formerly marKed their behavior to
wards foreigners was chang~d into arrogance. 

At Mansiall we ft'solvet:i to spend 
the night Oit the house of Mr. M. 
When we:: were bu;;y making our beds 
in a room on the first Roor of a wooden 
house a group of men entered the house and 
after a short interview with Mr. M-came 
into our room and began asking us questions 
in a discourteous fashion o Some of these 
men happened to know me and one enquir. 
e4 whether it, wu true that I was an Indian. 
On my replying in tbe affirmative he added 

that we (Indians) also helouged Itl the 
yellow race. He followed up this remark 
with an enquiry- whether the £nl-!Ii~h were 
the rultrs in India. To which al~o when 
I answered in the affirmative the further 
enquiry was made why we did not drive out 
rhe English. I was a little embanasSt'd and 
lold my questioner that such fiulZgeilions 
were improper. I also tried to impress on 
them by gestures that my companIOn Mr. 
< .. rove was an Englishman and that such 
conversation in his presence was positively 
unmannerly, Mr. Grove knew Chinese :::.nd 
perfectly understood oeverything. When 
the men were gone I told Mr, Grove how 
the men had completely changed their 
manners in a comparatively ,hart "pace of 
time. He added that the progress of time 
made it inevitable. The officer, of the' re
volutionary troopr; r;howed an inimical ten. 
Jellc)' ,IlH\'llf(h the English, in their con
versatlOlJ. 

\Ve heard rumours on the way which 
were confirmed hue that people in Ten· 
gyueh were in a state of panic-as there 
wa' the chance of an impending battle 
there. As a consequence people from 
Tengyueh and the neighbouring villages, 
wele fleeing to Burmah, with their Children. 
The cause 01 the panic ia a, foLlow" 

Tengyueh is the capital of the province 
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THE SPRINGHEAD OF INDIAN CIVILISATION

{From the Bengali of Ravindranath Tagore.)

I.

MODERN
civilisation is essentially

urban. Whatever is best in it
,
is to

be found in cities.

It is
,

indeed, difficult to imagine any
other state of things. Where many men
meet together, the clashing of diverse
intellects keeps the mind awake, —

every man's powers are set moving by the
impact received from all sides.
Thereafter when a man's powers have
been roused, he naturally seeks a field
where he can apply himself fruitfully. But
where can such a field be found ? It is

where many men's many endeavours are
ever busy in the diversified task of creation.
That field is the TOWN.
Where the primitive man created his first
:ity and crowded into it

,

he was not
ittracted to it by its civilisation. In most
:ases it was because he felt the need of a
strong and convenient place for congregat
ing,. where he could easily defend himself
from the enemy's attack. But whatever the
original cause might have been, as soon as
many men had found an occasion to meet

together in one place, their individual
wants and thoughts assumed a corporate
shape there, and civilisation was evolved of
itself.

But India has witnessed a marvel : the
spring-head of her civilisation was not
he city, but the FOREST. Her earliest
remarkable development took place where
there was no jostling of close packed
humanity. There trees and creepers, rivers

and ponds had plently of opportunities to
associate with man. There were men and
open space, too,—but no jostling. And
yet this openness of space did not make the
heart of India inert, — it rather lent an
additional lustre to her consciousness.
Nowhere else in the world has such a thing
happened.
Elsewhere we only see that men who are
placed by force of circumstances in woods,
grow savage. They are either ferocious
like tigers, or stupid like the deer.
But in ancient India we find that the
loneliness of the woodland did not over
power man's mind, but rather imparted to

it such a force that the stream of civilisa
tion issuing from those sylvan homes has
irrigated all India and its flow has
continued unchecked to our own day.
The energy of civilisation which India
thus received from the devotion of forest-
dwellers, did not spring from any external
impact, did not grow out of the competi
tion of varied wants ; therefore, this force
has not been primarily directed to external
objects. It has penetrated into the pro
fundity of the universe by means of its
meditation, — it has established harmony
between Nature and the human soul.
Hence it is that Indian civilisation has not
manifested itself primarily in the form
of material wealth. The leaders of this
civilisation have been lonely men,—scantily
clad hermits.
The sea-shore has given commercial
prosperity to the race nourished in its
bosom. The nation that has been kept
hungry on the scanty milk of its desert
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mother, has become a world-conqueror.
And similarly every special circumstance
has directed man's powers into a special
channel.
The forests of the North Indian plains
gave our country a peculiar advantage.
They sent the Indian mind off to explore
the inmost realm of mvstery of the universe.
All mankind must in due time acknowledge
the need of the treasure that the Indian mind
has brought away from the far islands of that
vast ocean (of mystery). The Hindu sages
who lived lives of deep meditation amidst
the forest trees which revealed, day and
night, season after season, the action of the
life of Nature,—had clearly perceived a
delicious mystery all around themselves.
Therefore could they say so easily, " All
that exists has issued from the Supreme
Life, and is vibrating in our souls." They
did not shut themselves up in rigid brick
and iron cages of their own making ;
where they dwelt the vast universal life had
unfettered communion with their life. This
very forest gave them shade, fruit and
flower, fuel and sacrificial grass,— this very
forest was connected by a lifelong exchange
of services with their daily toils, recreation
and wants. Thus it was that they could
realise their own life by connecting it with
the vaster life all around them. To them
their environment was not vacuous, dead,
or detached. The gifts of light, air, food
and drink which they received through the
medium of Universal Nature, they knew
by a natural perception to be not the gifts
of the earth, nor of the trees, nor of the
vacant space, but as things springing out
of a self-conscious, infinite Delight. Hence
it was that they accepted breath, light,
food and drink with respect and devotion.
Hence the Indian method of acquisition has
been the acquisition of the universal world
as a close kindred of our souls, as realised
by our life, consciousness, heart, and
intellect.
In b >th the great ages of ancient India,—

the Vedic age and the Buddhist age,— the
forest has been the nurse of their life. Not the
Vedic sages alone, but Buddha too, poured
forth his teaching in many a mango-grove,
many a bamboo-cluster; royal palaces were
not for him,— the woodland it was that took
him to its bosom.

Then, in course of time, kingdoms, em

pires, cities sprang up in India,— she esta
blished commercial intercourse with foreign
lands, — the greedy cornfields slowly drove
the shady and quiet forests further and
.further away ; but not for a day did the
strong rich and youthful India of that age
feel ashamed to confess her debt to the
forest. She has honoured abstract medita
tion (tapasya) above all kinds of action;
the kings and emperors of India have felt
themselves glorified by recognising an
cient forest-dwelling hermits as their first
progenitors. The memory of the primitive
hermitages is twined with whatever is
grand marvellous or pure, whatever is noble
or adorable in the ancient story of India.
...Herein lies the peculiarity of India in the
history of mankind.
The age of hermitages was a thing of the
past in India, when Vikramaditya was king,
Ujjaini a big city, and Kalidas a poet. We
then stood amidst the full concourse of the
human race —Chinamen, Huns, Scythians,
Persians, Greeks, Romans had all crowded
round us then. That was not the age to
offer us a king like Janaka who tilled his
land with his own hands and at the same
time instructed in theology seekers after

spiritual knowledge assembled from afar.
But when we look at the treatment of her
mitages in the works of the greatest poet of

the time, we find that even in that latter
age, flushed with the pride of wealth,
though the hermitage had gone out of our

sight it had not gone out of our mind.
Kalidas's pictures of hermitages alone
prove him to be peculiarly the poet of India.
Who else has bodied forth the ideal of her
mitages with such fulness of delight?
When the curtain rises on the epic of
Raghuvamsa, it presents to us at the very
outset the tranquil sweet and pure scene of
a hermitage.

(It is eventide.) The ascetics are return
ing to the hermitage after gathering the
sacrificial grass, fuel and fruits in the
neighbouring woods, — and lot an invisible
flame seems to welcome them back. 1 here

the deer are to the hermits' wives as their

own children; they are browsing on th*
share of the paddy thrown to them and are

fearlessly lying down athwart the track to
the cottage-doors. The hermits' daughters
are watering the trees, and, as the water
rises to the brink of the earthen embank



THE SPRINGHEAD OF INDIAN CIVILISATION 565

ment round the roots, they are stepping
aside to let the birds come and drink the
water without fear. The sun is declining;
the courtyard is heaped up with paddy
grain ; the deer are reclining chewing the
cud. The air, laden with the sacrificial in
cense, purifies by its touch the bodies of the

guests entering the hermitage. The true
inwardness of this scene is the complete
ness of the harmony between Nature and
man.

In the play of Abhijnana-Sakuniala is in
stalled a hermitage which puts to shame the
royal palace with its heartless lust of
pleasure. Of that hermitage, too, the key
note js the pure charm of the kinship be
tween man and all the outer world, animate
and inanimate alike.
Witness also the picture of the hermitage
in Kadambari : there the wind makes the
plants and creepers bow their heads down
in adoration,— the trees are strewing their
leaves as in religious service,— the arena of
the cottages is covered with the shyamak
paddy spread out to dry,— there the amalak,
labali, banana, badari and other fruits are
gathered together, — the woodland resounds
with the loud recitation of the Brahman
lads learning their lessons,— the garrulous
green parrots are repeating the sacrificial
spells they have learnt by frequent hearing,
— the jupgle fowl are eating up the food
offered at the worship of Nature-god, —
from the lake hard by. the goslings have
come to pick up the nibar paddy dedicated
at the pujah, — the does are licking the
bodies of the hermit boys with their
tongues.
Here, too, the inner meaning is the same :
the hermitage stands forth as the place that
has done away with man's aloofness from
plants and creepers, beasts and birds. This
old lesson has been taught in our land over
and over again.
In all the masterpieces of our country the
union between Man and Universal Nature
clearly asserts itself.-- The Nature around
us is most intimately associated with all the
thoughts and all the acts of man. When
human habitations are filled exclusively
with men, when Nature is denied entrance
through their chinks, — our thoughts and
deeds gradually grow impure and unhealthy
and die a self-inflicted death amidst the
measureless heap of rubbish created by

themselves. Nature works within us in
cessantly, but she makes a show of standing
silent and inert, as if we were the real actors
and she a mere ornament. Our poets, how
ever, knew this Nature quite well,— their
works ring with that note of the eternal
which Nature has mingled with all the joys
and sorrows of humanity.
I am certain that Kalidas wrote Ritu-
samhara in the days of his poetical appren
ticeship. The song of youthful lovers'
union which runs through it, springs up
from the lowest depth of passion ; it does
not ascend to the sublime note of self-
purification (tapasya) which marks Sakuntala
and Kumar-sambhava.
But our poet has harmonised this youthful
passion %vith the varied and grand note of
Nature and set it vibrating amidst the free
open atmosphere. Into this poem have
been worked the summer evening's moon
light resonant with the music of waterfalls,
the tremour of the wind-stirred Kadamba
branches on the skirt of the forest cooled by
the first showers of the rainy season, the
cooing of the ducks in early autumn when
the fields took verdant with unripe paddy,
and the loud murmur of the south wind of
Spring making its way through the fragrant
mango-blossoms.
If you plant everything in its proper place
in great Nature, it loses its violence. But
if you deuch it thence and confine it
within the narrow circle of men, it looks
extremely hot and inflamed like a sick
man's body. Shakespeare, like Kalidas,
had written some minor poems dealing with
the mutual attraction of the sexes ; but in
them passion is all in all, it has left no
place for anything else around it
,— no place
for the sky, the wind, the capacious and
variegated robe of sound scent and colour
with which Nature covers the nudity of the
universe. Hence in these poems the
wildness of lust asserts itself in an intolerable
degree.
In the third canto of Kumar-sambhava,
where Kalidas describes the tremour of
youthfulness set up by the sudden advent
of Cupid, he has not tried in the least to
paint the wildness of passion as the supreme
fact by confining it within narrow limits.
By placing the restless love-longing of
Shiva and Parvati amidst the setting of
universal Nature's outburst of youthful

,■'
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jollity at the advent of Spring, he has saved
it from shame, just as a single ray of the
Sun concentrated by means of a lens on one
spot sets fire to it

,

while the numberless
solar rays diffused by Nature all over the
sky emit a heat which does not burn. In

Kalidas, Cupid's artifices against Shiva
have been completely harmonised with the
spirit of universal Nature (in that season;
hence we do not see any inconsistency, any
feature o

f glaring nakedness in them).
And not only the third canto, but the
whole poem o

f Kumar-s imbhava is painted
on a vast universal background. The
inner motif o

f

the poem is a deep and eternal
problem : when the demon Sin has grown
strong and has suddenly and inexplicably
thrown Heaven into wrack and ruin,

whence can Heroism, strong enough to

defeat it
,

be born ?

This is a problem for man in all ages.

It is a problem in every individual's life,
and it is a problem that is ever reappearing

in new forms in the lives of all races.
Kalidas's works clearly show that such a

problem had become very acute in the India

o
f

that age. The simplicity and self-control
that had marked primitive Hindu life,
had then disappeared; the kings had
forgotten the duties o

f their office and
become self-indulgent voluptuaries, and

o
n

the other hand the Scythian invasions
were bringing unending misery o

n

the
people. -

To an outer observer, the Indian civilisa
tion of that age had attained to perfection

in the materials of luxury, in poetry music
and the fine arts. Kalidas's poems are not
altogether free from the spirit of the copious
and varied material enjoyment which
marked his age. In truth, the external
features o

f

his poems are rich with the fine
workmanship o

f

the time. Thus, from one
point of view, the poet was representative

o
f

his age.

But in this richly gilt pleasure-palace his
Muse was sitting, full of ennui and languour,
meditating o

n something else. Her heart
was not there. She was only dreaming o

f

her escape from that prison, marvellous for
its variegated art-work but hard a

s

the
gems set in it

.

In Kalidas's poems we notice a conflict
between the outer and the inner worlds,
between the real and the ideal. Nursing

in his heart the pang o
f
a vain longing,

the poet, a
s

h
e

sat amidst the rich splendour

o
f

the royal court, was gazing afar off a
t

the pure age o
f

asceticism which was a

thing of the past in the then India.
This heart's anguish lurks in Raghuvamsa,

a poem in which h
e undertook to sing o
f

the deeds o
f

the mythical kings of the solar
line.
The Indian laws of poetics condemn the
tragic conclusion o

f

a piece. Kalidas,
moreover, would have been true to the
forewords o

f

his Raghuvansa if he had
ended his epic at the exact point where the
race o

f Raghu attains to it
s

climax in the
reign o

f Ramchandra. In his poem, h
e

promises to chant the praises o
f

the pious
wise and noble kings of Raghu's line. But
the epic does not end in a burst o

f pane
gyric. It

s

conclusion clearly shows what
had disturbed the poet's heart.
Let us see how the founder of the glorious

line o
f Raghu was born. It was in a

hermitage that king Raghu came into the
world, as the result o

f his parents' life o
f

asceticism. Kalidas ever keeps telling his
royal masters, in many a poem and b

y many

a device, that it is only by means of rigorous
asceticism that any great result can b

e

achieved. Raghu, whose prowess van
quished the kings of the north and south,
east and west, Raghu, whose empire em
braced the whole earth, was the fruit of

his parents' life of monastic discipline. And,
again, Bharat, whose mighty arm made him

a suzerain, Bharat from whom India has
got the glorious name o

f Bharat-barsha,
was the offspring o

f

his parents' unbridled
passion. But mark how the poet has burnt
this taint o

f sensuality in the fire o
f asceti

cism and washed it clean with the tears o
f

penitent suffering. - º

The epic Raghuvamsa opens not with the
picture o

f

the splendour o
f
a royal court,

but with the scene o
f King Dilip entering

a hermitage with his queen Sudakshina.
The sole monarch o

f

the sea-girt earth
engages himself in tending the hermits' cow
with unflagging devotion and strict self
control |

The opening scene o
f Raghuvansa

is laid in a hermitage amidst moral discip
line and austerities; and the end o

f

the
epic is—drunken revelry and sensual orgies!

In this last canto the scene is lit up with
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abundant brilliancy of description, but it
is the brilliancy of the fire that burns down
homesteads and plays havoc in the world.
Kalidas has painted in sober and subdued .
colours the life of Dilip and his only wife
in the hermitage, while king Agnivarna's
suicidal revelries with a host of wives are
described with an excess of detail and in
colours of flame.
How tranquil is the Dawn, pure like a
hermit-lad with his yellow matted locks |
With slow paces it descends on the dew
steeped earth, shedding a pale pearly and
calm light around, and awakening the world
with the message of the coming of a new
life I Even so in Kalidas's epic, the com
mencement of the imperial line of Raghu,
the regal power rightly acquired by asce
ticism, is bodied forth with mildness of
effulgence and restraint of speech. And the
Evening? Entangled amidst a mass of
many-coloured clouds, it sets the western
sky ablaze with its wondrous rays for a
short while ; but soon comes awful death,
which robs the Evening of all its glories
and finally extinguishes it amidst speechless,
lifeless, senseless darkness. Such in the last
canto of the epic is the scene of the extinc
tion,--as of a meteor, of Raghu's dynasty,
amidst the terrible accumulation of objects

of sensual delight. The contrast between
the commencement and close of the epic
has a deep, inner meaning. The poèt is
silently sighing, “Whāt was, India in days
of yore, and what is she now ! In that early
age of expansion, asceticism was the highest
wealth; and now, with national decay
staring us in the face, there is no end to
our articles of luxury, i-and the greedy
flame of pleasure is shooting up with a
thousand tongués and dazzling the eyes of
all !” . . . . º,

. This conflict, [between the present and
the past,-between the real and the
lost ideal, clearly manifests itself in most
of Kalidas's works. Kumarsambhava shows
how the problem can be solved. In this
poem Kalidas teaches us that only by

join
- - - - *** -:

ing renunciation to wealth, asceticism to
passion, can true Strength be born, and that
Strength enables man to rise triumphant
above all defeats.
In other words, perfect Power consists in
the harmonising of renunciation with enjoy
ment. When Shiva, the type of renuncia
tion, is plunged in lonely meditation,
the kingdom of Heaven is defenceless, -and,
on the other hand, when Parvati in her
singleless is girt round by the joys of her
father's home, the demons are triumphant.
When our passions grow violent, the
harmony between renunciation and enjoy
ment is dissolved. When we concentrate
our pride or passion within a narrow
compass, we feel tempted to magnify a part
at the expense of the whole. From this
springs evil. Sin is this revolt against the
whole, out of attachment to a part. " '

Hence comes the necessity of renuncia
tion. It is needed not to strip ourselves
bare, but to make ourselves complete.
Rununciation means the surrender of a part

for the whole, the yielding up of the
temporal, for the sake of the eternal,
of selfishness for the sake of , love . . for
another, of pleasure for the sake of bliss.
Therefore have our Upanishads said, ºft'ſ
Håtal: "Enjoy by means of relinquishment,’
not...by means of addiction. See, how
Parvati failed when she tried to win Shiva
with the help of Cupid, but succeeded by
means of renunciation when she, betook
herself to ascetic devotions for the same
object. " * ..
.

"

..
.

Passion is addiction to a part and blind
ness to the whole. But Shiva (lit., the
Beneficent) is for all ages and all climes;

, we cannot attain to him unless we banish
passion from our hearts. i >

-

Enjoy by means o
f

renunciation: this
lesson o

f

the Upanishads is the keynote o
f

Kumar-sambhava, it was the object of

devoted endeavour in our ancient hermit
ages: acquire by giving up. . .

-

JADUNATH SARKAR. “
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we who make our thoughts (and a good
thing it is so !) and yet it is within our
power to do a great deal on our own part
to keep the stream of thought within us
fresh and clear and wholesome. One of
the best things we can do is to keep well,
for melancholy or obnoxious thoughts can
not find much entertainment where the
spirits are lively, and lively spirits are much
a matter of health. We have at hand also
the power of occupation, of making our
selves actively useful, of joining the
company of the workers for the good of the
world, and so inviting into our minds the

health-giving companionship of hopes,
purposes, ideals and duties. And further,
we can live in the society of men and
women who have done and are doing well.
We can love science and art, we can love
all high things like poetry and prophecy,...
we can take our part in intellectual and
social movements; and as we do this we
shall waken the best thoughts and feelings
in our breasts, and discover the oracle
within us, which “declareth” not our own
but “His” thought.

P. E. Richards.

ADAMANT

A Short Story.

(From the Bengali of Ravindranath Tagore).
I.

HEY met together in a ruined temple
on the river bank : Mahamaya and
Rajib.

In silence she cast her naturally grave
look at Rajib with a tinge of reproach. It
meant to say, - “How durst you call me
here at this unusual hour today ? You have
ventured to do it only because I have so
long obeyed you in all things "
Rajib had a little awe of Mahamaya at
all times, and now this look of hers tho
roughly upset him : he at once gave up his
fondly conceived plan of making a set
speech to her. And yet he had to give
quickly some reason for this interview. So,
he hurriedly blurted out, “I say, let us run
away from this place and marry.” True,
Rajib thus delivered himself of what he had
had in his mind; but the preface he had
silently composed was lost. His speech
sounded very dry and bald,— even absurd.
He himself felt confused after speaking it

,
—

and had no power left in him to add some
words to modify its effect. The fool! after
calling Mahamaya to that ruined temple by
river side a

t mid-day, he could only tell her
“Come, let us marry !”

Mahamaya was a kulin's daughter;
twenty-four years old,—in the full bloom o

f

beauty a
s in the fulness o
f growth, a frame

o
f pure gold, of the hue of the early autumn

sun's rays, radiant and still a
s that sun

shine, with a gaze free and fearless a
s day

light itself. -

She was an orphan. Her elder brother,
Bhabani Charan Chattopadhay, looked
after her. The two were of the same mould

— taciturn, but possessing a force o
f charac

ter which burnt silently like the mid-day
sun. People feared Bhabani Charan with
out knowing why.
Rajib had come there from afar with the
Burra Sahib of the silk factory of the place.
His father had served this Sahib, and when

h
e died, the Sahib undertook to bring up his

orphan boy and took him with himself to

this Bamanhati factory. In those early
days such instances o

f sympathy were fre
quent among the Sahibs. The boy was ac
companied b

y

his loving aunt, and they
lived in Bhabani Charan's neighbourhood.
Mahamaya was Rajib's playmate in child
hood, and was dearly loved by his aunt.
Rajib grew up to be sixteen, seventeen,
eighteen, and even nineteen ; and yet, in

spite o
f

his aunt's constant urging, he re
fused to marry. The Sahib was highly
pleased to hear o

f

this uncommon instance

o
f good sense in a Bengali youth, and

imagined that Rajib had taken him a
s

his
ideal in life. (I may here add that the
Sahib was a bachelor.) The aunt died soon
after.

For Mahamaya, too, no bridegroom o
f

an

2
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equal grade of blue blood (kulin) could be
secured except for an impossible dowry.
She steadily grew up in maidenhood.
The reader hardly needs be told that
though the god who ties the marriage-knot
had so long been ignoring this young couple,
the god who forms the bond of love had not
been idle all this time. While old Hymen
was dozing, young Cupid was very much
awake.
Cupid's influence shows itself differently
in different persons. Under his inspiration
Rajib constantly sought for a chance of

whispering his heart's longings, but Maha-
maya never gave him such an opportunity ;
her silent and grave look sent a chill of fear
through the wild heart of Rajib.
Today he had, by a hundred solemn en
treaties and conjurations, (at last) succeeded
in bringing her to this ruined temple. He
had planned that he would today freely tell
her all that he had to say,— and thereafter
there would be for him either lifelong
happiness or death in life. At this crisis of
his fate Rajib only said, "Come, let us go
and marry", and then he stood confused and
silent like a boy who had forgotten his
lesson !
For a long while she replied not, as if
she had never expected such a proposal
from Rajib.
The noontide has many undefined plain
tive notes of its own ; these began to make
themselves heard in the midst of that still
ness ; The broken door of the temple, half
detached from its hinge, began at times to

open and to close in the wind with a low
wailing creak. The pigeon, perched on the
temple window, began its deep booming.
The wood-pecker kept up its monotonous
noise as it sat working on the Shimul branch
outside. The lizard darted through the
heaps of dry leaves, with a rustling sound.
A sudden gust of warm wind blowing from
the fields passed through the trees, making
all their foliage whistle. Unawares the
river waters woke into ripple and lapped
on the broken steps of the ghat. Amidst
these causeless languid sounds came the
rustic notes of a cow-boy's flute from a far-
off tree-shade. Rajib stood reclining
against the ruinous plinth of the temple
like a tired dreamer, gazing at the river ;
he had not the spirit to look Mahamaya in
the face.

After a while he turned his head and
again cast a supplicating glance at Maha-
maya's face. She shook her head and re
plied. "No. It can't be".
At once the whole fabric of his hopes was
dashed down to the ground ; for he knew
that when Mahamaya shook her head it
was through her own convictions, and
nobody else in the world could bend her
head to his own will. The high pride of
pedigree had run in the blood of Maha-
maya's family for untold generations,—
could she ever consent to marry a Brahman
of low pedigree like Rajib ? To love is one
thing, and to marry quite another. She,
however, now realised that her own thought
less conduct in the past had encouraged
Rajib to hope so audaciously ; and at once
she prepared to leave the temple.
Rajib understood her, and quickly broke
in with " I am leaving these parts
tomorrow."
At first she thought of appearing indiffer
ent to the news ; but she could not. Her
feet did not move, when she wanted to
depart. Calmly she asked, "Why ?" Rajib
replied, "My Sahib has been transferred
from here to the Sonapur factory, and he
is taking me with him." Again she stood
in long silence, musing thus,— "Our lives
are moving in two contrary directions. I
cannot hope to keep a man a prisoner of my
eyes for ever." So she opened her compress
ed lips a little and said, "Very well." It
sounded rather like a deep sigh.
With this word only she was again about
to leave, when Rajib started up with the
whisper, "Mr. Chattopadhyay is coming t"
She looked out and saw her brother com
ing towards the temple, and she knew
that he had found out their assignation.
Rajib, fearing to place Mahamaya in a
false position, tried to escape by jumping
out of a hole in the temple wall ; but
Mahamaya seized his arm and kept him
back by main force. Bhabani Charan en
tered the temple, —and only cast one silent
and placid glance at the pair.
Mahamaya looked at Rajib and said with
an unruffled voice, "Yes, I will go to your
house, Rajib. Do you wait for me."
Silently Bhabani Charan left the temple,
and Mahamaya followed him as silently.
And Rajib ? He stood in a maze —as if he
had been doomed to death.
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II.
That very night Bhabani Charan gave a
crimson silk sari to Mahamaya and told
her to put it on at once. Then he said,
"Follow me." Nobody had ever disobeyed
Bhabani Charan's bidding or even his hint ;
Mahamaya herself was no exception to it.
That night the two walked to the burn
ing-place on the river bank, not far from
their home. There in the hut for sheltering
dying men brought to the holy river's side,
an old Brahman was lying in expectation of
death. The two went up to his bedside.
A Brahman priest was present in one corner
of the room ; Bhabani Charan beckoned
to him. The priest quickly got his things
ready for the happy ceremony. Mahamaya
realised that she was to be married to this
dying man, but she did not make the least
objection. In the dim room, (partly) lit up
by the glare of two funeral pyres hard by,
the muttered sacred texts mingled with the
groans of the dying as Mahamaya's marriage
was celebrated.
The day following her marriage she
became a widow. But she did not feel
excessively grieved at the bereavement.
And Rajib, too, was not so crushed by the
news of her widowhood as he had been by
the unexpected tidings of her marriage.
Nay, he felt rather cheered. But this feel
ing did not last long. A second terrible
blow laid him utterly in the dust : he heard
that there was a grand ceremony at the
burning ghat that day, as Mahamaya was
going to burn herself with her husband's
corpse.
At first he thought of informing his Sahib
and forcibly stopping the cruel sacrifice
with his help. But then he recollected that
the Sahib had made over charge and left
for Sonapur that very day ; he had wanted
to take Rajib away with him, but the
youth had stayed behind on a month's
leave.

Mahamaya had told him, "Do you wait
for me." This request he must by no means
disregard. He had at first taken a month's
leave, but if need were he would take two
months', then three months' leave and finally
throw up the Sahib's service and live by
bagging, vet ne would wait for her to his
life's close.

Just when Rajib was going to rush out
madly and commit suicide or some other

terrible deed, a deluge of rain came down
with a desolating storm at sunset. The
tempest threatened to tumble his house
down on his head. He gained some com
posure when he found the convulsion in
outer Nature harmonising with the storm
within his soul. It seemed to him that all
Nature had taken up his cause and was
going to bring to him some sort of remedy.
The force he wished to apply in his own
person but could not, was now being ap
plied by Nature herself over earth and sky
(in furtherance of the work of his heart).
At such a time some one pushed the door
hard from the outside. Rajib hastened to
open it. A woman entered the room, clad
in a wet garment, with a long veil covering
her entire face. Rajib at once knew her
for Mahamaya.
In a heightened voice he asked, "Maha
maya, have you come away from the funeral
pyre ?" She replied, "Yes, 1 had promised
to you to come to your house. Here I am,
to keep my word. But, Rajib, I am not
exactly the same person, I am changed
altogether. I am the Mahamaya of old in
my mind only. Speak now, 1 can yet go
back to the funeral pyre. But if you. swear
never to draw my veil aside, never to look
on my face, — then I shall live, in .your
house." • . ;

It was enough to get her back from the
hand of Death ; all other considerations
vanished before it. Rajib promptly replied,
"Live here in any fashion you like,— if you
leave me 1 shall die." Mahamaya said,
"Then come away at once. Let us go
where your Sahib has gone on transfer."

Abandoning all his property in that house,
Rajib sallied forth into the midst of the
storm with Mahamaya. The force of the
wind made it hard for them to stand erect,
— the gravels driven by the wind pricked
their limbs like buck shot. The two took
to the open fields, lest the trees by the road
side should crash down on their heads.
The violence of the wind struck them from
behind, as if the tempest had torn the
couple asunder from human habitations and
was blowing them away on to destruction.

III.
The reader must not discredit my tale
as false or supernatural. There are tradi
tions of a few such occurrences having taken
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place in the days when the burning of
widows was customary.
Mahamaya had been bound hand and foot
and placed on the funeral pyre, to which
fire was applied at the appointed time.
The flames had shot up from the pile, when
a violent storm and rain-shower began.
Those who had come to conduct the crema
tion, quickly fled for refuge to the hut of
dying men and shut the door. The rain
put the funeral fire out in no time. Mean
time the bands on Mahamaya's wrists had
been burnt to ashes, setting her hands free.
Without uttering a groan amidst the
intolerable pain of burning, she sat up and
untied her feet. Then wrapping round
herself her partly burnt cloth, she rose half
naked from the pyre, and first came to her
own house. There was none there ; all had
gone to the burning-place. She lighted a
lamp, put on a fresh cloth, and looked at
her face in a glass. Dashing the mirror
down on the ground, she mused for a while.
Then she drew a long veil over her face
and went to Rajib's house which was hard
by. The reader knows what happened
next.
True, Mahamaya now lived in Rajib's
house, but there was no joy in his life. It was
not much, but only a simple veil that
parted the one from the other. And
yet that veil was eternal like death, but
more agonising than death itself; because
despair in time deadens the pang of death's
separation, while a living hope was being
daily and hourly crushed by the separation
which that veil caused.
For one thing there was a spirit of
motionless silence in Mahamaya from of
old ; and now the hush from within the
veil appeared doubly unbearable. She
seemed to be living within a winding sheet
of death. This silent death clasped the life
of Rajib and daily seemed to shrivel it up.
He lost the Mahamaya whom he had known
of old, and at the same time this veiled
figure ever sitting by his side silently
prevented him from enshrining in his life
the sweet memory of her as she was in her
girlhood. He brooded,—"Nature has placed
barrier enough between one human being
and another. Mahamaya, in particular,
has been born, like Pallas-Athene, clad in
Nature's panoply ; there is an innate fence
round her being. And now she seems to

have been born a second time and come to
me with a second line of fences round
herself. Ever by my side, she yet has
become so remote as to be no longer within
my reach. I am sitting outside the invio
lable circle of her magic and trying, with
an unsatiated thirsty soul, to penetrate this
thin but unfathomable mystery, —as the
stars wear out the hours night after night
in the vain attempt to pierce (the mystery
of) the dark Night with their sleepless
winkless downcast gaze."
Long did these two companionless lonely
creatures thus pass their days together.
One night, on the tenth day of the new
moon, the clouds withdrew for the first
time in that rainy season, and the moon
showed herself. The motionless moon-lit
Night seemed to be sitting in a vigil by the
head of the sleeping world. That night
Rajib too had quitted his bed and sat
gazing out of his window. From the
heat-oppressed woodland a peculiar scent
and the lazy hum of the cricket were
entering into his room. As he gazed, the
sleeping tank by the dark rows of trees
glimmered like a polished silver plate. It
is hard to say whether man at such a time
thinks any clearly defined thought. Only
his heart rushes in a particular direction,—
it sends forth an effusion of odour like the
woodland, it utters a cricket-hum like
the Night. What Rajib was thinking of I
know not; but it seemed to him that that
night all the old laws had been set

aside; that day the rainy season's Night
had drawn aside her veil of clouds, and
this Night looked silent, beautiful and grave
like the Mahamaya of those early day*.
All the currents of his being flowed impetu
ously together towards that Mahamaya.
Like one moving in a dream, Rajib enter
ed Mahamaya's bed-room. She was asleep
then.
He stood by her side and stooped down
to gaze on her,— the moonbeams had fallen
on her face. But, O the horror ! where was
that face known of old ? The flame of the
funeral pyre, with its ruthless greedy tongue
had utterly licked away a beauteous piece
from the left cheek of Mahamaya and left
there only the trace of its hunger.
Did Rajib start? Did a muffled cry
escape from his lips? Probably so. Maha
maya woke up with a start — and saw Rajib
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before her. At once she replaced her veil
and stood erect, leaving her bed. Rajib
knew that the thunderbolt was uplifted.
He fell down before her,— he clasped her
feet, crying "Forgive met"

She answered not a word, she looked not

back for a moment, as she walked out of

the room. She never returned to the house
of Rajib. No trace of her was found any
where else. The silent fire of her anger at
that unforgiving eternal parting left all the
remaining clays of Rajib's earthly life
branded with a long scar.

Jadunath Sarkar.

JERUSALEM AND ENGLAND: A COMPARISON

Being a study of the social and
religious conditions prevailing

in england.

IN
a previous article on "The Status of
the Church in England," I stated that
a new social and spiritual idealism was

developing in England at the present time,
but that owing to the great and growing
force of materialism it was not yet possible
to say in which direction the nation would
eventually go ; whether the new spiritual
idealism, or materialism, strengthened and
upheld by a successful commercialism,
would prove the stronger. That your
readers may realise the truth and signi
ficance of this contention, and the better
understand the social and religious con
ditions prevailing in England, I have
in the present article tried to reveal
some of the deeper movements and tenden
cies to be observed in our English life.
Moreover I have done this from the point
of view of an idealist, of one, that is, who,
by reason of his great ambition for the
highest spiritual advancement of his
country, and, indeed, of humanity as a
whole, sees perhaps more vividly than those
who are not possessed of such a conscious
ambition, the terrible evils and dangers
which stand in the way of such advance
ment, and what requires to be done in order
that the path of true greatness may in the
future be followed. The writer hopes,
moreover, that his description will be educa
tive, and not without its lessons or signifi
cance for Indian idealists.

With the object of making my meaning
and contention the more clear, I have drawn
a comparison between Jerusalem at the

time of Christ, and England at the present
time, taking my cue of moral, social and
religious conditions prevailing in Jerusalem
at the time of Christ from the descriptive
speech of that great teacher which is given,
for instance, in Ch. 23 of St. Matthew's
record of the Gospel, and in which appear
these memorable words : "Oh Jerusalem,
Jerusalem, thou that killest the prophets I"
Of course, I am quite well aware that the
comparison will not carry in all respects,
as, for instance, politically, and to some
extent, socially, but it will do so, I think,
morally and religiously. The Jewish
Church at the time of Christ was intensely
materialistic, and in a condition of moral
stagnation ; at the same time it was ex
tremely religious, and deeply resented
Christ's attack upon it. But precisely the
same charge could be brought against the
Church in England to-day ; and it is this
fact that I wish particularly to emphasise ;
for it is materialism, especially the material
ism of the Church, which more than any
thing else threatens the future development
and well-being of England.
Few words carry with them such burn
ing pathos, or contain so much tragic signi
ficance as those of Christ which I have just
quoted. They are words of reproach, but
also of bitterness and despair, being the
death sentence, so to speak, upon a vener
able and time-honoured city, and upon a
once mighty nation and great civilisation.
But it is not the first instance of its kind ;
nor is it likely to be the last. Look at the
picture ! A great and proud nation exult
ing in the glory of its past, confident in
itself, yet all the while tottering because of
decay !
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THE
civilisation of ancient Greece was

nurtured within city walls. In fact, all
the modern civilisations have their

cradles of brick and mortar.
These walls leave their stamp deep in the
minds of men. They set up a principle of
divide and rule in our mental outlook, which
begets in us a habit of securing all our con
quests by fortifying them and separating
them from one another. We divide nation
and nation, knowledge and knowledge, man
and nature. It breeds in us a strong sus
picion of whatever is beyond the barriers
we have built and everything has to fight
hard for its entrance into our recognition.
When the first Aryan invaders appear

ed in India it was a vast land of forests,
and the newcomers readily took advantage
of them. These forests afforded them
shelter from the fierce heat of the sun
and the ravages of tropical storms,
pastures for cattle, fuel for sacrificial
fire, and materials for building cottages.
And the different Aryan clans with
their patriarchal heads settled in different
forests having some special advantage
of natural protection and where food and
water were plentiful.
Thus in India it was in the forests that
her civilisation had its birth and it took a
distinct character from its origin and envi
ronment. It was surrounded by the vast
life of nature, was fed and clothed by her and
had the closest and most constant inter
course with her varying aspects.
Generally speaking, such a life has the
effect of dulling human intelligence and
dwarfing the incentives to progress by

lowering the standards of life. But in an
cient India we find that the circumstances
of forest life did not overcome man's mind ;
it did not enfeeble the current of his energies,
but only gave them a particular direction.
Having been in constant contact with the
living growth of nature his mind was free
from the desire of extending its dominion
by erecting boundary walls around its
acquisitions. His aim was not in acquiring
but in realising, in enlarging his conscious
ness by growing with and growing into his
surroundings. He felt that truth is all-com
prehensive, that there is no such thing as
absolute isolation in existence, and the only
way of attaining truth is through the inter-
penetration of one's being into all objects.
To realise this great harmony between
man's spirit and the spirit of the world was
the endeavour of the forest-dwelling sages of
ancient India.
In later days there came a time when

these primeval forests gave way to cultivat
ed fields, and wealthy cities sprang up in
all directions. Mighty kingdoms were esta
blished which had communication with all
the great powers of the world. But even in
the heyday of its material prosperity the
heart of India ever looked back with adora
tion upon the great ideal of the strenuous self-
realisation and the dignity of the simple life
of the forest hermitage and drew its best
inspiration from the wisdom stored there.
The West seems to take a pride in think
ing that it is subduing nature ; as if we are
living in a hostile world where we have to
wrest everything we want from an unwill
ing and alien arrangement of things. This
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sentiment is the product of the city-wall
training of mind. For in city life man
naturally directs the concentrated light of
his mental vision upon his own life and
works, and this creates an artificial dissocia
tion between himself and the Universal
Nature within whose bosom he lies.
But in India the point of yiew was differ
ent,—it included the world with the man as
one great truth. India put all her em
phasis on the harmony that exists between
the individual and the universal. She felt
we could have no communication whatever
with our surroundings if they were abso
lutely foreign to us. Man's complaint
against nature is that he has to acquire
most of his necessaries by his own efforts.
Yes, but his efforts are not in vain, he is
reaping success every day and that shows
there is a rational connection between man
and nature, for we never can make any
thing our own except that which is truly
related to us.
We can look upon a road from two differ
ent points of view. One is, that it divides
us from the object of our desire. In that
case we count every step of our journey
over it as something attained by force in
the face of obstruction. The other is that
the road leads us to our destination, and
as such it is part of our goal, already
the beginning of our attainment, and
by taking the journey over it we can only
gain that which it itself offers to us. This
last point of view is that of India with re
gard to Nature. She thinks that the great
fact is that we are in harmony with it ;
that man can think because his thoughts
are in harmony with things ; that he can use
the forces of Nature for his own purpose only
because his power is in harmony with the

fiower
which is universal and that in the

ong run his purpose never can knock
against the purpose which works through
Nature.
In the West the prevalent feeling is that
Nature belongs exclusively to inanimate
things and to beasts, that there is a sudden
unaccountable break where human nature
begins. According to it everything that
is low in the scale of beings is nature and
whatever has the stamp of perfection on
it, intellectual or moral, is human nature.
It is like dividing the bud and the blossom
into two separate categories and putting
them to the credit of two different and
antithetical principles. But the Indian
mind never has any hesitation in acknow

ledging its kinship with nature, its i
broken relation with all.
This fundamental unity of creation wi
not simply a philosophical speculation ft
India, but it was her object of life to real*
this great harmony in feeling and in actioi
With meditation and service, with regul
tion of her life she cultivated her conscion
ness in such a manner that everythm
had a spiritual significance to her ; ti
earth, water and light, fruits and flowers t

her were not merely physical phenomea
to be turned to use and then Id

aside, but they were necessary t

her in the attainment of her ideal (

perfection as every little note is necessary t
the completeness of the symphony. India a

tuitively felt that the fact of this wort
has a great vital meaning for us ; we have ti
be fully alive in it and establish a conscioa
relation with it, not merely impelled by tbi
spirit of scientific curiosity or greed o

material advantage but in the spirit o

sympathy and a large feeling of joy anc
peacefulness.
It is not true that India tried to ignori
differences of value between different things

for that would make life impossible. 1 h<

sense of the superiority of man in the seal*

of creation was not absent from her mind

But she had her own idea as to what thii

superiority consists in. It was not in thi
power of possession but in the power o

union. Therefore India chose her places c

pilgrimage wherever there was in natur

some special grandeur or beauty, so tna

her mind could come out of its world o

narrow necessities and realise its place 1

the infinite. This was the reason why i

India a whole people who once wet

meat-eaters gave up taking animal food t

cultivate the sentiment of universal syn

pathy for life, an event unique in the histor
of mankind.
India knew that when by physical an
mental barriers we violently detach ou

selves from the inexhaustible life of Natur

when we become merelv the man but n<

the man in the universe, we create bewilck

ing problems and having shut oil
ti

source of their solution, we try all kinds
artificial methods each of which brings

, 1

own crop of interminable difficulties. WN

man shuns his resting-place in Univers
Nature, when he walks on the single ro

of humanity, it is either a dance or a »

for him, he has ceaselessly to strain eve
nerve and muscle to keep his balance atea
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step, and then, in the intervals' of his weari
ness, he fulminates against Providence
and feels a secret pride and satisfaction in
thinking that he has been unfairly dealt
with by the whole scheme of things.
But this cannot go on for ever. Man
must realise the wholeness of his existence,
his place in the infinite ; he must know that
hard as he may strive he can never create
his honey within the cells of his hive, for the
perennial suppty of his fife food is outside
their walls. He must know that when man
shuts himself out from the vitalising and

Eurifying
touch of the Infinite, and falls

ack upon himself for his sustenance and
his healing, then he goads himself into
madness, tears himself into shreds, and
eats his own substance. Deprived of the
background of the Whole, his poverty
loses its one great quality, which is simpli
city, and becomes squalid and shamefaced ;
his wealth is no longer magnanimous but
merely extravagant, his appetites do not
minister to his life, keeping to the limits of
their purpose, but they become an end in
themselves and set fire to his life and play
the fiddle in the lurid light of the confla
gration. When man's consciousness is res
tricted only to the immediate vicinity of his
human self, the deeper roots of his nature
do not find their permanent soil, his spirit
is ever on the brink of starvation, and in
the place of healthful strength he substi
tutes rounds of stimulation. Then it is
that man misses his inner perspective and
measures his greatness by its bulk and not
by its vital link with the infinite, judges his
activity by its movement and not by the
repose of perfection, the repose which is in the
starry heavens, in the everflowing rhythmic
dance of creation.
The first invasion of India has its exact
parallel in the invasion of America by the
European settlers. They also were confront
ed with primeval forests and a fierce strug
gle with aboriginal races. But this struggle
between man and man and man and
Nature lasted till the very end ; they never
came to any terms. In India the forests
which were the habitation of barbarians
became the sanctuary of sages, but in
America these great living cathedrals of
Nature had no significance to man. They
brought wealth and power to him and

Eerhaps
ministered to his enjoyment of

eauty to some extent, but they never
acquired that sacred association in the
hearts of men as the site of some great

spiritual reconcilement where man's soul
had its meeting place with the soul of the
world.
I do not for a moment wish to suggest
that things should have been otherwise.
It would be an utter waste of opportuni
ties if history were to repeat itself exactly
in the same manner in every place. It is
best for the commerce of the spirit that
people differently situated should bring
their different products into the market of
humanity, each of which is complementary
and necessary to the others. All that I wish
to say is that India at the outset of her
career met with a special combination
of circumstances which was not lost upon
her. She had, according to her opportuni
ties, thought and pondered, striven and
suffered, dived into the depths of existence
and achieved something which surely can
not be without its value to people whose
evolution in history took a different line
altogether. Man for his perfect growth
requires all the living elements that consti
tute his complex life ; that is why his food
has to be cultivated in different fields and
brought from different sources.
Civilisation is a kind of mould that each
nation is busy making for itself to shape
its men according to its best ideal. All its
institutions, its legislature, its standards of
approbation and condemnation, its cons
cious and unconscious teachings tend to
ward that object. The modern civilisation
of the West, by all its organised efforts, is
trying to turn out men perfect in physical,
intellectual and moral efficiency. There the
vast energies of the nations are employed in
extending man's power over his surround
ings and people are combining and strain
ing every faculty to possess and to turn to
account all that they can lay their hands
upon, to overcome every obstacle on their
path of conquest. They are ever disciplining
themselves to fight nature and man, their
armaments getting more and more stupend
ous every day ; their machines, appliances
and organisations multiplying at an amaz
ing rate. This is a splendid achievement
no doubt, and a wonderful manifesta
tion of man's masterfulness, which
knows no obstacle and which has for its
object the supremacy of himself over
everything else.
The ancient civilisation of India had its
own ideal of perfection towards which its
efforts were directed. Its aim was not at
taining power and it neglected to cultivate
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to the utmost its capacities to organise
men for defensive and offensive purposes,
for co-operation in the acquisition of wealth
and for political ascendency. The ideal that
India tried to realise led her best men to the
isolation of contemplative life and the
treasures that she gained for mankind by
penetrating into the mysteries of reality cost
her dear in the sphere of worldly success.
Yet, this also was a sublime achievement, —
it was a supreme manifestation of man's as
piration which knows no limit and which
has for its object the realisation of the
Infinite.
There were the virtuous, the wise, the
courageous, there were the statesmen,
kings and emperors of India, but whom
amongst all these classes did she look up
to and choose to be the representatives
of men ?*

?wtw •w -*jn*f) wrcrer:

*di«i«n ^<mnrr: Tnrr^T: i

eft ganw W?t: Trra -^jj:

They were the rishis. What were the
rishis ? Thev who having attained the
supreme soul in knowledge were filled with
wisdom, and having found him in union with
the soul were in perfect harmony with the
inner self; they having realised him in the
heart were free from all selfish desires, and
having experienced him in all the activities of
the world, had attained calmness. The rishis
were they who having reached the supreme
God from all sides had found abiding peace,
had become united with all, had entered
into the life of the Universe.
Thus the state of realising our relation
ship with all, of entering into everything
through union with God, was considered
in India to be the ultimate end and fulfil
ment of humanity.
Man can destroy and plunder, earn and
accumulate, invent and discover, but he is
great because his soul comprehends all.
It is dire destruction for him when he
envelopes his soul in a dead shell of callous
habits and a blind fury of works whirls
round him like aneddj-ing duststorm, shut
ting out the horizon. It kills the very spirit
of him, which is the spirit of comprehension.

* I have used here the late Satis Chandra Kav*s
translation of my "Atnia-bodh," after necessary
correction and alteration.

Essentially man is not a slave either of
himself or of the world ; but he is a lover ;
his freedom and fulfilment is in love which
is another name for perfect comprehension.
By this power of comprehension, this per
meation of his being, he is united with the
all-pervading Spirit, who is also the breath
of his soul. Where a man tries to raise him
self to eminence by pushing and jostling: all
others, to achieve a distinction by which
he prides himself to be more than every
body else, there he is alienated from that
Spirit. This is why the Upanishads describe
those who have attained the goal of human
life as TrirRrr: peaceful, and as uiwm:
"at-one-with-God" —meaning that they
are in perfect harmony with man and
nature and therefore in undisturbed union
with God.
We have a glimpse of the same truth in

the teachings of Jesus when he says, "It is
easier for a camel to pass through the eye
of a needle than for a rich man to enter the
kingdom of Heaven"— which implies this,
that whatever we treasure for ourselves,
separates us from others ; our possessions
are our limitations. He who is bent
upon accumulating riches is unable, with
his ego continually bulging, to pass
through the gates of comprehension of the
spiritual world , which is the world of per
fect harmony, and he is shut up within
the narrow walls of his limited acquisitions.
Hence the spirit of the teachings of the
Upanishad is : In order to find Him you
must embrace all. In the pursuit of wealth
you really give up everything to gain a few
things, and that is not the way to attain
Him who is completeness.
Some modern philosophers of Europe,
who are directly or indirectly indebted to
the Upanishads, far from realising their
debt, maintain that the Brahma of India
is a mere abstraction,— a negation of all
that is in the world. In a word, the Infinite
Being is to be found nowhere except in me
taphysics. It may be that such a doctrine
has been and still is prevalent with a sec
tion of our countrymen. But this is cer
tainly not in accord with the pervading
spirit of the Indian mind. The practice of
realising the presence of the Infinite in all
things has been carried farther in our coun
try than it has been anywhere else.
iwiqnflr*<<' hWV tic[ f%*j <»ni«it anrr i

We are enjoined to see "whatever there is
in the world as being enveloped by God."
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lavish sunshine of an Indian sky and greet
ed the world with the glad , recognition of
kindred. It was not an anthropomorphic
hallucination It was not seeing man reflec
ted everywhere in grotesquely exaggerated
images "and witnessing the human drama
acted on a gigantic scale in nature's arena
of flitting shadows and lights. On the
contrary, it was crossing the limiting bar
riers of the individual to become more than
man, to be one with the all. It was not a
mere play of the imagination, but it was the
liberation of consciousness from all the
mystifications and exaggerations of the self.
These ancient seers felt in the serene depth of
their mind that' it is the same energy that
vibrates itself into the endless forms of the
world, that manifests itself in our inner
being as consciousness, and that there
is no break in unity. For these seers
there was no gap in their luminous
vision of perfection. They never acknow
ledged even death itself as creating
a chasm in the field of reality. They said,
" T?r $mma«i 791 tot:,—"his reflection is
death as well as immortality." They did
not recognise any essential opposition
between life and death and they said with
absolute assurance, "TT<rtTOT:,""it is life that

is death." They saluted with the sami

serenity of gladness life in its aspect 0
appearing and in its aspect of departure
—"^ft^ vrvfa ipft m% vKvri 1vr* % »r^r*T t^
— "that which is past is hidden in life and
that which is to come." They knew that
mere appearance and disappearance are on
the surface like waves on the sea, but life
which is permanent knows no decay or
diminution. "*rf^?*r ftPS Tp«t wmfft finwi-
' 'everything has sprung from immortal life
and is vibrating in life," for "vrti ftrrz,"
"life is immense."
This is the noble heritage from our fore
fathers waiting to be claimed by us as our
own, this ideal of the supreme freedom of
consciouness. It is not merely intellectual or
emotional, it has an ethical basis, it must
be translated into action. In the Upanishad
it is said—"h^'ott^ h h*tct«|; h«w'H s^'itt: fto
"The supreme being is all-pervading, there
fore he is the innate good in all." To
be truly united in knowledge, love and
service with all beings and thus to realise
one's self in the all-pervading God is the
essence of goodness, and this is the key
note of the teachings of the Upanishads.

MORAL FREEDOM THE GOAL OF HISTORY

By Wilfred Wellock.

I
do not wish it to be understood that in
the title of this article there is any sug
gestion of finality, any reference to the

ultimate order or condition of society. De
velopment is eternal, the very nature of
life, and to check development is to negate
life. Hence no man can say what the ulti
mate order of society or ideal of life will be.
But that does not mean that man cannot
have an ideal, cannot picture and aspire to
a more perfect and satisfying existence. He
can. At every stage in his development
man can and ought to have an ideal. And
although it may be true that the ideal of
one generation is transcended by the next,
such ideal is valid nevertheless, and is the
promise and condition of a fuller and happi
er existence to those who hold it, a veri
table and indispensable means of personal
development and social progress.

But what do we mean by the "goal of
history?" Is it to be inferred that there is
some one order of life or mode of existence,
some one condition of society, that is better
than all others, which man must ultimately
discover if he is to fulfil his destiny ? In
other words, do we wish to imply that de
velopment, or progress, is a spiritual and
inward rather than a physical and outward
fact ? that man really has a destiny to ful
fil, that life points to a Good the attainment
of which requires that man shall travel
along a moderately well-defined path, pass
through certain evolutionary stages ? Most
decidedly. Otherwise history and all the
vast heritage ofman's spiritual possessions
would be inexplicable. It is precisely be
cause I hold this view that I believe Demo
cracy to be inevitable in the case of a truly
progressive civilisation.
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MY INTERPRETATION OF INDIAN HISTORY

(From the Bengali of Ravindranath Tagore).

I. The Vedic and Heroic Ages.

THROUGH
all the operations of the uni

verse there runs the alternation of in
haling and exhaling, closing and shutt

ing, sleeping and waking;—an eternal rhyth
mic beat isgoing on with its alternate swell
and cadence, first inwards, then outwards.
The ceaseless union of pause and motion
alone keeps the universe going.
At one extremity the pendulum of crea
tion touches Yea, at the other Nay ; at one
end One, at the other Two; at one end
Attraction, at the other Repulsion ; at one
end the Centripetal force, at the other the
Centrifugal force.
The entire rhythm of the universe springs
from the union of two forces ; our world-
epic is in rhymed couplets,— its verses go
in pairs.
The rhythm of universal Nature is clear
and free ; not so the rhythm of human
Nature. There, too, we have the same
mystery of expansion and contraction; only
we cannot reconcile them so easily, so
naturally, as universal Nature does; the
end has to be achieved by strenuous effort.
We often cling to one extreme so intently,
that it costs much time and effort to return
to the other extreme, and the rhythm of our
lives is lost. Man is being pulled from two
sides by self and others, acquisition and
giving away, self-restraint and freedom,
custom and reason ; the true education of
humanity consists in learning how to
balance both the forces, so as to reach the
middle point. Human history is the history
of the efforts to acquire this balancing
power. India affords us the means of clear

ly observing the picture of the quest of this
harmony.
When the curtain rises on the first scene
of India's history, we behold a tremendous
race-conflict between the Aryans and the
aborigines. The first fury of this conflict
roused among the Aryans a hatred of the
non-Aryans which enabled Aryan society to
consolidate itself internally.
There was need of such consolidation.
For, the Aryan immigrants had entered India
in different bands and at various periods.
They did not all agree as to their sept
{gfftra), tutelary god, or sacrificial formula.
If a strong external force had not confront
ed them, then the Aryan colony would have
speedily split up into a thousand branches
and dispersed (over the face of the land.)
They would not have perceived their
essential oneness, but would have magni
fied their petty external points of difference.
The struggle with aliens first made the
Aryans realise their racial oneness.
Like all other things of the universe, even
conflict has two opposite poles, —difference
and union. Hence it was that India's
history could not for ever stop short at the
self-contraction bred in Aryan society at the
first stage of the conflict by the spirit of
preserving the distinct existence of one's
own race. India had to turn into the path
of expansion, turn towards assimilation,
under the law of the world-rhythm.
We know not who were the heroes of
Aryan society in the age of conflict with
the non-Aryans. India's epics have not
cared to unfold their life-story with any
fulness. May be, the story of Janme-

" ;



114 THE MODERN REVIEW FOR AUGUST, 1913

jaya's snake-sacrifice shadows forth the
history of a terrible primeval war. This
Puranic legend tells us that Janmejaya
cruelly undertook to avenge himself on here
ditary enemies by exterminating the snake-
worshipping non-Aryan Naga tribe ; but
that king has won no very high place in
our history.
On the other hand, he who succeeded in
the endeavour to unite the Aryans and the
non-Aryans, is even to-day worshipped all
over our country as an incarnation of God !
The fusion of the Aryans and the non-
Aryans was one aspect of the grand
national enterprise of that age. The
Ramayan mentions three Kshatriyas,—
Janak, Vishwamitra and Ramchandra, —as
the leaders of that enterprise. These three
were connected not only by personal his
tory but also by unity of aim. We can well
understand that Vishwamitra ordained
Ramchandra for his life's mission,—and
that the high aim he placed before Ram
he had derived from king Janak.
In the annals of time the three may or
may not have belonged to the same age,
but in the history of thought they were con
temporaries. Janak and Vishwamitra sym
bolise a particular spirit in Aryan history.
Our early records give us a glimpse of the
fact that in one epoch a band of Kshatriyas
conceived a very lofty ideal of religion and
conduct, and waged a long and severe
struggle with their opponents. There is evi
dence, too, that their chief antagonists in
this contest were Brahmans.
We have one indication of the way in
which the Kshatriya ideal came to differ
from the Brahman ideal. The sacrificial
rituals were hereditary tribal possessions.
Each sept of the Aryan immigrants pre
served its special prayers, spells and pro
cesses of humouring the gods, in the hands
of its own tribal leader (kula-pati.) Only
those who had mastered these things could
earn special fame and wealth by officiating
as priests. Thus, religious ministration
grew into a profession, reserved for a few,
like misers' hoards. It required long special
study and practice. Hence, while one sec
tion of society undertook conquest and
similar fresh enterprises, another section
engaged itself in the special task of keeping
pure and intact the ancient religion of the
race and the record of its memorable events.
But, when a particular class is charged
with the safe-keeping of the nation's reli
gion, the harmony between the intellectual

development of the nation and its religious
growth is checked, —because that special
class keeps the religious rules firmly en
trenched in one place, and they lose touch
with the mental progress of the body of the
nation. In course of time by unperceived
degrees the harmony is destroyed so com
pletely that only a revolution can reconcile
the two again. Thus, while the Brahmans
in charge of the traditional customs and
rites of the Aryans were continually making
those rites more complex and elaborate, the
Kshatriyas were advancing in triumph,
conquering every natural and human
obstacle. In that age the chief field of union
among the Aryans was Kshatriya society.
No union can be so strong as that of men
who die fighting together against a com
mon enemy. Those who have faced Death
together cannotpossibly make too much of
their mutual differences.
The sense of tribal distinctness, which
sprang from diversity of traditional cus
toms and external ceremonies, could not
conquer the fighting manly practical
Kshatriya mind. In their hands lay the
thread which strung all the Aryans together
by means of self-defence and colonial expan
sion. Thus, one day the Kshatriyas alone
perceived that amidst all seeming differences
the Eternally True was one and one alone.
Thus, knowledge of God (brahma-vidya)
was peculiarly a Kshatriya science ; it
denounced the Vedic lore as minor theology
and sought to reject as futile the obla
tions, sacrifices, and other rituals carefully
preserved by the Brahmans. This clearly
proves that the new spirit had clashed with
the old in that age.
When a great idea becomes epidemic in
society, it refuses to stop at any ring fence.
As the Aryans began to realise their own
racial kinship more and more clearly, even'
section of their society began to perceive
that the gods were diverse in name but one
in essence. Therefore, the belief that each
clan must have its separate form of wor
ship, naturallj' began to disappear among
all classes. And yet it is true that the
knowledge of God found its home of
welcome specially among the Kshatriyas;
therefore, brahma-vidya is called raj-vidya
or the lore of the kingly caste.
This difference between the Brahmans
and the Kshatriyas was no slight one. It
was the polar difference between pheno
menon and noumenon. When we look at
the outside of things, we only see plurality



MY INTERPRETATION OF INDIAN HISTORY 115

and diversity; when we look within we
realise the one. When we adored external
powers as gods, we tried to win them over
to our side by means of external agencies
like spells and diverse ceremonies. Thus
when the external forces of Nature formed
our vast pantheon, our religion consisted
of rituals only.
This parting of ideals in Aryan society
was embodied by two gods : Brahma was
the deity of the old Vedic ritualistic school,
Vishnu was the adored of the new party.
Brahma's four faces are the four Ved as,—
motionless in eternal trance, while Vishnu's
four arms are active, ever proclaiming as
with the peal of a conch-shell newer and
newer fields of beneficent action, holding
aloft the discus emblematic of [political]
equality, wielding the mace as a badge of
legal chastisement, and sporting the lotus
of beauty.
When our gods remain outside, when the
human heart cannot feel any relation of
kinship with them, we are tied to them
solely by the bonds of desire and fear. We
flatter them in our hymns in the hope of
getting earthly gifts from their good will ;
we cower in dread lest our sacrifices should
be imperfect and incorrect in any particular
and thus provoke their wrath. Such wor
ship, based on greed and fear, is external.
But when our God becomes truly a treasure
of our heart, the heart's worship begins, —
it is the worship offered bv devotion
(bhakti).
We discern two opposite currents in
India's divine lore (brahma-vidya),—the
abstract God and the personal God, monism
and duality. There cannot be worship
unless we admit duality, and yet there can
not be devotion unless we fix our gaze on
one. Therefore the religion of devotion
through love (prem-bhakti) originated in
India as an offshoot of brahma-vidya, and
Vishnu is the god of this religion of
devotion.
When the revolution ended, the Brah

mans accepted the Vishnu-cult. But evi
dence has been preserved that at first they
had resisted the new creed. The legend of
the Brahman Bhrigu spurning at the bosom
of Vishnu epitomises the history of a
conflict. This Bhrigu figures in the Vedas
as the initiator of sacrifices and the ideal
°f those who are benefited by sacrifices.
This Vishnu-cult of devotion originated
specially among the Kshatriyas, as is
proved first bv the Kshatriva Sri Krishna

figuring as the teacher of this faith and
dealing hard blows at the Vedic spells and
ritual ; and secondly by the fact that the
two men whom the epics of ancient India
recognised as incarnations of Vishnu were
both Kshatriyas: they were Krishna and
Ramchandra. This proves that the devo
tional religion of the Kshatriya party was
spread equally by the teachings of Krishna
and the exploits of Ramchandra .
From the professional difference between

the Brahnians and the Kshatriyas this
antagonism of principles grew and grew,
till it caused a social revolution, whose
history is figuratively*set forth by the story
of the "strife between Vashishta and Vishwa-
mitra.
These two were not historical persons
but merely the names of the Brahman and
Kshatriya parties respectively. Not that
all the Kshatriyas were ranged together
against all the Brahmans. Many kings
supported the Brahmans; witness how
king Harishchandra ruined himself in the
attempt to save the lore of the Brahmans
from the oppression of Vishwamitra.
Or, take another example. A second
leader of this primitive revolution was
Krishna, who stood up to free society from
futile ritualism. He slew Jarasandha, the
enemy of the Kshatriyas, the captor and
oppressor of many Kshatriya kings. Mark
also that when Krishna entered Jara-
sandha's capital with Bhima and Arjuna,
they had to disguise themselves as Brah
mans ! The slaying of this Brahman-
cherishing anti-Kshatriya king by Krishna
and the Pandavas is not a mere stray
episode. Society was then split up into
two camps on the question of Krishna.
When Yudhisthir held the raj-suya sacrifice
in the hope of reconciling the two parties
Shishupal, as the champion of the
opposite party, insulted Krishna. At
that sacrifice Krishna was offered the
holy presents ( arghya ) as the highest per
son present, among all the assembled
Brahmans and Kshatriyas, priests and
kings This social quarrel was at the root
of the war of Kurukshetra. The sides
mutually opposed in it were Krishna's
partisans and Krishna's adversaries. The
foremost general opposed to Krishna's
friends was the Brahman Drona; Kripa
and Ashwatthama, too, were no mean
antagonists of the Pandavas, and both of
them were Brahmans.
Thus we see that originally both the
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national epics of India were based upon
this ancient social revolution, i.e., the con
flict between the old and the new spirits in
society. We clearly see that in the age of
the Ramayan the cause of the new party
was taken up b3' Ram, who early in life
followed Vishwamitra, the antagonist of
his hereditary priest Vashishta. Indeed it
was Vishwamitra who made Ram lose his
heritage. The policy followed by Ram was
hot approved by Dasharath, though the
latter could not successfully resist the over-

t)owering
influence of Vishwamitra. In a

ater age when this epic was written, the
tradition of this momentous historical con
flict of policies in primitive Aryan society
was bodied forth as a domestic intrigue in a
particular royal family, and the banishment
of Ram was set down to the uxoriousness
of a weak old king,—an incredible tale !
Our History bears yet another testi
mony to the fact that Ram adopted the
policy of the new party. Parashuram was
a lineal descendant of that very Brahman
Bhrigu who had once kicked at Vishnu.
His vow was to exterminate the Ksha-
triyas ; Ram had to disarm this terrible
foe of the Kshatriyas. That Ram subdued
him instead of slaying him, proves that at
the very outset of his life's mission of unit
ing the nation, Ram put an end to the
quarrel between the Brahmans and the
Kshatriyas, partly by his valour and partlv
by his magnanimity^. In all the acts of
Ram we see traces of this noble manlv
patience.
Ram's marriage with Sita is metaphori
cal. The real facts are that Janak was
an ideal Kshatriya king ; true theology
(brahma-vidya) was developed by him ; it
was not a mere matter of the intellect to
him, but was incarnated in his whole life ;
it was kept inviolate by him in all his
varied sphere of action as king The
highest glory of the Indian Kshatriyas is
this that they marvellously reconciled the
acts of their daily life with the sublime
knowledge, with devotion. Our noblest
Kshatriya chiefs proclaimed renunciation
as the end of acquisition, action as the
highest means of salvation.
This king Janak cultivated theistic lore,
and at the same time tilled the soil with his
own hands. This proves that one of the
duties of the Kshatriyas was to spread
Aryan civilisation by means of agriculture.
Far away in the past the Aryans had been
a pastoral people ; the Brahman hermits

of the forests considered cows as their main
wealth ; the forest easily afforded them
pastures ; and the pupils of the hermitages
were mainly engaged in tending their
teacher's herds. But in a later age the con
quering Kshatriyas pushed the forest back
from Northern India and made agricultural
wealth prevail over pastoral.... That Janak
was the king of Mithila (North Bihar) in
dicates that the Aryan colonies had in his
time reached their natural limit of expan
sion at the eastern end of Aryavarta. But
south of the impassable Vindhya range lay
the virgin forest, where a Dravidian civili
sation had grown up as a rival to the
Aryan. Ravan had vanquished by his prow
ess Indra and other Vedic gods, disturbed
the sacrifices of the Aryans, and thus es
tablished the supremacy of his own god
Shiva. Our tradition that he conquered
the gods of the Aryans really means that
he defeated the human worshippers of these
Vedic gods repeatedly in battle, because
every race of men in a particular stage of
its growth has believed that its victory in
battle only proved the power of its tutelary
god.
At this stage of our national history,
Aryan society was exercised over the ques
tion, 'Who would break the bow of Shiva ?'
Only he who could defeat the strength of
the Shiva-worshippers and carry into
Southern India the agriculture and theo
logy of the Aryans, would be truly married
to the supernatural, ideal daughter of the
model Kshatriya Janak. Vishwamitra
guided Ram to the severe trial of breaking
the bow of Shiva. When Ram made his
way into the heart of the forest and slew
some dominant and fierce Shiva-adoring
human warrior, he was said to have
broken Shiva's bow ; he then became en
titled to carry off Sita, which literally
means the furrow dug by the plough
share.
When Ram emerged [from the

wood] in company with Vishwamitra,
he had already in that tender age passed
through three great trials. First, he
had defeated some Shiva-worshipping
demons and thus broken Shiva's bow.
Secondly, he had proved his skill in agricul
ture by restoring life to the hard soil which
had been long lving waste like stone, being
unfit for driving the plough (hal) in,—
whence its name A-haiya, —and which had
been first accepted but afterwards rejected
as accursed, by the sage Gautam, one of
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the pioneers in the Aryan colonisation of
the Deccan. Thirdly, this disciple of the
Kshatriya sage Vishwamitra had conquered
with his strong arm the growing Brahman
hatred of the Kshatriyas (as embodied in
Parashuram.)
The sudden interruption of Ram's in
vestiture as heir and his banishment
immediately after, very likely shadow forth
the conflict of two powerful parties at the
time. The party opposed to Ram [and his
policy of assimilation] was undoubtedly
very strong, and it had naturally very
jrreat influence over the queens in the harem.
The old king Dasharath could not defy this
party, and so he had most unwillingly to
send his dear and gallant son into exile.
During those twelve years of exile Ram's
heroic lieutenant was Lakshman, and his
life's companion was Sita or in other words
his mission [of spreading Aryan civilisation
and religion.]
The legend of the Kshatriya Ramchandra
embracing the low-caste (Chandal) Guhak
as his friend, still perpetuates the memory
of his marvellous liberality of mind.. ..[The
Uttar-kanda of the Ramayan is an inter
polation of a later age]. Here the conserva
tives falsely ascribed to him the beheading
of a Sudra ascetic in order to make Ram
out as a champion of the old order in
society! So, too, the legend of his banish
ment of the innocent Sita out of a sense of
social dut3r, is another proof of the attempt
made in the Uttar-kanda by a later genera
tion to prove that Ram, the greatest of
Aryan heroes, the ideal man adored as a god,
was on the side of preserving social usage.
The history of a social revolution lurks
behind the story of Ram ; a succeeding age
effaced all traces of that revolution as far
as possible and recast the legend of Ram in
accordance with the social ideal of the new
age. Ram's life thus transformed was pro
claimed as the supporter of the domestic
system and social conventions
But for all that India has not forgotten
the fact that he was the comrade of a
Chandal, the god of the monkeys, and the
ally of a demon (Bibhishan). His glory
was not that he destroyed his enemies, but
that he won them over! He crossed the
ocean-barrier, of conventional ban and race
hatred ; he built a bridge of love between
the Aryans and the non-Aryans.
Anthropology tells us that most savage
races honour a particular animal as their
totem ; they often hold themselves to be its

offspring, and their tribe is named after it.
Such was the Naga (serpent) race of which
we read in Indian epics and history. The
non-Aryans conquered by Ram in Kish-
kindhya must have been called monkeys for
a similar reason. The tribe of the Bear
totem, also, ranked among his followers.
These two could not have been terms of
contempt.
Ram conquered the monkeys not by a
stroke of policy, but by inspiring them with
the religion of personal devotion (bhakti).
Thus, Hanuman's devotion raised him into
a god. Everywhere in the world we see that
when a great man kindles among mankind
the religion of devotion in the place of mere
ceremonialism, he himself becomes an object
of adoration. Witness Krishna, Christ,
Muhammad and Chaitanya. So, too,
among the Sikhs, Sufis and Kabir-panthis,
the teachers who develop true faith (bhakti)
are raised into gods by their followers, —
as if

,

in»trying to reveal the inmost connec
tion between God and His votary, they too
have crossed the boundary-line between the
human and the divine. Thus did Hanu-
man and Bibhishan come to be renowned
as adorers of Ram and devout Vaishnavas.
It was by religion alone that Ram con

quered the non-Aryans and gained their devo
tion. He did not extend his empire by defeat
ing them by force of arms. He preached in
Southern India agricultural civilisation and
monotheism based on bhakti (personal
faith). For long centuries afterwards India
reaped what he had sown. In that very
Southern India the fierce Shiva cult at last
took the form of a faith based on devotion ;
and a day came when from that very
Southern India theistic knowledge (brahma-
vidya ) gushed forth in the two streams of
bhakti and monism and flooded all India.
We thus see the interaction of expansion
and contraction, individuality and catholici
ty, in India. . . . There was a day when
the champion of her conservative spirit was
the Brahman, while the spirit of expansion
was represented by the Kshatriya. When
the Kshatriya tried to advance, the Brah
man no doubt opposed him ; but when the
Kshatriya had succeeded in dragging society
towards expansion in scorn of all obstacles,
the Brahman agreed to link the new with
the old, assimilate the whole, and set up a
fresh boundary (further off). Such has ever
been the work of the Brahmans in India.
European observers represent it as the
result of the professional cunning of the
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Brahmans! They forget that Brahmans
and Kshatriyas are not racially distinct, —
they are only two different natural powers
of the same race, like the Liberals and Con
servatives in England.
We see, no doubt, that India has not

been able to hold the balance perfectly even
between conservation and progress. After
every struggle the Brahman has asserted
his supremacy in society. The absurd
theory that this result was due to the
Brahman's peculiar cunning, is historically
false. The circumstances of India give a
more natural explanation of the phenome
non: the race-conflict in India has been
a conflict between widely dissimilar races
whose difference of colour and ideals has
been so serious that the shock has roused
up all the conservative spirit of India. If
India had taken the path of expansion, she
would, under the circumstances, have run
the risk of completery losing her indivi
duality ; and that was why society ever
stood vigilantly on self-defence.
The life of Ram proves that one day the
Kshatriyas found in religion a great uni
fying agency, which enabled them to bridge
the gulf between themselves and the non-
Aryans easily by means of a policy of con
ciliation. A deadly feud between two parties
continued for ever can never be good for
any society. In the end the Brahmans
bowed to this policy of fusion and even
compeletely appropriated it.
When the Ar3rans began to mix with the
non-Aryans, there arose the need of an
understanding with the non-Aryan religion

too. At that time the Aryan worshippers
were at strife with the non-Aryan god
Shiva ; and in that strife victory alternated
between the two races. Krishna's disciple
Arjuna had once to admit defeat at the
hands of Shiva, the god of the savage
Kirats. Krishna's grandson Anfruddha
abducted Usha, the daughter of the Siva-
worshipping demon Ban, and in this contest
Krishna triumphed. At the Vedic sacrifice
[of Daksha] the non-Aryan Shiva was not
admitted as a god, and therefore the non-
Aryan votaries of Shiva broke up the
sacrifice. At last, Shiva was identified with
the Vedic god Rudra, and thus the religious
quarrel of the two races ended in a com
promise.
The Mahabharat clearly shows that
even amidst their disputes, the Aryans were
mingling their blood and faith with the
blood and faith of the non-Aryans. But as
cross-breeds and cross-religions thus began
to multiply, the conservative spirit of
society in the same proportion tried to
assert itself by fixing new boundaries one
after another : Manu's condemnation of
mixed castes and his contempt for idol-
worshipping professional Brahman priests
indicate that though the infusion of non-
Aryan blood and religion had [perforce]
been accepted, the spirit Of resisting them
was never dormant. Thus, again and
again, expansion has been followed in our
history by the assertion of a strong spirit
of contraction within self.

Jadunath Sarkar.

CHRISTIANITY AND OTHER RELIGIONS

By Rev. J. T. Sunderland, M.A.

ONE
hundred 3'ears ago it was the almost
universal practice in Christian coun
tries -to divide religions into two

classes, the true and the false. Christianity
was set clown as the true religion, and all the
rest were classed together as untrue and of
the devil. It was not until the second half of
the nineteenth century that much protest
was heard against so narrow and super

ficial a classification. But during the past
fifty years many scholars, in different lands,
have made careful and extended studies of
the various great religions of the world
outside of our own, and have published in
periodicals and in books the results of their
studies. The principal non-Christian sacred
books have been translated into English
and the other leading languages of Christian
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II. THE BUDDHIStic AND IMPERIAL AGES.

N the persons of two Kshatriya princely
hermits a strong reaction against the
conservative self-centred spirit of Indian
society asserted itself in another age. The
Kshatriya ascetics Buddha and Mahavir
proclaimed in India the message of salva
tion that religion is a reality and not a
mere social convention,-that salvation
comes from taking refuge in that true re
ligion and not from observing the external
ceremonies of the community, that religion
cannot regard any barrier between man
and man as an eternal verity. Wondrous
to relate, this teaching rapidly...overtopped
the barriers of the race's abiding instinct
and conquered the whole country. For a
long period now the influence of Kshatriya
teachers completely suppressed the Brahman
power.
It was not an unmixed blessing. The
extreme conduct of one long dominant
party, prevents the race from remaining in
a normal state; its health is bound to be
impaired. Therefore, the Buddhistic age, in
going to free India from all her conven
tional beliefs, only succeeded in binding her
in a new set of superstitions of unequalled
range and complexity......Evidently the
fusion of the Aryans and the non-Aryans
had been vitiated by an element of excessive
rigidity and artificiality, otherwise the re
action against it would not have been so
tremendous, nor could it have swept the

whole country in the form of a religious
movement. The impetus of Buddhism was
as strong as the racial exclusiveness against
which it was a reaction; it struck at the
very roots of society.
When, at last, the Buddhist influence
subsided like a flood, it was found that all
the old fences of society had been demolish
ed. The system by means of which India's
variety of races had been trying to attain
to unity was gone. In the quest of social
unity, Buddhism had destroyed the principle
of unity itself.
The chief reason of it was this, even
while the Brahmans and Kshatriyas were
struggling for supremacy in Indian society,
they were at least one in race, and therefore
the work of nation-building was then in
the hands of the Aryans alone. But in the
Buddhist age, many non-Aryans from out
side entered India, to add to the aborigines
within; and thus the non-Aryan element
became so strong that a well-ordered har
mony between them and the Aryans could
no longer be maintained. The days of the
vigour of Buddhism prevented this social
discord from breaking out in an unhealthy
form. But when that faith grew weaker, the
race-conflict freely raged over the country
in a thousand fantastic and incongruous
forms.

The non-Aryans had by this time thrown
down all barriers and quartered themselves
on the very body of society. Isolation and
assimilation with regard to them had now
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become a very vital concern of society; it
was no longer something external.
Amidst the Buddhistic flood the Brahman
caste, alone in Aryan society, could keep
itself intact, because the Brahmans in all
ages have been the guardians of the indivi
duality of the Aryan race. Even when
Buddhism was at its zenith in India, the
Brahmans still stood distinct from the Sra
mans, while all other distinctions had dis
appeared from society. By that time, the
Kshatriyas, had become almost entirely
merged in the common people.
The Purans clearly show that there was
hardly any obstacle to a Kshatriya marry
ing a non-Aryan. Thus it was that in the
post-Buddhistic age most of the reigning
families of India were of other than the
Kshatriya caste.
At the same time horde after horde of
foreign non-Aryans,—Scythians, Huns and
others, entered India, and were freely in
corporated in Indian society, because
society's spirit of exclusion had been weak
ened in that age [by the missionary charac
ter of the dominant faith, Buddhism. J The
non-Aryan infusion became so strong in
religion, manners and customs, that no
thread of consistency or principle could be
discovered in the various absurd irregula
rities prevailing in society, and so the
Aryan spirit lying at the core of our com
munity felt itself oppressed and applied all
its powers to assert itself.
Then came the great age of the restoration
of our racial individuality and our own
institutions and ideals, from out the
widespread social dissolution of the
Buddhistic age. In this age India first
marked out her bounds as Bharatvarsha.
Previously the influence of Buddhism had
diffused India so widely over the world that
she could not clearly realise her own person.
India now confined her geographical self
within the limits of the dominion of an anci
ent emperor (Bharat) famous in Aryan
tradition. Then she set herself to recover
and knot together the threads which had
been torn and scattered during the late
social cyclone. In that age the main work
of the country was one of compilation.
The Vyas of that age engaged himself not in
original composition but in collecting the
old. This Vyas may not have been one
individual, but he represents one particular
power of the whole community. He began
to seek out the eternal foundation of Aryan
society.

-

Led by this spirit, he collected the Vedas
which were then a matter of intellectual
curiosity and not the vital religion (para
vidya.)
But in that age the chaotic society could
be knit together only by setting up in the
centre an ancient scripture which was
beyond cavil by any party whatever,
a scripture which embodied the primeval
voice of Aryan society, and the firm
acceptance of which could enable diverse
conflicting sections to form one body. The
Vedas formed such a necessary centre for
the rallying of Aryan society.
We need a circumference—i.e., unbroken
line of limit, as well as a centre. That
circumference is History; and therefore
another task of Vyas was to compile
history, to collect the scattered traditions
of Aryan society together, to gather its
current faiths, lines of reasoning, ethical
codes, in order to set up in one place the
vast figure of the totality of the race. This
compilation he called the Mahahbarat, a
name which specially reveals the endea
vour of the Aryan race in that age to rea
lise its oneness. This book may not satisfy
the modern European definition of history,
but it is truly the history of the Aryans :
it is a nation's self-composed natural story.
It gives us an exact and complete picture
of what the Aryan race in the age of the
compilation of the Mahabharat recollected
about its own past.
On one side the Mahabharat contains an
indiscriminate diffuse collection of popular
traditions; on the other, it bears the con
centrated light of all the floating Aryan faiths
and ideas, and that light is

,

the Bhagabat
Gita. The ultimate truth in all Indian history

is the synthesis o
f knowledge, action, and

faith. That is the goal to which the whole
course o

f

Indian history has led up. India
one day gazed a

t

that supreme end; [she
cared not to preserve a record o

f

the path
she had followed.]......The Mahabharat has
kindled a beacon at the crossing point of
life's roads, in order to show that ultimate
aim, that spot where all human endeav
ours—knowledge, faith, and action alike, -

can meet together in harmony. That
beacon-light is the Gita. European critics
look upon the synthesis o

f

the Sankhya,
Vedanta and Yoga philosophies in the Gita

a
s
a mere patch-work, the Vedanta being

(as they say) a later addition to its ground
work o

f

the Sankhya and the Yoga.
But there is the same Essence at the core



MY INTERPRETATION OF INDIAN HISTORY 233

of every system, be it Sankhya, Yoga, or
Vedanta. That Essence is not the result of
knowledge alone or faith alone or action
alone, but the final goal of a fully and com

pººl. lived human life. The Mahabharaty looking upon all the diverse efforts of
India's mind as unified by their orientation
to that one final Truth, breathes in its
Gita the spirit of the vast unspeakable
oneness of the national life. Through all
its lucidity and mystery, its consistency
and inconsistency, there always lurks the
deeper perception that Truth embraces all,
that there is one point where all agree......
The Gita shows how every aspect of human
activity is completed and perfected when it
is joined to the Vast, the Complete, the
Universal.......
Let none, however, imagine that the
non-Aryans have contributed nothing of
value to Indian life. The ancient Dravidians
were, indeed, not deficient in civilisation.
Contact with them made Hindu civilisation
varied in aspect and deeper in spirit. The
Dravidian was no theologian, but an ex
pert in imagination, music, and construc
tion. He excelled in the fine arts. The pure
spiritual knowledge of the Aryans, mingling
with the Dravidians' emotional nature and
power of aesthetic creation, formed a mar
vellous compound, which is neither entirely
Aryan nor entirely non-Aryan, but HINDU.
The eternal quest for the harmonising of these
two opposite elements has given to India a
wondrous power. She has learnt to per
ceive the eternal amidst the temporal, to
behold the Great Whole amidst all the petty
things of daily life. And wherever in India
these two opposite elements are not recon:
ciled, there is no end to our ignorance and
superstition. Wherever the opposite
geniuses of the Aryan and the Dravidian
have been harmonised, beauty has leaped
into life; wherever such union has failed, the
moral ugliness is repulsive. Remember,
again, that it is not the cultured Dravidians
alone, but the wild aboriginal tribes too,
whose beliefs and customs have entered
into Aryan society through the open door
[of the Buddhistic age].
The Aryans had now to fight against an
enemy not standing outside, but forming a
part, and parcel of their society, an enemy
admitted within their own doors. The
Brahman was now the sole hope of Aryan
civilisation. He now naturally tried to
secure the highest and most honoured posi
tion in society. We shall be taking a false

and partial view of history if we see in this
endeavour of the Brahmans only the selfish
struggle of a particular class to gain pow
er and pelf. It was really the mortal
struggle of the critically situated Aryan
race [to save its individuality]. It was a
desperate attempt at self-preservation. If
the Brahmans' influence had not then been
instilled in the heart of the entire com
munity as paramount and unquestionable,
social reconstruction would have been im
possible.

-
-

The Brahmans had two tasks, in these
circumstances. They had to preserve the
old, and they had to reconcile the new to it

.

As both these actions, necessary for the
vitality o

f society, had then to encounter
many impediments, the Brahmans' power
and functions had naturally to be magni
fied to an extreme. . . . The modern
Hindu trinity admirably typifies the social
reorganisation that has taken place in

India: Brahma represents the primitive
age o

f Aryan society, Vishnu its noonday,
and the non-Aryan Shiva, (accepted by the
Aryans as a form o

f

the Vedic Rudra), its
final stage o

f maturity.
And yet, even after Shiva's admission
into the Hindu pantheon, his Aryan and
non-Aryan aspects remained distinct. With
the Aryans he is the chief o

f anchorites, the
destroyer o

f Lust, the hermit absorbed in

the trance o
f nirvan; his nakedness typifies

the renunciation o
f earthly possessions

characteristic of an ascetic. With the non
Aryans he is grotesque, clad in a bloody
elephant skin, intoxicated with hemp,
bhang and dhatura. With the Aryans he

is the counter-part of Buddha,_and thus he
has very easily occupied the Buddhistic
temples all over India; on the other hand,
by absorbing into his cult the ghosts, de
mons and other supernatural terrors, a

s

well

a
s serpent-worship, tree-worship, phalus

worship, he has extended his protection and
sanction over all the superstitious religions

o
f

the non-Aryans included in Hindu
society. On the one hand, devotion to him
consists in the suppression o

f all passions
and in religious meditation in solitude ; on
the other, certain classes offer him cruel
adoration by working themselves up to

frenzy and inflicting torments on their own
persons at the Charak puja and similar
occasions.
Thus, even after the Aryans and the
non-Aryans had mingled together to form
Hindu society, they retained their
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distinct colours, like the waters of the
Ganges and Jamuna as they flow in one
channel below Allahabad. So, too, in
Vaishnavism, on the one hand we have
the pure and sublime theology of the
Gita, and on the other, the current folk
lore concerning the god of the non-Aryan
tribe of Abhiras or milkmen............ The
characteristics of the Shiva-cult are bareness
of ornament and sternness; its peace and
passion alike are attuned to the spirit
of destruction. It represents the monism of
Aryan civilisation, it tends to absorption
in One ; it follows the path of negation :
its decoration consists in renunciation, its
abode is the charnel house. The essence
of Vaishnavism is the play of love, beauty
and youth ;-it represents the dualism of
Aryan civilisation.
For such a fusion between the ancient
Abhira traditions and the Vaishnava faith,
there existed an open path of truth. In many
countries of the globe man has figured the
relation between the human soul and God
as the relation of sexual love. When this
principle of Aryan Vaishnava devotion
(bhakti) mingled with the non-Aryan
(Abhira) traditions, the latter were eleva
ted to the highest plane of truth. What
was mere emotional intoxication in the
non-Aryan mind, was now installed in the
midst of an eternal truth, it became the
emblem of an everlasting spiritual fact of
all mankind. Here knowledge and emotion,
the simple and the complex, have been
most closely , wedded together, just as
the fusion of the Aryan and the Dravidian
enriched the resultant Hindu civilisation
with the marvellous blending of truth and
beauty.
Aryan society was essentially patriar
chal, non-Aryan society was mainly ma
triarchal. Hence goddesses do not predo
minate in the Vedas, but they begin to
abound from the time when the non
Aryan element influenced Aryan society.
Our early vernacular literature bears
witness to the many conflicts which disturb
ed our society as the result of this intrusion.
It is absolutely impossible to reconcile
all the diversities, folk lore, customs and
ritual of the non-Aryans at all points with
the Aryan spirit. If we try to retain all
of them, we are bound to give place to a
thousand incongruities. Such incongruities
are incapable of being reconciled ; time
enables us merely to tolerate them. Then
gradually this principle asserts itself in

society that each man should engage
himself in that kind of worship and ritual
which is adapted to his individual powers
and inclination. This is really a policy of
drift in religious matters, but a policy
inevitable under the circumstances.
When at the end of the cataclysm of the
Buddhistic age, the Brahmans undertook
social reconstruction at all costs by taking
up all the scattered elements, new and old,
of our convulsed society, the rules naturally
became too rigid. Things inherently
different, things acquired by diverse races
in diverse ages, cannot hold together by
their natural law of being, they require
strong external chains.
At the dawn of Indian history, when
the Aryans fought the non-Aryans, there
was a sort of equality between them even
in the midst of their conflict. The non
Aryan foeman in the field could not be
despised. Hence, the frequency of Kshatri
yas marrying non-Aryans in the
Mahabharat. But in the post-Buddhistic
age, when the conflict between the Aryans
and the non-Aryans again broke out with
all its intensity, the non-Aryans had
become a part of Hindu society; they
were within doors, and we could no longer
wage war with them. Under such circum
stances race-hatred takes the form of
extreme contempt, that is the only weapon
which race-hatred can now wield. Such
contempt not only keeps man from man,
but naturally dwarfs the mind of the des
pised race, and makes it afraid to claim
any of its just rights in society. Thus,
while the bottom stratum of society gra
dually sinks lower and lower, the top
stratum inevitably slides down in *}.tion, [the relative distance between them
remaining constant.] This is the great point
of difference between the hatred for the non
Aryans which raged in Aryan society in its
day of expansion (i.e., the Vedic age) and
the hatred nursed in its day of self-contrac
tion (i.e., the post-Buddhistic age. ) The
former kept society's sense of humanity
intact, the latter dragged it down. If a
man retaliates when we strike him, it is
good for us ; but when he tamely pockets
the blow, our manhood is lowered. The
Vedic hatred for non-Aryans is a manly
feeling, while Manu's extremely unjust and
cruel contempt for the Sudras is the out
come of a cowardly spirit...In truth, when
man gets unfettered power to despise man,
the most virulent toxic poison enters into
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his nature. Wherever such a mischief has
happened,—as between Aryans and non
Aryans, Brahmans and Sudras, Europeans
and “natives”, Americans and Negroes, the
result is increased cowardice on both sides
and the ruin of humanity. Better, better
far, race-hostility than race-contempt.
With the installation of the Brahman
as the supreme arbiter of the entire Indian
society, social regulations became extrem
ly rigid. The age of extreme self-contrac
tion naturally followed the age of the
freest self-expansion in our history.
But, alas for us! the Kshatriya power
which had once matched the Brahman
power and thus made society move along
the middle path, now ceased to be opera
tive. At the same time the non-Aryan
power could not set itself up in society as a
rival to the Brahman power. The
Brahman, in the very act of acknowledg
ing the non-Aryan element in Hindu
society, conquered it

.

The manly races that
had entered India from abroad and under
the name o

f Rajputs possessed themselves
of nearly all the thrones in the land, were
accepted by the Brahmans—just as other
non-Aryan races had been, and made into

a pseudo-Kshatriya caste. These neo
Kshatriyas were far inferior to the
Brahmans in intellectual power; unlike
the ancient Aryan Kshatriyas, they
could not apply their genius to social cons
truction ; their valour and prowess have
assisted and obeyed the Brahman power
and thrown their weight wholly on the
side o

f tightening the social bonds devised
by the Brahmans.

A society thus circumstanced cannot
keep its balance. When the path o

f self
expansion is closed altogether, and the
conservative force o

f society is constantly
weaving newer and newer meshes round
itself in a spirit of self-contraction,-the
genius o

f

the race cannot develop itself.
Such social chains cannot build up a body,
they can only keep a mechanical religion
alive generation after generation, and des
troy the vital religion. Such a race becomes
unfit for leadership in thought and action,
and prepares
ºp

in every way for poli
tical slavery.
Once before, at the dawn o

f Aryan
history, the heart of our society had freed
itself from the obstruction o
f

the Many and
the Foreign by seeking out the path o
f

Oneness through them all. To-day another
such epoch has arrived for us. To-day the

foreign element is more extensive and more
alien to our national genius; it has weighed
down the mind o

f

our race. And yet the
sole dominant power in our society for
long ages now has been conservatism. It

has preserved everything that exists,
even ruins have not been swept away, the
drift weed of foreign seas has been care
fully garnered by it! It is bound to impede
the march o

f

the national life a
t every step;

it is bound to narrow human thought and
restrict human action. Therefore, to rescue
ourselves from such misery, we require
to-day above all things that mental power
which will liberate the simple from the
complex, the essential from the external,
the One from the diverse. And yet our
society has loaded with a thousand chains
this very free and expansive power o

f

man!
Still, the race's heart has not been
altogether crushed out by its chains. The
middle ages in Indian history afford many
examples o

f

how our society's instinct o
f

self-expansion has occasionally fought
against the stupor o

f

extreme self-contrac
tion. Nanak, Kabir and other religious
leaders have given concrete shape to this
struggle o

f

the prisoned spirit. A study of

Kabir's life and compositions clearly shows
that he pierced through the barrier o

f

vain
external rites o

f India and realised the true
aim o

f

India's devotion to be the noblest
precious possession o
f

India's heart. There
fore, the school o
f

Kabir has been called
the peculiarly Indian school, . His medita
tive trance revealed to his sight the secret
truth on which India is seated, amidst all
the widespread external distraction and in
consistency. In the middle ages, such
teachers have risen in our midst again and
again,_their aim has been to lighten our
load. They have tried to waken the true
India by knocking a

t

the closed door o
f

popular practice, religious convention, and
customary usage.
That age has not yet ended; that spirit

is still working. None can resist it
.

The
history o

f

India shows that from very
ancient times her mind has ever fought
against inertia. India's richest treasures,-
her Upanishads, her Gita, her religion o

f

universal love, Buddhism, are all the
spoils o

f victory won in this great war.
Her Krishna and Ramchandra have been
captains in it

. It is opposed to her true
genius that this freedom-loving India o

f

all
times should lie dormant a

t

one place for
centuries under the multifarious burden of



236 THE MODERN REVIEW FOR SEPTEMBER, 1913

the inertia of many ages. This load [of
ceremonies, superstitions and artificial dis
tinctions, which we call Hindu usage] is not
her body, it is not her animal spirit; it is
only an extraneous burden to her. India
always seeks for the One amidst Many; her
endeavour is to concentrate the diverse and
the scattered in One, and not to diffuse
herself over Many. The true inner nature
of India is sure to save her from the terrible
load of these futile ceremonies and beliefs.
Historical circumstances may have strewn
her path with insurmountable barriers, her
genius is sure, by its native power, to
emerge successfully from these hills. The
harder the problem, the greater will her
ascetic devotion be for finding out its
solution.
Not to fight against the accumulated
rubbish of ages, “to let matters drift, is to
court death...The strength of a race is
limited. Ifwe nourish the ignoble, we are
bound to starve the noble. It sounds well
to say that Hindu society ought to preserve
ignorant faiths for the benefit of the igno
rant, weak moral regulations for the weak,
hideous rites for the non-Aryans. But when
the vital powers of the race have to supply
nourishment to these ignoble things, the
result is that whatever is excellent in the
race is defrauded of its daily share of
nourishment, the intellect of the race daily
grows weaker and it

s vigour becomes dead.
Toleration o

f

the low is fraud to the high;

it cannot be the result of liberality. It is

moral stupor, and such stupor can never be

the essential Truth of India.
Never, not even in her darkest day o

f

misery, has India entirely given herself up

to this stupor. Her inner consciousness
has ever and anon made a supreme effort to

awake into the light of simple Truth, by

Patriotism is to religion as a part is to the whole.
Patriotism is love, readiness to serve and sacrifice for
the country. Religion is reverence and trust toward
God, love for humanity, and readiness to serve and
sacrifice for the good o
f humanity and the fulfilment

o
f

God's will in the earth. It is true that patriotism
may be selfish, so also religion may b
e

selfish ; but
selfishness is a disfigurement and per version o
f

both.
He who loves God loves his brother man: he who

pushing aside the fantastic nightmares that
weighed down her bosom and tried to

strangle her. We cannot, indeed, perceive
clearly from the outside the aspect o

f

the
age in which we live; but we feel that
India is eager to get back her Truth, her
One, her Harmony. The stream of her life
had been dammed up ages ago; its waters
had become stagnant; but to-day the dam
has been breached somewhere; we feel that
our still waters have again become connect

e
d with the mighty Ocean; the tides of the

free wide Universe have begun to make
themselves felt in our midst. We see to-dav
that all our newly awakened energy is now
rushing outwards to the universe, now
rushing inwards to our own selves, like the
blood currents propelled by a living heart.
At one impulse cosmopolitanism is leading
us out of home; at the next, the sense of

nationality is bringing us back to our own
community. On the one hand universality is

tempting u
s to abandon our racial in

dividuality,+on the other, we are realising
that if we lose our national distinctness, we
shall lose universality at the same time.
These are the true signs of the commence
ment of life's operations within our old
inert society. Thus placed between two
contending forces, we shall mark out the
middle path of Truth in our national life;
we shall realise that only through the
development o
f

racial individuality can we
truly attain to universality, and only in the
light o
f

the spirit o
f universality can we
perfect our individuality; we shall know of

a verity that it is idle mendicancy to dis
card our own and beg for the foreign, and
at the same time we shall feel that it is the
extreme abjectness o

f poverty to dwarf our
selves by rejecting the foreign.

JADUNATH SARKAR.

loves his brother man loves God. The spirit of
worship toward God is tha recognition of divine
worship, toward man it is the recognition of human
worthship. Abou ben Adhem asked the recording
angel to write his name as one who loved his fellow
men. When the record of those whom love of God
had blessed was shown, “Lo, Ben Adhem's name led
all the rest.”—THE CHRISTIAN REGISTER.
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KALIDAS, THE MORALIST.

(From the Bengali of Ravindranath Tagore ).

is merely the poet of aesthetic enjoyment.
Hence, his life has been sullied
with scandal in our current tradition. But
this fact only proves that the populace is
no better than a blind guide in literature.
Behind the vast stir of action which
makes the Mahabharat throb, there lurks
a sedate but winkless and colossal detach
ment from the world. The Mahabharat
does not regard action as the supreme end
of action. All its chivalry and heroism,
jealousy and conflict, hate and revenge,
energizing and success, end in a final depar
ture from the world, to the tune of Shiva's
destroying horn. The Ramayan teaches the
same lesson;–the fullest possible prepara
tions result in failure, success slips out of
the hero's grasp when almost caught, all
things end in renunciation. And yet through
all this renunciation, sorrow, and failure,
the greatness of action. nobility and
heroism towers above the clouds like a
shining peak of silver.
So, too, amidst Kalidas's outburst of
beauty, a sense of aversion to pleasure lurks
hidden. He is at once the poet of the enjoy
ment of beauty and of abstinence from en
joyment, even as the Mahabharat is at
once the epic of action and of resignation.
His poetry does not end in aesthetic delight,
he stops only after transcending such de
light. His poetic ideal will become evident
when we contrast the final scenes of his
romances with those ofmodern poets.
I am quite sure that in the hands of a
European poet the drama of Sakuntala
would have closed with the scene of king
Dushyanta's vain remorse at the discovery
of his folly when he beheld the lost ring re
covered from the fishermen. The accidental
reconciliation of Dushyanta and Sakuntala
during the king's return from Olympus, is not
a dramatic necessity according to the Euro
pean canons of poetry, which regard the

I' is a popular notion with us that Kalidas parting of the lovers as the ultimate fruitof the seed sown in the First Act. No
episode in the play, no act on the part of
either of the lovers, could have naturally
led up to their second union.
Or, again, a European poet would have

closed his Kumar-sambhav with the grief
and shame of Parvati at the failure of her
assault on Shiva's heart... The modern
critic regards such a scene as a fitting
denouement, beside which the marriage of
the two effected by Kalidas pales into the
commonplace.
Marriage is a prelude to humdrum
daily life; it is an institution of regulated
social system. Marriage points out a
straight road which leads to a single end,
a road on which our wild passions are as
strongly held back from breaking out in
lawless outrage. Hence, modern poets are
loath to exalt marriage in their works. .
Their main theme is that kind of love
whose unbridled force wrenches men and
women free from their countless social and
religious bonds, drags them out of the old
customary orbits of social life, that kind of
love which makes a couple imagine that
they are complete in themselves, and that
they have nothing to fear, nothing to want
for, if the whole world turns against them,
—that kind of love whose impulse tears
them away from their surroundings and
makes them revolve round themselves like
nebulae till they are condensed and hardened
in self.
Kalidas has not ignored the intoxicat
ing beauty of such unreasoning love; he has
painted it in all its morning brilliancy of
hue. But his poems do not end with such
brilliancy. The final message of his poems
is that of the tranquil sober-coloured even
ing in which their actions mature and
reach completion.
We cannot help comparing the Kumar
sambhav with the Sakuntala; their theme

3.
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is essentially the same. In both of them
the union which Cupid tried to effect was
accursed of the gods; it failed, and in its
failure perished amidst all its gorgeous
artistic environment like a youth struck
dead on his floral bridal couch. Thereafter
came another union,-effected by bitter
sorrow and severe penance; a union of
quite a different character, stripped of all
the external robes of beauty and circled
with the pure white halo of goodness.
The union which presumptuous Cupid
undertook to bring about, was preceded
by abundant preparations. In the two
hermitages of Kanva and Shiva, situated
outside the limits of society, the poet has
given the fullest opportunity to unreason
ing and precipitate young Love, with no
less grandeur of accessories than skill of
contrivance.
Take the scene in the Kumar-sambhav :
On a ledge of the Snowy Mountains is
seated in religious abstraction the anchorite
Shiva. The cool breeze, laden with the
perfume of musk and the music of the divine
Kinnars, was stirring the rows of deodar
trees watered by the stream of the Ganges.
At the sudden outburst of Spring out of its
proper season there, the warm south wind
sighed amidst the tender foliage of the
newly flowering Asoka plant; the black
bees in pairs began to drink honey out
of the same flower-cups; the roe closed her
eyes at , the blissful touch as her mate
stroked her body with his horn.
An outburst of Spring in a hermitage
A sudden revelation of Nature's true self
within the rigid walls of ascetic rules and
restrictions! Surely, Spring does not look
so wonderfully joyous when it appears in
a bower of bliss.
On all sides appeared the endless decora
tions of Spring out of its time, and amidst
them all how ravishingly was the Hima
laya's daughter decked Shiva, on
the other hand, seated on a tiger skin spread
over a deodar stump, with snakes coiling in
his hair, and a deer-skin strapped round hiswaist,-his eyes fixed in meditation,--was
contemplating himself with self-centred
gaze like a pacific Ocean. At such an un
suitable place, amidst a Spring contrary to
the course of the seasons, Cupid was trying
to unite such an incongruous pair!
So, too, in Kanva's hermitage, the
lover is the sole monarch of the sea-girt
earth, and his lass is a hermit's daughter
clad in the bark of trees! Kalidas here

shows the power of that blind archer who
can in a moment overthrow the barriers of
time, place and rank.
But Kalidas does not stop here. He does
not render full homage to this type of love.
Before his romances close he effects a truer,
fuller, final union by means of another
ower. He shows Cupid vanquished and
urnt to ashes, and in Cupid's place he
makes triumphant a power that has no
decoration, no helper, a power, thin with
austerities, darkened by sorrow.
Kalidas admits the force of that love
which submits to no bond or rule, which
suddenly overpowers men and women and
plants its standard on the breached ram
parts of self-control. But he never surrend
ers to such love. He shows that the blind
amour which makes us proud of our power,
is dissolved by the husband's curse,
arrested by the sage's curse, and burnt
up by the anger of the God. When
Sakuntala forgot her duty of tending
guests, when her husband became all the
world to her, then her love ceased to be
beneficent. The wild love which forgets
everything except the loved one, succeeds
in rousing against itself all the laws of the
universe. . Therefore, such love speedily
becomes intolerable; it is borne down by
its opposition to the rest of the world.
The love that is self-controlled and friendly
to general society, which does not ignore
any one, great or small, kindred or stranger,
around itself-the love which, while placing
the loved one in its centre, diffuses its
sweet graciousness within the circle of the
entire universe, has a permanence unas
sailable by God or man. But the passion
which asserts itself as the disturber of a
hermit's meditations, as the enemy of a
householder's social duties, such a passion
destroys others like the whirlwind, but it
also carries the seeds of its own destruction
within itself.
When Parvati went forth to conquer
Shiva by means of her beauty, she for a
moment shook the hermit's calm. But
Shiva angrily repelled her, and then she could
hardly manage to crawl back home
abashed at this humbling of her youthful
beauty.
So, too, Kanva's foster-daughter had
one day to return in shame in spite of all
the rich treasure of her youth and beauty.
The curse of Durbasa is merely emblematic,
it is an invention of the poet. A loose and
secret union like that of Dushyanta and
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Sakuntala is accursed in all times. The
bright flash of infatuation lasts for
a moment, then comes the darkness of
despondency, shame and neglect. Such is
the eternal law. In all ages and in all
countries the discarded woman has been
forced to realise that “physical charms are
vain” and to “creep back homewards with
a heart left lonely of its god.” Physical
charm is not the highest glory or supreme
beauty in a woman.
Therefore did Parvati, after her rebuff
by Siva, “inly despise physical charms”
and “wish to make her beauty achieve
success.” How can beauty achieve success 2
Not by means of dress or decoration, as she
had learnt from her recent failure, but by
means of “religious austerities in a life of
meditative trance.” She clad herself in
coarse robes and wasted her body by hard
ascetic devotions.
So, too, in the ethereal hermitage of
Marichi, Sakuntala purged away the taint
of sensual passion by repentance and
sorrow, and, clad in the robe of a gracious
nun, waited for the coming of true love.
Shiva had promptly repelled the
advances of the youthful Parvati dressed
as Flora in Spring. But he wholly yielded
himself up to the same Parvati when
attenuated by austerities and coarsely clad
like a female anchorite. Submission to
spiritual beauty is no defeat, it is a volun
tary offering of self.
Where two hearts are made one by
Virtue, there Love is not antagonistic
to anything in the universe. It is only
when Cupid stirs up a revolt against
Virtue that tumult begins; then Love loses
constancy, and Beauty loses peace. When
Love occupies it

s proper place in subordina;
tion to Virtue, it contributes its special
element towards Perfection, it does not
destroy symmetry; because Virtue is nothing

but Harmony, it preserves Beauty, it

preserves Goodness, and by wedding the
two together it gives a delicious complete
ness to both....
The highest rank among our women is

that o
f

the matron. Child-birth is a holy
sacrament in our country. Therefore has
our law-giver Manu proclaimed o

f women,
“they are noble, honourable, and the light

o
f

our homes, because they give birth to

children.” The whole poem o
f

the Kumar.
sambhav is a fitting prologue to the mighty
event o

f

the birth o
f

the Son (Kumar).
The union brought about by Cupid's secret
shafts a

t

the expense o
f self-control, is not

adapted to the birth o
f sons; in such a

union the couple desire each other and not
any offspring. Therefore did the poet
burn Cupid to ashes, and compel Parvati
to perform ascetic devotions. Therefore
did the poet contrive the birth o

f

the Son
(Kumar) after setting up the intensity o

f

constant devotions in the place o
f

the
fickleness o

f appetite, the graceful light o
f

goodness in the place o
f

the fascination of
beauty,+and the rejoicing blissful universe

in the place o
f

the woodland wild with the
gaiety o

f Spring. . . .

Thus we see that the theme of the
Kumar sambhav and the Sakuntala is the
same. In both poems Kalidas has shown
that while Infatuation leads to failure,
Beneficence achieves complete fruition,-
that Beauty is constant only when upheld
by Virtue, that the highest form o
f

Love

is the tranquil, controlled, and beneficent
form, -that in regulation lies the true
charm and in lawless excess the speedy
corruption o
f Beauty. This ancient poet

o
f

India refuses to acknowledge passion as
the supreme glory o

f

love ; he proclaims
GoodNESs as the final goal o

f

Love.

JADUNATH SARKAR.

GERMANY'S GREATEST RELIGIOUS POEM

By REv. J. T. SUNDERLAND, M.A.

O few dramatic writers has it ever been
given to produce so powerful a

religious impression upon their country
and age a
s

that created b
y

Gotthold
Ephraim Lessing, in Germany, a century

and a third ago, by the publication o
f

his
drama, “Nathan the Wise.” By general
consent the poem is one o

f

the greatest that
Germany has given to the world, being
surpassed only, perhaps, by Goethe's
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THE STAGE

BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE

N the Natyashastra “ of Bharata is a
description of a stage, but no mention
of scenes. It does not seem to me that
this absence of concrete scenery can have
been much of a loss.
In spite ofWagner and his idea of the
combined arts, it may be argued that any
one of the arts is only to be seen in her full
glory when she is sole mistress ; it hurts her
dignity and lessens her if she is asked to
share her household with a rival, the more
especially so if the rival happen to be the
favoured one. If we have to sing an Epic,
the tune needs to become a chant and to
give up all hopes of rising to melodic heights.
The true poem indeed furnishes its own
music from within itself, and rejects with
disdain all outside help. On the other hand
the true song tells its story in its own way,
and waits for no Kalidas or Milton, often
doing quite as well with a Tan dar a dei
and a tra-la-la. A sort of artistic page
ant may no doubt be got up with a mixture
of word and tune and picture, but that
would be common or market Art, not of the
Royal variety.
It may seem that dramatic art must
needs be less independent than other forms;
that the drama is created with the very
object of attaining its fulfilment with out
side help, and therefore awaits the acting,
scenery, music and other accessories. But
I cannot agree in this view.
Like the true wife who wants none other
than her husband, the true poem, dramatic
or otherwise, wants none other than the
understanding mind. We all act to ourselves
as we read a play, and the play which can

* A work on the Drama,

not be sufficiently interpreted by such invi
sible acting has never yet gained the laurel
for its author.
So far as the acting goes it would be
more correct to say that it has forlornly to
await the drama since only in its company
can it display its charms. But the drama
which cramps and curtails itself to fit in
with the actor's skill, becomes, like the hen
pecked husband, an object of scorn. The
attitude of the drama should be : “If I can
be acted, well and good; if not, so much the
worse for Histrionic Art.”

-

But because the art of Acting is neces
sarily dependent on the Drama, it does not
follow that therefore it must be the slave of
every other Art as well. If it would keep up
its dignity, let it not accept any bonds other
than what are absolutely needful for its
self-expression.

It is superfluous to state, for instance,
that the histrionic artist is dependent on
the words of the play; that he must
smile or weep, and with him make his
audience smile or weep, with the words of
joy or sorrow which the author puts into
his mouth. But why pictures—pictures that
hang round about the actor and which he
cannot help in creating 2
To my mind it shows only faint-hearted
ness on the actor's part to seek their help.
The relief from responsibility which he gains
by the illusion created by pictorial scenes is
one which is begged of the painter. Besides
it pays to the spectators the very poor
compliment of ascribing to them an utter
poverty of imagination.
Why should the actor imagine that he is
in the witness box in a court of law where
his every word must be supported by an
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oath ! Why all this paraphernalia of illusion
to delude the poor trusting creatures who
have come there with the deliberate inten
tion of believing and being happy 2 They
have not surely left their imaginations at
home under lock and key. They have come
to co-operate, not quarrel, with the
interpretation of the drama. -

King Dushyanta hidden behind the trunk
of the tree is listening to the conversation of
Sakuntala and her companions. We for our
part feel our creative faculty quite equal to
imagining the tree trunk, even though its
image be not bodily there. The complex of
the emotions appropriate to the characters
of Dushyanta and Sakuntala, Anusuya and
Priyamvada are doubtless more difficult
to conjure up and retain in their exactitude,
so we are grateful for the assistance you
give to the corresponding play of our sym
pathetic emotions; but what is the diffi
culty about imagining a few trees, a
cottage, or a bit of a river ? To attempt to
assist us even in regard to these with paint
ed canvas hangings is only to betray a
woeful mistrust in our capacity.
That is why I like the Jatra plays of our
country. There is not so
j.
of a gulf

separating the stage from the audience. The
business of interpretation and enjoyment is
carried out by both in hearty co-operation,
and the spirit of the play, which is the
real thing, is showered from player
to spectator and from spectator to player
in a very carnival of delight. When the
flower girl is gathering her flowers on the
empty stage, how would the importation
of artificial shrubs help the situation ? Must
not the flowers blossom at her every mo
tion ? If not, why need an artist play the
flower-girl at all, why not have stocks and
stones for spectators ?
If the poet who created Sakuntala had
to think of bringing concrete scenes on his
stage, then at the very outset he would
have had to stop the chariot from pursuing
the flying deer. I do not mean to suggest
that the pen of that Master Poet would
have had to stop with the chariot; but
what I want to ask is : Why should the
great be required to curb itself, for the sake
of the petty 2 The stage that is in the
Poet's mind has no lack of space or appur
tenances. There scenes follow one another
at the touch of his magic wand. The play is
written for such a stage and such scenes ;
the artificial platform with its hanging
canvas is not worthy of a poet,

So while Dushyanta and his charioteer
standing in their respective places are
representing the very spirit of a moving
chariot in their words and action, is it too
much to expect the audience to realise the
simple truth that though the stage has its
limits, the Poem has not? No, for so easily
do they forgive the poor material stage
its shortcomings and lend to it the glory
of the stage of their hearts; but how hard
would it have been to forgive the wretched
wooden platform if it had compelled the
Poem to limit and reduce itself!
It is

,
I repeat, because the drama of

Sakuntala had not to depend on artificial
scenes, that the Poet found it possible to

create his own scenes. The hermitage of

Kanwa, the cloud-path on the way to heaven,
the woodland retreat of Marich—in these
scenes o

f

nature a
s
in the portrayal o
f

the
various characters the Poet was free upon
his own creative treasure-house.

I have elsewhere said that the European
wants his truth concrete. He would have
imaginative treats, but he must be deluded
by having these imaginings to be exact
imitations of actual things. He is too much
afraid o

f being cheated, and before accepting
any representation o

f imaginative truth
with some amount o

f enjoyment he must
have a sworn , testimony, o

f

its reality
accompanying it
.

He will not trust the
flower until he sees the earth of the moun
tain top in which it has its roots. But
this is the Kali Yuga, and mere faith will
not move mountains; that requires
engineering skill; it is also costly. The cost
which is incurred for mere accessories on the
stage in Europe would swamp the whole
of Histrionic Art in famine-stricken
India.

In the Orient, pomp and ceremony, play
and rejoicing, are all easy and simple. It

is because we serve our feasts on plantain
leaves that it becomes possible to attain
the real object o

f
a feast—to invite the

whole world into our little home; this true
end could never have been gained had the
means been too complex and extravagant.

The theatres that we have set up in

imitation of the West are too elaborate to

b
e brought to the door o
f

all and sundry. In

them the creative richness o
f poet and

player are overshadowed by the wealth o
f

the capitalist. If the Hindu spectator has
not been too far infected with the greed for
realism and the Hindu artist still has any
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respect for his craft and his skill, the best
thing they can do for themselves is to re
gain their freedom by making a clean
sweep of the costly rubbish that has

accumulated round about and is clogging
the stage.

Translated by
SURENDRANATH TAGORE.

THE KANGRI GURUKULA ACADEMY

AN instinctively desires to learn and
progress. In response to the crav
ings of the human heart mighty in

tellects in all ages and climes have present
ed various ideals of education. But with

to pause and consider the ideals of educa
tion presented to us by Manu and other
mighty seers of yore. Our admiration for
every thing western need not deter us from
revering our past. A sympathetic study of

THE STUDENTS OF THE AGRiculturAL CLAss WoRKING IN THE

GURUKULA GARDEN.

the advance of times and with the inevit
able changes in the social environments of a
particular community these ideals of one
age change and yield place to new ones.
Every well-wisher of India would do well

the past and a cautious inquiry into the
conditions of the present are essential to
build up our future. An entire neglect of
the past, ,when that past happens to be
glorious, is suicidal to the future well-being
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POEMS

THHOU hast come again to me in the burst of a sudden storm ,{Filling my sky with the shudder of thy shadowy clouds .
The Sun is hidden , the stars are lost ;
The red line of the road is merged in the mist of the rain ;
The wail of the wind comes across the water .

Fitful showers , like ghastly fingers , strike
the chords of some unseen harp ,

Waking up the music of the dark ,
Sweeping my heart with a shiver of sounds .

I
know that the flower one day shall blossom crowning my thorns ,
And my sorrow shall spread'its red rose - leaves opening its heart to the light.
The breeze of the south, for which the sky kept watch for weary days and nights ,
Shall suddenly make my heart tremulous and plunder its music and perfume .

Thy love shall bloom in a moment ,

My shame shall be no more when the flower is ripe for offering ,

And when a
t

the end o
f

the night my friend comes and touches itwith his fingers ,

It will drop a
t

his feet and spend it
s

last petal in joy .

ato

I know that a
t

the dim end o
f

some day the sun will send its last look upon me to

bid me farewell ..

The tired wanderer will pipe o
n

his reed the idle tunes b
y

the wayside ,

The cattle will graze on the slope of the river's bank ,

The children with careless clamour will play in their court -yards , and birds will sing ,

But my days will come to their end .

This is my prayer to thee that I may know before I leave
Why the green earth raised her eyes into the light and called me to her arms ,

Why the silence of night spoke to me of stars ,

And daylight stirred in my life glad ripples ,

This ismy prayer to thee .

: When the time comes for me to go ,

Let all my songs cease ,upon their one refrain
And my basket be fullwith the fruits and flowers o

f

a
ll

seasons .

Let me see thy face in the light o
f

this life before it dies
And know that thou hast accepted the garland of beauty that was woven in my
When the time comes for me to go . heart

RABINDRANATH TAGORE .







A PEACE HYMN PROM THE .\THARYA VBDA 

A PEACE HYMN FROM THE ATHARYA "EDA 

To Baroness B. Suttuer 

Prom Wa hindranath TRgore 
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Ptacrful..be all motivet and peaceful our works done and yet to be donr, 

May thf pari bring U8 Peace and the future, may everj!'hing be (or our pracr. 

TbeSpirit ofSPeecb dwells in a nd is made active by the Supffme Being. Sbe i • • 
poteot io creating, fearfulness. May she offer us pt'acr. 

Our five sen8el and oar mind are made active in ODr aoul by the Supreme Beiog. 

They aft potent io creatiD&' fearfulness. May they work for our ptBct'. 

With ~ peace that pl)evades tbe earth, the sky, the .tarry heavenl, the water, tbt 

p1adtpand tfte'l ;"'witb t~ peact that dwt1l8witb the guardian spirit. of the world . . . 
aad ;Q.'. 4iviaij.~ witbio '" let UI tranqaiJliee tbmp 6eree aud cruel and evil, iato the 

&ereoe imd ifte gOqd. Ma" everytbing he for our ~aee. 
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UNITY IN DIVER ITY 

We are all the more one b cause ware many, 

For we have made ample room for ]oye in the gap where we are un red. 

Our unlikenes reveals its breadth of beauty radiant with ne comm n lifi 

Like mountain peaks in the mornin sun . 

RABINDRA .. "lATH TAG RE 

THE PA , ING OF SHAH JA HAN 

Beating against pri on bars. 

W HEN Shah Jahan opened tbe gates 
of Agra fort to his victorious son, 
he became a prisoner for the rest of 

his life. To tbe "king of kings" the change 
was very bitter indeed, and it was only 
after many a struggle that he accepted it. 
But, from the cicumstances of the case, it 
was impossible for bim to free himself ; he 
was old and infirm; all his officials had 
deserted to the victor ; harem women and 
eunuchs were the only coun ellors and 
executive instruments left to him. Outside, 
h~ was girt round by an unbroken ring of 
his enemy's guards and watched with 
s~eepless vigilance by his enemy's spies; 
his loyal son Dara Shukoh was far away 
beyond the reach of his letters for his 
e~:ssaries were all intercepted by A urang
zt.b s men: A Great Mughal who could not 
himself rtde to battle and had no faithful 
noble to fight for him, was a superfluity in 
Nature's economy. He must retire from 
the stage. This stern law Shahlahan was 
slow to admit. 

When, on 8th June, 1658, Price Muham
mad Sultan, on behalf of Aurangzib, first 
vi ited the fallen Emperor in Agra fort, 
he was well received by his grandfather. 
There is a story that Shah lahan greatly 
flattered the youngman and urged him to 

-I 

seize the throne and rule a hi depu ty, 
promlsmg to lend him the prestige 
of the lawful Emperor's authority in a 
war with Aurangzib. But if any such 
temptation was really offered, Muhammad 
Sultan was too wise to yield to it. For, 
he had no independent position or power, 
he was acting merely a hi father's agent, 
as a channel of cOIJJmunication between 
Aurangzib and Shah lahan. He had to 
report every incident and conversation in 
the fort to his father very promptly and 
obey his written directions implicitly a.t 
every step of the negotiations witb Sbah 
laban, and the troop guard ing the 
captive Emperor were under Aurangzib's 
own orders. No one could visit shah Jahan 
without Aurangzib's permission. The least 
breach of these precautions brought down 
on Sultan's head the harp rebuke of his 
father. • 

According to another story current at 
the time and recorded in contemporary 
histories of secondary value, Shah lahan 
invited Aurangzib to Agra fort, intending 
to have him assassinated by the fierce 
Tartar women who formed the Amazonian 
guard of the harem. But the plot, if ever 
it was formed, proved futile, for treacbery 
of this kind was the first thin~ to be sus
pected and guarded against 10 that age; 
and Aurangzib's advisers, Shaikh Mir and 
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THE YOUNG MOT-HER 

From DWIJENDRALAL ROY's ~~ I 

"Come moon, come down, kiss my darling in the forehead," 
cries the mother holding her baby girl in her tap, 
while the autumn moon floats in the pale blue ofthe evening sky. 

From the garden comes stealing in the dark the vague perfume of flowers. 
The boys laugh and shout outside in the street in careless merriment. 
One sleepless pspia sings his heart out from the shadow-laden solitude of the mango-

grove, 
and from some distant peasant's heart come the shrill notes of a flute, 
soaring in the starry sky, spreading in the still air, 
-and then bursting down upon the earth like a shower of fire-work, 
while the young motber, sitting in the halcony, baby in her lap, croons sweetly, 

"Come, moon, come down, kiss my baby in the forehead !" 
Once slle looks up at the moon and then down at the sweet It)veliness in her arms, 

and 1 wonner that the moon could he deaf to her cali and smile on in placid silence I 
The baby lau~bs repeating her mother's call, "Come, moon, come down !" 
The mother smiles, and smiles the moon-lit night, 

and 1, the poet, the husband of the baby's mother, 
watch this picture from behind, unseen. 

Trsn,slated by SIR F A BIN DRANA'IH TAGORJ! 

AUSTRALIA AND INDIA 

I have been trying to study carefully the 
-dominant ideas underlying modern 
Australian life, in their rel/iltion to India. 

and have been surprised to find how small 
is the margin of C'onflict. I ba ve had to 
modify considerably some of the points 
that 1 regarded as axioms. and in certain 
fimdamental ways to change my thought. 
conc:erniltg Australians themselves. 

the inhabitants. It is the marvtUoa ...... 
conry of this original criminal population 
till it became a civic power, that makea tile 
romance of early Australian . (at,.. • 

By accident of fortnne, mtid dfcitreum.. 
stance and hard fought conflict eombi,aW, 

Australia did not start its population, 
as North America did, with the pick of the 
people from the hOme country. There were 
no large bands· of colonists corresp~Q(1ing 
with the Royalist families who heJped to 
colonise Virginia, or the Pilgrim Fathers 
with their deep religious cOQvictions, -or 
the Quakers who settled in Pennsylvania. 

earliest popUlation of Australia was 
eftlDinat and convict and for a large num
'ber of year. this clall formed the buJk of 

Australia has become moft and t 
workil1g man's close preserve, hi. 
lenllCd estate. The labourers, who t9uad t 
difficult to win even oue of their riple Sid 
privileges in England, have enteftd to 
them all with extraordinary e41 
rapidity in Australia. There ira 
many wild adventure. and bri~"'t.". 
cesses of capitali tl,-a. aome 
mine has been dilCOftNd, ~ .. '''-.. 
patent coJd-Itora~ ha 

!=N~t==~!i;a~E! never IO't iuto. 
labou~ .... a.. 
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AHALYA

(Ahalya, sinning against the purity of married love, incurred her husband's curse, turning into a
stone to be restored to her humanity by the touch of Ramchandra).

Struck with the curse in midwave of your tumultuous passion your life stilled
into a stone, clean, cool and impassive.

You took your sacred bath of dust, plunging deep into the primitive peace
of the earth.

You lay down in the dumb immense where faded days drop,

like dead flowers with seeds, to sprout again into new dawns.
You felt the thrill of the sun's kiss with the roots of grass and trees
that are like infant's fingers clasping at mother's breast.

In the night, when the tired children of dust came back to the dust, their rhythmic

breath touched you with the large and placid motherliness of the earth.
Wild weeds twined round you their bonds of flowering intimacy;

You were lapped by the sea of life whose ripples are the leaves' flutter, bees' flight.
grasshoppers' dance and tremor of moths' wings.

For ages you kept your ear to the ground, counting the footsteps of the unseen
comer, at whose touch silence flames into music. -

Woman, the sin has stripped you naked, the curse has washed you pure, you have

risen into a perfect life.
-

The dew of that unfathomed night trembles on your eyelids,

the mosses of ever-green years cling to your hair. -

You have the wonder of new birth and the wonder of old time in your awakening.

You are young as the newborn flowers and old as the hills.
º

RABINDRANATH TAGoRE.

THE SHADOW ON THE PATH
- BY ANNIE O. TIBBIts,

AUTHOR of “THE PRIDE of THE Poor,” “LovE WITHOUT PITY,”
“PAID IN FULL,” &c.
[All Rights Reserved.]

I. “I don't like it
,

and that's the truth,”
*OR the fifth time the shadow lay across Enid Lancaster said, shivering a little.F the path, grim and menacing across “It’s silly to be so superstitious, but it is

the white snow, a gaunt shadow just like a finger of Fate pointing to us—
stretching out a ragged arm pointing it's like the shadow o
f
a woman threaten

towards the house, " ing me.” -
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going on this year in this district, the land of
Sir S.P. Sinha, and Sir R. N. Tagore and the
home of the Hetampur Raj Kumars. A
bare statement of the fact is enough to

arouse some definite activity on better
lines this year and in the years to come.

DAKSHINA R. GHOSH,
Suri, Birbhum. Deputy Magistrate

The 7th Jany-, 1916, and Deputy Collector,---
THE CYCLE OF SPRING

BY SIR RABINDRANATH TAGoRE, D. LITT.

VAIRAGYA-SADHAN.

HE Rajah is in a great distress of
mind, his first grey hair having been* discovered by his queen overnight. The

music is stopped, ambassadors from foreign
lands are refused audience, the general
bringing the war report is not admitted
to his presence, the poet is dismissed
even the father-in-law waits in vain to
give him his blessings. . The Rajah believes
that nothing short ofgiving up the world is
demanded of him in the circumstances
and he asks for the great holy man Shruti.
bhushan, learned in scriptures, to help
him in his path of renunciation. The Prime
Minister is at his wit’s end to know how
to carry on State business, the Rajah
refusing to attend the court. Famine is
over the land and the famished, are clamouring at the palace gate. This the
Rajah finds extremely disturbing in his
present state of mind. Shrutibhushan
comes and with the help of the scripture
verses encourages the Rajah in his determi
nation to attain that serenity of mind which
comes of absolute inaction. He is duly
rewarded by the Rajah with a grant oflaº cows innumerable.Then comes the poet and brin
music into the land and work
º;

life, in spite of the Rajah's grey hair. It
is all through the following play of

l

- º: :A play, in which it is conclusivel
to the satisfaction of all and sunº:
the New is the repetition of the Old ; the
first scene of which is named outburst, the
second Search, the third Doubt, and the
last Discovery. Each scene is approached
through a musical prelude.

- Dramatis Personae
A BANd oe YouTHs Seekers of the secret of

life.

The favorite of the
party , who repre:
sents the charm of

CHANDRAHAS

life.
THE LEADER The life-impulse.

DADA(Elder Brother)The wise man of the:
party. He checks and
controls and is the
spirit of prudence.
The blind singer, Seer,
of life in its truth,
undistracted by eye
sight.

A Ferry MAN, A watchMAN, and others.
HERALDs of Spring : Flowers, young leaves

and birds represent- .
ed by boys and girls.

WINTER and his party.-
Musical Prelude to Scene I.

The Heralds of Spring are abroad. There
are songs in the rustling bamboo leaves,
in birds' nests, and in blossoming branches.
The Bamboo sings :
O South Wind, O Wanderer, push me and

BAUL

rock me,

thrill me into the outbreak of new
leaves.

I stand a-tiptoe, watching by the
wayside,

to be startled by your first
-

whisper,
by the music of your-footsteps,
a flutter of joy running through my
leaves, betraying my secret. . . .
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The Bird sings :—

The sky pours light into my heart,
my heart repays the sky in songs.
I pelt the South wind with my notes.
O blossoming palash (flame of the

º forest),

the a
ir
is a-fire with your passion,

you have dyed my songs red with
- your madness.

O Sirish you have cast your perfume-nets

- e
.

-

wide in the sky,

bringing up my heart into my . . . .

throat.

The blossoming Champak sings —

My shadow dances in your waves,

* , = , ..
. everflowing river.

I, the blossoming Champak, stand

. . unmoved on the bank

with my vigil o
f

flowers.
My movement dwells in the stillness ofw - -

my depth,

in the delicious birth of new leaves,

in flood of flowers,

in unseen urge o
f

life towards the

-

. . . .

-
light;

it
s stirring thrills the sky, and the

silence of the dawn is moved.

SCENE I,

. A band o
f youths have come out seeking

adventure. The Wise Man o
f

the party
must have listeners for his quatrains full

o
f

sound advice. But the good words are
lost on these wild spirits, and laughter
and recklessness prevail. Then enters their
leader, o

f undying youthfulness, who shall
be nameless in this play. He laughs at
them when they make mention to him o

f

The Old Man. They accept his challenge
to bring The Old Man captive for their
spring festival.

. . . . Musical Prelude to scene II
.

… Spring's heralds try to rob winter of his
outfit o

f age. - -

- They sing :- -

We are out seeking our play-mates,
waking them up from every

" * >

corner before it is morning.

* -

We call them in bird-songs, beckon

them in trembling branches,

we spread our enchantment for
them in the sky.

You shall never escape us, O Winter
You shall find our lamp burning even

in the heart o
f

the darkness you seek.

Winter sings :
Leave me, Oh, let me go.

I am ready to sail across the South
Sea for the frozen shore.

Your laughter is untimely, my friends,
you weave with my farewell tunes
your song o

f

the new arrival.
Spring's heralds sing :- - .

Life's spies are we, lurking in all places.

We have been waiting to rob you o
f , , ,

your last savings of dead leaves,
scattering them in the South Winds.

We shall bind you in flower-chains ,

where Spring keeps his captives,

for we know you carry your -

jewels hidden in your grey rags.

scENE II.

..
. The band o
f youths gaily set forth
seeking the Old Man. They question the
Ferryman about him, but he only knows o
f

the way and not o
f

the wayfarers. They
question the Watchman and h

e says his
watch is a

t night, and passers-by are
shadows to him. He warns them against
their fools' errand. All the information
they get is that the Old Man is seen only
from behind and never in front. In the
meantime the Ferryman and the Watchman
are happy in the company o

f

the quatrain
maker. They take him to be profoundly
wise, his verses being supremely trite.

Musical Prelude to Scene III.
Winter is being unmasked, his hidden
youth about to be disclosed.

-

Spring's heralds sing :- - - - -

How grave h
e looks, how laughably old,

how seriously busy with the pre- -

paration of death ! .
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But before he reaches home we will
change his dress and his face shall

change.

We will confound his calculations,

snatch away his bag, bulging
out with dead things,

and there shall be unveiled the

reckless and the young in him.

They tease him and sing :
O the time comes, it has come,
when he shall know that he is our

Own,

when the mad torrent shall be un
loosed from the miserly grip of

the ice,

and the north wind in its ringdance
shall turn round.

O the time comes, it has come,
when the magic drum shall be

sounded,

when the sun shall smile at the
change of your grey into green.

There enter a troupe of young things
and they introduce themselves in a song as

follows :
Again and again we had said, “Good bye,”

never hoping to return.
Again and again we come back at the gate.
“O who are you ?”—

“I am Waku! !”
“And who are you ?”—

“I am Parul.”
“And who are these others ?”—

“We are mango-blossoms landed on the
shore of light.”

We shall smile and leave when our time
comes,

for we know that we throw ourselves
into the arms of the Never-ending.

“O, who are you ?”

“I am Shinjul.”

“And who are you ?”—
“I am Kamini.”

“And who are these others ?”—

“We are the jostling crowd of new
leaves in the Sal forest 1”

SCENE III.

The day wanes. The young travellers
are tired, their faith in the Leader waver
ing. They fear they cannot trust what is
before them, that they can lean only upon
what is behind. They are almost in that
desperate mood when men sit down to
compose quatrains full of wise maxims.
There comes Chandrahas, the favourite of
the party, with a blind singer to direct him
in his pursuit. The singer can see with his
all, not having the distraction of eyesight,
Chandrahas makes ready to enter the cave
to capture The Old Man.

-

Musical Prelude to Scene IV.
Winter is revealed as Spring. Thus
follows his confession to his tormentors :
“Do you own defeat at last at the

hand of youth 2"
“Yes |’

”
“Have you in the end met the Old

who ever grows new 2
"

“Yes I’”

“Have you come out o
f

the walls
that crumble 2"

“Yes |'
'

“Do you own defeat at last at the
hand o

f

the hidden life 2''
“Yes |" -

“Have you in the end met the Death
less in death 7"

“Yes |'
'

“Is the Dust driven away that steals
your City o

f

the Immortal 7"

“Yes !”

SEENE IV.

Chandrahas has disappeared in the cave.
His party are deep in doubt and despon
dency. Chandrahas suddenly re-appears
from the cave and his friends are happy
again. They ask him o

f

his quest. He bids
them wait for the Captive who is to follow
him soon : When to their astonishment the
Leader himself comes out of the cave fresh
and young and the Old Man is nowhere.
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Spring's followers surround him and
sing:— -

Long have we waited for you, beloved,
watching the road and counting days.

And now April is aflower with joy.

You come as a soldier boy winning life at
death's gate.

O the wonder of it !
We listen amazed at the music of your

young voice.
Your light mantle is blown in the wind like
the odour of spring blossoms.
You have a spray of Malati flower

in your ear.
A fire burns through the veil of your smile,

O the wonder of it!
And who knows where your arrows are.
with which you smite death!

The sun stands at the gate of the east, h
is

drum o
f victory sounding in the sky.

The night bows to him with her hands on
her heart and says'

“I am blessed, my death is bliss.”
The Darkness receives his alms o

f gold,

filling his wallet, and departs.”

They all sing :—

Come and rejoice

for April is awake.
Fling yourselves into the flood of being,
bursting the bondage o

f

the past.
April is awake.

Life's shoreless sea is heaving in the sun

before yon.
All the losses are lost and death is drown

ed in its waves.
The

-
Wise
Man comes with his last Plunge into the deep without fear

quatrain, which runs as follows:— with the gladness of April in your blood.---
º

THE INDIAN NATIONAL CONGRESS—A NEW CHAPTER

66 HE last was the first Congress of the
New Era, o

f

the New India, the
india o

f

the oung, o
f

the hopeful,
of the energetic.” This is how Mrs. Annie
Besant has described the 30th session of
the Indian National Congress which met in

Bombay less than five weeks ago, and the
description truly represents the opinion o

f

the bulk o
f

the delegates who had the
leasure and the privilege o

f attending it
.

eally the last session o
f

the Congress
marks a landmark in the onward and
progressive history of the Indian National
movement.
During its inception and the first two
years, the Indian National Congress
flourished under gubernatorial patronage
and basked under official sunshine. At the
end o
f

the second Congress in Calcutta,

a large number of the delegates were treat
ed to an afternoon party a
t

Govern

ment House, then the winter residence

o
f

the Viceroys o
f

India. Next year
fortunately for the Congress, Lord Duffer

in fell out with Mr. Allan Octavian Hume,
the inspirer and founder o

f

the movement,
and we were treated to an exhibition of
Viceregal temper in a notorious post-pran
dial utterance, the memory o

f

which is

still lingering to this day. This opened a

new chapter in the history o
f

the Congress,
and from 1888 on to the beginning o

f

the
present century, no end o

f

ridicule and
banter had been levelled against it

.

In

Parliament, long before the last century
came to an end, Mr. Goschen went out

o
f

his way to throw a very broad hint
that the Congress was being fed and
financed practically by the Russian rouble
(the German bogey had not yet then come
into vogue); and in India, between Sir
Auckland Colvin and the late Rajah o

f
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MASHI
TRANSLATED FROM THE BENGALI OF SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORE

BY W. W. PEARSON.

“MASHI''' *
“Try to slee |º. it is getting late.”“Never mind if it is. I have not many
days left. I was suggesting that Mani
should go to her father's house.—I forget
where he is now.”
“Sitarampur.”
“Oh, yes!' Sitarampur. Send her there.
She should not remain any longer near a
sick man. She herself is not strong.”
“Just listen to him! How can she bear

to leave you in this condition?”
“Does she know what the doctors—?”
“But she can see for herself . The other
day she cried her eyes out a

t

the merest
hint o

f having to go to her father's house.”

It is necessary to explain here that in

this statement there was a slight distor
tion of truth, to say the least o

f

it
.

The
actual conversation that took place with
Mani was as follows.

“I suppose, my child, you have got some
news from your father ? For I thought I

saw your cousin Anath here.”
“Yes! Next Friday will be my little sis
ter's annaprashan + ceremony. So I'm
thinking—”
“All right, my dear. Send her a gold
necklace. It will please your mother.”
“I'm thinking o

f going myself. I've
never seen my little sister and I want to

ever so much.”
“Whatever do you mean? You surely
don't think of leaving Jotin alone? Haven't
º,heard what the doctor says aboutim?”
“But h

e said that just now there's no
special cause for—”
“Even if he did, you can see his condi
tion.”

* The maternal aunt is addressed a
s

Mashi.

.# The Annaprashan ceremony takes place when a

child is first given rice. Usially it receives its
name on that day.

A
.

C. re

“This is the first girl after three bro
thers, and she's a great pet.—I have heard
that it's going to be a grand affair. If I

don't go, mother will be very—”
“Yes, yes! I don't understand your
mother. But I know very well that your
father will be angry enough if you leave
Jotin just now.”
“You’ll have to write a line to him say
ing that there is no special cause for
anxiety, and that even if I go, there will be

no—”
“You're right there; it will certainly b

e

no great loss if you do go. But mind, if I

write to your father, I'll tell him plainly
what is in my mind.”
“Then you needn't write. I shall as

my husband and h
e will surely—”

-

“Look here, child, I've borne a good
deal from you, but if you do that, I won't
stand it for a moment. Your father knows
you well enough, so you won't b

e able to

deceive him.”

When Mashi, had left her, Mani lay
down on her bed in a pet.
Her neighbour and friend
asked what was the matter.
“Look here ! What a shame it is | Here's
my only sister's annaprashan coming and
they don't want to let me go to it !”
“Why Surely you're never thinking o

f
going, are you, with your husband so ill ?”

“I don't do anything for him, and I
couldn't if I tried. It's so deadly dull in

this house, that I tell you frankly, I simply
can't bear it.”
“You are an extraordinary woman"
“But I can't pretend (as you people do)
and look glum lest anyone should think ill

of me.”
“Well, tell me your plan.”

“I must go. Nobody can prevent me.”
“Isss ' What an imperious young woman
you are '''

came and

2

Hearing that Mani had wept a
t

the
mere suggestion o

f going to her father's
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house, Jotin was so excited that he sat up
in bed. Pulling his pillow towards him
he leaned back and said, “Mashi open this
window a little and take that lamp away.”

The still night, like a pilgrim of eternity,
stood silently at the window; while the
stars, witness through untold ages of
countless death scenes, gazed in.
Jotin saw his Mani's face. traced on the
background of the dark night, and saw
those two big dark eyes brimming over
with tears, as it were for all eternity.
Mashi felt relieved when she saw him so
quiet, thinking he was asleep.
Suddenly he started up and said, “Mashi,
you all thought that Mani was too frivo
lous ever to be happy in our house. But
you see now—”
“Yes, I see now, my Baba,” I was mis
taken—but trial tests a person.”
“Mashi!”
“Do try to sleep, dear!”
“Let me think a little, let me talk. Don't
be vexed, Mashi!”
“Very well.”
“Once, when I used to think I could not
win Mani's heart, I bore it silently. But
vou—"
“No dear, I won't allow you to say
that; I also bore it.”

-

“Our minds, you know, are not clods of
earth which you can possess, by merelyº up. I felt that Mani did not knower own mind and that one day at some
great shock—”
“Yes! Jotin, you are right.”
“Therefore I never took much notice of
her waywardness.”

Mashi remained silent, suppressing a sigh.
Not once, but often she had noticed Jotin
spending the night on the verandah wet
with the splashing rain, yet not caring
to go into his bedroom. Many a day he
lay with a throbbing head, longing, she
knew, that Mani would come and soothe
his brow, while Mani was getting ready to
go to the theatre. Yet when Mashi went
to fan him, he sent her away petulantly.
She alone knew what pain lay hidden in
that vexation. Again and again she had
wanted to say to Jotin, “Don’t pay so much
attention to that silly child, my dear, let her

* Baba literally means Father, but is often used by
elders as a term of endearment. In the same way
“Ma” is used. -

learn to want, to cry for things.” But
these things cannot be said and are apt
to be misunderstood. Jotin had in his
heart a shrine set up to the goddess
Woman and there Mani had her throne.
It was hard for him to imagine that his
own fate was to be denied his share of the
wine of love poured out by that divinity.
Therefore the worship went on, the sacri
fice was offered and the expectation of a
boon never ceased.

Mashi imagined once more that Jotin
was sleeping, when he suddenly cried out,
“I know you thought that I was not
happy with Mani and therefore you were
angry with her. But, Mashi, happiness is
like those stars. They don't cover all the
darkness, there are gaps between. We
make mistakes in life and we misunder
stand, and yet there remain gaps through
which truth shines. I do not know whence
comes this gladness that fills my heart to
night.”
Mashi began gently to soothe Jotin's
brow, her tears unseen in the dark.
“I was thinking, Mashi, she's so young
how will she ºpy herself when I am—?”
“Young, Jotin 2 She's old enough. I too
was young when I lost the idol of my
life, only to find him in my heart for ever.
Was that any loss do you think? Besides,
is happiness so absolutely necessary 2”
“Mashi, it seems, as if just when Mani's
heart shows signs of awakening, I have
to—'' -

“Don't you worry about that, Jotin.
Isn't it enough if her heart awakes 2"
Suddenly Jotin recollected the words
of a village minstrel's song which he had
heard long before -

“Oh my heart / you woke not when the
man of my heart came to my door.
At the sound of his departing steps you
woke up.
Oh you woke up in the dark "'
“Mashi, what is the time now 2"
“About nine.”
“So early as that! Why, I thought it
must be at least two or three o'clock.
My midnight, you know, commences from
sundown. But why were you so anxious
for me to sleep, then 2"
“Why, you know, how late last night
you kept awake talking; so to-day you
must get to sleep early.”
“Is Mani asleep?”



MASH'ſ 379

“Oh, no, she's busy making some soup
for you.”
“You don't mean to say so, Mashi?
Does she--?” -

“Certainly Why, she prepares all your
diet, the busy little woman.”
“I thought perhaps Mani could not—”
“It doesn't take long for a woman to
learn such things. When the need arises
it comes of itself.”
“The fish soup, that I had in the morn
ing, had such a delicate flavour, I thought
it was your preparation.”
“Dear me, no ! Surely you don't think
Mani would let me do anything for you ?
You know she does all your washing her
self. She knows you can't bear anything
dirty about you. If only you could see
your sitting-room, how spick and span
she keeps it! If I were to let her haunt your
sick-room, she would wear herself out.
But that's what she really wants to do.”
“Is Mani's health, then—?'
“The Doctors think she should not be
allowed to visit the sick-room too often.
She's too tender-hearted.”
“But Mashi, how do you prevent her
from coming?”
“Because she obeys me so implicitly.
But still I have constantly to be giving her
news of you.” -

The stars glistened in the sky like tear
drops. Jotin bowed his head in gratitude
to his life that was about to depart, and
when Death extended his right hand
towards him through the darkness, he
took it in perfect trust.

Jotin sighed, and, with a slight gesture
of impatience, said:
“Mashi! If Mani is still awake, then,
could I—if only for a-?”
“Very well ! I'll go and call her.”
“I won't keep her long, only for five
minutes. I have something particular to
tell her.”

Mashi sighing, went out to call Mani.
Meanwhile Jotin's pulse began to beat
fast. He knew too well that he had never
been able to have an intimate talk with
Mani. The two instruments were tuned
differently and it was not easy to play them
in unison. Again and again Jotin had felt
angs of jealousy on hearing Mani chatter
ing and laughing merrily with her girl com
panions. Jotin blamed only himself-why

just go and see him

couldn't he talk irrelevant trifles as they
did 2 Not that he was unable to do so, for
with his men friends he often had to chat
on all sorts of trivialities. But the small talk
that suits men is not suitable for women.
You can hold a philosophical discourse in
monologue, ignoring your inattentive audi
ence altogether, but small talk requires the
co-operation of at least two. The bagpipes
can be played singly, but there must be a
air of cymbals. How often in the even
ings had Jotin, when sitting on the open
verandah with Mani, made some strained
attempts at conversation, only to feel the
thread snap. And the very silence of the
evening felt ashamed. Jotin was certain
that Mani longed to get away. He had
even wished earnestly that a third person
would come. For talking is easy with
three, when it is hard for two. -

He began to think what he should say
when Mani came. But such manufactured
talk would not satisfy him. Jotin felt afraid
that this five minutes of to-night would be
wasted. Yet, for him, there are but few
moments left for intimate talk.

3.

“What's this child, you're not going
anywhere, are you?". -

“Of course, I'm going to Sitarampur.”
“What do you mean 2 Who is going to
take you?”
“Anath.”
“Not to-day my child, some other day.”
“But the compartment has already
been reserved.” -

“What does that matter? That loss
can easily be borne: Go to-morrow, early
morning.”
“Mashi, I don't hold by your in
auspicious days. What harm if I do go
to-day 2" -

“Jótin wants to have a talk with you.'"
“All right! there's still some time. I'll

“But you mustn't say that you are
going.” -

“Very well, I won't tell him, but I shan't
be able to stay long. To-morrow is my
sister's annaprashan and I simply must
go to-day.” . . -

“Oh my child ! I beg you to listen to me
this once. Quiet your mind for a while and

si
t

b
y

him. TJon't le
t

him see your hurry.”
“What can I do? The train won't wait
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for me. Anath will be back in ten minutes.
I can sit by him till then.”
“No, that won't do. I shall never let
you go to him in that frame ofmind. Oh
you wretch! the man you are torturing is
soon to leave this world; but I warn you,
you shall have to remember this day till
the end of your days That there is a God!
there is a God you will some day under
stand '''
“Mashi! You mustn't curse me like
that.”
“Oh, my darling boy! My darling! Why
do you go on living longer ? There is no
end to this sin, yet I cannot check it!”

Mashi after delaying a little returned to
the sick-room, hoping by that time Jotin
would be asleep. But Jotin moved in his
bed when she entered. Mashi exclaimed :
“Just look what she has done!”
“What's happened 2 Hasn't Mani come 2
Why have you been so long, Mashi?”
“I found her weeping bitterly because
she had allowed the milk for your soup to
get burnt I tried to console her, saying,
‘Why there's more milk to be had ' But
that she could be so careless about the pre
paration of your soup made her wild.
With great trouble I managed to pacify her
and put her to bed. So I haven't brought
her to-day. Let her sleep it off.”
Though Jotin was pained when Mani
didn't come, yet he felt a certain amount
of relief. He had half eared that Mani's
bodily presence would do violence to his
heart's image of her. Such things had hap
pened before in his life. And the gladness
of the idea that Mani was miserable at
burning his milk filled his heart to over
flowing.
“Mashi '''

“What is it
,

Baba 2"

“I feel quite certain that my days are
drawing to a close. But I have no regrets.
I)on't grieve for me.”
“No dear, I won't grieve. I don't believe
that only life is good and not death.”
“Mashi . I tell you truly that death
seems sweet.”
Jotin, gazing a

t

the dark sky, felt that it

was Mani herself who was coming to him

in Death's guise. She has immortal youth
and the stars are flowers o

f blessing show
ered upon her dark tresses by the hand o

f

the World-Mother. It seemed as if once more
he had his first sight o
f

his bride under the

veil o
f

darkness.” The immense night be
came filled with the loving gaze of Mani's
dark eyes. Mani, the bride o

f

this house,
the wee little girl, became transformed into

a world-image, her throne o
n

the altar of

the stars at the confluence of life and death.
Jotin said to himself with clasped hands,
“At last the veil is raised, the covering is

rent in this deep darkness. Ah! beautiful
one, how often have you wrung my heart,
but no longer shall you forsake me!”

4.

“I'm suffering Mashi, but nothing like
you imagine. It seems to me as ifmy pain
were gradually separating itself from my
life. Like a laden boat it was so long
being towed behind, but the rope has snap

e
d and now it floats away with all mylid. Still I can see it, but it is no long

e
r mine, ...... But, Mashi, I've not seen Mani

even once for the last two days!”
“Jotin, let me give you another pillow.”
“It almost seems to me, Mashi, that
Mani also has left me like that laden boat

o
f sorrow which drifts away.” . .

“Just sip some pomegranate juice, dear!
Your throat must be getting dry.”

“I wrote my will yesterday ; did I show

it to you? I can't recollect.”
-

“There's no need to show it me, Jotin.”
“When mother died, I had nothing o

f

my own. You fed me and brought me up.
Therefore I was saying—.”
“Nonsense child! I had only this house
and a little property. You earned the
rest.”
“But this house
“That's nothing. Why you've added to

it so much that it's difficult to find out
where my house was '''

-

“I'm sure Mani's love for you is really—"
“Yes, yes! I know that Jotin. Now you
try to sleep.”
“Though I have bequeathed a

ll my pro
perty to Mani, it is practically yours,
Mashi. She will never disobey you.”
“Why are you worrying so much about
that, dear?”
“All I have, I owe to you. When you see
my will, don't think for a moment that—"
“What do you mean Jotin? Do you
think I shall mind for a moment because

2 ”

* The bride and the bridegroom see each other's face
for the first time a

t

the marriage ceremony under a

veil thrown over their heads.
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you give to Mani what belongs to you ?
Surely I'm not so mean as that?”
“But vou also will have—....;

here Jotin, I shall get angry with
you. You want to console me with
money!”
“Oh Mashi! How I wish I could give you
something better than money!”
“That you have done, Jotin —more than
enough. Haven't I had you to fill my
lonely house? I must have acquired that
great good fortune in many previous births!
You have given me so much that now,
ifmy destiny's due is exhausted, I shall not

**

complain. Yes, yes! Give away everything .
in Mani's name—your house, your money,
your carriage and your land—such
burdens are too heavy for me!”
“Of course I know you have lost your
taste for the enjoyments of life, but Mani
is so young, that—”
“No! you mustn't say that. If you
want to leave her your property, it is all
right, but as for enjoyment—”
“What harm if she does enjoy herself,
Mashi?”
“No, no, it will be impossible. Her
throat will become ºrch." and it will
be dust and ashes to her.”

Jotin remained silent. He could not
decide whether it was true or not, and
whether it was a matter of regret or other

Mashi, you're going too far—you ought to
let her see that I am dying, otherwise my
death will be a terrible shock to her.”
“Baba | Let me put this shawl over your
feet, they are getting cold.”
“No, Mashi ! I can't bear anything over
me like that.”
“Do you know, Jotin, Mani made this
shawl for you. When she ought to have
been asleep, she was busy at it

. It was
finished only yesterday.”
Jotin took the shawl and touched it

tenderly with his hands. It seemed to him
that the softness of the wool was Mani's
own. Her loving thoughts have been woven
night after night with its threads. It is not
made merely o

f wool, but also o
f

her touch.
Therefore, when Mashi drew that shawl
over his feet, it seemed as if

,

night after
night, Mani had been caressing his tired
limbs.

-

“But Mashi ! I thought Mani did"nt
know how to knit, at any rate she never
liked it.”
“It doesn't take long to learn a thing.
Of course I had to teach her. Then it

contains a good many mistakes.”
“Let there b

e mistakes ; we're not going
to send it to the Paris Exhibition. It will
keep my feet warm in spite o

f

its mistakes.”
Jotin's mind began to picture Mani at
her task, blundering and struggling and
yet patiently going on night after night.

wise, that the world would become dis-e How sweetly pathetic it was And again
tasteful to Mani for want of him. The
stars seemed to whisper in his heart:
“Indeed it is true. We have been
watching for thousands o

f years and
know that all these great preparations for
enjoyment are but vanity.”

Jotin sighed and said: “We cannot leave
behind u

s what is really worth giving.”
“It's no trifle you are giving, dearest.

I only pray she may have the power to

know the value ofwhat is given her.”
“Give me a little more o

f

that pomegra
mate juice. Mashi, I'm thirsty. Did Mani
come to me yesterday, I wonder ?”

“Yes she came, but you were asleep.
She sat by your head, fanning you for a

long time, and then went away to get your
clothes washed.” * , -

“How wonderful I believe I was
dreaming that very moment that Mani
was trying to enter my room. The door
was slightly open and she was pushing
against it
,

but it wouldn't open. But,

h
e went over the shawl with his caressing

fingers.
“Mashi! Is the doctor downstairs ?”
“Yes, he will stay here to-night.”
“But tell him it's useless for him to give
me a sleeping draught. It doesn't give me
real rest and only adds to my pain. Let
me remain properly awake. Do you know,
Mashi, that my wedding took place on the
night of the full moon in the month o

f

Baisakh 2 To-morrow will be that day, and
the stars o

f

that very night will be shining

in the sky. Mani perhaps has forgotten. I

want to remind her of it to-day; just call
her to me for a minute o

r two....Why do
you keep silent? I suppose the doctor has
told you I am so weak that any excite
ment will—but I tell you truly, Mashi, to
night if I can have only a few minutes'
talk with her there will be no need for any
sleeping draughts. Mashi, don't cry like
that! I am quite well, to-day my heart is

full a
s it has never been in my life before.

That's why I want to see Mani. No, no,
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Mashi! I can't bear to see you crying! You
have been so quiet all these last days, why
are you so troubled to-night?”
“Oh Jotin, I thought that I had
exhausted all my tears, but I find there
are plenty left. I can't bear it any longer.”
“Call Mani. I'll remind her of our wed
ding night so that to-morrow she may—”
“I’m going, dear. Shombhu will wait
at the door. If you want anything, call
him.”
Mashi went to Mani's bedroom and
sat down on the floor crying, “Oh come,
come once, you heartless wretch Keep his
last request who has given you his all !
Don't kill him who is already dying !”

Jotin hearing the sound of footsteps
started up, saying, “Mani !”
“I am Shombhu. Did you call me 2"
“Ask your mistress to come 2"
“Ask whom 7”
“Your mistress.”
“She has not yet returned. ”
“Returned 2 From where 2''
“From Sitarampur.”
“When did she go 2"
“Three days ago.”
For a moment Jotin felt numb all over
and his head began to swim. He slipped
down from the pillows, on which he was
reclining, and kicked off the woollen shawl
that was over his feet.

When Mashi came back after a long
time, Jotin didn't mention Mani's name
and Mashi thought he had forgotten all
about her.
Suddenly Jotin cried out, “Mashi, did I
tell you about the dream I had the other
night?”
“Which dream 2
“That in which Mani was pushing the
door and the door wouldn't open more
than an inch. She stood outside unable
to enter. Now I know that Mani has to
stand outside my door till the last.”

Mashi kept silent. She realised that
the heaven she had been building for Jotin
out of falsehood had toppled down at last.
When sorrow comes, it is best to acknow
ledge it.—When God strikes, it is no use
trying to dodge the blow.
“Mashi! The love I have got from you

will last through all my births. I have
filled this life with it to carry it with me.
In the next birth, I am sure you will be
born as my daughter, and I shall tend you
with all my love.”
“What are you saying, Jotin 7 Do you
mean to say I shall be born again as a
woman 2 Why can't you pray that I
should come to your arms as a son 2"
“No, no, not a son | You will come to
my house in that wonderful beauty which
you had when you were young. I can even.
imagine how I shall dress you.” -

“Don’t talk so much, Jotin, but try to
sleep.” -

“I shall name you ‘Lakshmi.’”
“But that is an old-fashioned name,
Jotin " -

“Yes, but you are my old-fashioned
Mashi. Come to my house again with
those beautiful old-fashioned manners.”
“I can't wish that I should come and
burden your home with the misfortune of
a girl-child !” -

“Mashi, you think me weak and are
wanting to save me all trouble.”
“My child, I am a woman, so I have my
weakness. Therefore I have tried all my
life to save you from all sorts of trouble,_
only to fail.”
“Mashi ! I have not had time in this
life to apply the lessons I have learnt. But
theyº keep for my next birth. I shall
show then what a man is able to do. I
have learnt how false it is to be always
looking after oneself.”
“Whatever you may say, darling, you
have never grasped anything for yourself,
but given everything to others.”
“Mashi, I can brag of one thing at any
rate. I have never been a tyrant in my
happiness, or tried to enforce my claims by
violence. Because lies could not content
me, I have had to wait long. Perhaps truth
will be kind to me at last.—Who is that
Mashi, who is that ?”
“Where? There's no one there, Jotin!”
“Mashi, just go and see in the other
room. I thought I—”
“No, dear! I don't see anybody.”
“But it seemed quite clear to me that—"
“No, Jotin it's nothing. So keep quiet!
The doctor is coming now.” 4.

“Look here, you mustn't stay near the
patient so much, you excite him. You go
to bed and my assistant will remain with
him.”
“No, Mashi! I can't let you go."



SATNAMIS AND SIKHS : 17th CENTURY 383

“All right, Baba " I will sit quietly in that
corner.” - :

“No, no! you must sit by my side. I
can't let go your hand, not till the very
end. I have been made by your hand and
only from your hand shall God take me.”
“All right, you can remain there. But
Jotin Babu, you must not talk to her. It's
time for you to take that medicine.”
“Time for my medicine 2 Humbug
The time for that is over. To give medicine
now is merely to deceive; besides I am not
afraid to die. Mashi ! Death is busy with
his physic, why do you add another
nuisance in the shape of a doctor P. Send
him away, send him away ! It is you alone
I need now ! No one else, none whatever !
No more falsehood '''

“I protest, as a doctor, this excitement

is doing you harm.” - - -

“Then go, doctor, don't excite me any
more l—Mashi, has h

e gone?...That's
good | Now come and take my head in

your lap.”
“All right dear !

sleep !”

Now Baba, try to
. If I sleep, I shall never awake.

“No, Mashi . Don't ask me to sleep.

I still need

to keep awake a little longer. Do'nt you
hear a sound 2 Somebody is coming.”

5.

“Jotin, dear, just open your eyes a little.
She has come. Look once and see '''

“Who has come 2 A dream 2"
“Not a dream, darling, Mani has come
with her father.”
“Who are you ?”

“Can't you see ? This is your Manil"
“Mani ? Has that door opened 2

"

“Yes, Baba, it is wide open.”
“No, Mashi / Not that shawl | Not that
shawl That shawl is a fraud "

“It is not a shawl, Jotin ' It is our
Mani, who has flung herself on your feet.
Put your hand on her head and bless her.
Don't cry like that, Mani There will beºugh for that. Keep quiet now for

a little.”

SATNAMIS AND SIKHS : 17th CENTURY

the forces of Government as marked
the reign o

f Aurangzib naturally pro
duced great discontent among the persecut
ed sect. Some frantic attempts were made
on the Emperor's life, but they were child
ish and ended in failure. The wandering
Hindu saint Uddhav Bairagi was imprison
ed in the police station “as a punishment
for his seduction of men to falsehood.” In
June 1669, two of his Rajput disciples
stabbed to death Qazi Abul Mukaram, by
way o

f revenge. Aurangzib put to death
not only the two murderers but also their
innocent spiritual guide.—(M. A

.

84.)
Early in 1669 a most formidable
popular rising took place in the Mathura
district. The Indian peasant, especially

in Agra, Mathura and Oudh, was a bad
tax-payer in Muslim times, and the collec
...tion o
f

revenue often required the use o
f

force. Akbar's wise regulations for giving
fixity to the State demand and protecting

S". open attacks on Hinduism by all the ryots from illegal exactions had disappeared with him. Under his successors, no
doubt, a revenue collector was removed
from his post when his oppression became
intolerable and the public outcry against
him repeatedly reached the Emperor's ears.
But such cases were exceptional. In the
Mathura district in particular, nothing
was done by Government to win the love
and willing obedience of the peasantry, but
rather a policy was followed which left
behind it a legacy of undying hatred.
For instance, we read how a local
faujdar named Murshid Quli Khan
Turkman (who died 1638) took advantage

o
f

his campaigns against refractory tenants
to gratify his lust. When the villagers
were defeated he seized all their most
beautiful women and placed them in his
harem. Another practice o

f

this licentious
officer is thus described in the Masir-ul
umara (iii, 422).
“On the birthday of Krishna, a vast
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great scientists, yet they are none the
less famous for their success as professors.
In France, in Russia, in America, in fact
in all enlightened parts of the world we
have abundant instances of such men.
Their success alone leaves no doubt about
the compatibility of teaching with research.
Even in India, at the very dawn of her
modern progress, we find a few such men
scattered here and there, who have already
formed centres of crystallisation of
original thought. In science, for instance, we
may mention Dr. P. C. Ray who having
struggled through enormous difficulties
and baffled in various attempts, has, by
dint of talent and perseverance, at last
succeeded in founding a school of chemistry
which has been aptly said to be “the
nursery from which the future chemists of
India pass into the world.” With a score
of pupils he has, in the course of the last
few years, given out to the world the
treasures of his original investigations in
no less than 140 papers. In spite of his
strenuous work in the laboratory he has

r * : - : t

taken upon himself the task of teaching
his pupils from the elementary to the
highest standard. The progeny of success
ful students for the last twenty years
bears testimony to the brilliant success
he has achieved in his capacity as a profes
sor. Also in history and literature we find
men like Professors Jadunath Sarkar, Maha
mahopadhyaya Satishchandra Bidyabhu
sana and Haraprasad Shastri who are as
well known in their professorial career as
in their original investigations.
Facts alone prove the truth and not
theories, however simple or plausible. The
truth which shines out through the mass
of facts observed by different races of men
in different countries cannot be gainsaid
when it is found not to suit a favourite
theory or a preconceived notion, since
teaching and research go hand in hand in
all the progressive countries of the world,
with some advantage instead of hindrance
to the professor, it is folly to raise the
absurd question of their antagonism.

INDIAN STUDENTS AND WESTERN TEACHERS.

* By SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORE

. (Translated from the Bengali)

recent disturbance between the Presi
dency College students and some of their
European professors. One reason is

,

that

it may appear unseemly to do so. Another
reason is

,

that where there is a tender
spot in the relation between students and
uropeans great care is needed about
touching it

.

But yet, it is impossible to

cover it u
p

altogether. Indeed, it has al
ready been uncovered, and the discussion is

going o
n

from mouth to mouth openly and

in whispers. When a festering wound has
accumulated poison, it cannot keep o

n con
taining it for ever. The wound breaks open

a
t

last. To blame this process of eruption

is to blame the whole scheme o
f things.

And Providence can very well take care o
f

itself in such matters.

I HAVE some
hesitation in discussing the Now that the evil, has come to light,

clearly judgment has to be given and pun
ishment to be apportioned. This is the
critical time. The affair, as it stands, is
hardly respectable. Therefore, for proprie
ty's sake, if there must b

e punish
ment for somebody o

r other, it is just
possible that it will take the line of least
resistance, choosing the weak for its visita
tion. When the mistress of the house feels
afraid o

f chastising her daughter-in-law,
she generally finds it convenient, infulfilling
her duty, to beat her own daughter. And
while the judges are active in their work
the Principal of a Mission College has al
ready sent to the authorities a scheme o

f

discipline for our students.
All this sounds reasonable, because
when students can combine to insult their
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Professors, it is not only an offence against
propriety, but also against nature. For
it is in human nature to feel respect
towards those from whom we receive
knowledge; , and when we see any perver
sion of this natural instinct, we feel
bound to correct it by artificial means.
But before we resort to any of these
methods, we should find out clearly, why
there should be any perversion of nature
at all. -

There have been, in the papers, some
expressions of grave disapprobation
concerning this last regrettable incident,
especially because of the tradition of
reverence which has existed in India from
time immemorial. But this very fact should
make tis all the more careful to find out
the true reason for the outbreak.
I cannot hold it to be true, that the
mental attitude of the Bengali student is
a kind of special creation, unique in the
region of psychology.

- -

Students, at the College stage, are
always in a state of transition. For the
first time in their lives, they have come
out of school discipline into freedom. And
this new freedom is not merely outward.
Their minds, also, have left the cage of
syntax, and spread their wings into the
open air of ideas. They have gained their
right to question, and their right to judge
for themselves,
This transition period of life is full of

sensitiveness. The least insult pierces to
the quick. On the other hand, the simplest
suggestion of love makes the heart glad.
This is the time, therefore, when the
influence of human contact is most power
ful, because this is the time when man is
moulded by man.
The truth of this has been acknowledged
everywhere. Therefore we have in our
scriptures the verse:
“When the son has attained his sixteenth
year, his father must treat him as a friend.”
A text like this implies, that at the
adolescent stage it is necessary for the
growth of life, that the son should know
his father as a man, and not as an engine
of discipline. -

This is the reason why, in all countries,
university students are raised to a level,
where they come nearer to their
teachers and have living contact with
them. This is the age when students,
having completed the rudiments of educa
tion, begin to assimilate humanity itself;

tº a O

and such a living process can never be gone
through, except with freedom and self.
respect.
Because such is the case, lads at this
particular age become almost hyper-sensi
tive about their dignity. As, when a young
child attains the age of mastication, its
teeth come through with an inflammatory
disturbance, so, when the time has arrived
for a lad to cut his wisdom teeth, his
sense of self-respect becomes almost pain
fully aggressive.
This, again, is the age when students
are apt to break out into unexpected
explosions. Whenever the relation between
the teacher and the student is natural,
these are allowed to pass by in the main
current of events, just as drift and refuse
are swiftly carried away in a flood tide,
but become objectionable if deliberately
dragged up to the surface in a net.
There is a law of Providence, which
brings even Bengali students to years of
discretion, when their inner faculties
blossom out in self-expression. They aspire
to attain the dignity of manhood, and
their soul is eager to worship greatness
wherever found. They are both self-assertive
and receptive of outward influences at the
same moment. . They need sympathy and
inspiration and a large atmosphere of life.
But to invent disciplinary grinding machi
nes for manufacturing lifeless pulp out of

#. human souls is a sacrilege against;OCl.
-

When the prisoner breaks some prison
rule, it hurts nobody to punish him severely,
because he is simply looked upon as a
criminal. No one takes the pains to
consider, whether such treatment hardens
his heart, because nobody views him from
the standpoint of a man. A gaoler, there
fore, exaggerates the least infringement of
the prison regulations and visits this upon
the prisoner. -

Again, the drill sergeant, who undertakes
the responsibility of drilling men into shape
by military methods, naturally looks upon
his recruits from a narrow and restricted
point of view. And, in consequence, he
makes his discipline felt upon them, in a
way which hardly takes into account that
they are human beings. -

But we cannot look upon students either
as prisoners, or as sepoys of an army corps.
We have to make them into full-grown
men, clearly recognising the fact that man's
nature is made up of delicate and living
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fibres. When a man suffers from head
ache, it does no earthly good to strike
his head with a hammer. To cure him, you
have to be very careful not to injure any
brain tissue.
There are men, even in these modern
times, who have entirely simplified the
science of pathology and have accoun
ted for all diseases by the theory of devil
possession. They, like this Principal of a
missionary college, want to drive away
the disease by beating and branding and
making unearthly yells. It is an admirable
method of driving away the disease, and
the best part of a patient's life with it

.

But this, o
f

course, is mere quackery.
Those who are skilled doctors do not look
upon disease as an isolated thing in one
art o

f

the body. They recognise the
intricacy and delicacy o

f

the whole human
system, and, while attempting to cure the
special ailment, they do not cut a

t

the root

o
f vitality itself.

So my suggestion, in the present trouble,

is this. Those teachers, whom nature has
marked out for gaolers, drill-sergeants,
and exorcists, should never b

e given the
special care of students. Only those are fi

t

for such work, who have a natural feeling o
f

respect even for the young in age and in

wisdom, who understand the Sanskrit
verse, “Forgiveness is the adornment o

f

the powerful”, and who have no hesitation

in accepting their students as their friends.
Jesus Christ has said, “Suffer the little
children to come unto me and forbid them
not, for of such is the kingdom o

f

heaven.”
Christ had respect for children in his
heart, because the suggestiveness o

f perfec
tion is in the child. When the adult becomes
hard in habits and opinions and in self.
conceit, he loses all that suggestiveness,
Then it becomes difficult for him to come
near to the Teacher.
The minds o

f

students are always ex
panding. The spirit of growth is ever
doing its work in the core o

f

their life
buds. The process o

f development has
not stopped in them. They still carry
about with them this suggestiveness o

f

perfection. For that reason, the true
teacher respects them, and suffers them to
come near to him in love. He forgives
them all their short-comings and patiently
helps to open out their minds towards
freedom and light. But those who, in their
pride o
f greater knowledge o
r

o
f

social o
r

racial position, are ready to insult the

student a
t every step, .will never receive

homage from them ; and so in despair they
will attempt in vain to extort obedience
and reverence b

y

the help o
f stringent

regulations and official myrmidons.
Those who want to bind students hand
and foot in the meshes of their disciplinary
rules should understand that they are
doing the greatest harm to the teachers
themselves. For there are very few men in

this world, who can keep straight in the
path o

f duty simply b
y

the help o
f

their
own inner ideal. Most people are preserved
from going astray b

y

pressure from the
outside. They cannot betray themselves
into doing wrong, because o

f

their respon
sibility to the people with whom they have

to deal. Therefore, wherever there is

slavery, it is degrading to the masters.
Where Sudras are Sudras indeed, there the
Brahmans deteriorate.
But it may b

e asked, whether teachers
should put u

p

with every form o
f

students
wildnesses. My answer would b

e that stu
dents will not g

o

wild. They will ast with
respect, if they themselves get their due res.
pect from the teachers. But, if the students
own race o

r religion is insulted by the
teacher, if the students know that for them
selves there is n

o
chance o
f justice, and for

professors o
f

their own nationality no fair
treatment, then they are bound to break
out into impatience; and, indeed, it would

b
e
a thousand pities if they did not.
But the professors have a reasonable
argument o
n their side. . -
india, for Europeans, is a land o
f exile;
The climate is depressing. The food and
drink which they take, in the hot weather,
are often too exciting. Our complexion,
religion, language, and habits, are most
annoyingly different from theirs. . Over and
above that, every European teacher carries
about with him on his person the emblems

o
f sovereign power, and so the throne

takes the place o
f

the guru's seat. For
that same reason, , the European pro
fessor does not look upon his vocation
simply a

s

that o
f

a teacher. He feels
himself also to be a king o

f

the country.
He is a European and a Professor o

f

a
n Imperial Service to boot-a fragment

o
f royalty. Often, also, he suffers from the

conviction that he has come out to do u
s

good.' In such circumstances, he may not
always feel the necessity o

f controlling his
tongue, o

r

his temper. Therefore it may

b
e

the case, that we should not ask
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how he ought to behave towards the
students, but rather how the students,
by the agency of a strict scheme of dis
cipline, should train themselves to put up
with his want of good taste.
Let us, then, frankly acknowledge the
natural difficulties of a European pro
fessor in dealing with Bengali students.
We sometimes quote the instance of the
relations of Oxford and Cambridge Dons
with their undergraduates. But the
cases are not parallel. There, the relation
ship is natural. Here, it is not. So it
appears as if this vacuum in nature has to
be filled up with brickbats of ‘discipline.'
It is this fact that has made our own
problem so difficult for us. This is the
reason why the prudent men of our com
munity advise their sons to be content
with passing examinations, and never to
bother their heads about their privileges as
Inen.
It is sound advice. Only unfortunately,
it does not answer. Human nature is not
built upon the hard foundation of prudence.
It has to grow, and therefore is always
immature. It tolerates all artificial res
trictions up to a certain point. Then sud
denly all barriers burst, and the irrepres
sible life manifests itself when we least
expect it.
If we recognise nature only on our own
side, and defy it in the student, then, for
some length of time this one-sided arrange
ment may pass muster. But at last, all of
a sudden, we discover that it has become
obsolete. At that, our indignation knows
no bounds. The very sign of life becomes a
crime, because it has been so silent all the
while. And so the punishment far tran
scends its normal measure. Then the
whole affair becomes so complicated that
even the panchayat Commission may be
come unable to find its way through the
jungle, and feel compelled to use axes and
hammers, and fires and steam-rollers, in
order to blaze a path.
We have long ago grown accustomed to
being reminded that the kingdom of heaven,
specially reserved for our Bengali students,
is the opium-eaters' heaven, the passage
to which is cheap, an i the path safe and
peaceful. We have been informed that our
students have friends, who are willing to
take any amount of trouble to ferry them
over to this inertness of illimitable subser
vience, relieving them, at the outset, of
such inconvenient baggage as the living

soul. If their scheme could work for good,
I should have nothing to say against it.

But it is doomed to failure. And it has
failed in our case, because our education
was not merely a

t

the hands o
f College

Principals, o
r

those who are overburdened
with the benevolent task of doing us good.
We have been taking our lessons from Eng
land itself, and the time has been more
than a century long. Those lessons have not
been altogether lost upon us. They have
quickened our life, and life has its claims
which cannot be ignored.

I well remember, when I was a boy, how

I had to learn the English synonyms o
f

English words. I was made to get by
heart the meaning o

f

the pronoun I. _ It

was given thus, “Myself-I by myself I, T

the first personal pronoun.” It took
me some time to learn this definition,
and it has taken India a considerable
time also. Now, when we have almost
succee led in learning it by heart, our
present schoolmaster comes and threat
ens to cross out that word “myself
with black ink and rub it out altogether
with rubber-yes, with India rubber.
Our school-master is now teaching us

in this way – -

“The meaning o
f

the English pronoun

‘I
'

has to be different in your country from
that of ours.” -

But if we took nearly two centuries to

get our first lesson b
y

heart, surely it will
take at least double that time to forget

it
.

Because that magic charm o
f

the
English 'I' is very potent. If our guru had
not whispered it into our ears from the
beginning, no great harm might have
een done. But now, it has passed through
the portals of our ears into life itself, and
you can only tear it out by pulling up
the very roots o

f

life. And life is very
tough after all. -

So long a
s England keeps its touch

with India, she will never b
e able to for

swear her own nature. The best that she
has, she must impart to us, willingly, o

r

unwillingly. This is God's will,—whether

it accords with the will of the Mission
College authorities, o

r

not.
Therefore, our students will never be
satisfied with merely scraps o

f

lecture
notes and logic and grammar. They will
stand out for their own life o

f self-respect.
They will never take themselves to be

mere puppets, o
r allow themselves to be

unjustly coerced into submission. This



420 THE MODERN REVIEW FOR APRIL, 1916

attitude of mind has become a fact to-day.
It is possible to treat it as a delusion : it
is possible to abuse it : but it is impossible
to ignore it

. By striking a blow a
t it
,

you
only give it an opportunity o

f proving
itself all the more true.

If the discussion about the Presidency
College were merely some local affair, and
nothing more, I should not take the trouble

to write about it
.

But there is a large
question intimately connected with it

,

and I should b
e wanting in my duty to my

country and to the government if I remain
ed silent.

. Man's history, unfolds itself differently

in different countries. India has a history

o
f

its own, and we can trace out, how from
the very beginning that history has been
confined to no particular race or civilisa
tion. Dravidian culture is as truly a part

o
f us, as Aryan. Our country belongs to

the Hindu as much a
s

to the Müsalman, and

to the Musalman a
s

well a
s

the Hindu.
This is why history in India, with its col
lision o

f

different forces, like gaseous
bodies, has been hitherto so nebulous.
There is agitation of different elements:
there are explosions and upheavals: but
there has been n

o

fixed and definite shape.
No single voice o

f

one clear outstanding
identity has come out o

f

this pervasive
vagueness as yet.

. When the crystal is in a liquid state, it

is amorphous. And our history has been
like that for ages. At last, from the west
ern shores o

f

the world, came a shock
which ran through this liquid mass from
one end to the other. Now we feel an all
penetrating impetus running through its
atoms. It is the movement which precedes
the crystalising act.
All this proves my contention, that
Indian history is the history of the Aryans,
the Dravidians, the Muhammadans,—and

o
f

the Englishmen a
s well. We have to see

that al
l

its component parts are welded to
gether into one organic whole. To desire to

get rid o
f any one o
f

these parts, is beyond
our power. We have not been able to leave
out the Musalmans, and we shall not be
able to leave out the English. This is not
simply owing to our want o

f physical
power, but because it is in the constitution

o
f things. Our history belongs to no one

race. It represents a fusion of forces.
The historical purpose, which is being
formed by the combination o
f

various races
and ages and civilisations, we must accept.

We must make our own conscious purpose

in harmony with it
.

We must keep ever in
mind, that our country is not England nor
Italy, nor America, but India. The history
of other countries would never fit ours.
The difference lies a

t

the very root. Those
other countries had some sort o

f unity to
build their history upon. We had to deal
with diversity from the very beginning.
History, in other countries, is naturally
concerned with rejecting whatever is alien.
The history o

f India is naturally concerned
with assimilating all that has come from
the outside.
So long, then, as the English element
remains entirely alien and external, India
will suffer. So long as Government is

something extraneous and mechanical and
un-natural, the Pax Britannica will give us
an absence of war, but not a fulness of life.
That is to say, the English will not be in

union with the creative genius that is

moulding India to its own purpose. The
English will be, rather, like a mere labour

e
r carrying materials o
f

all kinds and
heaping them up in heaps. This latter is

what an English poet has described as “the
white man's burden.’
But is it going to remain a burden
for ever ? Should ºthere be no joy o

t

creation ? It is the Creator Himself
who has called the West to India. If

the English cannot partake in His crea
tive work, then the hot desert path o

f

the ‘land o
f regrets' will be strewn with

their graves, and yet they will have to bear
the burden to the end, unrelieved. If they
do not contribute their life to Indian
history; if
,

instead, their work in

India becomes a mere matter o
f duty and
routine; then they will make the divine
spirit of our Motherland suffer, and they
will suffer themselves.
Therefore, the problem o

f history in

India is not to throw off England, but to

make England's relation to ourselves living
and natural.
Up till now, Hindus, Muhammadans
and other races in India have been uncons
ciously shaping the destiny o

f our country.
But since the arrival o

f

the English we have
become conscious o

f

the part we are to

play, and our own will is now about to

take its share in the moulding process.
The two wills may clash. There is the
danger o

f

conflict between them. But those

o
f us, who know the great purpose of our

own history, can remain undisturbed. In
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all these conflicts of wills we must have
faith, and try our best to bring harmony
out of the very throes of division.
We want Englishmen ; otherwise
Indian History will remain incomplete, its
purpose unfulfilled. And because we want
Englishmen, we must have entrance into
their hearts, not merely to their office
r00111S.

But if we allow Englishmen to go on
despising us and treating us with contempt,
then we shall never win their hearts. We
must claim respect from them. And, at
such a time as this, we shall not turn the
other cheek when struck by the Principa
of a Mission College. -

Where, then, can the relation between
the English and the Indians be absolutely
simple and natural 2 Not in the trade .
markets; not in the political arena.
The best place is in the Universities,
where knowledge is imparted. For ideas
unfold hearts. And when hearts are open,
then comes the best opportunity for reach
ing them.
This great opportunity of closer inti
macy existed in our own University. Here
the Englishman could find a seat waiting
for him that was greater than a throne.
It is when we see such opportunities
wasted, that we feel a pang of regret.
That, this loss has been brought about
by the students only, I, for one, cannot
believe. I know our students intimately.
They differ from Western undergraduates in
this, that they are eager to worship their
teacher and their hearts are extremely easy
to win. -

This was the reason why I always
wanted to have some English teachers for
my own school at Bolpur. Years ago, I
had one, an Englishman, who had grown
sour in the atmosphere of India, and
accumulated a superfluity of spleen. He
used to revile the boys about their nationa
lity. He could not but hold them respon
sible for having been born of Bengali
parents. And though the boys were
quite young; they struck, and would not
go to his class. Even the headmaster's
orders proved ineffective to bring, them
back. Then I was compelled to step in and
relieve “the white man's burden.’
But I never gave up hope, and my

expectation has been fulfilled. My Ashram
has become sacred by the communion of
Hºnglish teachers and Indian boys. This
sacred union, for which God has been

waiting in India for so long, has put forth
one little flower in one corner of India's
vast expanse. The two English teachers
who have come to me, not for preaching
their own religion, nor for raising the
fallen, have no presumptuous thought that
they had their birth in this world to ‘civilise
the barbarian.' But they, like their Master,
have spread their arms to the children,
saying,'Suffer the children to come,'—though
they are Bengali children. And the
children did not hesitate for a moment to
draw near, though they were Englishmen.
This I can say truly, the pure relation of
love, which has been established between
these boys and their English teachers,
shall abide. And these boys will not enter
upon life with their hearts filled with the
poison of hatred against the English.
That first English teacher, who had
come to me, was a very efficient and expe
rienced teacher. If he had continued in my
school, the boys might have acquired per
fect English pronunciation and grammar.
That might have tempted me to compel the
boys by punishments to come to his class,
and I might perhaps have persuaded my
self to believe, that, however unjust and
rude he might be, it was the duty of the
children to submit in silence. Possibly, for
some days, they would have felt miserable,
and then, what is worse, after a time they
would have grown callous and indifferent,
—while their English accent would have
been growing more and more perfect. But
these little children, have they not God on
their side 2 Are we called upon to take the
part of Providence in their lives, just be
cause our hair has grown gray P Could I
hope to meet God's judgment, on the
strength of a perfect English accent 2
The real reason why the relation bet
ween European Professors and Indian stu
dents has become so difficult was revealed
to me one day in England, when I was
travelling in a railway carriage. My
fellow-traveller, an Englishman, was at
first favourably attracted by my appear
ance, so much so that he thought, and
took the thought with equanimity,+that I
had come to England to preach some better
religion. Suddenly he felt curiosity to ask
me, from what part of India I had come.
And when he was informed by me, that I
came from Bengal, it seemed to give him a
great shock. Then his vocabulary showed
an amazing richness in its terms of vilifica
tion of the whole Bengali people,
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When, for some reason or other, we
happen to get a dislike for some race of
people other than our own, then every per
son belonging to that race becomes to us a
mere abstraction. To my fellow-passenger
I lost my personality, directly he heard
that I was a Bengali. After that infor
mation I became merely an objectionable
quality. And with a mere emblem of an
abstract quality there is no need to pre
serve even ordinary politeness.
There was a time when Englishmen did
not like the Russians. Then the Russian
became a mere adjective to the Englishman,
the symbol of something objectionable.
But, now, in the English newspapers we
hear nothing but praise of the Russians.
The fact is that, directly you remove a
man from the category of the adjective
to the category of the noun, then at once
all his human qualities become evident
and obstacles to natural treatment are
removed.

-

Because the Bengalis have become a
mere adjective to the Englishman, signify
ing dislike, it has become difficult for the
latter to feel our reality. I had hoped
that Bengali youths might have been
taken as volunteers to serve in this present
war. If we could sacrifice our lives, so
I thought, in the same cause with the
English soldiers, we should at once become
real to them, and claim fairness at their
hands ever after.
But that opportunity has been refused,
and we still remain behind the screen of
vagueness. And man suspects vagueness.
In Bengal, I do not know a single in
dividual Bengali, who is not labouring under
this suspicion in some form or another at
the hands of the higher authorities. In this
twilight of suspicion the shadows seem
to take the semblance of substance and
the substance that of shadows, and mis
understandings multiply fast and frequent.
But can this darkness be removed by
raising dust with more and more punish
ment? Is not light needed more than any
thing else, the light of love, the light of
sympathy, to see each other's faces and
understand 2 Is not this the proper
time, when it behoves all Principals
of Christian Colleges to remember

the life and teaching of their Master 2
And is not ‘charity' described to us as the
‘greatest thing in the world’ ” The shadows
ofmisunderstanding, which distort truth,
can only be removed by those who are
above us in position. Only the sun can
dispel the mist. Those who advise the
higher powers to hurl thunder from
the skies when rain is needed, are not only
showing a lack of generosity, but also giv
ing evidence of cowardice. Because most of
the tyrannies of this world are the outcome
of fear.
In conclusion, I entreat those in authori
ty to bear this in mind, that we could
have hoped that the Young Bengal of to
day might have carried reverence and love
for 1 nglishmen into the world from
- those universities where they had come in
touch with their English professors. This
would have surely happened if

,

as gurus,
these teachers had been able to win
their hearts when their hearts were fully
susceptible to love. But, on the contrary,

if this relation between teacher and student
be founded on fear and hate and punish
ment, then the poison o

f

the disease will be

driven from the blood into the very vitals.
Distrust o

f all Englishmen will be transform.

e
d into an instinct from one generation to

another.
That this will hinder the work o

f

good government is trifling, compared
with the evil that will arise by the in
terruption o
f

free intercourse between the
two peoples. For this will deprive u
s
o
f

the best gifts we might have received from
the West. When the act o
f giving is accom.
panied with respect, the act of receiving
with respect becomes possible also. But
when the prisoner sits down to eat with
his handcuffs on, it is difficult to persuade
him that he is an honoured guest at a

festival. And this festival o
f knowledge is

a feast o
f joy. But those who are for

ordering iron hand-cuffs for their guests
will to-morrow flatter themselves on their
own righteous conduct, and complain that
after all their efforts, they have not been
able to win the gratitude o

f

these youths,
while deep down in their heart o

f

hearts,
they are more and more, each day, uttering
the prayer, ‘Father, do not forgive them.'
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which was as follows:– “That this meeting wishes
to place on record its feeling of profound sorrow,
great regret and heavy loss at the death of one of its
distinguished Vice-Presidents, Mrs. Jamnabai N. B.
Sakkai. The deceased was connected with the Society
from its very beginning upto the time of her death and
during that period not only rendered disinterested,
self-sacrificing, exemplary and invaluable services to
the Society, but also freely helped it with her purse.
Her life-long work was to relieve distress and uplift
the women of India and in her they have lost a
sincere friend and a staunch supporter.” The Jain
Community has also passed a resolution of condo
lence, in appreciation of Mrs. Sakkai's services in
furthering the progress of education among the
women of the Jain community and resolved to keep
an enlargement of Mrs. Sakkai's photograph in the
Jain Ladies' Institution. The deceased was connected
not only with these institutions but also with
several others. All these she helped both by her
personal labours and the free use of her purse. Mrs.
Sakkai throughout her life remained a staunch
Hindoo and did her utmost in all possible ways to
help forward the cause of ideal womanhood in India.
Her exemplary character, her public spirit and her
numerous but unostentatious deeds of charity proved

a potent force in furthering the cause of the eman
cipation of Indian women in general and Hindoo
women in particular, Mrs. Sakkai, unlike many
Hindoo widows and in enlightened response to her
husband's last desire, .# an active part in the
philanthropic and other public activities of our city.
Buty was Mrs. Sakkai's watch word and she dis
charged the same with fearless devotion but without
courting public applause. She was a familiar figure
on many a platform in Bombay. By her death our
city and our country has lost a remarkable Hindu
lady. Her nobility was shown by her many good
deeds and is further demonstrated by the way in
which she has bequeathed a portion. of her wealth
by her last will and testament. The discriminating
and broad-minded spirit in which Mrs. Sakkai has
distributed a sum of Rs. 18,000 for various deserving
philanthropic institutions of our country shows in an .
unmistakable manner Mrs. Sakkai's catholic outlook
on life.

Mrs. Sakkai's noble, unselfish and
strenuous life ought to be a source of
inspiration to Indian women all over the

country. In Bengal and other parts of
the country particularly, where Hindu
orthodoxy is wrongly held to be synony.
mous, among other things, with the im
murement of women within the four walls
of the Zenana and where the Hindu ideal
of womanhood is supposed to require that
woman should do nothing more than
cooking, sweeping, scrubbing and nursing
in her home (which are certainly not
derogatory), the activities of Mrs. Sakkai
should be widely known. When her
biography is published, we hope her rela
tives, friends and admirers will get it
translated into Hindi and Bengali...
Raising of College Fees in the Central

Provinces.
* . By a Government order College fees
have been raised in the Central Provinces.
It is well-known that owing to the steadily
rising high prices of the necessaries of life.
the cost of living has enormously increas.
ed, without a corresponding increase
in the incomes of the people. Educa.
tion has not made sufficient progress
in any part of India, certainly not in the
Central Provinces. Government ought to
make it easier for people to educate their
sons and daughters. But we find instead
a contrary policy adopted. British offi.
cials in India seem to think that it is like
an incontrovertible and invariable law of
nature that education ought to be paid for
adequately by its recipients. They wil.
fully ignore the fact that elementary
education is free in almost all civilized
countries, that secondary education, too,
is free in many, and that even university
education is free in the State Universities
of the United States of America, and pro.
bably somewhere else too.

A PRAYER
Keep me at your door ever attending to your wishes,
and le

t

me g
o

about in your kingdom accepting your call.
Let me not sink in the depth of languor,
Let not my life be worn to tatters by penury of waste,
Let not doubts encompass me, the dust of distractions,
Let me not pursue many paths to gather many things,
Let me not bend my heart to the yoke o
f

the many,
Let me hold my head high in the fearless pride of being your servant.

f RABINDRANATH TAGoRE.
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THE NATION

BY SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORE .

T

men

HE peoples are living beings having but when actuated by greed and hatred
their distinct personalities . But na they crowd away into a corner the living
tions are mere organizations of man who creates . Then the harmony

power . And therefore their inner aspects is lost and the people's history runs at a
and outward expressions are monotonous breakneck speed towards fatal catastrophe .
ly the same everywhere . Their differences Humanity , where it is living, is guided
are merely the differences in degree of effi by inner ideals , but where it is a dead
ciency. organisation , it becomes impervious to
In the modern world the fight is going them . Its building process
on between the living spirit of the people external process and it

s

response to the
and the methods o

f

nation -organising . It inner moral guidance has to pass through

is like the struggle that began in Central obstacles that are gross and non -plastic .

Asia between man's cultivated area o
f

Man a
s a person has his individuality ,

habitation and the continual encroach which is the field where his spirit has its
ment o

f

desert sands , till the human region freedom to express itself and to grow .

o
f

lif
e

and beauty was choked out o
f

exis Man a
s the professional carries a rigid

tence . When the spread o
f higher ideals crust around him which has very little

o
f humanity is not held to be important , variation and hardly any elasticity .

the hardening method o
f

national efficien This professionalism is the region where

cy gains in strength , and a
t

least for some specialise their knowledge and
limited period of time it proudly proves organise their power , where they
itself to be the fittest to survive . mercilessly elbow each other in their

· But it is the survival of that part of struggle to come in front . Professiona
man which is the least living . And this lism is necessary without doubt , but it

is the reason why dead monotony is the must not be allowed to exceed its healthy
siga o

f

the spread o
f

the nation . The limits , to assume complete mastery over
modern towns which present the physiog the personal man , making him narrow
nomy o

f

this dominance o
f

the nation are and hard , exclusively intent upon pursuit
everywhere the same from San Francisco o

f

success a
t

the cost of his faith in ideals .

to London , from London to Tokyo ;-they In ancient India professions were kept
show no faces but merely masks . within limits b

y

social regulation . They
The peoples being living personalities were considered primarily as social neces
must have their self -expression and this sities and secondarily a

s

the means o
f

leads to creations . These creations are livelihood for the individuals , -thus man
literature , art , social symbolism and cere being free from the constant urging of un

monials . They are like different dishes in bounded competition could have leisure to

one common feast adding richness to our cultivate the completeness of his nature .

enjoyment and understanding o
f truth . The idea o
f the nation is the profession

They are making the world of man fertile alism o
f

the people , which is becoming

o
f life and variedly beautiful , their greatest danger , because it is bring

But the nations do not create , theymere ing them enormous success , making them

ly produce and destroy . Organizations impatient o
f

the claims o
f higher ideals .

fo
r

production are necessary , even the The greater the amount of success the
organisations for destruction may be so ; stronger are the conflicts o

f

interest and
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jealousy aud hatred which it arouses 
in nen's minds and thereto makes it more 
and more necessary for fiving peoples to 
Stiffen into nations. Because with the 
growth of nationalism man has become 
the greatest menace to man, therefore the 
contiauul presence of panic goads that 
very nationaUsm into ever-increasing 
menace. 

Crowd psychology is a blind force. 
iUke steam and other physical forces it 
canbeutiEsed for creating a tremendous 
amount of power. And therefore rulers of 
men who out of grcc'd and fear are bent upon 
turning their iieoples into machines of 
powertry to train this crowd psychology 
Ibr their special pniposes. They hold it to 
be their duty to foster in tte popular 
minds universal panic and unreasomng 
pride of their races and hatred of the 

.others. Newspapers, school-books and 
even religious services are made use of for 
this olgect, and those who have the 
courage to ciqiress their disapprobation 
of this impious cult of blindness are punish¬ 
ed in the Jaw^rourts or socially ostracised. 
The individual thinks even when he feels, 
but the same individual when he fixis 
■with the crowd does not reason and his 
moral sense becomes blurred. This sup- 
pression of higher humanity in crowd 
minds is productive of enormous strength. 
For the crowd mind is essentially pnmi- 
tive, its forces arc elemental and therefore 
the nation is ever watchful in tnlting 
advantage of this enormous power of 
darkness. 

The instinct of self-preservation of a 
people has to be made the dominant one 
at particular times of its crises. Then, for 
the time bring, the consciousness of its 
solidarity becomes aggressively wide¬ 
awake. But in the Nation this hypcrcon- 
scionsness is kept alive for all time by all 
kinds of axt'ficial means. A man has to 
act the part of a policeman when he finds 
his house invaded by burglars. But if 
that remains his normal condifion 
his consciousness of his household be¬ 
comes acute, making him fly at every 
stranger pasring near his honse. This 
intensity of self-consrionsness is nothing 
rrfwhicha man can feel proud, certainly 
itiauot he,'ilthful. In like manner inces- 
nut sritcrasrionsness of a nation is highly 
fiyurioup^ the people. It serves its" tnune- 
'.^tepwdrase but at the cost of the eter- 
,iajpan.j 

When a whole bo(^ of men train them* 
selves for a particnlar narrow purpose 
then it becomes its interest to Veep up 
that purpose and preach absolute loyalty 
to it. Nationalism is the training of a 
whole people for a narrow ideal and when 
it gets hold of their minds it is sure to 
lead them to moral degeneracy- and in¬ 
tellectual blindness. We cannot but hold 
firm the faith that this age of nationa- 
l^m, of gigantic vanity and selfishness is. 
only a passing phase m civilisation and’ 
those who are making permanent arrange-. 
meats for accommodating this temporary 
mood of history will be nnable to fit them¬ 
selves for the coming age of the true spirit 
of freedom. 

With the unchecked growth of nationa¬ 
lism the moral foundation of man’s civi¬ 
lisation isuncouscionsly undergoing change. 
The ideal'of the social man is unselfishness, 
but the ideal of the nation, like that of the 
professional man, is selfishness. This is 
why selfishness in the individual is condem¬ 
ned, while in the nation it is extolled. 
This leads to a hopeless moral blindness 
confusing the religion of the pople with 
the rclii^on of the nation. Therefore we 
find men feeling convinced of the superior 
claims of Christianity, because Christian 
nations are in possession of the greater 
part of the world. It is like supporting a 
robber’s religion by quoting the amount 
of his stolen property. Nations celebrate 
their successful massacre of men in their 
churches. They forget that Thugs also 
ascribed tbeir success in manslan^ter to 
the favour of their goddess. But in the 
case of the latter their goddess frankly re¬ 
presented the principle of destmetion. It 
was the criminal tribe’s own mutderons 
instinct deified; the instinct, not of one indi¬ 
vidual, but of the whole community, there¬ 
fore held sacred. In the same manner, in 
modern churches selfishness, hatred and 
vanity in their collected aspect of national 
instincts do not scruple to share the hom¬ 
age paid to God. 

Cm course, pursuit of self-interest need 
not be wholly selfish, it can even be in har¬ 
mony with ue interest of all. ‘ Therefore, 
ideally speaking, the nationaUsm^ wUch 
stands for this expression oi thesrif-intereat 
of a people need not be ashamed of itself. 
But what weseein practiceisthat every na¬ 
tion who hasprosperedhasdoneso through 
its career or eggresrive srifishneas ritfimr 
in eonsmetrial adventures or in fbrrign 



W MATfOtt ft 

possessions or in both. And his mAtetial 
f^perity not only feeds the selfish ins¬ 
tincts of the people continnally, bnt im¬ 
presses men's minds with the lesson that 
for a nation selfishness is a necessity and 
therefore ^ a virtue. It is the emphasis 
upon the idea of the Nationerergrowingin 
strength in Europe which is becoming the 
greatest danger to man both in its direct 
activity and its power of infection. 

We must admit that evils there are jp 
\}iuman nature and they come out in spite 
of our faith in moral laws and training in 
self-control. But they carry on their fore¬ 
heads their own brand of infamy, their 
very success adding to their monstrosity. 
Tterefore all through man's history there 
will be some who will sufier and others 
who will cause sufiering. The conquest 
of evil will never be a mlly accomplished 
fact but a continuous process in our civili¬ 
sation like the process of burning in a 
flame. 

Creation is the harmony between the 
eternal ideal of perfection and the infinite 
continuity of its realisation. So long as 
the positive ideal of goodness keeps pace 
with the negative incompleteness oi attain¬ 
ment, so long as there is no absolute sepa¬ 
ration between them, we need not be 
afraid of sufiering and loss. 

Therefore in former ages when some 
particular people became turbulent and 
tried to rob others of their human rights, 
they sometimes achieved success and some¬ 
times failed. And it amounted to 
nothing more than that. But when tlus 
idea of the Nation, whidi has met with 
universal acceptance in the present day, 
tries to pass ofi the cult of selfishness as a 
moral duty simply because that selfishnessip 
mgantic in stature, then it not only commits 
depredations but attacks the very vitals 
of humanity. It unconsciously generates 
in peoples’ minds an attitude of defiance 
against moral law. For they are taught 
by reputed devices the lesson that the 
Imtion is greater than the people and yet 
this Nation scatters to the winds tte moral 
law that the people have held as sacred. 

It has been said that a disease becomes 
most acutely critical when the brain is 
affiKted. For it is the brain which is 
constant^ dirteting the siege against all 
disease forces. The spirit of national 
ael&hness is that bnun disease of a people 
which, for the time faeii^ sho|M itsdf in 
ted ejes aoddenebed Mts, iavtoileiKe of 

talk and mcfemeiits, all the v^ile shatter, 
ing its natural system of faealiagi It is 
the power of fettsacrifioe, the moral fitcnlty 
of sympathy and co-operation, which is the 
guiding spirit of sO^l vitaUty. Its 
runction ia to maintain AOMefiDent relation 
of harmony with its snrronodUqrs. But 
when it begins to ignofe tiw moral Uw 
which is unmrsal amlusrsit otilywithin 
the bounds of its narrow irphere, than its 
strength becomes like the atrengtil 
madness hurting itself in the end. 

What is worse, this moral absitation i 
ofpeoples, decked with-the showy title pi 
patriotism, proudly walks abroad POMuxitt ' 
itself off as high moral infioence. Thai » 
has spread its inflammatory contagion aA ' 
over the world ptodaiming im fhret 
flush to be the best sign of health. It is 
causing in the hearts of tim peppKI, 
naturally inofifensive, a feeling of Sotvy at 
not having their temperatnre as Utehaa«; 
their delirious neighbours, and not being i 
able to cause as much mistfeief as thuae 
others do, but merely having to sufier it. 

I have often been asked by my westm 
friends how tb cope with this evil which 
has attained such smister strei^fa and 
dimension. In fact I have ofnm been 
blamed for merely giving warning bttft 
ofiering no alternative. When we snfier 
as a result of a particular ayntem we 
believe that some other system would 
bring us better luck. We are apt to forget 
that all systems prodnee etil sooner or 
later when the psycholoCT which is at tile 
root of them is wrong. The system which 
is national to-day may assume thesheqie 
of the international to-morrow, but so long 
as men have not forsaken their idolatry of 
primitive instincts and collective passions 
the new system will become a new instru¬ 
ment of suffering, or, at best, will become 
inefifectual. And because we are trained 
to confound cfiicient system with moral 
goodness itself, every rumed system makes 
ns distrustful of moral law. 

Therefore I do not put my faith in aaj 
new insntutioa but in individuals all over 
the world, who must think clearly, feel 
nobly and act rightly, thus becoming the 
channels of moral truth. Our moral 
ideals do not work with chisels and 
hammers but like trees spread tbeir roots* 
in the soil and branches in the sky with, 
ont conwdting architects for their plans. 

This is the reason why, whelal met in 
Japan a young idealist from Fran^,! be^fwnC 



4 tflB MODERN REVIEW POK JULl? 1917 

tuunmd in oiy about the advent of face beamia|[ with the light of the new 
» hSffbw era of civilisation. When giant dawn, his voice vibrating with the mMKjge 
forcet of destruction were holding their of new life, and felt that the • grew To- 
ondes in Europe I saw this solitary young morrow has already cofM, though not 
Preoebman, unknown to fame, with his registered in the calendar of statesmen. 

LEITERS 

EXTRaCtS PROM OU> LETTERS OP R&OINDRaKATH TaGORE 

(Specially translated for the Modern Review.) 

(lUnghUrevnvtd) 

m 
Cuttack, 

February: 1893. Till we can achieve something, let us 
Eve incognito say I. So long as we are 
only fit to be looked down upon, on 

pThat shall we base our claim to their res- 
pSet 7 When we shall have acquired a foot¬ 
hold of our own in the world, when we shall 
have had some share in shaping its course, 
then we can meet them smiUngty. Till 
then let us keep in the background, attend¬ 
ing to our own affairs. 

But our countrymen seem to hold tlie 
opposite opinion. They set no store by 
our more modest, intimate wants which 
have to be met from behind the scenes, the 
whoe of their attentiu n being directed to 
thatl which is but momentary attitudim- 
ifing and display. 

Ours is truly a God-forsaken country. 
Difficult, indeed, is it for us to keep up the 
strength of our will to do. We get no 
help in any real sense. Wc have none, 
within miles of us, in converse with whom 
we may gain an access of vitality. No one 
seems to oe thiaking,or feeling,or working. 
Not a soul has any experience of big striv¬ 
ing or of really and truly living. 

They all eat and drink, do their office 
work, smoke and sleep, and chatter non¬ 
sensically. When they touch upon emotion 
•they gyow sentimental, when thmr reason 
they arc cmldish. One yearns for a full- 
blooded, sturdy and capable personality; 
these aisfall so many sliadows, flitting 
a^ut, of touch with the world. 

(69) 

Cuttack, 
10th February: 1893. 

He was a fully develo^d John Bull of 
the outrageous type,—with a huge beak 
of a nose, cunning eyes and a yard-long 
chin. The curtailment of our right to be 
tried by jury is now nnder conrideration 
by the Government. The fellow dragged 
in the subject by the ears and insisted on 
arguing it out with our host, poor B— 
D^u. He said the moral standard of the 
people of this country was low; that they 
had no real belief in the sacredness'of life; 
so that they were unfit to serve on juries. 

The utter contempt with which we are 
regarded by these people was broagd>t 
home to me to see how they can accept a 
Bengali’s hospitality and talk thus, seated 
at his table, witiiout a quiver of compunc¬ 
tion. 

As I sat in a cornerof the drawing room 
after dinner, everything round melooked 
blurred to my eyes. I seemed to be seated 
by the head of my great, insnlted Mother¬ 
land, lying there in the dnst before me dis¬ 
consolate, shorn of her glory. I cannot 
tell what a profound dis^ss over-power* 
ed my heart. 

How incongmons seemed the meaaabibs 
there, in their evening dresses, the hum oif 
Bpglish conversation, and the tipplen of 
langhter. How richly true for us is our 
India of the ages, how cheap and false tlfe 
bbliow courtesies of an BogUsh dinner 
party. 
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cluded in the set of persons , unfit to be simple , devoted , old ryots comes to see me ,
trusted , against whom Chanakya * has -and their worshipful homage is so un
warned us . affected ! How much greater than I are
It is a beautiful morning , the sky bright they in the beautiful simplicity and sinceri
and clear , not a ripple on the river , yes ty of their reverence . What if I am un
terday's raindrops sparkling on the grass worthy of their veneration , their feeling
of the sloping banks . Nature , altogether , loses nothing of its value .
seems invested with the dignity of a white I regard these grown -up children with
robed goddess . the same kind of affection I have for little
There is a curious silence this morning . children-but there is also a difference .
For some reason or other there are no They are more infantile still . Little chil
hoats about , no one occupies the bathing dren will grow up later on , but these big
place , the manager and his staff have come children never .
and gone early . A meek and radiantly simple soul shines
As I , too , sit silent with responsive ear , through their worn and wrinkled old
I seem to hear a faint , but insistent , ring . bodies. Little children are only simple ,
ing harmony , to the accompaniment of but they have not the unquestioning , un
which the sun - illumined sky streams in wavering devotion of these . If there be
and fills my being , colouring all my any undercurrent along which the soul of
thoughts and feelings with a golden blue . men may have communication with each

other , then my sincere blessing will surely80
reach and serve thein ,Idem . All the ryots , of course , are not like

There is another pleasure which I have this . The best is ever the rarest .
here , Some times one or other of our

Translated by
• Author (Sanskrit) of a well known set of witty
apdorisms . SURENDRANATH TAGORE .

A SHATTERED DREAM

BY SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORE .

[All Rights Reserved . Copyright of U. S. A. ]

WHEN I went to Darjeeling I found mother earth with every
bodily sense and

the weather misty and cloudy , —the suck at her breast for sustenance .
kind of weather in which a man does At that moment I heard the muffled

not care to go out of doors , and yet finds cry of a woman's voice near at hand ,-a
it still more unpleasant to stay inside
the house . I finished my breakfast at the

thing not so rare in itself as to attract

Hotel and went out , in thick boots and
special attention . Indeed , at other times ,
I should have paid no heed to it . But amid

overcoat , for my usual walk . this endless mist it came to me like theIt had been drizzling fitfully , and the sob of a smothered world .
mist that covered the hills gave them the
appearance of a picture which the artist When I got near to the spot I found a
had been trying to rub out . As I walked woman sitting on a rock by the road -side .
on in solitude along the Calcutta Road , She had a tangled mass of bair, coiled
I felt that life needed some more definite on her head , bronzed by the sun , and the
hack-ground than this . The cloudland of cry which came from the depth of her
mist seemed unfit for human habitation . heart was as if some long weariness of
My heart longed to cling hungrily to hope forlorn had suddenly given way in

2
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Idtc oiidit oi the utter loneliness of that 
iAondicorered mountain-side. 
' I said to myself,--“This is rather 

IpNMaisiug,—here is a romance in the 
mnUng. To meet a woman ascetic weep¬ 
ing on a hill top in Daijeeling, is some- 
twilg oot of the common.” 
! It was not easy to make out to what 
religious order she belonged; so L naWfH 
her in Hindi who she was and what was 
the matter. At first she gave me no 
answer, but only looked at me through 
the mist and through her tears. 1 told 
her not to be afraid. She smiled and 
answered me in periect Hindustani,— 

“1 have done with fear long ago: 
neither have 1 any shame left. Yet there 
was a time, Babu-ji, whenl lived in my 
own senana, and even my mother would 
have to get leave bslore he entered. But 
now I have no purdah left in the wide 
world.” 

slightly annoyed at being called 
*£alnf}t,’ because my dress and manners 
vrere completely European, and it nettled 
me not a little to be suspected by this 
i-noraut woman of belonging to the'Babu’ 

For a moment, 1 thought 1 had better 
put an end to this romance at its very 
atari, and, hke a railway train of Sahib- 
OOtt, steam ofi with my nose in the air 
S£ rings of cigarette smoke floating 
behind me. IBut my curiosity got the 

l^w^Mked superior 
“Do you want my assistance ?” 
She looked in my face with a steady 

ga«! and answered ' 

Where Badraou was and who in the 
world was its Nawab, and why in the 
Mine of all wonder his daughter should 
have Dwome an ascetic, weeping and cry inn 
«t tlK bend of the Calcutta lRold.-aWs 
Jcwld neither imagine nor believe. But I 

to myself, tbat»ere was ns need to 
l^too cntical; fmrthe atoi^ was getting 
toasting. So, with all due solemnity, I 
inade a deep salaam and said : ^ 

guess who you were.” 
» J^J^*** Sahiba was evidently pleased, 
**‘*!i, tte to take a seat upon a 
l^k near by, and said with a wave itf her 

V “Baithiye” (please sit down). 

1 discovered by her manner tnat sue 
had the natural grace and power 
command; and somehow 1 felt it was an 
unlooked for honour to be allowed to take 
a seat on that hard, damp, moss-covered 
rock by her ^de. When I len my hotel, in 
my overcoat, that morning I conld never 
have imagined that 1 should he privileged 
to sit on a muddy stone by the daughter 
of Gbulam Qadir Khan of Badraou, whose 
ni^me might be ‘Light of the Keum* or 
‘Light of the Universe,' etc.,—and this at 
the bend of the Calcutta Road ! ■ 

I asked her, “Bibi Sahiba, what has 
brought you to .this condition ?” 

The Princess touched her forehead with 
her hand and said : 

“How can 1 say who did it ?—Can you 
tell me who has banished this mountain 
behind the purdah of the clouds ?” 

I was in no mood just then to get 
involved in a philosophical disensston. So 
1 accepted her word for it and said 

“Yes, it is true. Princess. Who can 
fathom the mjslery of Pate ? We are mere 
insects.” 

I would have argued out the point 
with her, at another time, but my 
ignorance of Hindustani stood in the way. 
Whatever little knowledge of Hindi 1 had Eicked up from the servants could never 
ave carried me through a discussion on 

fate and free will at the Daijeeling road¬ 
side with the Princess of Badraon, or wi^ 
any one else for the matter of that. 

The Bibi Sahiba said; “The marvellous 
romance of my life has just come to its 
close on this very day. With your permis¬ 
sion, 1 will tell you all about it.” 

1 caught up Iter word quickly—“Permis¬ 
sion ?—It would be a privuege to hear 1" 

Those who know me will nnderstand 
that, in the language I used, 1 honoured 
Hindustani more tn the breach than in the 
observance. On the other hand, when 
the Princess spoke to me, her words were 
like the morning breeze upon the shimmer¬ 
ing fields of golden corn. To her, an easy 
flow and gracefuleloquence came naturally, 
while my answers were short and broktn. 
This was her story 
^ “In my fotber's veins there flowed the 
imperial blood of Delhi. That is why it 
was so diflicult to find me a snitafaje bns- 
baiM. There was some talk of my betro. 
titfu to the Nawab of Lucknow, bnt nw 
&tlule h^talcd; and in the meanw)^ 
‘Qirntfscwf Ottt t%e Mntiny ofw s^fljs 
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against the Company Bahadur . Hindustan occasions this girl would feed the Brahmins
was blackened by the cannon smoke ." and offer them gifts. I used to help her
Never in al

l
my life befor : had I heard with money and once I asked her to invite

Hindustani spoken so perfectly by a Keshav Lal to her feast . But she drew
woman's lips . I could understand that herself up and said , that her Lord ,

it was a language o
f princes , unfit for this Keshav Lal , would never receive food or

mechanical age of modern commerce . Her gifts from anyone . And so because I could
roice had the magic in it to summon up not express my reverence for Keshav Lal
before me , in the very heart of this English either directly or indirectly , my heart re

H
ill

Station , the sky -capped domes o
f

mained starved . One o
f my ancestors had

Voghal palaces o
f white marble , the taken b
y

force a Brahmin girl into his
gaily caparisoned horses with their trailing harem , and I used to imagine that her
tails , the elephants surmounted byby blood was stirring in my own veins . This
bowdabs richly dight , the courtiers with would give me a certain satisfaction and a

their turbans of all different gorgeous sense of clau -kinship with Keshav Lal . I

colours , the curved scimitars fastened in listened to all the wonderful stories o
f

the
magnificent sashes , the high -pointed gold . Hindu gods and goddesses recited from
embroidered shoes , the leisurely flowing the epics in all their details by this Hindu
robes o

f

silk and muslin and all the un slave girl and would form in my mind an
bounded courtly ceremonial that went ideal world in which Hindu civilisation
with them . reigned supreme . The images o

f

the gods , ,

The Princess continued her story : " Our the sound o
f

the temple bells and conches ,

fort was o
n the banks of the jumpa , in the sacred shrines with their gilded spires ,

charge o
f
a Alindu Brahmin , Keshav Lal- " the smoke of the incense , the smell of the

Upon this dame , Keshav Lal , the flower offerings and sandal -wood , the
woman seemed to pour out all at once yogis with their super -human powers , the

th
e perfect music o
f

her voice . My stick sanctity o
f

the Brahmins , the legends o
f

fe
ll

to the ground , I sat upright and tense . the Hindu goas who had come down to

"Keshavlal " , she went on , " was an or earth as men ,-these things filled my ima
thodox Hindu . At early dawn I could see gination and created a vast and vaguely

h
im every day , from the lattice o
f my distant realm o
f fancy . My heart would

zenana , a
s

h
e stood breast high in the fly about in it like a small bird in the dusk

Junina offering his libations o
f water fluttering from room to room in a spacious

to th
e

sun . H
e

would si
t
, in hi
s dripping old -world mansion .

garments , on the marble steps of the river “ Then the great Mutiny broke out , and
zhat silently repeating his sacred verses , we felt the shock o

f
it even in our tiny fort

in
d

h
e would then go home sivging some at Badraon . The time had come round for

religious chant in his clear and beautiful Hindu and Musalman to begin once more
voice . that unfinished game of dice for the throne

I was a Musalman girl , but I had never o
f

Hindustan , which they had played o
f

been given any opportunity o
f studying old ; and the pale -faced 'slayers of kine

m
y

own religion , nor did I practise any would have to be driven away from the
panner o

f worship . Our men , in those land o
f

the Aryans .

days , had become dissolute and irreligious , “My father , Ghulam Qadir Khan , was a

a
n
d

the harems were mere pleasure resorts cautious man . He poured abuse on the
from which religion had been banished . English , but said a

t

the same time ,

But somehow I had a natural thirst for 'These men can do impossible things . The
spiritual things , and when I witnessed this people o

f Hindustan are no match for
ccede o

f

devotion in the early light of them . I cannot afford to lose my little
awn , a

t

the lowly wbite steps leading fort in pursuit of a vain ambition . I am
down to the placid calm o

f

the blue Jumna not going t
o fight the Company Bahadur . '

my new -awakened heart would overflow “We all felt asbamed that my father
with an unutterable sweetness o

f

devotion . could observe sucli caution at a time when

" I had a Hindu slave -girl . Every morn the blood was running hot in the veins o
f

in
g

she used to take the dust o
fKeshav every Hindu and Musalman in Hindustan .

Lal's feet . This act 11sed to give me a kind Even the Begum mothers within
pleasure and it was also the cause of zenanas became restless . Thien Keshav

Wight jealousy in my mind . O
n auspicious Lal , with a
ll

the force a
t

his command ,
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as

gave utterance , - 'Nawab Sahib , if thou restrained no longer . I flung myself down
dost not stand on our side , then as long at the feet of Keshav Lal, and wiped the
as the fight goes on I shall keep thee dust of his feet with the tresses of my hair
prisoner and guard the fort myself .' which I let down . I touched those death
"My father replied , that there was no cold feet of his with my forehead and my
need to be anxious , for he himself was pent up tears broke out .
ready to take the side of the mutineers . " Just then Keshav Lal stirred and a
When Keshar Lal asked for money from faint cry of pain broke from him . I start .
the Treasury he gave him a small sum , ed up . His eyes were closed , but I heard
and said that he would give more him call faintly for water . At once 1
occasion arose . went down to the Jumna and soaked my
“ I took off all the ornaments which dress in the stream and squeezed it into
had decked me from head to foot , and his half.closed lips . I tore a piece of my
sent them secretly to Keshav Lal by my cloth and bandaged the left eye, which had
Hindu slave . When he accepted them it received a sword cut together with a deep
gave me a thrill in all those limbs of mine wound along the scalp . When I had
which had shed their decorations . He squeezed out the water for him several
began to make preparations , cleaning the tiines and sprinkled it on his face , he came
rust out of the old -fashioned guns and the back gradually to his senses . I asked him
long unused Swords . Then, all of a if he wanted any more. He stared at me
sudden , one afternoon the Commissioner and enquired who I was . I could no
Sahib entered the fort at the head of the longer contain myself , but answered , -
red -coated white soldiers . My father ,Ghu ' I am your devoted slave , -the daughter
lam Qadir Khan ,had informed him in secret of Nawab Ghulam Qadir Khan . '
about Keshav Lal's plot . Yet , so great “ I had the hope in my mind that
was the Brahmin's influence that even then Keshavlal would take with him in his
his tiny band of retainers were ready to dying moments my last confession .
fight with their useless guns and rusty Nobody should deprive me of this final
swords . I felt my heart breaking for very happiness . But the moment he heard my
shame , though no tears came to my eyes. name , he shouted out :I went out of my zenana in secret , dis 'Daughter of a traitor ! Infidel ! At the
guised in the dress of my brother . Then very hour of my death you have desecrat
the dust and smoke of the fight , the shouts ed my whole life'.* With these words , he
of the soldiers , the boom of the guns , gave me a fierce blow on my right cheek .
ceased . The terrible peace of Death I felt giddy , and everything became dark
brooded over land and sky . The sun had to me .
tinged red the blue waters of the Jumna “ You must know that my age , when this
and had gone down to h

is rest in blood ; happened , was only about sixteen . For
upon the evening sky appeared the moon the first time in my life I had come out
which was nearly at the full . The battle from my zenana . The greedy and hot
field was covered with the fearful sights glare o

f

the outside sky had not y
e
t

o
f

death and pain . At any other time it robbed my cheeks o
f

their delicate rose
would have been impossible for me to flush . Yet , a

t

the very first step into the
walk through such a scene , but o

n that outer air , I got my salutation from the
night I was like one walking in his sleep . god of my world in this form ! "

My only object was to seek out Keshav I was listening to this story o
f

the
Lal ani everything else was blotted out ascetic like one lost in dreams . I did
from my consciousness . not even notice that the light had

" When it wore on to midnight I found gone out from my cigarette . Whether
Keshav Lal in a mango grove near the my mind was occupied with the beauty
Jumna . He was lying on the groundground o

f

the language , o
r

the music o
f

her voice ,

with the dead body o
f

his devoted servant , o
r with the story itself , it is difficult to

Deoki , near him . I was sure that either say , but I remained perfectly silent . When ,

the servant , though tatally wounded , had however , she came to this point in her
carried his master , or the wounded master narative , I could not keep still , but broke
had carried his servant , to this secure out saying :

place . My veneration , which had been “ The beast ! "

growing so long in secret , now could b
e

* i.e. b
y

giving him water touched b
y
a Musalman
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to you .'

T
h
e

daughter o
f

the Nawab said : the pathway of life , dragging me from the

"Who is the beast ? Would a beast relin embrace o
f

this beautiful Death in the

4 quish the draught o
f

water brought to peace o
f

the moon - lit night .

his lips at the time of his death agony ? ” “ I went on , like one in a trance , along the

I corrected myself a
t

once , and said : back o
f

the Jumna , across the thick sedge

" O
h , yes ! It was divine ! " and sandy waste , now wading through

But the daughter o
f

the Nawab shallow water , now climbing u
p

steep
Aanswered : banks , now threading my way through

"Divine ! Do you mean to tell me that jungle thick with undergrowth , " >

th
e

Divine will refuse worship brought to She stopped a
t this point and I did

him by a heart sincere ? " not disturb her silence . After a long
After this , I thought thebest thing to interval she resumed her story : ---

d
o was to keep silence . The Nawab's " Events , after this , became confused .

daughter then went on with her story : I do not know how to put them down one

" At first , this was a great shock to me . by one and make my story clear . I seemed

It seemed as it the wreck of my broken to be walking through a wilderness , and I

world had come down upon my head . I had no sense of the direction . It is difficult
made my obeisance from a distance to that for me to recall to minů my wanderings
hard , cruel , imperturbable , warrior through those trackless shades . I do not
Brahmin , and said in my mind : 'You never know how to begin and how to end , what
accept service from the lowly , food from the to include and what to reject , andhow to

alien , money from the rich , youth from the make the whole story so distinct as to

young , love from woman ! You are aloof , appear perfectly natural to you . But I

alone , apart , distant ,-above all the have come to learn in these years of suffer
defilement of the world of dust . I have ing that vothing is impossible , or abso

n
o
t

even the right to dedicate myself lutely difficult in this world . At first the
obstacles might seem quite insurmount

" When h
e saw that , I , the proud able for a girl brought u
p
in the zenana

daughter o
f

the Nawab , was making o
b

o
f
a Nawab , but that is merely imaginary .

eisance to him , with head touching the When you are once out among the crowd

: ground , I know not what thoughts passed you find some path or other . That path
through his mind ! But his countenance may not b

e

a Nawab's path ; but all the
showed n

o sign o
f

wonder , o
r

other emotion . same it is a path that leads men to their
He looked into my face for a moment , and different fates ,-a path rugged and varied
then slowly raised himself and sat up . and endless in its winding course , a path

" I was quick to extend my arms to full o
f joys and sorrows and obstructions ,

belp him , but h
e silently rejected me and always a path .

with great pain dragged himself to the “ The story of my many wanderings

• Łanding place o
f

the Jumna . A ferry -boat along this pathway of the common race of
was tied there , but neither passengers nor menwill not sound attractive , and even if

terryman were present . Keshav Lal got it did I have not the energy to complete it .

into the boat , and untied the rope , and In brief , I went through all kinds o
f

was drawn into the mid -stream and troubles , dangers , insults , and yet life
disappeared . had not become altogether intolerable .

"For a moment , I felt a strong impulse Like a rocket , the more I burned , the more

to fing myself into the Jumna , like a flower I rushed upward . So long a
s I had this

antimely torn from its stem ,-offering all feeling o
f speed , I was unconscious of the

ta
y

love and youth and rejected worship burning pain ; but when the fire of my
towards that boat which carried off Keshav supreme happiness and my supreme
Lal . But I could not . The rising moon , misery became extinct , I dropped spent

th
e

deep black line o
f

the trees o
n

the other and exhausted upon the dust o
f

the earth .

side o
f

the Jumna , the motionless stretch My voyage has been ended to -day , and

. of the dark blue water o
f

the river , the my story has come to its conclusion . "

rampart o
f

our fort glimmering above the She stopped .

distant mango grove , everything sang to But I shook my head and said to myself

It the silent music o
f

death . Only that that this could not b
e a proper ending ,

noe frail boat , carried by the stream into and in my broken , inperfect Hindi I told

th
e

hopeless distance , still drew me o
n to

i

her :
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**F«ldoti me if I am discoarteoua, 
rv^Majaw, bat I can amure tou it wonM 

relieve m; mind, if 70a could 
nlllte the ending juat a little more clear.” 

The daughter of the Nawab snuled. I 
that my broken Hindi had its effect. 

Hi ha4 carri^ on my conversation in the 
pafeat Hindnstani, she would not have 
omt able to overcome her reluctance; 
but this very inperfection of my language 
acted as a screen. She continued: 

“1 uaed^to get news of Ke^v Lai from 
time to time, but I never succeeded in 
meeting him. He jbined Tantia Topi, and 
would break like a sudden thunderstorm, 
now in the east, and now in the west; 
and then he would disappear just as 
•uddeuly. I took the dress of an ascetic 
add went to henares, where 1 had my 
lesson in the Sanskrit scriptures from 
^vanauda Swami, whom I called ‘father.’ 
Mews from every part of India would come 
to his feet, anid while I learnt.from him 
vritfa all reverence my scriptures, 1 would 
listen with a terrible eagerness to the 
news of the fitting. The British Raj 
'tompled out, from the whole of Hindu¬ 
s', the smouldering embers of the rebel- Hott. 

"diiter that, I could get no further news 
ofKmhav Lai. The figures which shone 
fitfslly on the distant horison in the red 
light of destruction suddenly lapsed into 
darkness. 

"Than 1 left the shelter of my guru and 
^t out seeking Keshav Lai from door to 
door. I went from one pilgrimage to 
another, but never met him. Those few 
who knew him, said he most have lost 
hwlife, either in the battle-field, or underthe 
Martial law which followed. But a ntnafi 
Ttfi« kept repeating in mv heart that this 
eonld never happen. Keshav Lai could 
never die. That Brahman,-that scorch- 
ing flame ol fire,-conld not be extinct. 
Aoat fire was still burning on some 
sobtary altar difficult of approach, waiting 
for the final ofibring of my life and my 
BOnl. 

“There are instances in the Hindu 
Scriptures of low caste people becoming 
Brahmans by the force of thdir ascetic 
practices, but whether a Mnsalman could 
also become a Brahman has never been 
dtSenssed. I know that I had to suffer 
l^g delay before 1 could be united with 
i^sssavLal, because I must become a 

Brahman before that. And thirty jrears 
passed by in this manner, 

“I became a Brahmin in my mind and 
habits of life. That stream of Brahmin 
blood, wbieh I had inherited from some 
Brahmin grandmother, again became 
pure in my veins and throbbed in all 
my limbs. And when this was accomplish¬ 
ed, I would mentally place myself, with 
no touch of hesitation left, at the feet of 
that first Brahmin of my first yonth,— 
ttikt one Brahmin of all my world. And- 
I would feel round my head a halo of 
glory. 

1 had often heard stories of Keshav Lai’s 
bravery dating the fighting of the Mutiny, 
bnt these would leave hardly any impres¬ 
sion on my heart. The one picture that 
remained bright in my mind was that 
ferry boat, carrymg Keshav Lai, floating 
down the calm, moonlit waters of the 
Jumna. Day and night 1 saw him sailing 
towards a great pathless mysetry, with 
no companion, no servant—the Brahmin 
who needed nobody, who was complete 
master of himself. 

“At last 1 got news of Keshva Lai,—that 
he had fled across the border of Nepal to 
avoid punishment. 1 went to Nepal. 
After a long sojourn there, I learnt that 
he had left Nepal years ago, and no one 
knew where fie had gone. Since that 
time, 1 have been travelling from hill 
to hill. This country is not the 
country of the Hindus. These Bhutias and 
Lepchas are a heathen people. They have 
no prraer regulations about their 
food. They have their own gods and 
modes of worship. And I was nervously 
careful to keep my purity of religious lire 
avoiding all contamination. 1 knew that 
my boat had nearly reached its haven and 
that the last goal of my mortal life was 
not very far off. 

“And then,—how must I end? AU end¬ 
ing is short. It takes only one sndden 
breath to make the lamp go out. Why 
then should I draw this out into a long 
. Thl* very morning after thirty- 

eight years of separation! have met 
KeshavLal,—’• 

When rire stopped at this point I 
0^^ too eager to contain myseiC and I 

“Bow did you find him ?” 
The daughter of the Nawab replied: 
“I aair mkl Keshav Lal,picking out the 

tpmtt from the ears pf wheat in a court* 
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a
rd

o
f a Bhutia village , with h
is Bhutia dust . And before I could say another

cife a
t

h
is side , and his Bhutia grand -sons word she had vanished in the grey mist of

a
n
d

grand -daughters around him . ” the Himalayas .

Here ended the story . I shut my eyes for a moment and saw

I thought I should saysomething ,-just all the incidents of her story pass again

fe
w

words ,-to console her . I said : before my mind ,-that girl of sixteen , the

** T
h
e

man who had to spend thirty . Nawab's daughter , sitting at her lattice
ught years a

t
a stretch with those aliens , window , on her Persian Carpet , watching

hiding himself in fear of his life , -how was the Brahmin a
s

h
e performed his morning

possible for him to keep his purity of ablution a
t

the Jumna : that sad woman
religion ? " in the dress o

f

a
n

ascetic a
t

the evening
The daughter o

f

the Nawab replied : ritual o
f

the lighted lamps in some

" D
o not I understand a
ll that ? But pilgrim shrine : that bent figure bowed

what delusion was it , which I had been down with the burden o
f
a broken home

carrying all these years , the spell o
f

this on the Calcutta Road , Darjeeling . I felt
Brahman who stole my heart when I was in my mind the stir o

f

the sad music
young ? Could I even suspect that it was born o

f the compact o
f two different

merely a matter o
f habit with him ? I strains of blood in the body of one woman ,

thoaght that it was Truth , Eternal Truth . blended in a language beautiful in its
Otherwise , how could I have taken , as an perfect dignity o

f

sound .

act o
f

consecration from my guru , that Then I opened my eyes . The mist had
blow upon my head ,—that intolerable cleared away and the hill -side was glisten
insult , which this Brahmin dealt me in ing with the morning light . The English
return for the offering o

f my body and mem -sahibs were out in their rickshaws ,

mind and youth , trembling as I was with and the English Sahibs were on horse
the ſeryour of devotion when I was only back . Every now and then a Bengali
sixteen and had come for the first time in clerk , with his head muffled up in hisy life from the shelter of my father's scart , cast a glance of curiosity a

t

me
Lorse ? Ah , Brahmin ! You yourself have through its folds .

ccepted another habit in place o
f your I got up from my seat . In the bare

' rner habit . But how am I to get naked sunlight it was difficult to believe
aother life and youth in exchange for the the woman's cloudy , misty story to b

e

it and youth I have lost ? " true . And it is my firm conviction , that
As she uttered this lament the woman it must have been my own imagination
tood up and said , “ Namaskar , Babu which mingled its cigarette fumes with

1 . " -and then , in a moment , she corrected the mist of the hills , and that the Brahmin
Tself and said , -'Salaam , Sahib . " * warrior , the daughter of the Nawab and
With this Muhammadan greeting she the fort by the Jumna are all vapour .

ok her last farewell from the wreck of

Brahmin ideals which were lying in the Translated with the help

Namaskar would b
e the greeting o
f
a Hindu ,

of the Author by

1 ' 197 the greeting o
f
a Musalman . C. F. ANDREWS .

THE AMERICAN WOMAN *

By Dr. SUDHINDRA BOSE , M.A. , Ph . D.

CAN'T possibly think o
f getting thirty . “My husband , my home will take

married . Marriage will end my career all my day , all my strength . " And a
s

she

a
s

a
n artist , ” said a quiet -voiced , ran her long fingers over the piano key

determined -mannered woman who looked board , she added , "Marriage will spell the
The pictures to illustrate th

e

article have been Leo and Miss Marjorie Peters , a
t the State University

muished by two o
f

my students , Miss June Marie of Iowa .

" I
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THE EDITOR 

By SiK Radindkanatu Taguku. 

WHILE my wife was ative 1 did not 
pay much attention to I'robha. 
As a matter ol fact 1 thought a 

great deal more about Probha’s mother 
Ilian I did of the child herself. 

At that time, my dealing with her was 
su]}erficial, limited to a little jietting, 
listening to her lisping cliaitcr, and occa¬ 
sionally watching her laugh and play. 
As long as it was agreeable to me, I used 
to fondle her ; but as soon as it threatened 
to liccomc unplea.saiit, I would surrender 
her to her mother with the greatest 
readiness. 

At Inst, on the untimely de.ath of my 
wife, tlic child dropped from her mother’s 
arms into mine, and 1 took her to my 
heart. 

But it is diilicult to say wliethcr I con¬ 
sidered it more my duty to brmg up the 
motherless child with redoubled care, than 
the daughter thought it her duty to take 
eare of her wifeless father with an excess 
of attentiim. At any rate it is a fact that, 
from the age of six, she began to assume 
the role of housekeeper. It was quite 
clear that this little gitl constituted herself 
the sole guardian of her father. 

I smiled inwanlly, but surrendered myself 
completely to her hands. 1 soon saw that 
the more inefficient and helpless I was, the 
better pleased she became. I lound that 
even if I took down niy own clothes from 
the peg or went to get my own umbrella, 
she put on such an air of offended dignity 
that is was clear that she thought I had 
usurped her right. Never before had she 
possessed such a perfect doll as she now 
had iu her father, and so she took the 
keenest pleasure in feeding him, dressing 
him, ana even putting him to bed. Only 
when I was teaching her the elements of 
Arithmetic, or the First Reader, had I the 
opportunity of summoning up my parental 
authority. 

Every now and then the thought 
troubled me as to where I should be able 
to get enough money to provide her 
vritii a dowry for a suitable widegroom. 

Iwas giving her a good education, but 
what would happen if she fell into the 
hands of an ignorant fool ? 
* I made up my mind to earn money. 1 
was too old to get employment in a 
Government office, and 1 bad not the 
influence to get work in a ]irivatc one. 
.After a good deal of thought, [decided 
that I would write books. 

If you make holes in a bamboo tube, 
it will no longer hold either oil or 
water, in kict its power ol receptivity 
is lost; but if you bio.w through it, then, 
without any expenditure, it will produce 
musical sounds. 1 felt quite sure that the 
man, who is not useful, can be ornamental, 
and he who is not productive in other 
fields can at least produce literature. 
Encouraged by this thought, 1 wrote a 
farce. People said it was good, and it was 
even acted on the stage. 

Once having taste ,of fame, I found 
myself unable to stop pursuing it further. 
Days and days together 1 went on writing 
farces with on agony of determination. 

Probha would come with her smile, 
and remind me gently, “Father, it is time 
for you to take your bath ” 

And I would growl at her, “Go away, 
go away, can’t you see that I am busy 
now ^ Don’t vex me," 

The poor^ child would leave me 
unnotieen, witii a face dork like a lamp 
whose light has been suddenly blown 
out. 

I drove the maid-servants away, and 
beat the man-servants, and when beggars 
came and sang at my door I would get up 
and run after them with a stick. My 
room being by the side of the street, 
passersby would stop and ask me to tell 
them the way ; but 1 would request them 
to take the road to Jericho. No one took 
it into serious consideration, that I was 
engaged in writing a screaming farce. 

Yet 1 never got money in the measure 
that I got fun and fame. But that did 
not trouble me, although in the meantime 
all the potential briikgroomB were grow- 
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ittf; up for other brides, whoso parents did 
not write farces. 

But just then an exeellent opportunity 
came my way. The landlord of a certain 
village, Jahirgram, started a newspaper 
and sent a request that I would become 
its editor. I agreed to take the post. 

For the first few days 1 wrote with 
such fire and zest, that people used to 
point at me when 1 went out into the 
street; and I began to feel around m^ 
forehead the presence of a halo of a brilli-, 
ance of the first magnitude. 

Next to Jahirgram was the village of 
Ahirgram. Between the landlords of these 
two villages there was a constant rivalry 
and feud. There had been a time when 
they came to blows not infrequently. But 
now, since the magistrate had bound them 
both over to keep the jicacc, I took the 
pL'icc of the hired ruffians who used to act 
for one of the rivals. Every one s.sid that 
1 lived up to the dignity of iny position. 

My writings were so strong and fiery 
that Ahirgram could no longer hold up 
its head. I blackened with my ink the 
whole of their ancient clan and family. 

All this time 1 had the comfortable 
feeling of being pleased with myself. I even 
became fat. My face beamed with the 
exhilaration of a successful man of genius. 
I adniir^ my own delightful ingenuity of 
insinuation when at some excruciating 
satire of mine, directed against the ances¬ 
try of Ahirgram, the whole of Jahirgram 
would burst its sides with laughter like an 
over-ripe melon. I enjoyed myself tho- 
ronghly. 

But at last Ahirgram started a news¬ 
paper. What it published was starkly 
naked, without a shred of literary nrlia- 
mty. The language it used was of such 
undiluted colloquialism that every letter 
seemed to scream in one's face. The conse¬ 
quence was that the inhabitants of both 
villages clearly understood its meaning. 

But I was hampered in my style by my 
sense of decency, iny subtlety of sarcasm 
very often made only a feeble impression 
upon the power of understanding of both 
my friends and my enemies. 

The result was that even when I deci¬ 
dedly won in this war of infamy my 
readers were not aware of my victory. 
At last in desperation I wrote a sermon 
on the necessity of good taste in literature, 
—but found that 1 had made a fatal mis¬ 
take. For things that are solemn offer 

m ' 

more surface for ridicule than things that 
arc truly ridiculous. And therefore my 
effort at tlie moral betterment of my fellow 
beings had the opposite effect to what I 
had intended. 

My employer ceased to show me such 
attention as he had done. The honour to 
which 1 had grown accustomed dwindled 
and its quality became poor. When 1 went 
out into the street people did not go out of 
their way to carry the memory of a word 
with me. It even got to the point of frivo¬ 
lous familiarity in their behavior towards 
me—such as slapping my shoulders with a 
laugh and giving me nicknames. 

Ill the meantime my adniireis had quite 
forgotten the farces which liad made me 
famous. I felt as if 1 was a burnt-out 
matcli which had become charred to its 
very end. 

My mind beeanic so depressed that no 
matter how I racked my bniins, I was un- 
able to write one line. I seem^ to have 
lost all zest fur hlc. 

I’robha had now grown afraid of me. 
She would not leuturc to come to me 
unless summoned. She had come to under¬ 
stand that a conimonplacc doll is a far 
better coiiipanion than a genius of a father 
who writes comic pieces. 

One day I saw that the Ahirgram news¬ 
paper, leaving my employer nlone for 
once, had directed its attack on me. Some 
very ugly imputations had been used 
against myself. One by one all my friends 
and acquaintances came and read to me 
the spiciest bits, laughing heartily. Some 
of them said, that however one might 
disagree with the subject matter, it could 
not he denied that it was cleverly written. 
In the course of the day at least twenty 
people came and said the same thing with 
slight variations to break its monotony. 

In iroiit of niy house there is a small 
garden. 1 vi ns walking there in the even¬ 
ing with a mind distracted with pain. 
When the btnls had returned to their nests 
and instantly surrendered tlieniselves to 
the peace of the evening, lundcrstood quite 
clcany tliat amongst the birds at any rate 
there were no writers of journalism, nor 
did they hold discussions on good taste. 

I was thinking only of one thing, name¬ 
ly what answer I could make. The dis¬ 
advantage of politeness is that it is not 
intelligible to all classes of people. So I 
had decided that my answer must be given 
in the same strain as the attack, I was 
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not Eoine to allow tnjself to acknowledge 
defeat. 

Just as 1 had come to this conclusion a 
wul-known voice came soitly through the 
darkness oi the evening, and immediately 
afterwards I felt a soft warm touch in the 
palm of my hand. 1 was so distracted and 
abscntminded that even though that voice 
and touch weic familiar to me, I did not 
realise that 1 knew them. 

But the next moment when they had 
left me, the voice sounded in my ear, and 
the memory of the touch became living. 
My child had slowly come near to me once 
more and had whispered in my car, 
“Father,” but not getting any answer she 
had lifted my right hand and with it 
had gently stroked her forehead, and tlien 
silently gone back into the house. 

For a long time Probha had not called 
me like that, nor carressed me with such 
freedom. Therefore it wos that to-day at 
the touch of her love my heart suddenly 
^gan to yearn for her. 

Going back to the house a little later I 
saw that Probha was lying on her bed. 
Her eyes were half-closed and she seemed 
to be in pain. She lay like a flower wluch 

has dropped on the dust at the end of the 
day. 

Putting my hand on her forehead -1 
found that she was feverish, her breath 
was hot, and her pulse was throbbing. 

1 realised that the poor child, mling 
the first symptoms of fever, had come with 
her thirsty heart to get her father's love 
and caresses, while he was trying to think 
of some'stinging reply to send to the news¬ 
paper. 

1 sat beside her. The child, without 
*spcaking a word, took my hand between 
her two fever-hcated palms and laid it 
upon her forehead, lying quite still. 

All the numbers of thejahirgram papers 
which 1 had in the house, 1 burnt to ashes. 
I wrote no answer to the attack. Never 
had 1 felt such joy as 1 did when 1 thus 
acknowledged defeat. 

I liad taken the chi’d to my arms when 
her mother had died, and now, having 
cremated tins iival oi het mother, again 
I took her to ray heart. 

Translated by 

W. W. Peakson, with the iieup and 
BEVISION OF THE AUTHOR. 

CHILD-STUDY IN INDIA 

ILE discussing tlie stages of growth 
oi a child from infancy to maturity 
with the Teachers oi the Brahmo 

Balika Shikslialaya, preparatory to tlie 
determination of methods oi teaching 
suited to children oi various ages, I felt 
the need oi iacts and figures about the frowth and development of our children. 

sought in vain for light on the subject 
from various quarters Beyond a few 
stray data collected at irregular intervals 
and scattered over fewer publications on 
medical jurisprudence and ethnographic 
survey^ there IS practically speaking veiy 
little information available. £ven these 
data are ofnu use to the present problem 
as they mostly relate to adults and not to 
children. I remember to have read the result 
of a survey made 1^ Dr. Ramaswamy 
lyenger of Mysore cS the eye-sight of 

college students in 1902. He visited 
almost all the big towns of India having 
a number oi colleges and examined tiie 
students thereof. His report made a 
seiious revelation about defective eyesight 
in general, and tlie prevalence of myopia 
in particular, among our students. 1 am 
told some investigation as to the eyesight 
of school cluldren has been made in the 
Bombay Preadency and the Panjab, with 
what results 1 am unfortunately not 
aware of. One oi the olgects of the Bengal 
Social Service League is the medical inspec¬ 
tion of school diildren; it would be wdl 
to know what progress has been made by 
the League in this direction. !fl am not 
wron^^ly informed there are a few workers 
caring on some research on these lines 
individually. It is high time for a united 
effort to be made wiu a definite otiject in 
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THHD.AY IS COME 

Thy C.1II has sped over all couiitries of the vvorl 1 
and men have p^.ithercd around thy sent. 

The day is come. 
Hut where is Indi.i ? 

I)oc.s she still remain hidden, largin'' behind ? 
Let her take up her burden and ra.nrch with all. 

Send her, mighty (»od, thy me.ss(ige of victory, 
0 Lord ever awake I 

Those who defied sufl'ering 
have crossed the wilderness ol death 
anil have shattered their prison ol illusions. 

The day is come. 
Hut where is India ? 

Her listless arms are idle nnd ashamed 
and lutilc her days and nights, lacking in joy of lile. 

Touch her with thy living breath, 
O Lord ever awake ! 

The morning sun of the new age has risen. 
Thy temple hall is hllivl with pilgrims. 

The day is come. 
But where is India ? 

She lies on the dust in dishonour, 
deprived of her seal. 

Keniovc her shame, 
and give lur a place in thy House of .Man, 

O I*ord ever awake ! 

The world's liighioads arc crowded, 
resounding with the ro.ir of thy eh iriot wheels, 

Tl c sky IS trembling with travell.’is' songs. 
The d.'yr is come 
But where is India ? 

Doors arc shut in her house age-worn, 
feeble is her hope, her heart sunk in alencc. 
Send thy voice to her children who are dumb, 

0 Lord ever awake ! 

Peoples there are who have felt thy strength 
in their own hearts nnd sinews 

and have earned life's fulfilment, 
conquering fear. 



2S2 THB MODERN REVIEW FOR SEPFEMBER, 1917 

The day is come. 
Bnt where is India ? 

Strike thy blow at her sclf-snspicion and despair! 
Save her irom the dread other own 

pursuing shadow, 
O Lonl ever awake! 

RAinNDKANATlI TaOOKE. 

WHEELS WirHuN WHEELS 

By Frank IIdwei. Evans, Author of “Five Years," "The Cinema Girl,” &c. 

[ 111 Kigbtv Kci^vei} ] 

[Our readera arc infurincd that all characters in 
this story are puiely inioRinary, and it the name 
of any hrin)' person happens to be mentioned, no 
personal reflection is intended [ 

CHAP TER XV. 

THE PRETTIEST I'.IKL IN LONDON. 

Y dear, my dear, I see it in the 
paper! Oh, my dear, I’m so sorry 
for you! And what a shame to 

put ’im away for that! There ! but never 
mind, that’s nothin’, there’ll be no disgrace 
about that. Why, it’s only wot might ’are 
’appened to my Ted if I’d been starvin’. 
Bnt oh, my dear, niy dear, I’m so sorry!" 

Gladys had returned from the police- 
court where she had heard the sentence 
pronounced on Harry, together with a 
few remarks from the magistrate. From 
the dock Harry jiist threw one look at her, 
and in his eyes was the agonised pleading 
of love ; then a touch on the shoulder, and 
he was taken below. 

Back to the shop in the Blackfriars 
Road, cold and gloomy, Gladys walked 
blindly, instinct just taking her to the 
place she called home. For sorrow, grief, 
impiitcut anger had hud heavy hands on 
her heart, had filled her brain lor the time. 
All she knew was that her man, her hus¬ 
band, had gone to prison, gone to prison 
just because be had been refused money to 
buy food for her. He had not meant to 
strike the officer, he had been sorry for it 
directly afterwards; as he had said to the 
magistrate, it was anxie^ and fear lest 
his wife should starve which bad sent him 
nearly mad. Bnt the magistrate had 

replied coldly and with judicial calm that 
that was no excuse tor committing an 
assault. 

Charlie, the young fellow who looked 
after the shop, was full of sympathy for 
Gladys when she returned. Up till last week 
his wages had been paid out of the profits 
from ilu sales iu the shop ; he lived with 
his mother in a fairly eomlortable home, 
so he was in no want, and Gladys found 
that out ot his own money, which she 
knew he wanted for a new overcoat, he 
had bought a little coal and some food, so 
there was a fire in the little parlour at the 
back of the shop, and there she sat, alone 
in her grief and despair, until it was time 
to shut the shop, and just as she was 
closing the dour Meg arrived, her great 
womanly heart full ot sympathy. 

"1 see it in the paper, my dear. My Ted 
got 'onie early and brought it in with ’im. 
Oh, why didn't you tell me, why didn’t 
you let me know ? I’d ’avc come to the 
court with you and I’d 'ave told that 
magistrate somethin’ if they’d let me 
speak. Now, iny dear, just you try and 
think as the mouth ’ll soon be over. It 
won’t ’nrt ’im in there, and you know 
as ’c ain’t done nothin’ wrong—really 
wrong, I mean—so just yon tty and cheer 
up. And you never told us ’ow bad things 
was with you, yon never come to see us 
on Sunday and ’avc a bit of dinner—we 
could ’ave managed that. Oh, you 
shouldn’t ’ave stoppkl away like that.” 

Meg was fondling and soothing Gladys, 
and the poor, stricken gprl-wile felt a wave 
of helpful sympathy enveloping her as die 



'agficnltt^al (ocieti«$ which dow exi$t { andthe time 
matft'come trtien identity of inieiest in fhe economic 

! wortd'leads to common and distinctive action in the 
ftoliticBl. 

~ For generations pssttlie atmosphere of three-quarters 
; of; rural Ireland fans been uniformly anti-English. In 
V the home, the school, the market, the Government has 

been spoken of as an alien, hostile Government, hold- 
’. ing Ireland by force, and indifferent or inimical to her 
.. interests. The miseries which the poverty-stricken 

population have so often been called upon ,to endure 
have, quite naturally, been ascribed to this remote and 
lualign power. A child brought up in such surround¬ 
ings must inevitably draw in this anti-English 
prejudice ''with its mother’s milk.” 

The sole thing that matters today is the fact that 
this feeling qf Irish Nationalism exists. Whether it 
is fotmded on rational or irrational grounds cannot 
make the smallest difterence to the fact of its 
existence. 

In the desire to find a simple cause for this Home 
Role sentiment it is often alleged that the Roman 
Catholic religion is at the root of it. I believe that to 

' be a complete mistake. 
If we seriously endeavor to see this question 

through Irish eyes we can hardly resist admitting 
that their traditional distrust of England finds for 
them some confirmation in late events. The passage 

' of a Home Rule Act after thirty years ; the practical 
' shelving of that Act in ftice of the armed threats of 

Ulster; the open support given by a great English 
party to the potential rebels of the Northeast ; the 
present uncertainty of the position of Home Rule ; 
the frank and open threats of many party newspapers 
that the Home Rule Act will he repealed, that the 
"scrap of paper" will be torn up—surely a shocking 
indecency in_ view of the present war ,- the flood of 
abuse and cajolery, of flattery, and scol^ng that has 
of late been puurM upon the Irish people by those 

.. saiiie journals. 
, The political psychobgy of the Irish farmer class : 

Fdr most practical purposes the farmer has no politics. 
- tiis_ farm is his country, and its boundary fence his 

horiton. When, hoigever, question involving the 
. English Government arise, his sympathies are 

instinctively with the _ opposition. So far ns he is 
concerned, “public opinion’’ is not on the side of the 
existing Government. 

The Irish farmer is not a lover of disorder. His 
interests and his instihets are cbiiservative, ^posed 
to change and adventnre. His native anti-English 
bins would make him so much the more firm a 
supporter of an Irish Government, which would have 
behind it, what the present system lacks, the publib 
opinion of a powerful and homogeneous farming 
class covering the whole country, and resisting, 
instead of tacitly approving, disorder or political 
unrest. 

The third gieat division of the Irish people com¬ 
prises the great mass of the wage-earning or un- 
eiigiloyed population—the labours of the land and 
the Ibwer paid ranks in tbe towns. What has been 
said of the ingrained bias of the farmer class applies 
equally to those who were brought up under the 
same influences. Unlike the farmers, however, they 
have no substantial material interests to absorb them. 

Almost the only excitement left to them is political 
demonstration ; and their early training ensures that 
such shall be “agin the Government” and all it 
stands for. 

The writer concludes thus: 
Repression as a permauent system is impossible. 
A military despotism, indifferent to public opinion 

at home and abroad, may hold down by force a section 
of its people indefinitely ; but even then it is a costly 
and doubtful expedient. A democratic State cannut 
do so. 

The great class of the Irish people whom we are 
considering are united in a common enmity to 
the system of government which they regard as alien. 
The substitution of an Irish Government for that 
which they “feef ns alien and remote innst inevitably 
be followed hy the dissolution of the ,boud which at 
present unites them. Domestic politics will divide them 
as it has divided all other peoples who possess "Self 
Government.’’ Stable public opinion will take its 
place as the strongest bulwark of law and order; 
and the small remnant of irreconcilable^ which we 
must expect to find in Ireland as in England, will be 
reft of its power as a disturbing factor in the life of 
the country. 

One is irresistibly forced to the conclusion that a 
form of government which the people can feel to be 
“Irish” is an absolutely necessary preliminary to the 
removal of tbe Irish difSculty. 

THOU SHALT OBEY 
[Translation of a paper read by Rabindranath Tagore.] 

(Specially translated for the Modern Review.) 
• lAII Rigbte Reserved.'} WITH the least sign of monsoon condi- . this lane, are hardly better fitted than 

tioQSowlane, and Cbitporc Road amphibians for the race of fife, 
joto which it leads, are flooded. Thus pearly sixty years have passed. In 

And as I have watched this happening year the mean-time things have been moving, 
aneryear till my head Las grown grey. Steam, which was the steed, of theKaff 

•I hRYC often felt th&t we, the readents of jvga, is now laughed at Iqr. the fightning 



THOU SHALT OBBT 

which is sttpenedine it. The atom which 
had merely attainra invisibility has now 
become unthinkable. Man, like the ant on 
the eve of death, has sprouted wings, and 
the legal profession is lying in wait for the 
good times when disputesfor the possession 
of air space will be brought into the law 
conrts. In one single night all China cut ofil 
its pigtail, and Japan has taken so prodigi¬ 
ous a leap that the space of 600 3rcars has 
bera covered in 60. But the inability <of 
ChitporeRoad to cope with its rainfall 
has remained as bad as ever. And the 
burden of our national song is as mournful, 
now that Home Rule is about to ri[icn, as 
it was when the National Congress was not 
even thought of. 

Accustomed as wc have been to nil this 
from our early years, it has ceased to be a 
matter of surprise; nud what does not 
surprise breeds no anxiety. But after the 
water-logged discomfort of our road has 
been underlined and emphasised by tram 
tracks to which the repairs never seem to 
come to an end, the jolts which these give 
to my carriage wheels have brought me out 
of my absent-minded toleration to a more 
acute perception of the struggle between 
tlie stream of wayfarers and the stream of 
water, the splashes of which besrpinklc me 
as 1 pass. I have latterly begun to ask my¬ 
self : “Wh>| do we bear it ?” 

That it is possible not to bear it, that 
one gets on ever so much better for refusing 
to bear it, becomes evident as soon as one 
passes out into the European iiuartcr of 
Chowringhee. If Chowringlice had Iwen 
more than three-quarter tram-line, to 
which perennial repairs went on and on 
with the leisurely gait of a drowsy ele¬ 
phant, the tramway authorities, 1 am sure, 
vvould not have been permitted to enjoy 
eitlKr their food or sleep. The spirit of 
docility, however, which is incarnate in 
us, will not allow us to believe that things 
can be made to be better than they are. 
Hence these tears which flood our cheeks 
and the rain water which floods our 
streets. 

This is not a trivial matter. We have 
never been allowed to realise, anywhere, in 
any little particular, that we are our own 
masters. 1 have hcaird tell of the gold fish 
whi^ continually knocked their heads 
against the side of their bowl, thinking the 
glass to he water; and when thev were 
put into a larger piece of water they re- 
'Btricted themselves to the same small 

331 

circle, thinking the water to be glass. Such 
like fear of Ktting our beads knocked has 
been driven into our very bones. 

Like Abhimaiwu in the Mahabharata, 
who had learnt the art of breaking through 
the enemy's formation, but not of coming 
out again, and consequently had to bear 
the brunt of all the enemy's warriors, 
we, who arc taught itum our birth the art 
of getting ourselves tied up, but not the 
method of undoing the knots, arc com¬ 
pelled to snfler the assaults of all the ad¬ 
verse forces of the world, big and small 
down to the pettiest infantry. 

So accustomed have wc become to obey 
meu, books, suggestions, barriers, imagin¬ 
ary lines,—^generation after generation,—- 
that, the fact that wc can do something 
for ourselves, in any sphere of activity 
whatsoever, escapes our notice, though it 
may stare us m the face,—even when we 
have our European spectacles on ! 

The right to lie one's own master is the 
right of rights tor man. And the country 
in which this great light has been sys¬ 
tematically suppressed by book maxims,by 
current sayings, by rites and observances, 
has naturally become the greatest of slave 
factoriesthe country in which, lest 
reason should err, dogmatism and ritual 
have been allowed to bind the people hand 
and loot, where patlis have been destroyed 
so that footsteps may not stray, where 
in the name of religion man has been 
taught to humiliate and debase man. 

Our present bureaucratic masters have 
now taken to offering us the same counsel: 
“You will make mistakes, you are unfit, 
the right to think and act for yourselves 
can not be placed in your hands.” 

This refrain from Manu and Parashar 
sounds strangely discordant when voiced 
by Englishmen. We arc, therefore, roused 
to reply to them in a tunc more consonant 
with their own spirit. “The making of 
mistakes,” say wc, “is not such a great 
disaster as the deprivation of the right of 
being one’s own master. We can only 
arrive at the truth if wc are left free to 
err." 

Wc have yet more tr say. We can re¬ 
mind our rulers that though the^ txun now 
be proudly driving the automobile ofaemo- 
cracy, the creaking of the old Parliament¬ 
ary cart, when it first started on its 
journey in the night, as it jerked its way 
from the mt of one precedent to anotW, 
did not sound exactly like the music of a 
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triamphal progress. It had not always 
the braefit oi a steam-roiler smoothed road. 
How it used to sway from this interest to 
that, now of the king, now of the church, 
tiDw of the landloid, now of the brewer, 
through faction, corruption, brawling 
and ineptitude. Was there not even a 
time when the attendance of its members 
bad to be secured under threat of penalty ? 

And talking of mistakes, what a dismal 
tale could be unfolded of the mistakes the 
mother of Parliaments has made, 
beginning from the time of its old relations 
with Irdand and America, down to its 
recent actions in the DardencUes and Meso¬ 
potamia,—to say nothing of the not incon- 
sidemble list which might lie compiled for 
India alone. The depredations of the 
minions of mammon in American politics 
are hardly of minor importance. The Drey¬ 
fus case exposed the horrors oi Militarism 
inPrance. And yet, in spite oi all these, no 
one has the least doubt in liis nund that 
the Uving flow of self-government is iiseli 
the best corrective which will dislodge one 
error by another till it lifts itself out of 
each pitfall with the same impetus which 
led it to in. 

But we have still a greater thing to urge. 
Self-government not only leads to efficiency 
and a sense of rcsponsibilify, but it makes 
for an uplift of the human spirit. Those 
who are confined within the parochial 
limits of village or community,—it is only 
when they arc given the opportunity oi 
thinking and acting imperially that they 
will be able to realise humanity in its 
huger sense. For want of this opportunity 
eveiy person in this country remains a 
lesser man. All his thoughts, his powers, 
bis hopes and his strivings remain petty. 
And this enforced pettiness of soul is for 
lum a greater calamity than loss of life 
itself. 

So in spite of all risk of error or mis¬ 
chance we must have seU-govcinment. Let 
«s stumble and struggle on our way, but 
for God’s sake don’t keep your eyes fixed 
on our stumblings to the neglect of our 
progressthis is our reply—the only true 
rephr. 

If some obstinate person kc^s on 
worrying the authorities with this ttply 
he may be interned by the Government, but 
he gels the applause of his countrymen. 
When, however, he toms with tliis same 
reply to bis own social authorities and 
protests: "You tdl us that this is the Hah* 

yum in which the in^ket of man is feeble 
and liable to make mistakes if left free, so 
tliat wc had better bow our head to sbas* 
trie injunctions rather than work the 
bi*ain inside itbut we refuse to submit 
to this insulting proposal.” Then do the 
eyes of the heads of the Hindu communi'fy 
become red and the order for social intern¬ 
ment is passed forthwith. Those who ate 
flapping theii* wings to soar into the sky 
of politics, would fain shackle our legs on 
the social perch. 

The fact is that the same helm serves to 
steer to the right and to the left. There is 
a fundamental principle which must be 
grasped before man can become true, 
socially or politically. Allegiance to this 
principle makes all the dilGference between 
Chowringhee and Chitpore. ^itpore has 
made up its mind that everything is in the 
hands of snpei'ior authority with the 
result that its own hands are dways joined 
in supplication. “If things are not in our 
own hands what are our hands for?” says 
Chowringhee, and has brought tiie whole 
world into its own hand because it believes 
that this is in direct connection with the 
hand of Providence. Chitpore has lost the 
world because it has lost this belief; and 
with half-closed eyes seeks in despair the 
narcotic consolations of quietism. 

It is indeed necessary to shut our eyes 
if wc have to keep up a belief in onr paltry 
home-made rules of life. For, with eyes 
open, wc cannot but catch glimpses of the 
universal law which rules tne world. 
Power and wealth and freedom fi'om suffer¬ 
ing are all the rewards of masteiy over 
tins universal law, for thc_ mass as well as 
for the individual. This is the axiom on 
which modem European civilisation is 
firmly based, and faith in this has given 
it its immense freedom. 

For us, however, it still remains a case 
of wringing our hands and awaiting our 
master’s voice. And in the worship cn that 
master, be he the elder at home, the police 
Daroga, temple tout, priest, or pandit, 
Sitala, Mauasa, Ola, or any one of the host 
of such dcmonaic dietics, we have shattered 
into a thousand fragments and scattered to 
the four winds our power of independent 
thought and action. 

The college student will otgect.^ “We 
no longer l^ieve in all that,” he will say, 
“Do we not get ourselves inflated for 
small pox and take saline ityections for 
cholera ? Have we not tecogoiaed mcaq.wto> 
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bortM malaria to be a microacopic germ 
and refaaed to accord it a piace in our 
pantheon 7” 

It is, however, not a question of what 
particnlar beliefs are professed. The fact 
remains that the attitude of blindly hang¬ 
ing on to some outside authority has 
sapiied the very fount of our endeavour. 
This mental cowardice is born of an all- 
pervading fe&r, which dominates us and 
overpowers our own intelligence and 
conscfence, because we cannot put our 
faith in the immutable universal law ex- 
preSfflDg itself throughout the world. For 
it is of the very nature of fear to doubt and 
hesitate; “Anything may happen ! why 
take any risk ?“ 

the same phenomenon is noticeable 
among our rulers whenever, through any 
loophole in their administration, fear gains 
an entrant, making them forget their 
most cherished traditions and impelling 
them to lay the axe at the root of the 
fundamental principle on which their 
power rests so firmly. Then do right and 
justice retiic in favour of prestige, and, 
in defiance of the Divine law, they think 
that acrid fumes will become soothing if 
only the tears can be hidden away in the 
solitude of the Andamans. This is but an 
instance of how the obsession with one’s 
own particular panacea makes for a denial 
of the universal law. At bottom there 
is either petty fear, petty self-interest 
or an attempt at evading the straight 
road ^ petty trickery. 

So does blind fear cause us to overlook 
the claims of humanity, while in a frantic 
flutter of trepidation we make our obei¬ 
sances at the shrine of every conceivable 
authority. And howsoever successfully we 
may pass examinations in physical or 
political science we cannot get nd of our 
ingrained hatnt of waiting to be dictated 
to. Even where we have followed the 
modern fashion by founding democratic 
institutions, they constantly tend to be 
dominated by some one master for the 
simple reason that the rank and file are 
so accustomed to doing everything, to 
ot^r from waking and sleeping, eatingand 
drinking, to getmig marned and mount¬ 
ing the funeral pyre. 

If 1 say that the water in the pail of the 
Brahmin carrier is in a filtny state, 
unfit to drink, but that the one brought 
by the untont^bie person straight fttm 
tbefilter is pure and wholesome, J sihall 

be rebuked for talking meve, paltry reason, 
for such doctrine has not the master’s sanc¬ 
tion. If 1 venture to question; “What of 
that 7” I am promptly boycott. They 
cease to invite me to dinner. Tan will 
even refuse to attend my funeral! The 
wonder is that those who welcome soch 
cruel tyranny in every detail of life, as 
beneficial to Society, feel no compunction 
in asking for the most absolute political 
freedom 1 

And yet there was a day in India 
when the Upaaishad declared of theiOi- 
vine lavr—Yathatathyatoithan vyadadbat 
shashwatibbyah samabhyab—-that it 
is immutable and adaptable to each 
and every circumstance. It is fur all time 
and not dependent on the whim of the 
moment. Therefore is it possible for us to 
know It with our intellects and use it in 
our work. And the more wc can make it 
our own the less shall obstacles be able 
to obstruct our path. The knowledge of 
this law is science, and it is because of this 
sdcnce that Europe today can say with 
superb assurance: “Malaria shml be 
driven off tlic face of the earth. Lack of 
food and lack of knowledge shall not be 
allowed in the homes of men. And in 
politics the commonweal shall harmonise 
with the rights of the individual.’’ 

India had also realised that in ignorance 
is bondage, in knowledge freedom and that 
m gaining the truth lies salvation. What 
was meant by untruth The looking 
upon oneself as separate. To know one* 
sell in one’s spintual relations to the 
universe is to know truly. Today it is 
difficult even to conceive how such an 
immense truth came to be grasped. Then 
the age of the Kishis—the livers of the 
simple life in tlwir forest households— 
passed away, and the age of the Buddhist 
monks took its place. And this great 
realisation of India was relegated to a 
place apart from itsevery-day life, when 
salvation was declared to be in world 
renunciation. 

Thus came about a compromise between 
truth and untruth, and a partition wall 
was erected between tnc two. So today 
from the side of truth there comes no 
protest, whatsoever degree of narrow¬ 
ness, grossness or folly may invade the 
practices and observances of social life. 
Nay, they are condoned. The ascetic under 
the tree proclaims: “He who has realised 
theuaiveniein hiiiuelf and himself in the 
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ttniverae has known the truth.” Where- 
won the householder, profoundly moved, 
nils the ascetic’s bowl with his nest. On 
the other hand when the householder in his 
chamber 'rules that the fellow who cannot 
keep the universal law at a respectable 
distance must not have access to barber 
or washerman, the ascetic in turn beams 
approval and bestows on him the dust of 
his feet and his blessing: “May you live 
for ever, my son !” That is how the deca¬ 
dence of our social life has come about, for 
there was none to raise a pratest in the 
name of Truth. That is why for hundreds 
of years we have had to bear insult after 
insult, and w^. 

In Burc^ it IS not so. The truth there 
is not connned to the intellect, but &nds a 
place in practice. Any fnnlt that may come 
to light in society or the state has to face 
public examination and rectification in the 
search-light of truth. And the power and 
freedom thus gained becomes available to 
all and gives them hope and courage. The 
expression of this truth is not hidden in 
a mist of esoteric incantation, but grows 
in the open, in full view ul all, assisting 
them to grow wiUi it. 

The insults which we allowed ourselves 
to staffer for hundreds of years finidly took 
shape as subjection to foreign dominion. 
And as the hand always seeks the painful 
spot, so has the whole of our attention 
become rivetted on the political system of 
om* Western rulers. Forgetful of all else 
we clamour“Let our Government have 
some reference to our own will, let not all 
rules and regulations be showered upon 
us fram above whether we like them or 
not. Put not the full weight of power on 
our shoulders ns a burden, let there be some 
sort of contrivance on wheels which we 
can also assist in pushing along ” 

From every part of the woild, today, 
rises the prayer for dchver.ince from the 
rule of irresponsible outsideis. It is well 
that, stirred by the spirit of the times, we 
have added our voice to this prayer. It 
would have liecn to our undying shame 
bad we not done so,—had wc still clung to 
our accustomed acquiescence in the dictates 
of governmental authority. It shows that 
there is at least some chink left through 
which a ray of truth has been able to 
penetrate our bang. 

It is because what we have seen is a 
glimpse of the truth that 1 confidently 
hfdl the self-respect which impels us 

forward as a go id thing, and as con¬ 
fidently cry shame on the vain ^ self- 
glorification which would keep us tied to 
the stake of iramobilify like an animal 
destined for sacrifice. Curioudy enough 
it is the same feeling of pride which when 
it looks ahead says: “Give us a place in 
your councils of Empire” and which when 
it turns homewards says: “Beware lest 
in religious or social ob^rvances or even 
in your individual concerns you depart even 
by one step from the path prescribed by 
the master.”—And this we call the rena¬ 
scence of Hinduism ! Our Hindu leaders, it 
appears, would prescribe for us the 
impossible commandment to sleep with 
one eye and keep the other awake! 

When the cane of God’s wrath fell on 
our hacks our wounded patriotism cried 
out: “Cut down the cane jungles !” for¬ 
getting that the bamboo thickets would 
still be tlieie ! The fault is not in cane or 
bamboo, but within ourselves, and it is 
this: that we prefer authority to truth 
and have more respect for the blinkers than 
for the eyes. Till wc can grow out of this 
disposition of ours some rod will be left in 
some wood or other for our punishment. 

In Europe also there was a time when 
the authority of the Church was para¬ 
mount in all departments of life, and it 
was only when they had succeeded in cut¬ 
ting tlirough its nll^nveloping meshes that 
the European jicoplcs could begin to step 
out on the path of self-government. The 
insularity of Enf^and was England’s 
opportunity and it was comparatively 
easier for her to elude the lull might of 
a church, the centre of which was at Rome. 
Not that England is yet completely free 
from all traces of church domination, but 
her church, like an old dowager, is now 
only tolerated where onec she was all- 
powerful. 

But though England was ^us able to 
shake off the Old Woman, Spain was not. 
'Ihcre w'as a day when Spain hud the 
wind full in her sails. Why was she un¬ 
able to maintain the start this gave her ? 
Because the Old Woman was at the helm. 

When Philip of Spain waged war 
against England it was discovered that her 
naval tactics were as rigidly niled as her 
rdigious beliefs. So that while the navy 
of England, under the command of her 
most skilful sailors, was as mobile and 
adaptable to the free-blowing winds,as the 
waves Ota which it fioatea,the Spanish 
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unable to extricate itself from the iron-grip 
of immoveable custom. So in Europe only 
those peoples have been able to raise their 

) heads who have succeeded in loosening the 
I shackles of blind obedience to an organised 
’churchand learnt to respect themselves. 
, And Russia, which failed to do so, remains 
i bristling with a very forest of authorities, 
and her manhood is wasted in bending 
the knee, alike to the meanest modcan 
government official and the pettiest 
ancient scriptural injuctinn. 

It should be remembered that religion 
and a church, or religious organisation, 
are not the same. They arc to one another 
as the fire to its ashes. When religion has 
to make way for religious organisation it 
is like the river being dominated by its 
sand bed,—the current stagnates and its 
aspect becomes desert-like. And when in 
thm circumstance men begin to take pride 
then arc they indeed in a bad way. 

Kcligion tells us that it man is despite- 
iully used it is bad both lor him who 
commits and him who suffers the outrage. 
But religious organisation tells us: 
“If you do not carry out without compunc¬ 
tion each and every one of the claboiate 
rules and injunctions which oppress and 
insult man, you will be excommunicated.” 
Religion tells us that he who necdlc.ssly 
^ves pain to a liviiig creature hurts his 
own soul. But religious organisation 
tells us that parents who oiler water to 
their fasting widowed daughter on a 
particular day of the moon commit moital 
sin. Religion tells us that rq)cnt.anceand 
good woiks alone may serve to wash 
away sin; religious organisation tells 
ns that to take an immersion in a particu¬ 
lar piece of water during an eclipse w ashes 
away not only one's own sins but those of 
fourteen generations of one’s forebears. 
Religion tells us to fare forth over moun¬ 
tain and sea and enjoy the beautiful world, 
for that will enlarge our minds; 
religious organisation tells us that he who 
overpasses the sea shall have to roll in the 
dust in expiation. Religion tells us that 
the true man in whatever household he 
mc^ have been bom is worthy of homage; 
rehgious organisation tells us that he 
who is born a Brahmin may be the veriest 
scoundrel yet he is fit to shower on 
others* heads the dust of his feet. In a 
word, religion preaches freedom, religious 
organisation chants of slavciy. 

F.aith, even if blind, has its aspect of 
exUrnal beauty. This beauty the foivign 
traveller passing through India sometimes 
loves to dwell on, like an artist who en- 
ioysthe picturesque possibilities d(a mined 
house, but gives no thought to its tenant- 
able qualities, Durirg the bathing ftstival 
1 have seen pilgrims in their thousands, 
mostly women, coming from Barisal ^to 
Calcutta. The suffering and insult, whidi 
they had to put up with .at each changing 
station from steamer to train and train 
to ste.imcr, was unending Their pathetic 
resignation had no doubt a kind ofbeauty, 
but the God of their worship has not 
accepted that beauty. He has not reward¬ 
ed, but punished them. Their sorrows are 
ever increasing. The children they rear 
amidst tiieir futile rites and observances 
have to eiinge to all the material things 
of tins world and tremble at all the 
shadows of the next; tlicir sole function in 
life being to go on raising barriers at each 
bend of the path which they will have to 
ti'ead ; and all they know of growth is in 
making these barriers tower higher and 
higher. 

The reason for this punishment is that 
they have tniss|)ent the greatest of God's 
gifts to mail,—the power of self-sacrifice. 
When called upon to render their account 
they can only show a heavy debit balance. 
I have seen, elsewhere, a stream of bun¬ 
dles of thousands of men and women 
hurrying along to some place of pilgrim^ 
to acquire religious merit, but a d>ing 
man, lying by their road-side, had noue 
to tend him because bis caste was not 
known. What a terrible insolvency of 
humanity has come upon these spendthrift 
seekers after merit, whose blind faith 
appears so bcantiful! The same blind¬ 
ness which impels them to rush to bathe 
in a particular stream, renders them in¬ 
different to the Sufferings of their un¬ 
known fellow-men. God docs not njipre- 
ci.ate this prostitution of his most precious 

, . * 
In Gaya 1 have seen women pounug out 

their wealth at the feet of some temple 
priest who had neither learning, piety nor 
riiaracter. Has this generous self-privation 
led them a step nearer to pity or to truth ? 
It may be said in reply: “Theyfsw nif 
their substance for the sake of wMX tSiey 
believed to be the holiness of thePrsest, 
Had they not this belief they would 
either not have parted with the money 



336 TBB MODBKN REVIEW POK SBPtBMBBR. ItilT 

at all, or spent it on themselves.” Be it 
so. Bnt in that case they wonld at least 
lunre had the benefit of the money, and 
what is more ihqr would not have deluded 
themselves into liclicving that in spending 
on themselves they were doing a pious act. 
They would have remmned free from this 
slavery to a delusion. He who has trained 
himsefi to die in docile obedience to his 
master’s bidding finds it impossible, 
when he becomes his own master, man* 
fully to give up his lile for the right. 

Thus it happens that in our villages 
foodstuffs, health, education and the joy 
of life arc all on the ebb Feeling that 
the only ho[)c lor the vtlhigers was in 
rousing them to a sense of their own powers 
I once made the attempt iii a certain 
village. 1 here was a part of the village 
where not a drop of water was to be had. 
ft fire had broken out mid all that the 
neighbours could do was to join lu the 
lamentation while the fl.inies were raging 
Said 1 to them: “If von will gneyoui Lthotir 
to dig a well 1 will pay for tlu* iitasonr}’ 
work.” Tlicy admired ray cunning in 
attempting to aeiiuirc merit partly nt 
their cost, but declined to lie taken in by 
it! That well never got made, the water 
scarcity there remains as had as ever, 

i« and fires are perennial. 
* This shows that the main reason lor 
onrvillage distresses is that nothing gels 
done except with the idea ol acquiring 
religious merit So that every wain muit 
await providence, or some casual visitor 
in search of ment, for its tulfilincnt. it 
the latter is not forthcoming the village 
will remain thirsty rather than dig its 
own well. 1 do not blame the villagers, 
for the Old Woman keeps them ball asleep 
with her opium. But 1 am struck speech¬ 
less when 1 see educated vouug men 
■inging the Old Woman’.s pmises. “What 
a splendid nurse,” say they “What a 
pHoud sight to sec »ur country m her 
arfns! From that high seat hei feet never 
even touch tlie ground How pretty it 
would look if she held in her hands the 
sceptre of self-mvcmment while still 
perched in her old nurse’s arms.” 

Privation, pestilence and famine obtrude 
themselves only too patently. But just 
os the government refuses us a Ucensefor 
arms to withstand the^ attacking tiger 
ordacoit, so also does the Hindu social 
leadfer deny ns the means of ddending 
ourselves against these cslamitieB. “Bnt 

surely," the latter will protest in reply, 
“you arc allowed to acquire the means of 
defending yourself. Nobody prevents your 
learning and applying science for self¬ 
protection” True, it would be an ex¬ 
aggeration to say that we are deprived of 
weapons of defence. But every precaution 
is taken to prevent our learning how to 
use them. So incapable have we become 
by the constant fear of transgression of 
the imillitudinous rules with which we are 
hedged in both on the side of our country 
ns well as on that nt the government, 
that we aie more likely to get hurt by the 
gun, it we li.ive it, than by the dacoits! 

Now let us examine the contention that 
it is loreign donnnatioii which is responsi¬ 
ble lor keeping us in this distresstnl state. 
The fundamental principle ol British 
politics is the partictpiiUon of the people 
in their own government. This principle 
has al\v.i\s hurled its shafts against the 
art sponsible domination of anv outsider 
and this i.iet h.is not been hidden from 
us We o[Kmlv read ol il in govei'nment 
sehools and iiictnorisc it lor our examina¬ 
tions. riicy h.tve no means now of taking 
back this knowledge. 

Our congresses an 1 leagues are all based 
on this principle .\nd as it is the veiY 
nature of European science to be available 
to all, .so also is it oi the essence of the 
British political creed to offer itself for 
acceptance to the people ol India. One, or 
ten, or live huiulred Englishmen may be 
iouud to say that it is rot expedient to 
allow the Indian student access to Euro¬ 
pean science, but that same science itself 
will shimc these Enghshincn by calling 
upon all, irrcspectnc ol birth-place or 
colour, to come to it, and partake of its 
boons So also it live hundred, or even five 
tliousaiid Eiighshuieii jireach from plat- 
foiiii or ptess that obstacles should he 
place 1 111 the way of the attainment of self- 
governineiit by the Indian people these 
words of thc^e thousands of Englishmen 
will be put to shame by the Britisn politi¬ 
cal creed itself which thunders out its call 
to all peoples, irrespective of birth-place or 
colour, to become its votaries. 

1 know that we are open to the rude 
retort that British principles do not take 
into account the fixes of us. -Just as the 
Brahmin of old had decreed in hts day that 
the highest knowledge and the larger lift 
were not for the Snora. Bat the Brahmin 
Ind taken the preeantion to coosofidnte 
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his position. Oi those whom he sought to 
cripple exteroallr he also crippled the 
mind. The roots of knowledge having 
been cut off from the Sudra all chance of 
his blossoming out into independent action 
withered away, and no further trouble had 
to be taken to ensure the Sudra’s head 
being kept bowed to the dust of the 
Brahmin’s Teel. But our British rulers 
have not completely closed the door pf 
knowledge—the door that leads to free¬ 
dom. Doubtless the bureaucracy are re¬ 
pentant and arc fumbling about in a be¬ 
lated endeavour to close this window and 
that—but for till that, even they are unable 
to forget altogether tliat to sacrifice prin¬ 
ciple at the altar ol cxjtediency is only a 
step towards moml suicide. 

If wc can only grasp with all our 
strength this message ol hope that our 
rights lie latent in the deeper psychology 
of the British people, then it will become 
caaer for us to bear sorrow and make 
sacrifices for its realistition. If wc allow 
our habitual weakness to overcome us 
under the baleful influence ol the flrst article 
of our creed—“Thou Shalt Obey,” then 
indeed the black despair will lie our lot ol 
which wc have seen two opposite forms oi 
expression—the violent methods oi secret 
societies, and the inane discussions ol our 
chamber politicians as to the merits nr 
demerits of this viceroy or that, and 
whether a John viorlcyatthc India Office 
will bring about any iniproremenl in our 
conditions, or will not rather the domestic 
cat, when it takes to tlic jungles, become 
as wild as the wild cat. 

Nevertheless wc must not mistrust 
humanity. Let us aver with conviction that 
its power is not the only thing great in the 
British Bmpire, but that the principles on 
which it is broad-based arc even greater. 
Doubtless we shall sec this contradicted at 
evetytum. We shall see sdfish considera¬ 
tions and the lust of power, anger, fear 
and pride at work. But these enemies of 
humanity can onl^ defeat us where they 
find thar like within us, where they find us 
afraid of petty fears, lusting after petty 
desires, full of jealousy, mistrust and 
hatred of each other. Where wc are 
great, where we are brave, where we are 
self-denying, devoted and reverential, there 
we shall and ourselves in touch with 
the best in our rulers. There we shall 
be victorious is spite of all memy 
MMHiIt8,-»Not always externally, it stay 

be, but assuredly in the depths of our 
being. , 

Ii wc are petfy and cowardly we ihall 
bringdown to our'level the princi¬ 
ples ol our rulers and help their evu pas- 
sionsto triumph. Whcrethercare twoaeces- 
sjry parties the strength of ca^ iBUit 
contribute to their common elevation, the 
weakness of each to their common down 
fall. When the Sudra jmiied hiS palms 
in submission to the Brahniinical decree 
of inferiority, on that very day was dug 
the pit for the fall oi the Brahmin. 
The weak can lx* ns gicat an enemy of the 
strong as the stiong of the weak. 

A high Goveruineut official ouce asked 
me: “You always complain of the oppres¬ 
sion ol the police. I'crsonally 1 am not 
inclined to dislielievc in it. But why 
not confront us with facts and figures ?” 
True, there should lx at least some in our 
country who have counigc enough to dare 
tocxposcall wrongs, to repeatedly proclaim 
them to the world. This should be so, 
although we knofir that the meanest con- 
statde is not an individual but the re¬ 
presentative of a terrible power, which 
will spend thousands upon thousands 
Irora public iunds fo shield him from 
obloc|uy,—a power which therefore practi¬ 
cally tells us that if we are oppressed it will 
be healtliierfor us to eoiitinuc to lie oppres¬ 
sed in silence,—lor is not prestige, at 
stake? rrestige! That familiar old bogey 
of ours, the unseen master who has eternal 
hold oi our ears, thcA/nnasa of the Bchula 
epic, tlie Cbandi of Kavikankan, to whose 
worship we must ha.sten, trampling over 
riglit, justice and all else, or be mercilessly 
crushed! Soto Prestige be our salutations: 

Yn den rajyashasaae 
Prestige-rupena samsthita I 

Namabtasyai namastasyai 
Natnasiasyai namonamah 11 

This however, is nothing but Avidya, 
Maya. Wc must not believe in it for all 
that it appears before our material eyes. 
The real truth is always behind it, that we 
are the most vitally concerned in our own 
government. This truth is greater than 
the government itself. It is this truth wbkh 
gives its strength to the British Ernure. 
In this truth, also, lies our strength. If we 
arc cowards, if we cannot bravely put our 
trust in British ideals, then the police 
needs must go on oppiesnag, and the 
magistrate be powerlest to protect ns< 
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The goddess of Prestige will continue to 
dnini her human victims, and British 
mle to give the he to British tradition. 

To this 1 shall lie told in reply that it 
is Ml very well from an idcalmtic stand¬ 
point to* talk of principle being greater 
than might, but in practical life an 
udhurence to this belief will get us into 
trouble. 

“Wc may get into trouble,” say I, “but 
still we must act as we truly believe.” 

“But your countrymen will bi- bribed 
or intimidated to bear witness against the 
truth.” 

“Me it so. Bat still we must profess 
what we believe to be the truth." 

“Bat your own (leoplc will be lured by 
the hope ol praise or reward to hit you on 
the bend from behind.” 

“ That may be. But still we must trust 
in the truth." 

“Can you hope tor so much ?" 
"Just so inucn must we hope for, not 

one |ot less will do." 
It we ask our rulers for great things we 

must also ask for greater things from our 
countrymen—else the first prayer will not 
be fruitlul. 1 know that all men are not 
coamgeous and that many are weak. But 
in all countries, and at all times, there are 
born men who are the natural representa¬ 
tives of their race, and who must take up 
all the sufferings ot their countiw on them¬ 
selves ; who must cut a way through .all 
opposition fijir the rest to tollow through; 
who can keep up tlicir faith in humanity 
in the face ot all apparent contradictions, 
Eiici watchfully Hvvuit the dawn through 
the hlackest night of despair; who scoff at 
the tears of the timid with the words: 
SwRlpHmapyasja dharmasra trayate 
mabato bhajat—tbR least bit of right in 
the centre will vanquish a multitude ol 
terrors at the circumference. If there be 
any the Ic^ righteous principle m politics 
to that shall wc bow the head, not to 
fear, not to fear. 

Suppose my child is ill. I have sent for a 
Euremeanspecialist at great cost. Hccomes 
pd begins to make passes and mutter 
incantations in the manner of our witch¬ 
doctors. Must I not speak out and tell 
him : “Look here, I called yon in to treat 
JAe patient, not for this kind of thing ?” 
Hhe waxes indignant and says : “What 
oo you know ? 1 am a doctor, whatever 
IchooKto do is the proper treatment!” 
Must 1 not nevertheless persist in my 

ol^ection and tell him that his medicM 
science is greater than himself,—that is 
what I have paid for and insist on having ? 
He may knock me down and depart with 
ray money in his pocket, but when he is 
alone in his carriage he will be ashamed. 
Solsiythat if i Qo not aaimesce in the 
dicta ot the British bureaucracy but hold 
on to the ideals of the British people, I 
mjjy bring trouble on myseff today, but to¬ 
morrow I shall win my way through. 

Just fancy tliat after a hundred and fifty 
years of British rule we hear today, the 
extraordinary' doctrine that Bengal has 
not even the right to sigh over the distress 
ol her sister province of Madras. Wc so 
long thought that the fact that under the 
unliving influence ol British rule, Bombay, 
Madras, Bengal and Punjab were grow¬ 
ing into internal and external uniformity 
was aecounted one of the bnghtest jewels 
ot the British Crown When in the West 
the news is abroad that Great_ Britain 
bleeds lor the troubles ol Belgium and 
Friuicc, and has laced death for their sake, 
is it to be proclaimed in the same breath 
in the East that Bengal must not bother 
her head abont the joys or sorrows of 
Madras > kre we going to olicy such a 
command '* Du we not know for certain, 
despite the vehemence of its utterance, ol 
the load of shame which Inrks behind it ? 

We must briug about a compramise 
between tins secret shame of the bureau¬ 
cracy and our open defiance. England is 
bound to India by hei' pledged word. 
England came here as tlie responsible re¬ 
presentative of European^ civilisation. 
The message of that civilisation is the 
word she has plighted. This, her only 
title to Empire, shall be glorified by us. We 
shall never let her forget that she has not 
crossed the seas to slice up India into 
fragments. 

Any iKopic which have gained the 
wealth of a great realisation have been 
permitted to do so that they may impart 
it to the world at large. Should thqr 
turn miserly, they win only deprive 
themselves. The grrat realisations of 
Europe have been—Science and the Rights 
of Man. With this wealth as her to 
India the divine mandate sent England to 
these shores. The duty has also been cast 
upon us to hold her to her mission. And 
unless each party does its duty, foigetful- 
ness and downfall will be inevitable. ^ 

The Bnglishmaa may point to his his* 
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torjr and tell us : “This great prize of self- 
government have 1 earned only after many 
a struggle and with infinite toil and 
trouble.” I admit it. Each pioneer race 
has arrived at some particular truth 
thi-ough much sorrow and error and sacri- 
&ce. But those who follow after have not 
to tread the same long path of tribulation. 
In America i have seen Bengali youths 
becoming experts in the manufacture of 
machinery without having to retrace all 
the historical stages of the Steam Engine 
beginning from the boiling kettle. What 
it took ages of shower and sunshine for 
Europe to mature, Japan was able to 
transplant in no time, roots and all, in her 
own soil. So it in our charncter the quali¬ 
ties necessary for successful sclf-govcru- 
ment appear to be in defect, it is all the 
more reason that piaetioe in that art 
should be the sooner commenced. If wc 
begin by the assumption that there is no¬ 
thing in a man, wc can never discover any¬ 
thing in him No worse crime can lie com¬ 
mitted against us than to allow a con¬ 
tempt lor our people to close the door to 
the development of their better nature and 
thereby compel them to remain lor ever 
contemptible in the eyes of the world. 

When morning dawns in history the 
light docs not gradually creep up from the 
East but at once floods all the four quart¬ 
ers. If the peoples of the world liad to 
acquire greatness incli by inch then nothing 
short of eternity would serve for its attain¬ 
ment. Had it liecn true that men must 
first deserve and then desire, then no 
people in the world would ever have 
attained freedom. 

The West boasts of democracy to-day. 
lhave no wish to stir up the repulsive 
mire which is still so plentiful beneath 
the surface glamour of the Western peoples. 
Had there been some paramount power 
to rule that while such state of things 
prevails no democracy is to step into its 
rights, then not only would the foulness 
have remained where it is but all hope 
of its ever being cleansed away would 
vanish. 

So in oui* social life and our individual 
outlook there arc no doubt blemishes. 1 
could not hide them even if I would. 
But still we must be our own masters. 
Because the lamp in one comei* is dim tliat 
is no reason why we should not light 
another lamp in another comer. TIk 
great festival of Man is in progress, but in 

no country are all its lamps ablaze— 
nevertheless the festivity proceeds apace. 
If our lamp has gone out for some little 
while, wh it harm if we light its wick at 
Britain’s flame ? To wax indignant and 
disdainful at such a request cannot be ac¬ 
counted to the good, for while it would 
not diminish Britain’s instre, it would add 
to the world’s illumination. 

The god of the festival calls us to-day. 
Shall the priest be allowed to deny us 
admittance,—the priest who has all his 
hows and smiles tor the wealthy, who 
hastens up to the railway station at the 
b ire news of the arrival of Australia or 
Canada ? This difleieiice of treatment will 
not h.‘ permitted, lor tlie god of the festi¬ 
val is not blind. If conscience does not 
manifest itself from within as sliame, it 
will do so as wrath from without. 

Uur hope lies b'ltli in the British people 
and ill ourselves. 1 have gicat faith in 
the people ol Bengal. I am sure our 
youths will nut consent to peer forever 
through the borrowed mask of age. We 
know of great English souls who are 
willing to suffer insult from their own 
countrymen so that the fruit of England’s 
history may become avaiLibie to India. 
We also want men ot India, real men, who 
will dare to iacc the frowns of the foreigner 
and the sneers of their countrymen, wh6 
will be ready to take all risks ot failure, in 
their eagerness truly to express themsdves 
as men. 

Ihc wakeful, ageless God oi India 
calls today on our soul,—the spul that is 
measureless, the soul that is utadefcated, 
the soul tliat is destined to immortaii^, 
and yet the soul which lies today in the 
dust, humbled by external authority, in 
the fetters of blind obsei'vances. With 
blow upon blow, pang upon pang, does 
He call upon it “Atmanam VidMi: know 
thyself !’^ 

O self-mistrusting coward, worn out 
with premature old age, bowed down 
with a foolish burden of blind belief! 
this is not the time for petty quarrels 
with your own people, for mean hates 
and Jalousies. The time has passed 
for squabbling like beggars over trivial 
doles and petty favoui'S. Let hs not, 
cither, console ourselves with that false 

ride, which can only flourish in the 
ai'kness oi our secluded comers, but 

which will be shamed on facing the vast 
assemblies of the world. Let us not 
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indulge in the cheap consolation of the im¬ 
potent, of castiutr the blame on another. 
Our sms, accumulating through the ages, 
have crashed our manhood under their 
load and pnraljscd our conscience. The 
time has come to malte a supreme effort 
to rid ouiselves of their dead weight. 
Behind us lies the greatest obstruction to 
our f 01 ward pi ogress Our past over¬ 
comes oui future with its hypnotic influence, 
its dust and dead leaves obscure the rising 
sun of the ntw age, and befog thcnctivities 
of our awakening youthfulncss \Vc must 
ruthlessly relieve our hacks of this clinging 
obstruction, if we would save ourselves 
from the shame of utter futility, if we 
would keep pace with the stream of ever- 
progressing hum.imty-tlie cver-vigilant, 
ever-explonng hum.inity which is victori¬ 
ous ovtr death; which is the right hand 
of the Great Architect of the universe, and 
of which, as it ceaselessly journeys along 
the knowledge-lighted road to truth, the 

triumphal progress from epoch to epoch is 
hailed with acclamations which resound 
throughont the world. 

Deeply stained as we are by the repeat¬ 
ed showers of insult and sorrow that have 
been unceasingly poured on ns from out¬ 
side, we must tod^ undergo purification 
—thepurification ofthefioma oiseltsought 
ti avail, voluntarily borne. In the sacred 
flame of that sacrificial fire onr sins will be 
bvfrnt away, the fumes of onr folly dis¬ 
sipated, and our inertness reduced to ashes. 
0 Great God ! thou art not the God of 
the poor in spirit' That in us which is not 
mean and miserable, that which is 
indestructible, masterful, god-like, of that 
art thou the Over-Lord,—that dost thou 
call up to the right hand of thy kingly 
throne. Let our weakness be scorned, 
our folly censured, our servility punished, 
till they depart from us for ever. 

Translated by 
Surendranath Tagore. 

NOTES 

Sennee in Secondary Schools. 
The report of the conference of directors 

of public mstruclioii held in Delhi m 
January last gives some idea of the place 
of science in the secondaiy schools of the 
diilerent provinces of India. 

In Madras object lessons are given in 
elementary schools In the middle classes 
of secondary schools subjects verging on 
sdence are studied, and in the higher 
classes elementary science is obligatory; 
in tte higher classes of secondary schools 
physics, chemistry, botnny and uaturM 
history are taught. Additional science 
courses can also be taken in the two 
highest forms. 

In Bombay science is compulsory in 
Government high schools throughont the 
course, except for the school final candi¬ 
dates. The University demands formatri- 
ralation the study of sdence in the two 
high standards and a certificate from the 
headmaster that the course has been 
accomplished, but there is no examination 
in sdence condheted by the University. 

In the United Provinces physics and 
chemistry together constitute one of the 
alternative sulgtcls for the m itriculation. 
The teaching is based on a text-book 
without any practical work and is, there¬ 
fore, to a lar^ extent valnelcss. Labora. 
tones have been provided in schools in 
connection with the school leaving certi¬ 
ficate and, it is said, “have created a 
revolution in science teaching.’’ This 
science teaching occupies four years, bifur¬ 
cation taking iSace four years before the 
examination. It was thought suitable to 
prescribe other courres, e. g., a 
course as alternative to sdence. 

In the Punjab sdence is compalsory in 
the Kience matriculation and is optional 
in the arts matricnlation, but it is com¬ 
monly taken as an optional subject in the 

p*M^* r ^ Director of 
Fabhc Instruction, Pan]ab, has expressed 
the opiiuon that in his province the popu¬ 
larity of science is increadng. 

In the North-West Frontier Province 
BCKSceiscompnlsoiy in the middle stage 
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THE MEDIUM OF EDUCATION 

(Translation of n paper readhy Rabindranath Tafiotv), 

IT in snperilnous to calk of the utility of 
learnii^. Yet, even from the viewpoint 
of utility controversies arise. We often 

hear doubts expressed as to its tendency 
to detract from the efficiency of the 
agriculturist at his plough, or to hamper 
the woman in her worship of her lord 
and master, and of her god. The idea, 
that the darkness of bandaged eyes is 
better than the light outside for the 
bullock which has to turn the mill, is only 
natural. And in a country where to go 
on turning the mill of routine is accounted 
the highest duty, wise men may well look 
askance at all light as an enemy. 

Nevertheless we may regard daylight as 
greater even than an assistant in our 
daily work—as an awakener to wit. And 
it is a yet more important thing that in 
light men come together, and in darkness 
they separate. Knowledge is the greatest 
unifying prindple in man. The student in 
a remote corner of Bengal may be nearer 
to the educated person at the furthest ex tre< 
mity of Europe than the latter to his 
illiterate neighbour. Let us leave aside, 
for a moment, the question of the supreme 
utility of this wurld>wide kinship in 
knowledge, which bridges all gaps of time 
and space, to consider the unthinkableness 
of depriving any human being, on any 
pretext whatsoever, of the supreme joy of 
it. 

When we realise how dim and far 
between are the torches of this knowledge 
in this India of ours, we can understand 
how difficult for us is this path of union 
through knowledge,’the path that all the 
world is seeking to tread today. *And 
though occasional measures have been 
taken to improve tiie method of imparting 
education, the difficulties in the way <» 
its spread ate as immense as ever. 

The river courses opiy along the edge 
oftheconntry, the rain Mowers btifa all 

over the sky, and that is why as a friend 
to the crops the place ot the river is much 
lower. Moreover the very depth and 
strength of the river depend on the 
rains. Those who now occupy in our 
country the throne of thunder-bearing 
Indra arc as sparing of their showers as 
they are profuse in thrir thunderings, with 
which flash the lightning of their derisive 
scorn against the educational results of 
Babudom. If only our educational autho¬ 
rities had had to go through the same 
artificial ripening as have the unfortunate 
Babus, they would not have delayed to 
famish scientific reasons to show that 
this softening at the tup and immaturity 
at the core can only be doc to the want 
of sunlight in the process. 

They may retort that when the West 
was West, and had not yet got astride 
the East, the latter hardly showed a deeper 
culture in the dialectical wrestliiig and 
grammatical snare-weaving which used 
to go on in its chatmpathh and tok. 
These were there, 1 admit, but therein I 
see nothing different from the empty and 
barren academical habit which dies hard 
in all countries, except perhaps that in a 
fallen country the outward appendages of 
learning tend to loom larger than its inner 
strength. Ilut it was only of such acade¬ 
mical lore that the pandits in their comers 
had the monopoly; on the other hand, the 
life-blood of the culture of the time used to 
flow unimpeded through the veins of the 
whole of Societ/, strong and living. Be 
it the ryot at bis plough or the woman in 
her zenana, there were various approaches 
through which this life-giving stream 
could reach and vitalise them. So, what¬ 
ever its other defects may have bwn, the 
body politic was suffident unto itself. 

Not so our foreign learning of today, 
which remains so much a thing of the 
school or college that it is kept hung up 
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like a rign board and does not become 
part of our life; ot remains in our note* 
books and fails to get transcribed into 
thought and action. Some of our learned 
men ascribe this to the mere fact of its 
being foreign. But this 1 cannot admit, 
for truth has no gcogra^ihy. The lamp 
that was lit in the Bast will ilinmine the 
continents of the West: if that be not so, 
it harl no light. If there be any light 
which is claimed to be good for India 
alone, then I epiphatically say it is not 
good at ail. If India’s god be for India 
only, then will he effectually bar for us the 
gates of the kingdom of the universal God. 

The fact of thematter is that our modem 
education has not found its proper vehicle 
and so is unable freely to more onwards. 
The unirersnlity of knowledge is acknow¬ 
ledged all the world over, but be the reason 
what it may, it has not found acceptance in 
this province. The great Gokhale was the 
champion ot this cause but I am told he 
had to encounter the greatest opposition 
in Bengal. It seems that, though we are 
deteriiiined to fly forward in the sky of 
political ideals, we have m-idc up our minds 
to walk backwards in the field of our social 
life. 

Deprived as we thus are of that mass 
eduration which needs must supply the 
nutritious juices to the roots of our higher 
education, wc have recently had another 
worry suiieradded. As if the insuflteiency 
of our educational institutions was not 
bad enough, tliey are to be made still 
narrower in scope by cutting down space 
and increasing furniture. Let there be a 
dearth of pupils if there must, but none of 

fiances,—so say the authorities! 
quite understand that food and uten¬ 

sils to eat it out of are both needful to 
man. But where there is a shortage of 
food, a parsimony in regard to utensils 
also becomes necessary'. When we shall 
see tree kitchens distiibuting mental fare 
throughout India, then may we begin to 
pray for plates of gold. To make expensive 
the educational part of our poverty-stricken 
lives would be like squandering all one’s 
money in ba}ring money-bags. We can 
enjoy our social gatherings on a mat 
spread iu the yard. Plantain leaves suffice 
for the feasts of our wealthiest. Most of 
the great ones of our laud, to whom we 
bow the head, were brought up in cot¬ 
tages. So that in our counts the idea 
will not be accepted that ^raswati’s 

seat owes any of its splendour to appur¬ 
tenances borrowed from Lakshmi. 

We in the Bast have had to arrive at 
our own solntion of the problem of Life. 
Wc have as far as possible made our food 
and clothing unbnrdensome, and this our 
very climate has taught us to do. We 
require openings in the walls more than 
the walls themselves. Light and air have 
more to do than the weavers’ loom with 
our wearing apparel. The sun makes up 
for* the heat-producing qualities which 
elsewhere arc required from foodstuff or 
kitchen. AH these natural advantages 
have moulded our life to a particular shape 
which I cannot believe it will be profitable 
to ignore in the case of our education. 

I do not seek to glorify poverty which 
1 admit to be tnmnsik,—ot the lowest 
order. But simplicity is of greater price 
than the appendages oi luxury and is 
.svitvt'ik,—of the highest. The simplicity 
oi which 1 speak is not merely the effect 
of a lack of supcifluity, but is one of the 
signs of perfection. When that dawns on 
mankind the unhealthy fog which now be¬ 
smirches civilisation will be lifted. It is 
tor lack of this simplicity that the neces¬ 
saries of life have become so rare and 
costly. 

Most things in the civilised world,— 
eating and merry-making, education and 
culture, administration and litigation,— 
occupy more than their legitimate space. 
Much ot their burden is needless and in 
bearing it civilized man may be showing 
ga-at strength, but little skill. To the 
gods, viewing this from on high, it must 
seem like the flonnderings of a demon who 
has got out of his depth, but knows not 
how to swim, and who, as he keeps 
muddying the whole pool by his needlessly 
powerful efforts, cannot get rid of the 
iilea that there must be some virtue in 
this display of strength. 

When the simplicity of fulness awakens 
in the West, then from the walls of its 
drawing rooms will be cleared away the 
Japanese fans and China plates and ant¬ 
lers of stags; and all the bric-a-brac 
rubbish from their corners; the hats 
of their women will be divested of 
birds’ feathers, artificial flowers and 
such like oddities; the barbarities and 
excesses of their dress will find refnge in 
their mnseums; and their skjr-acrapers 
will hang their towering heads in shame. 
Then work, enjoyment and education will 
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alike find their true strength in becotning 
easy. When this will happen I have no 
idea. Till then we must, with bowed 
heads, continue to listen to lectures telling 
us that the highest education is to be had 
only in the tallest edifices. 

To the extent that iorins and appen¬ 
dages are the outgrowth of the soul, to 
ignore them is to be impoeerished,—this 1 
know. Hut though Europe has been try¬ 
ing, she has not yet discovered the golden 
mean. Whv, then, should obstacles *bc 
placed in the way of our attempting to 
find it out for ourselves ? To lie simple 
without becoming poorer is the problem 
which each must solve according to his 
temperament. Dut while we are ever 
ready to accept the sutycct-matter of 
education from ontsidc, it is too bad to 
thrust on us the temperament as well. 

The adopted sons of the West, I suppose, 
nnds must go one better than their adop¬ 
tive father. In America 1 saw many vast 
edncational institutions run by the state, 
where the pupils had to pay next to 
nothing in the way of fees. In Europe, 
also, there is no lack of cheap educational 
facilities for poor students. Is it then 
because of the greater poverty of our 
country that our education must be made 
more costly ? And yet in India there was 
a time when education was not bought 
and sold. 

Elsewhere we find education accounted 
to be an anxious duty of the state. 
Thus in Europe, Japan or America 
there is no miserliness in regard to the 
expenditure of public funds thereon so 
that it may become readily available to the 
greatest number. Therefore the higher the 
seat from which it is proclaimed in India, 
and the loader, that the more expensive 
and difficult education is made the greater 
the benefit to the country, the falser will 
it sound. 

Increase of weight with the growth of 
age is the sign of a healthy child. It is 
not good if the weight remains stationary, 
it is alarming if it decreases. So in our 
country, where so much of the field of 
education lies fallow, its well-wishers 
naturally expect an increase in the number 
of students, year by year. They are not 
eaay in mind if the numbers remain the 
same, and if they decrease, they feel that 
the scale turns towards death,—as we 
understand it. 

But wluNi it was found that the 

number of students in Bengal was decreas¬ 
ing an Anglo-Indian l^per gloated over 
it. "So this is the limit of the Bengali’s 
enthusiasm for education/’ it chutided. 
"What a tyrannical measure would have 
been Gokhale’s compulsory education for 
poor, unwilling Bengal!" These are cruel 
words. No one could have said such a 
thing about his own country. If today 
thede»reior education should spontane¬ 
ously diminish in England, this very same 
paper would have anxiously advocated 
artificial means oi stimulation. 

Of course I should be ashamed to ex< 
pect these people to ieel fur India as they 
dolor their own country. Nevertheless 
it may not be too much to expect a small 
surplus of good tecling to remain over, 
after satisfying all the demands of patri¬ 
otism, and take shape as love of humanity. 
In the present stage of devdopment of the 
human conscience, it remains possible to 
desire power and wealth for one’s ,own 
country even at the cost of depriving 
other parts of the world. But surely it 
should not be possible to say of any 
county in the world, ot which we may find 
the health declining owing to natural 
causes, that it would be cheaper to pro¬ 
vide It with undertakers, than with physi- 
ciaus. 

On the other hand it cannot he gainsaid 
that it is the fact of our own national 
consciousness not being sufficiently awahe 
which leads others to value our material 
and educational needs so meanly. Indeed 
it is a kind of deception to try to make 
others value our country higher than the 
price we ourselves are prepared to pay,— 
a deception, moreover, which deludes 
nobody, but, like the loud bargaining 
which goes on in China Bazar, it only 
entails a great waste of time. And this is 
all that we have been doing, so far, with 
great vociferation, in the markets of the 
Empire. 

Wc have begged and praycfl for educa¬ 
tion, but felt no real anxiety about it. 
We have taken no pains in regard to its 
spread. Which means, I suppose, that 
what we are clamouring for is the feast 
to be spread for ourselves, recking nothing 
whether or not the_ hungry ones outoide 
our drcle are to receive any of ite leavings. 
Those of ns who say that it is not de¬ 
sirable that too large a proportion of the 
masses should be educated, lest it should 
do them barm, richly deserve to be told 
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bj tbe autlioiitics that for Bengalis, in 
general, too much education is not only 
not required, but will have pernicious 
effects. If It be nliowablc to urge that 
our servant difiirulty wiil be increased 
if mass iducation is encouraged, the 
apprehension, is equally well grounded 
that the education of th: upper classes of 
licnKiil will prejudicially affect their docile 
serviht} 

B will serve as an indication of the 
real state of our feelings it we recall the 
fact that, in the political institution called 
the Bengal Provincial Conference, this 
simple point was overlooked lor years 
that its proceedings sluiulil be conducted 
in the Beuipili language, llic reason is 
that we do not realise our countrymen 
to be our very own with the whole ot 
our consciousness. Tli.it is why we are 
nuahle to pay the lull price for our country. 
And if wc do not get what wc deiiiaiiil in 
full measure, that IS not so much due to 
any unwillingness lu the giver but because 
we do not truly desire. 

When we come to consider the t[ucsti(iu 
of the spread ot education with the requisite 
attention, we discover that the foremost 
difficulty lies in English being the medium 
of education. The foreign ship may bring 
imported goods into a pot t, but she can¬ 
not help to distribute them amongst 
inlnml markets So if we insist on pinning 
our whole iaith to the foieigu ship onr 
commeicc must needs be restiicted to the 
city. So long we have seen nothing wrong 
in this ; for, whatever our lips might have 
uttered, in our hearts the city was all wc 
knew of our country. \\ hen we felt very 
geneioits towards our own language wc 
euterlniued the thought of giving some 
crude sort of primary education through 
the vernacular, but whatever the Bengali 
language aspired higher it was sure to get 
scoffed at. 

How long is this timid seli-mistrust of 
ours to last ? Shall we never have the 
courage to say that high education is to 
be made onr very own by being imbibed 
through our mother tongue ? That Japan 
was able to assimilate what she needed 
from the West, within so short a time, was 
because she had first made western learn¬ 
ing captive in her own language. And 
yet it cannot be said that Japnese is a 
richer language than ours. The power 
which Bengali has to create new words 
js infinite. Moreover European culture 

is less foreign to us than it was to the 
Japanese. 

But Japan boldly vowed: _ “1^ e must 
and shall install European science in our 
own temples of learning.” And she not 
only said so, she did it, and is reaping 
tlK* reward. We have not yet been able 
to muster up courage even to say that 
high education should be given_ through 
our own language, and to believe that 
only when so imparted can it become truly 
fruil’ful ill the land. 

It is superfluous to state that we must 
also learn English, and that by no means 
only for the purpose of earning a living. 
Why English alone it would be still better 
if wc could also learn French and German. 
But it is equally supetfluous to point out 
that the great majority ot Bengalis will 
never be able to learn English. Are we 
prcpiredto say that stai ration or semi- 
starvation of the mind is to be the lot of 
these hundieds of thousands of Bengali- 
speaking untortunates ? 

Any alteration in the complicated 
machinery ot our present education factory 
entails no end of pulling and pushing and 
hammering, and moreover wants a very 
very strong arm to get it done. The 
valiant Sir Asutosh essayed one such 
enteiprise and succeeded in getting 
a httle vernacular pulley inserted. What 
Sir Asutosh Mukherji has achieved, 
however, only amounts to this: that 
no Bengali’s education, however high 
the English part of it may have reached, 
shall be deemed complete without the 
addition oi proficiency lu Bengali. But 
this only makes for the rounding ofi of 
the studies ot those who do know English. 
What of those who know Bengali but 
do not know English? Will the Bengal 
university have nothing to say to them ? 
Can such a cruelly unnatural state of 
things exist anywhere outside India ? 

I sliall he told that my poetising will 
not do; that I should make some practical 
suggestion; that 1 should not expect too 
much. Expect too much, indeed I Do 1 not 
know only too well that one has to give 
up all hope when attempting to enter the 
realm oi practical sura^tion! Anyhow, 
I shall be quite satisfied for the present 
if any the least stir is visible in any mind, 
nor shall I object even if that should take 
shape as abuse or an attempt to assault 
me. 
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So let me descend to practical pro* 
posals. 

Onr Universit; was fortnerly a wrest¬ 
ling ground for examinees. Now a broad 
fringe area has been added ronnd it 
where the wrestlers may recover their 
breath, in eveiy-day garb, between their 
boats, Pamons professors from abroad 
are being invited to lecture here, and chairs 
have been ofiered to onr own men of 
learning. The credit for this last act of 
courtesy, I understand, was also due Ifo 
the gallant Sir Asutosh. 

Now, I say, let the old central institu¬ 
tion of the University go on in its old way, 
but what harm if these extension lectures 
be made over to the Bengalis for their 
very own? Let those who come to the 
feast of learning by special invitation be 
given seats inside; but allow at least 
those who have flocked in at the good 
news to be served in the outskirts. Let 
the Unglish table be reserved for the 
insiders. The outsiders will make good 
use of their own plantain leaves. If yon 
persist in making the porters chuck them 
out, will that not mar the festivity ? Will 
not their curses be heard in heaven ? 

It, like the sacred confluence of the 
Ganga and the Jamnna, the university 
becomes the meeting place of two 
streams of learning through English and 
Bengali, then will it become a veritable 
place of pilgrimage for all the students 
of Bengal. And though the dark and 
pale waters of these two different streams 
may continue to be distinguished separate¬ 
ly, they will nevertheless flow on together 
making the culture of the country wider, 
deeper and truer. 

If there is only one street in a town it 
is bound to. become over-crowded. And 
BO in town-improvement schemes new 
streets are provided. My proposal of 
adding a second main thoroughfare to onr 
university culture will likewise have the 
e&ct of preventing the overcrowding of 
the old road, now complained of. 

So far as my own experience of teach¬ 
ing goes, a considerable proportion of 
pupim are naturally deficient in the power 
of learning languages. Such may find it 
barely possible to matriculate with an 
insufficient understanding of the English 
language, but in the higher stages disaster 
is inevitable. There are, moreover, 
other reasons also why English cannot 
be mastered by a large majority (rf 

Bengali boys. First of all that language 
is naturally a hard nut to crack for those 
whose mother tongue is Bengali. For 
them it is as much of a teat as nttkig an 
English sword into the scabbard of a 
scimitar. Then again very few boys have 
the means of getting anything like a 
proper grounding in English at the bands 
of a competent teachei—-the sons of the 
poor certainly have not. 

So like Uannman who, not knowing 
which herb might be wanted, had to carry 
away the whole mountain top, these boys, 
unable to use the language intelligently, 
have to carry in their bends the whole of 
the book by rote. ThobC who have extra¬ 
ordinary memories may thus manage to 
carry on to the end, hut this cannot be 
expected of the poor fellows with only 
average brain power. These can neither 
get through the closed doors of the langu¬ 
age barrier, nor have they .'iny means of 
escape by jumping over it. 

The point is, is the crime committed by 
this large number of Imys, who owing to 
congenital or accidental causes have been 
unable to become proficient in the English 
language, so heinous that they iiwstbe 
sentenced to perpetual exile by the Univer¬ 
sity ? In England at one time thieves 
usra to get Imaged. But this penal code 
is even harsher, brccinse the extreme pen¬ 
alty is imposed fur not being able to 
cheat! For if it be ehcatingto take a book 
into the examiualiuu hall hidden in one’s 
clothes, why not when the whole of its 
contents is smuggled in within the bead ? 

However 1 do not wish to lay any 
charge against those fortunate crammers 
who manage to get across. But those 
who are left behind, to whom the Hooghly 
Bridge is closed, may they not have some 
kind of ferry boat,—if not a steam launch, 
at least a country boat ? What a terrible 
waste -of national material to ent ofi all 
higher educational facilities from the 
thousands of pupils who have no gift for 
acquiring a foreign tongue, but who 
possess the intellect and desire to leant. ^ 

So my proposal is to have a bifhrcatiou 
of the language media beginning from the 
preparatory class before matriculation, 
so that each may choose the portal 
through which he would enter into his 
university course. This, as 1 have sold, 
would not only tend to lessen the crowd¬ 
ing along the old conrse, but alfo nakif for 
a nuch wider qnead of higher education. 
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I know vety wtll that the English 
connewill neveithcloss attract by far the 
larger number of stiirlents, and it will take 
a ]ung.timr for the adjustment of normal 
values between the two. The impelial 
language has iiioie glamour, and so may 
continue to have a higher value both in 
the ImsiiieiiS as well ns in tlie marriage 
mniket. He it so. The mother tongue can Cup with iieglLct, but not with futility. 

the nch man’s child fatten at the wet 
nurse's bienst, but do not deprive the poor 
man’s child of its mother’s milk. 

Having borne in niy time the brunt of 
many an onslaught 1 tiy to be very circum¬ 
spect no w-a-days in what I sav. But the 
force of habit is ton strong and truth will 
out at the end. 1 congratulated myself on 
having begun very cunningl,w indeed, with 
only a plea tor a foothold in the fringe 
area. I felt like goody-goody Gnpal of our 
Bengali jirimcr who used to cut only what 
was given to him. This proposal our 
university authorities might have rejected, 
but they would not have fell ofleuded. 
But in spite of his exemplary manners even 
Oopal cannot help raising his voice as his 
hunger increases. And iiiv demand on 
behalf ot onr language has also grown 
somewhat hig. 1 lie result is sure to be 
fatal both fur the proiiosal and its author. 
Ilowcvtr that is nothing new. In this 
country of high infant mortahtva hundred 
and twenty-five per cent of proposals die 
in their infancy. But so inured am I to 
fatal blows that I have ceased to believe 
in their fatality. 

1 know what the counter-argument 
will be. *'Vou want to give high educa¬ 
tion in Bengali, hut where arc the text 
books in that language1 am aware 
that there are none. But luilcss high 
education is given in the language how 
ore text books to come into existence ? 
They are not ornamental plants cultivated 

dillctanti for aesthetic reasons; nor 
are thev weeds which encumber the ground 
through sheer exuberance of life. If higher 
education has to await text books, then 
may trees as well await their foliage, and 
the river its banks. 

If it be a deficiency to be regretted that 
there are no text books for high education 
in Bengali then, 1 repeat, to make this 
language the vehide for such education is 
fte only way to remove it. The Bangiya 
flnhNya Parisbad (Bengal Acadetny of 
f^jnupiture) for some time has been laying 
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the foundation for text books by collcctim 
and coining technical terms suited to 
different branches of learning. We Iwar 
complaints that its work is slow,—the 
wonder is, rather, that it does any work 
at all. Where »the incentive ? Where is 
the scope for the nse of these technical 
terms ? We cannot veiy^ well expect a 
mint to go on working if the coins are 
refused circulation. If ever the University 
opens up a road to education through 
BAigali, then will come the Parishad’s 
opportunity. 

But it is ever so much more to be re¬ 
gretted that, whereas we have the means 
and the materials for a veritable feast of 
education in onr own language, we have 
no place for it. Wc have our Ja^adisli 
Bose, our i’rafulla Koy, onr Brajendia 
Seal, our Maliaraahopadhyaya Shastri, 
and a host ol other Bengalis of the same 
calibre, both prominent as well as retiring. 
And vet are wc never to be able to assuage 
the intellectual hunger of f hose who know 
only Bengali ? Are such students only to 
have the privilege of being prond of these 
fellow-eouutiymcu ot theirs, but never to 
be allowed to make use of them ? Tlie 
hospitality of our University makes it 
possible for foreigners to come across the 
seas to sit at tbeir feet, but the Bengali 
student, who knows only bis mother 
tongue, is not to be deemed worthy to 
have a place by their side! 

In Germany, Prance, America and 
Japan, modern Universities have sprung 
up of which the olgect is to nurture the 
mind of man. They are forces which are 
creating their country, by developing the 
intellect and character of the people. Snch 
creative work cannot be done through the 
medium ot a foreign language. Nothing 
makes onr education here more fntile than 
that the knowledge we gain does not en¬ 
rich our language, and that being left 
forever outside the highest thought, the 
growth of onr mother-tongue fails to keep 
pace with the growth of our minds. 

The result of this state of things has 
Iwn that though we have been enjoying 
high education we have not been tl kmking 
high thonghts. Like onr academic costume 
the academic language of our education is 
cast aside as soon as we are back home 
from collt^, and all that we have gathered 
there is left in its pockets as it hangs on the 
peg. Then we gossip and talk ■caudal, 
play at making and unmaking kings, tran* 
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slate and plagiarise and publisfa cowatdlv 
trash in wretched rags of newspapers—all 
in the vernacular. 

I do not deny that in spite of this onr 
literature has. made some progress, but 
none the less does it betray many a sign of 
starvation. Like a dyspeptic who may eat 
a large quantity but remmus emaciated, 
onr literature has not been able to assimi¬ 
late the bulk of what we hare learnt. What 
we imbibe does not increase our vital force, 
for we do not taste it with our tongues; 
what goes down our gullets only loads 
our stomachs, bnt foils to nourish our 
bodies. 

Our University is modelled on the Uni¬ 
versity of London—that is to say it is only 
a huge dit-stamping machine. Us object 
is not to make men but to linll-niark them. 
11 assists the bnsiness world to ascertain 
market values. We have thus become 
accustomed to be satisfied with receiviug 
the impress of the pattern without troub¬ 
ling onrselvcs as to what has been learnt 
in the process. This has been nil the easier 
tor us because our manners and customs 
have all along blindly followed ready-made 
patterns, and wc have ceased to he able to 
realise that any better forms can be evolv¬ 
ed than those cast iu the pristine moulds 
which we have apotheosized. 

So it seems to me that though this 
proposal of mine may not meet with 
the approval ot the average Bengali 
guardian, its adoption will have an advan¬ 
tage even greater than that ot catering tor 
boys nnabfe to pass through the meshes ot 
the English course,—and that is the freedom 
it will give to growth along natural 
lines. Its very absence of market value will 
efiectually release it from all servitude to 
market conditions. And for this reason 
it may come to pass that many who are 
compelled to take up the English course 
for gain, will also he tempted to avail 
themselves of the other for love. For it 
is certain that in a very short time the 
lecturers in the mother-tongue will begin 
to express the whole of their true genius, 
and those who are now occupied onlv 
with raising the dust of synonyms and 
annotations in process of explaining 
the English text, will then be able to 
scatter vivifying ideas over their famishing 
country. 

There was a day when tbe Boj^ish- 
educated Bengali, in the pride of his new 
acqnirition, looked down on the Bengali 

language. Nevertheless, in some loysteri- 
ons fashion, the seed of our literature 
sprouted from within the very heart ot 
Bengal. In the beginning it was still easy 
to sneer at its tiny, frail shoot. Hut a liv¬ 
ing thing, however small, is not to be kept 
down by obloquy. Today it has rearki 
its head so high that it can smile at tbe 
essays in English composition of tbcM 
same Engliab-edncated Bengalis. To this 
result no patronage of the ruling powers 
contributed; rather it was in spite of being 
ignored by them-no siiiall diawback for a 

'dependent people—that it flourished in the 
joy of its own life till it achieved wurld- 
rccognitiou. 

As 1 have said it is h irdly possible to 
change the machinery of our existing 
University ivith the means at our disposal. 
Tlie reason is two-fold. Firstly this 
machinery is designed for a particular 
purpose and it cannot Im' made to serve 
a diflerent purjiose without radical altera¬ 
tion from top to bottom. Secondly onr 
form-worshippers have become so enamour¬ 
ed of Its particular form that whether 
they found National Councils of Educa¬ 
tion, or Hindu iJiiiversities, they cannot 
get rid ot the pattern it has indeUbly 
imposed on their minds. 

So the only way of improving it is to 
ask for a little space to plant beside its 
machine-house a living thing. Then with¬ 
out fuss or argument will the latter 
one day raise its head and overshadow its 
unsightly neighbour with a wealth of 
toliage and bloom. And while the educa¬ 
tion mill is noisily grinding out its bales 
fur the maikel, the living tree by its side 
will give fruit and shade to the country 
and shelter among its numerous branches 
to any number of singing birds. 

But why do 1 at all plead for any kind 
of compromise with the lumbering old 
machine 7 la:t it be relegated to a place 
among onr Law Courts and Offices, I'olice 
stations, Oaols and Asylums, and otheir 
paraplicriialia of civihsation. If onr conn- 
try wauls fruit and shade, let it come off 
briek-and-mortar erections down to thtt 
soil. Why cannot we boldly avow that 
we shall nnrtnre our own university with 
onr own life-force, as naturally as the 
pnpils used to gather round the teachers io 
the forest retreats of tbe VedicMe, or at 
Nalanda or Taxila daring the Buddhist 
era, or as they gather even now, in the 



of OUT downfall^ in oar toh and 
oSataKMt&is? 

The fint step towards creation is to 
desire. Can it be that there are no stir* 
rings oi such desire in onr country, to<day? 
f^nnot tlie desire to give of those who 
ate wise, who are karned, who are study¬ 
ing, making rcseaiches, meditating, find 
its counterpart tn the desire to receive of 
those who would leam, and mingling 
therewith—as clouds mingle with the as- 

ceuding'rapoars to deltiend in fertilising 
ahowers-melt into their mother-tongue 
to flood the motherland with water for 
the thirsty and food for the hungry 7 

These last words of mine ate not prac¬ 
tical ; they merely express an idea. Bnt 
upto now practical propositions have only 
resulted in patchwork, ideas alone have 
created. 

Translated by 
bVRENDSANaTH TaGORB. 

BRITAIN'S FIRST ‘BABY WEEK’ 

Britain dedicated the fit St seven days 
ol July to the cuiibidiratiun of the 
means that can be emplujcd to cut 

down the rate of infant mortality and to 
give children opportunities to grow into 
hcalthyiUseiul, and happy men and women. 
Throughout that week I'could not put out 
of my mind the thought that a much 
l^her peiccntuge of bn lues die in India 
thw in Itritaiu, and that those who live 
have ter poorer opportumtv before them 
than do the children of Britain: yet no 
Baby-Week has ever been held in India to 
Btimulaleefforts fur h iby-welfaie. Perhaps 
an account of the attempt made in this 
country may lead to pr.iclical results iu 
India. 

The idea of iocnssiiig the national atten¬ 
tion upon baby welfare for a whole week 
came mom the Umted States of America— 
the land oi my birth. The first Baby-Week 
was beld there last year through the 
combined efiorts of the wutniu’s clubs that 
are dotted all over the country and have 
a membership of over 1,OUO,000 women, 
and the Children’s Bureau maintained 
by tbe national government at Wash¬ 
ington, D. C, of which Miss Jnlia C. 
Latfarop—an Illinois woman—is the chief. 
Tbe experiment proved so snccessiul that 
it was repeated in America a few mouths 
ago, and proved once again a gnat 
success. 

The British do not always welcome 
inBovationswithextended arms-esped^Iy 
inaovations that originate in the Umted 
8tat^ of America. But a devastating war 
bM Mea gfdngott for well-nigh thieeyears. 

and thoughtful persons realire that 
the one piactical way to repair the wast¬ 
age of war IS to save the babies. That 
made the British receptive of this American 
idea. 

Could the British hare saved, since tlie 
hostilities began, the babies that died at 
or before birth and those that died during 
their first year, the nation would have 
more than recouped the losses that it has 
suffered in manhood at all the fronts. 
Adding together the pre-natal and post¬ 
natal deaths, Britain IS losing 4,000 babies 
under one year of age every week, or 
2Ub,000 every year. The death casualties 
of soldiers have not been higher. 

In some towns the rate of infant 
mortality is scandalously high. Ince-in- 
Makcrficld, with 288 deaths out of 1,000 
infants under five years of age m 1915-16 
being the worst ofieuder. All tbe large 
and small industrial towns, where the 
adults are poor and ignorant, and most 
oi the mothers have to go to work every 
da}', leaving their children to get along 
as best they may in a cre'ebe or under the 
care of an older child or an old woman, 
have a shocking death rate of infants. 
Burnley lost 257, Wigan 254, Liverpool 
235, Manchester 214, and Mottingham 
206 babies under fire year of age out oi 
every thousand in 1915-16. There were 
40 towns where from 208 to 288 babies 
per 1,000 died in that year. One of these 
towns, by an irony of fate; was named 
Rhondda. 

British medical authorities have been 
ctying themsdw hoarse to make the 
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"The ■utqrrt Iinti n iiu‘ie The restored ori;nii Innli* wounded mao. \tfint aomber, taciturn, mdancbo- 
snUMlthtike a nnae not lo attract attrnlinn. It ia 1/, and diaciurafred, he haa become, oa hta noae 
tgrtlWietrical, t«>,uhr, and ita poaaeaaur ia parreetl; improved, (tav, active, animated, and happy.”—rhe 
•Mtltnt And it is suitable here to emphast» the Literarj Digest 
profound psychulogiiMl chunite nnderjjone by the 

I HE CONCLUSION 

Bv Kabindkanath Tagoke. 

Thans«,atki» nv C. F. Andrews. 

APUKBA had f^ot Ilia B. A. deKreo and 
was t'ominfrbnck home to hts village. 
The river, which flowed past it, was 

a small one. It became dried up during 
the hot weather, but now in the July 
moiisotm the heavy rains had swollen its 
current and it was Ml up to the brim. 

The bunt, which carried Apurba, reached 
the ghat whence the rntif of his home could 
be seen through the dense foliage of the 
trees. Nobody knew that he was coming 
and therefore there was no one to receive 
him at the landing. The boatman oflered 
to carry his bag, but Apurba picked it up 
himselt, and took a leap from 'the boat. 
The bank was slip[icrv, niitl he Irll flat 
upon the nitultfy stair, b ig and all. 

As he dill so, peal after ]ieid ot very 
sweet laughter riMC in the sky, and start¬ 
led the binis iii the iieiglibouriiig trees. 
Apurba got up attil tiied to regain his 
composure ns best as he could. When he 
sought for the source of his diseoiiifiturc, 
he found, sitting upon a heap ot lirieks 
lately unloaded from some cargo lioat, a 
girl shaking her sides with laughter. 
Apurba recognised her as Mrinmnyi, the 
daughter ot their neighbour. This'tamily 
had built thetr funner house some distance 
awav, but the river shifted its course 
cutting awav into tfie land ; and they had 
been obliged to change their ipiarter and 
settle down in the village only about two 
years ago. 

Mrinmnyi was the talk of all the 
village. The men called her ‘madcap,’ 
but the village matrons were in a state ul 
perpetual anxiety because of her untract- 
able wildness. All her games were with 
the boys of the place, and she had the 
utmcvSt ontempt for the girls of her own 
age. The favourite child of her father, she 

had got into these unmanageable ways. 
Her mother would often complain to her 
‘T'cnds of her husband’s spoiling the child. 
But, because she was well aware that the 
father would be cut to the quick if he saw 
his daughter in tears, the mother had not 
the heart to punish the girl herself. 

Mrinniuyi’s face was more like that of 
a boy than a girl. Her short crop of 
curly hair reached down to her shoulders, 
and her big dark eyes showed no sign of 
fear or shyness. When the boat, carrying 
the absentee landlord of the village, was 
moored at the funding stage, she did not 
share the feeting of awe which possessed 
the tieighhourhuod, but shook her curly 
mane and took up a naked child in her 
arms and was the first to come and take 
her observation of the habits ot this 
strange creature. 

_ Apurba had come in touch with this 
girl on former occasions, and he had got 
into the habit of thinking about her from 
time to time during his leisure, and even 
while at work. Naturally, therefore, this 
laughter, with which she greeted bis 
arrival, did not please him, in spite of its 
musical quality. He gave up his bag to 
the boatman and almost ran away 
towards his house. The whole setting of 
things was romantic,—the river bank, the 
shade of the trees, the morning sunshine 
with birds’ sonn, and his youth of twenty 
years. The brick heaps hardly fitted in 
w ith the picture, but the girl who sat on 
the top of them made up for all ddfi- 
eiencies. 

2. 
The widowed mother was beside herself 

with joy when her son returned onexpect- 
ediy. She at once sent her inen to aU parts 
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of the village to starch for milk aud curds 
and fish. There was quite a stir among 
the neighbours. After the mid-day meal, 
the mother ventured to suggest to Apnrba 
that he should turn his thoughts towards 
marriage. Apnrba was prepared for this 
attack, as it had been triM before, and he 
had then put it off on the plea of examina¬ 
tions. But now that he had got his 
degree, he couh* have no such excuse to 
delay the inevitable. So he told his 
mother that if a suitable britic could he 
discovered, he could then make up his 
mnid. 

The mother said that the discovery had 
beeu iilready made, and therefore tlwre 
was no further excuse fur delilwration. 
But Apnrba was of opinion that delibera¬ 
tion was necessary, aud insisted on seeing 
the girl Ijetore consenting to marry her. 
The mother agreed to this, though the 
request seemed superfluous. 

The next day Apurba went out on his 
mamiige expedition. The intended bride 
livM in a house which was not far from 
their own. Apurba took special care 
about his dress before starting. He put on 
his new silk suit, and a fashionable turbiu 
much affeeted by the Calcutta people. He 
did not forget to display his patent leather 
shoes and silk umbrella. His reception 

loudly cordial in the house of his 
would-be tather-in-Iaw. The little victim, 

^the intend^ bride,—was scrubbed and 
painted, bc-ribboned and be-jewclled, and 
brought before Apurba. She sat in a 
corner of the room, veiled up to her chin, 

ocr head nearly touching her knees, 
and her middle-aged servant at her back 
to encourage her when in trouble. Her 
young brother sat near closely observing 
Apurba,—-his turban, his watch-chain, his 
newly budding moustache. 

ApuAa solemnly asked the girl: “What 
sAool?”*^^* ore you reading in your 

No answer came from this bundle of 
bashfulness wrapped in coloured silk. After 

Qoestionings and secret pushings 
in the back by the maid servant, sk- rapS- 
ly gave the names of all her lesson books 
in one breath. 

J_nst at this moment the sound of scam¬ 
pering fiset was heard outside, and Mrin- 
in^i burst into the room very much out 
of breath. She did not give the least heed 
to Apuriia, but at once caught hold of the 
hand of Rakhal, the young brother, and 
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tried to drag him outside. Bui Rakhal 
was intently engaged in cultivating his 
faculty of observation and refused to stir. 
The maid-servant tried to scold Mrinmayi, 
keeping the pitch of her voice within the 
proper limits of decorum. Apurba retain¬ 
ed his composure and sat still and sullen, 
fondling the watch chain with his fingers. 

When Mrinmayi failed in her attempt to 
make Kakhal move, she g.'ive the boy a 
sounding smack on the shoulder, then she 
pulled up the veil from the face of the in- 
tcndeil bride, and ruslu'd out ui tk mom 
like a miniature tornadu. The maid-ser¬ 
vant growled and grunilileil and Kakhal 
iK'gan to Laugh immoderately at the sud¬ 
den unveiling of his sister. He evidently 
did not take ill the blow he had received, 
because they had with each other a run¬ 
ning account of such amenities. There 
was once a time when Mrinmayi had her 
hair long enough to reach her waist, and 
it was Kakhal who had ploughed his 
scissors through it one day, till the girl in 
disgust had snatched them from the boy's 
hand and completed the destruction her¬ 
self, leaving a mass of curls Iring upon the 
dust like a bunch of black grapes. 

After this cataclysm, the business of the 
examination came to a sudden stop. The 
girl-bride rose tram her scat and changed 
from a circle of misery into a straight line, 
and then disappeared into the inner apart¬ 
ment. Apurba got up, still stroking his 
moustache, only to discover that his 
patent leather shoes had vanished. A 
great search was made for them, but they 
were nowhere to be found. There was 
nothing else to do, but to borrow from 
the head of the house a pair of old slippers, 
which were sadly out of keeping with the 
rest of his attire. 

When Apnrba reached the lane by the 
side of the village pool, the same peal of 
laughter rang through the sky which he 
had beard the day bifore; and while he 
stood shame-faced and irresolute, lookipg 
about him, the culprit came out of her 
ambuscade and flung the patent leather 
shoes before him and tried to escape. 
Apurba rushed alter her quickly and made 
her captive, holding her by the wrist. 
Mrinmayi writhed and wrimed, but could 
not set herseli free. A sunkam fell upon 
her mischievous face through a gap in the 
branches overhead, and Apurba gazed in¬ 
tently into her eyes, like a traveller peering 
through the limpid water of a rushing 
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strcHiii nt llio p'li^teniii^ p^hhlrs hclow. 
lie seemed to hesitate to complete his 
arlTcnture, and slowly relaxcl his hoM and 
let his e<'i|iiiye escape. IfApurba had 
boxed Mriniiiaji's ears in nn^r, that 
would have socincl more natural to the 
girl th.'iii this silent incompleteness of 
pnnisliment. 

:i. 
It is diilicull In iitvlersl iiid wlij’ a 

j'oiing ni.aii of culture and leiriiiii" like 
Apurlia should be so anxious to reveal his 
worth to this striji ol a village girl. VVhat 
harm would there be, if, in her pitiful ignor¬ 
ance, she should ignore him and chnosc 
that foolish poor Kakhal as her compani¬ 
on ? Why should he struggle to prove to 
her, that he wrote a monthly' article in 
the journal, Vhhwndijt, and th it a MS. 
book of no mean sixe was waiting for 
publication in the bottom of his trunk, 
along with his scent bottles, tinted note- 
paper, hnrinunium le.ssons, etc. 

In the evening Apurhi's mother asked 
him: “Have you appioved of your bride ? ’ 

Apurlia said witli a slight hesitation: 
“Yes, 1 like one of the girls.” 

“One of the girls!" she asked, “why, 
what do you mean ?" 

After a great tie il of beating ’about the 
bush she luund out that her son had 
selceted Mrinmnyi for his bridi. When 
she grasped this fact she greatly lost her 
rcspt'ct for the B. A. degree. Then follow¬ 
ed a long strugf^c between them. At last 
the mother persuaded herself that Alrin- 
mayi was not wholly impervious to ini- 
provcinent. She hegan to sus(]ect also 
that the girl’s face h;id a charm of its own, 
but the next moment the ermiped hc:id of 
hair came to her mind and gave her a 
feeling of disgust. Recognising, however, 
that hair is mure amenable to reason than 
human nature, she fijlt consoled, and the 
betrothnl was m.ade. 

Mrinmayi’s father got the news. He 
was a clerk in an ofHce at a small distant 
river station of a Steamship company. 
He was engaged all day in selling tickets 
and loading and iinlorming cargo, living 
in a small hut with a corrngat^ iron 
roof. Ills eyes overflowed with tears, 
when he got the letter telling him what 
had happened. How much was pleasure 
nnd how much wis pain would be difficult 
to analyse. 

Ishan applied to the Head Office in 

Calcutta for leave of absence. The reason 
ot the betrothal seemed insufficient to the 
English Manager of the Company and the 
npplicatiun was rejected. Isnan then ask¬ 
ed for a postponement of the marriage till 
the autumn holidays; but he was told by 
the mother of the bridegroom that the 
most auspicious day for the marriage that 
3'earfcII iti the last week of tlic current 
month. S') Ishan went on selling tickets 
and loading nnd nnloading cargo with a 
heavy heart,—his petitions rejected from 
both sides. After this, Mrinmayi's mother 
and all the matrons of the village hegan 
to admonish the girl about the future 
household duties. She was warned that 
love of play, quickness of movement, loud¬ 
ness of langhter,companionsliip of boys and 
disregard of good manners in eating would 
not he tolerated in her husband's house. 
They were completely successful in proving 
the terrible cramped constraint ol married 
life. Mrtnmayi took th-e proposM of her 
marriage as a sentence of lite-imprison- 
iiicnt, with hanging at the end of it. Like 
an unmanageable little pony, she took the 
hit between her teeth and Slid, “I'm not 
going to be married.” 

4. 

Hnl she had to marry after all. And 
then began her lesson. The whole universe 
shrank fur her within the walls of her 
muthcr-in-Iaw’s household. The latter 
began nt onee her reloriuation duties. She 
hardened her face and s.tid : 

“My child, j'ou are not a bah}'. The 
vulgar loudness of your hchavionr won’t 
suit our family.” 

The moral which Mrinmayi learnt from 
these words was, that she must iiud some 
more suitable place for herself,—nnd she 
became invisible that very afternoon. 
They went on vainly searching for her till 
her friend Rakhal played the traitor, and 
revealed her hiding place in a deserted, 
broken down wooden chariot once nsed 
ior taking out the image of the god for an 
airing. After this, the atmosphere of her 
mother-in-law’s home became intolerably 
hot. Rain came down at night. 

Apnrba, coming close to Mrinmayi in 
his bed, whisper^ to her: “Mrinmayi, 
don’t you love me ?” Mrimayi broke out: 
“No, I shall never love you !” 

“But what harm liave I done you 7" 
B.aid Apurba. 

“Why did you marry me?” was the 
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replj. To give a satisfactory cxplauatioii 
to this qnestioa was difficult, bat Aparba 
said to himself: “I must win, in the end, 
this rebellious beurt.” 

On the next day, the inuthcr-in-law 
observed some signs of petulance in 
Mrinmajd and shiit her up in a room. 
When Mnnmayi conld find no way to get 
out, she tore the bed sheet to rags with 
her teeth in vain anger, nnd flinging Jieiself 
on the floor burst out weeping and calling 
in agony : “Father, father 

Just then somebody came and sat hy 
her. He tried to arrange her disherellcil 
hair as she turned from side to side, but 
Mrinmayi angrily shook her head and 
pushed bis hand away. Apnrba, (fur it 
was he) bent his face to her ear and 
whispered ; 

“I have secretly opened the gate; let 
ns run away by the back door.” 

Mrinmayi again violently shook her 
head and said “No.” 

Apurba tried to raise her face gently by 
the chin .saying : “Do look wlio is there.” 
Kakhal had come and was standing 
foolishly by the door looking at Mrin¬ 
mayi.-Rut the girl pushed away .Vpurb.t's 
hand without raising her face. 

_He said ; “Kakhal has come to play 
with you. Won’t you come ?” 

She said : “No!” Kakhal was greatly 
relieved to be allowed to run away from 
this scene. 

Apurba sat still and silent. Mrinmayi 
wept and wept, till she was so tired that 
she &1I asleei); then Apnrba went out 
silently and shut the door. 

The next day Mrinmayi recciveil a letter 
from her father, in which he expressed his 
regret for not being able to be present at 
the marriage of bis darling daughter. He 
ended with his blessings. The girl went 
to her mother-iu-Iaw and said: “I must 
go to my lather." 

A scolding licgaii at oiiee:—"Voui 
lather! what a thing to ask. Yunr father 
has no decent house for himself,—how eau 
you go to hull ?” 

Mnnmayi rame back to her room in 
despair and cried to herself, “Father, take 
me away from this iilaec ! 1 have nobody 
here to love me. 1 shall die, it I am left 
here.” 

In the depth of the night, when her 
husband fell asleep, she «{uietly opened the 
dour and went out of the house. It was 
cloudy, yet the moonlight was strong 

enough to show her the path. But 
Mrinmayi had no idea which was the way 
to reach her father. She hud a belief that 
the road, which the post rnniiers took, led 
to all the adresses of all the men in the 
world. 

So she went that way, and was ipiitc 
tired out with walking when the night was 
nearly ended. 

The early birds doubtfully twittered 
their greetings to the mofiiing, when 
Miinma>i came to the end of tlic road at 
the river bank, where tlieie was a big 
bazaar. Just then she beard the clatter 
of the iron ring of the mail runner. She 
rushed to him and in her eager, tired voice 
cried: “1 want to go to my father at 
Kushiganj. Do take me with you.” 

The postman told her hurriedly that 
he did not know where Kushiganj whs 
and the next moment wakened np the 
boatman of the mail boat and sailed away. 
He bad no time cither to pity or to 
ciuestion. 

By the time Mrinmayi had descended 
the lauding stairs and culled a boat, the 
street and the river-bank weie fully awake. 
Before the boatman could answer, some 
one from a boat near at hand called out : 

“Hallo, Miiuul How on earth could 
you get here ?” 

The girl replied in all c:igcrnc8s: 
“Boiiomali, 1 must go to ray lather at 

Kushiganj. Please take me in your boat!" 
This boatman belonged to tier own 

village and knew all about tlic wild un- 
tauieablc girl. He said to her : 

“You want to go to your father ‘f 
That's good. I'll take you.” 

Mrinmayi got into the bout. The 
clouds tLickeiicd and the ruin came down 
in showers. The river, swollen by the 
monsoon, rocked the boat, ami Mrinmayi 
fell asleep. When she woke up, she found 
hensclf in her own bed in her niutber.iii- 
law's house. 

The niaid-servaut began wolding tier 
the moment she saw her awake. The 
mother-in-law came next As she entered, 
Mrinmayi opened her eyes wide and 
silently looked in her face. But when tlw 
mother-iu-Iaw made a reicieuec to the ill < 
breeding ot Mrinmayi's family, the girl 
rushed out of her room and entered the 
next and shut the door from the inside. 

Apnrba came to bis mother and said : 
“Alulber, 1 duu'l see any batui iu scuiliug 
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Mritiiuayi lor just :i icnr days to her 
father’s house.” 

The mother’s reply was to scold Apurba 
in unm'*asur<‘cl terms lor selecting this one 
girl from all the suitable brides who might 
have been had for the mere asking. 

5. 

In the middle of the night, Apurba 
awakened Mrinmayi and said: "Mrinmayi 
arc you ready to go to your father ?” She 
clutclicd his band and said : “Yes.” Apurba 
whi^ered: 

“Then come. Let us run away iroiu 
this place. 1 hnvc got a boat ready at the 
landing. Come.” 

Mrinmayi cast a grateful glance at her 
husband’s face, and got up and dressed, 
and was ready to go. Apurba left n letter 
for his mother, and then both of them left 
the house together hand in hand. 

This was the first time that Mrinmayi 
had put her hand into her husband's with 
a spontaneous feeling of dejiendence. They 
went on their journey along the lonely 
village road through tlie depth of tlie 
night. 

When they reached the landing stage, 
they got into a boat, and in spite of the 
turbulent joy which she felt Mrinmayi fell 
asleep The next dti)’,—what cnianeipa- 
tion, what unspeakable bliss it was ! They 
passed by all the different villages, 
markets, cultivated fields, and groups of 
boats at anchor near some ghat. Mrin¬ 
mayi began to ply her husband with 
questions about every little trifle,—wliere 
were those boats coming from, what were 
their cargoes, what was the name of 
that village ?—questions whose answers 
were not in the text books which Apurba 
studied in his College. His friends might 
be concerned to hear, that Apurba's 
answers did not always tally with the 
truth. He would not hesitate for a 
moment to desefilK bags of linseed as 
‘miistanl,’ and the village of Kachwar as 
‘Rainagar,’ or to point out the district 
magistrate’s court as the landlord’s ofliec. 
Whatever answer she got, Mrinmayi was 
fnlW satisfied, never doubting its aceuracy. 

The next day tlie boat reached Kusm- gsmj. Ishau, seated on his office stool, in 
is hut dimly lighted with a square oil- 

lantern, was deep in his accounts before 
his small desk, his big ledger open before 
him, when this young pair entered the 
room. Mrinmayi at once enllcd out: 

"Father’.” 

Such a word, uttered in so sweet a 
voice, had never sounded before in that 
corrugated iron room. Ishan could hardly 
restrain his tears and sat dumb, for a 
moment, vainlv seeking for some greeting. 
He was in great confusion how fitly to 
receive the young married couple in his 
office, crowded with bales of jute and piled 
up ledgers, which had also to sen'C him for 
a bed-room. And then about the meals,-- 
the poor man had to cook for himself his 
own simple dinner, but how could he offer 
that to his guests ? Mrinmayi said, 
“Father, let us cook the food ourselves.” 

And Apurba joined in this proposal 
with great zest. In this room, with all its 
lack of space for man an-l food, their joy' 
welled up in lull abundance, like the jet of 
water thrown up all the higher because 
the opening of the fountain is narro w. 

Three days were passed in this manner. 
Steamers came to step at the landing 
stage nil day long with their noisy crowd 
of men. At Inst, in the evening, the river 
bank would become deserted and tlien,— 
what freedom I And the cooking prepara¬ 
tions, in which the art of cookery was not 
carried to its perfection,—what fun it was ! 
And the jukes and mock quarrels about the 
mock dcftctcnctes in Mrinmayt’s domestic 
.skill,—what absurd carryings on ! But 
it had to eouie to an end at last. Apurba 
did not dare to prolong his French leave, 
and Ishan also thought it was wise for 
them to retuin. 

When the culprits reached home, the 
uiother remained sulkily silent. She never 
even blamed them for what they had done 
so as to give them an opportunity to 
explain their conduct. This sullen silence 
bjcaiue at last intolerable, and Apurba 
expressed his intention ot going back to 
college in order to study Law. The mother, 
afiecting indifierenec, said to him, "What 
about your wife ?” 

Apurba answered, “Let her remain 
here.” 

“Oh, no, no !” cried the Mother, "you 
should take her with you.” 

Apurba said in avoice of annoyance : 
"Very well.” 
The preparation went on for their 

departure to the town, and on the night 
before leaving, Apurba, coming to his bra, 
fuund Mrinmayi in tears. This hurt him 
greatly and he cried : 

“Mrinmayi, don’t you want to come to 
Calcutta with me ?” 



THE CONCLUSION 

Ihe girl replied, “No !" Apurba’s next 
quesUon was, "Don’t you love me ?” But 
the question remained unans^vered. There 
are times when answers to such questions 
are absointely simple, but at other times 
they become too complex for a young girl 
to answer. 

Apurba asked, “Do you feel nnwilling 
to leave-Kakhal behind ?“ 

Mrmmayi instantly answered, “YfS.” 

For a moment this young man, who was 
prond of his n. a. degree, felt a needle prick 
of jealousy deep down in liis heart, and 
said: 

“I shan’t be able to rotue back home 
for a long time.”—Mrinmayi had nothing 
to say. “It may lie two years or more,” 
he added. Mrinmayi told him with cool¬ 
ness, “You had better bring back with 
you, for Rakhal, a good S'lefiield knife 
with three blades.” 

Apurba sat itp and asked, “IT en you 
mean to stay on here ?” 

Mrinmayi said, “Yes, 1 shall go to my 
own mother.” 

Apurba breathed a deep sigh and said ; 
“Very well: I shall not come home, until 

you write me a letter asking me to come 
to you. Arc you very, very glad ?” 

Mrinmayi thought this question needed 
no answer, aid fell asleep. Apurba got 
no sleep that night. 

When it was nearly dawn, Apurba 
awakened Mrinmayi and said : 

“Mrinu,it is time to go. Let me take 
you to your mother’s house.” 

When his wife got'up from her bed, 
Apurba held her by both hands and said : 

“I have a prayer to make to you.—1 
have telped you several times and 1 want 
to claim my reward.” ^ 

Mrinmayi was surprised and said : * 
“What ?” 
Apurba answered: 
“Mrinu, please give me a kiss out of 

pure love.” 
When the girl heard this absurd request 

and saw Apurba’s solemn face, she burst 
out laughing. When it was over, she 
held ^r face for a kiss, but broke out 
laughing again. After a few mote at¬ 
tempts, she gave it up. Apurba palled her 
ear gently as a mild punishment. 

7. 

When Mrinmayi came to her mother’s 
house, she was surprised to find that it 
was not as pleasant to her as before. 

SIP 

Time seemed to hang heavily on her hands, 
and she wondered in her mind what was 
lacking in the familiar home surronudings. 
Suddenly it seemed to her that the whole 
house and village were deserted and she 
longed to go to Calcutta. She did not 
know that even on that last night the 
earlier portion of her life, to which she 
clung, had changed its aspect before she 
knew it. Now she could easily shake ofi 
her past associations as the tree sheds its 
dead leaves. She did nut understand that 
her destiny had struck the blow and 
severed her youth from her childhood, 
with its magic blade, in such a subtle 
manner that they kept together even alter 
the stroke; but directly she moved, one 
half of her life fell from the other and 
Mrinmayi looked at it in wonder. The 
young girl, who used to occupy the old bed¬ 
room in this house, no lunger existed; all 
her memory hovered round another bed in 
another bedroom. 

Mrinmayi refused to go out of doors 
any longer, and her laughter had a 
strangely diflerciit ring- Kaklial became 
slightly afraid of her. He gave up all 
thought of pl.aying with her. 

One day, Mrinmayi came to her mother 
and asked her: 

“Mother, please take me to iny mother- 
in-law’s house.” 

After this, one morning the mothcr-in- 
law was surprised to see Mrinmayi come 
and touch the ground with her fcirebead 
before her feet. She got up at once and took 
her ill her arms. Their union was com¬ 
plete in a moment, and the cloud of mis¬ 
understanding was swept away leaving 
the atmosphere glistening with the radi¬ 
ance of tears. 

When Mrinmayi’s body and mind be¬ 
came filled with womanhood, deep and 
large, it gave her an aching pain. Her 
eyes became sad, like the shadow of rain 
upon some lake, and she put these 
questions to her husband in her own 
mind.—Why did yon not have the patience 
to understand me, when I was late in 
understanding you? Why did you put 
np with my disobedience, when I refused 
to follow you to Calcutta 7 

Suddenly she came to fathom the loidt 
in Apurba’s eyes when, on that mom’mg, 
he had caught hold of her the 
vUlage pool and then slowly releas^ her. 
She remembered, too, the futile flights of 
that kiss, which had never reached its goal. 
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and was non like a thirsty bird haunting 
that past npportnni^. Ehe recollected 
how Apurba had said to her, that he 
would never come back until he had 
received from her a message asking him 
to do so; and she sat down at once to 
Write a letter. The gilt-edged note-paper 
which Apurba had given her was brought 
out of its box, and with great care she 
began to write in a big hand, smudging 
her hngers with ink. With her first word 
she plunged into the subject without 
addresnng him: 

*' H’fty don't you write to me? How arc 
you? Andpletfte come home." 

She could think of no other words to 
say. But though the important message 
had been given, 3'Ct unfortunately the un¬ 
important words occupy the greatest space 
in numan communication. She racked her 
lirains to add a few more words to what 
she had written, and then wrote : 

‘Thk time don’t torf(ct to write me 
let ten, and write how you arc, and come 
back home, and mother is quite well Our 
deer-coloured eoiv had a calf last night’— 

Mere she came to the end of her resour¬ 
ces. Slie put her letter into the envelope 
and poured out all her love as she wrote 
the name, Srijuta Bnbu .Vpurba Krishna 
Roy. She did not know that nnything 
more was needed by way of an address, 
so the letter did not reach its goal, 
and the postal authorities were not 
to blame for it. 

S. 
It was vacation time. Yet Apurba 

never came home. The mother thought 
that lie was nourishing anger against her. 
Mrinmuyi was certain that her letter was 
not well enough written to satisfy him. 
At last the Mother said to her daughter- 
in-law, “Apurba has been absent for so 
long, that 1 am thinking of going to 
Catrattatosee him. Wonid yon like to 
come with me ?” 

Mrinmayi gave a violent nod of assent. 
Then she ran to her room nnd shut herself 
in. She felt upon her bed, elirtched tlie E'tlow to her breast, and gave vent to her 

dings by laughing and exdtcd move¬ 
ments. When this fit was over, she became 
grave and sad and sat up on the bed and 
vtimt hi silence. 

without telling Apurba, these two 
repentant women went to Calcutta to ask 
lor Apurbu’s furgiveucss. The mother had 

a son-in-law in Calcutta, and so she jiut 
up at his house. 1 bat very same evening, 
Apurba broke his promise and began to 
write a letter to Mrinmayi. But he found 
no terms of endearment fit to express his 
love, and felt disgusted with his mother- 
tongue for its poverty. But when he got 
a letter from his brother-in-law, informing 
him of the arrival of his mother and invit¬ 
ing him to dinner, he hastened to his 
sister’s house without delay. 

The first question he asked his mother, 
when he met her, was; 

“Mother, is cverybudi' at home quite 
well ?’’ 

The mother answered : “Yes I have 
come here to take you back home.” 

Apurba said that he thought it 
was not necessary on her part to have 
taken all this trouble tor such a purpose, 
and he had his examinatiou Ix:forc him, 
etc., etc. 

The brother-in-law called out smiling : 
“All this is a mcrccxcuse :|the real reason 

is that he is afraid of me for a rival.” 
His sister replied : "Indeed there is 

good cause to be afraid of you. The poor 
child may get a tci rible shock when she 
secs you." 

Thus the laughter and jokes became 
pleatiful, but Apurba remained silent. He 
was accusing his mother in his mind for 
not having had the consideration to bring 
Mrinmayi with her. Then he thought that 
possibly his mother had tried, but failed, 
owing to Mrinmayt's unwiltingness, and 
he felt afraid even to question bis mother 
about it; the whole scheme of things seem¬ 
ed to him full of incorrigible blunders. 

When the dinner was over, it came on 
to ruin and his sister said, “Dada, you 
sleep here?” 

But Apurba replied, "No, 1 must go 
home. I hare work to do.” 

The brother-in-law said, "How absurd! 
You have no one at home to account for 
your absence and you needn’t be anxions.” 

Then his sister told him that he was 
looking very tired, and it was better for 
him to leave the company and go to bed. 
Apurba went to his bed-room and fonnd it 
in darkness. His sister asked him if he 
wanted a light, but he said that he pre¬ 
ferred the dark. When his sister had felt, 
he gru^jed his way tu the bedstead and 

rm to get into bed. 
of a sudden a tender pair of arms, 

with a fiitgle oi bracelets, were flung 
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lothcred him with kisses wet with tears. 
At first It startled Apurba greatly, but 
en he came to know that those kisses. 

which had been obstructed once by laugh¬ 

ter, had now found their completion in 

tears. 

A MODEL VILLAGE l.\ THE BAROI)\STArE 

Bv Kao BAiiAimR GcjciNimtiAi II. Dksai. 

BHADKAN is the mine of the hcad- 
qunrters of a Pcta-Mahil in the 
Uaroda District oi the Baro la State. 

It is one of the oldest villages. Trnilitioii 
runs to the eiT.:et th it it was founded on 
thelLthSudi of Vatshakli, S-amvat year 
1232. It is named after tlie Goddesi 
Bhadra Kali whose ancient temple exists 
even now' in the village. According to the 
Census of 1911, the number of inhabited 
houses is 1418, and the population 4824, 
out of which 2742 are males and 2081 
females. There arc 4430 Hindus, 265 Mnho- 
medans and 128 Jains. The Hindu popu¬ 
lation consists mainly of Patidars—a very 
intelli^nt and industrious class of people 
following mainly agriculture ns their 
hereditaty profession. The liberal and far- 
reaching educational policy of His High¬ 
ness the Maharaja Oaekwar has produced 
within the last 20 years very remarkable 
results, and Bbadran has now b.a:omc a 
model village in the Baroda State. A brief 
account of the wonderful results obtained 
by the people of Bha Ir.ui is given here iti 
the hope that it iniy stimulate other 
places to follow its example. 

Libraries. 

One of the oldest and most prominent 
of the public institutions oi Bhadran 
is the Library which was founded in 
1805 by the-first batch of its educated 
youths. It was built at a coat of Rs. 
6000, out of which Rs. 3000 were contri¬ 
buted by the principal inhabitants and 
Rs. 3000 were raised hy a loan which 
was gradually repaid from donations and 
gifts on festive occasions snch as marriages 
and fees paid by life members. This 
Libraty was originally intended for both 
the sexes, hut as the taste for reading in¬ 
creased mire and more, women bemn to 
take advantage of the Library and it was 

ultimately lotin I necessary to establish a 
separate library for them under the name 
of “.Vlahila Puslakalayiv” The foundation 
of the building was laid by Dewan 
Tckchand, I.C.S., Kcveniie Commissioner 
in 1912 ; and the building when completed 
cost Rs. 0000, out of wliich Rs. 2000 were 
received as a grant from the Government 
of His Higliness the Maharaja Gaekwar 
anil the rest, iinincly Rs, 4000, were collect¬ 
ed by the people. A third library called 
“Bal Pustakalayn" has been opened this 
year an 1 is intended mainly for children, 
it owes its cxistena' to the geamsity td 
Mr. Maganlal DaIpntrnm Khakhnr, j.p. 
of Bombay who, pleased with the Bhadran ale’s public spirit and self-reliance, 

! a gift to them of his father’s valuable 
collection of school children's books. 

Schools. 

A Vernacular School tor boys and 
another for giris have been established by 
Government. A building for the Roy's 
School has been built by Government, but 
the Girl's School being in want of one, it 
has been recently erected at a cost of Rs. 
30,000, out of which the villagers gave 
Rs. 6000, and Mr. Tulsibhai Bakorbhai. 
one of the leaders of the place, donated 
Rs. 10,000, and the rest, vis. Rs. 14,000, 
was contributed by His Highness* Gov 
ernment. There is a separate school for 
the boys and girls of the depressed classes 
with a specird building of its own. An 
English Class teaching upto the first two 
Standards was opened in 1906, by a few 
of the leaders. It received a monthly grant 
of Rs. 25 from Government. In each suc¬ 
ceeding year, the leaders went on adding 
a new Standard till 1909 when it >was 
converted into an Anglo-Vernacular School 
maintained solely by Government. But the 
seal of the people had not abated. They 
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of nervous excitation that reaches the 
central perceiving organ. It would theo* 
Kticallv be possible to change the tone 
or qnaiitj of our sensation, if means could 
be discovered by which the nervous impulse 
would become modiSed during transit. 
Investigation 'on nervous impulse in plants 
has led to the discovery of a controlling 
method, which was found equallji effec¬ 
tive in regard to the nervous impulse in 
animal. 

Thus the lines of physics, of physiology 
and of psychology converge and meet. And 
here will assemble those who would seek 
oneness amidst the manitold. Here it is 
that the genius of India should find its 
true blossoming. 

The thrill in matter, the throb of life, 
the pulse of growth, the impulse coursing 
tluxragh the nerve and the resulting sensa¬ 
tions, how diverse are these and yet how 
nni&ed ! How strange it is that the tremor 
of excitation in nervous matter should 
not merely be transmitted but transmuted 
and reflected like the image on a mirror, 
from a difierent plane of life, in sensation 
and in afiecti':n, in thought and in emotion. 
Of these which is more real, the material 
body or the image wb'ich is independent of 
it? Which of these is undecaying, and 
which ot tbeseis beyond the reach of death? 

It was a woman iu the Vedic times, 
who when adeed to take her choice of the 
wealth that would be hers for the asking, 
inqnired whether that would win for her 
deathlessness. What would ^ do with 
it, if it did not raise her above death ? 
This has always been the cry of the sotd 
of India, not for addition of material 
bondage, but to work out through 
struggle her self-chosen destiny and win 
immortality. Many a nation had risen 

in the past and won the empire of 
the world. A few buried frameuts are 
all that remain as memorials of the great 
dynasties that wielded the temporal 
power. There is, however, another element 
which finds its incarnation in matter, yet 
transcends its transmutation and apparent 
destruction: that is the burning flame 
bom of thought which has been handed 
down through fleeting generations. 

Not in matter, bnt in thought, not in 
possessions or even in attainments but in 
ideals, are to be found the seed of immorta¬ 
lity. Not through matdial acquisition but 
in generous diffusion ot ideas and ideals 
can the true empire ot humanity be estab¬ 
lished. Thus to Asoka to whom belonged 
this vast empire, bounded by the inviolate 
seas, after he had tried to ransom the 
world by giving away to the utmost, 
there came a time when he had nothiim 
more to give, except one half of an AmlaS 
fruit. This was his last possession and 
his anguished cry was that since he 
had nothing more to give, let the half of 
the Amlaki be accepted as his final gift. 

Asoka’s emblem of the doi/aki will be 
seen on the cornices of the Institute, and 
towering above all is the sjymbol of the 
thunderbolt. It was tbe Rishi Dadhic^ 
the pure and blameless, who offered his life 
that the divine weapon, tbe thunderbolt, 
might be fashioned out of his bones to 
simte evil and exalt righteousness. It is 
but half of the Amlaki that we can offer 
now. But the past shall he reborn in a 
yet nobler future. We stand here today 
and resume work tomorrow so that by tm 
efforts of our lives and our unshaken faith 
in the future we may all help to build the 
greater India yet to m. 

THB SMALL AND THB GRBAT 
[Teansution op a papbe ebad by Rabmoeanath Taooeb.] INDIA, in the throes of long suffering from heavy showers: when lol and behold I 

the barrenness of poutieal dron^t, showers descended in Beharof rioting of 
was aaxionsly scanning the dues: Hindus against MahomedanSi'^heavj 

poutieal weather-proffliets had reported showers 1 
wfit a strong Bome-mle monsoon had We bear of sectarian quarrels in other 
criissed the Arabian Sea, and forecasted countries as well, owing to rivalry or 
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■pite; but in our counlrr these are chiefly 
on rcliffions Rroiiiuls, for nil our Intvl 
professions of our reliKiniis tolrrntinn, 
which, sny \vc, has no r(|iial in nil the 
world ! Dissensions in Modern Europe arc 
at bottom economic. There the miners, 
the dock* and railway-workers now and 
affain make ti great to-do. They have to 
take all kinds ot steps about it; to make 
laws, to suspend laws, to call out the 
military, to sne<i blood, 'liiere, however, 
in the case of sudi quarrels we see only 
two parties : one which makes the trouble, 
and the other wBicb tries to quell it; but 
not, as we have here, an exquisitely humor¬ 
ous third 'party to mock those in trouble 
with their jeers. 

There wan a time in England, while its 
political machine bad yet to be perfected, 
when a conflict was raging between 
Protestant and Roman Catholic. During 
that conflict it cannot be said that 
justice was done to either party by the 
other; on the contrary, the Catholics 
had to sufler numerous disabilities for 
years. But to-day, though the estab- 
I'lshment of one religious sect is still 
a standing injustice to the others, how is 
it that such external causes of tronble and 
unrest hare been rendered I armless ? 
Pimply becanse all sections of the people 
are now united in governing themselves. 
There wan also a day when the diflerences 
between Englishmen and Scotchmen were 
not a little rancorous owing to their real 
divergence in race, language, taste and 
tradinon; and here again these were re¬ 
conciled becanse of the eventnal union of 
Englander and Scot in a self-government 
in which they were able to utilize their 
enerfdes in co-operation to ensure progress 
and repel calamity. Bnt why is it that 
between Great Britain and Ireland such 
union has not yet been fully consumma¬ 
ted ? Jnst for want of this same equality 
of political rights. 

It has to be admitted that in our 
country there ‘is a difficult element of con¬ 
flict brtween the Hindu and the Mofaa- 
medan. Wherever there is anydepartnre 
from the whole tmth, there there is sin; 
wherever there is sin, there is punishment. 
If reEgion, instead oi being the manifesta- 
tioa M a spiritual ideal, gives prominence 
to scriptures and external rites, then does 
it disturb the peace more than anything 
else can. Buropran histoty is red with the 
btoodAcd for die sake of dogma, if 

Abimsa (non-destruction) be yonr religion, 
it may remain an impossible ideal, but 
nevertheless it may he cherished 
ns such and n gradual advance made 
towards its realisation. Bnt if you 
yourself slay one kind of animal in 
the name of religion, and then prepare 
to slay men if they likewise slay another 
kind of animal in the name of religion, 
then that attitude cannot be called by any 
other flame than tyranny. It is our hope 
that our religion will not remain ritual- 
ridden for ever. We hare also Another 
hope, and that is that if our political life 
can become truer by the working out tS 
the same political ideal by both Hindu and 
Moslem, then such union of minds will 
make all external differences trivial. So 
far for the story of our own griefs and 
hopes. Let ns see what part is played 
therein by the third party, the looker-on. 

1 met an Englishman in the train the 
other day, who apropos of Home Rule, 
told me a story about how an Indian 
zamindar, somewhere in Behar, was non¬ 
plussed by an English Captain who scoffed 
at him saying: “You cannot control yonr 
own ryots, and yet you people want Home 
Rule I” The story did not tell of the 
samindar's reply. Very possibly he made 
a low salaam and said, “Unworthy that 
we are, O saheb, take away your Home 
Rule, but save me from my ryots 1“ For 
he must have felt that while Home Rule 
was yet in some shadowy dreamland 
across the seas, the Captain was there, 
right before him, and the infuriated rioters 
were threatening his rear. My reply to my 
fellow-passenger was: “These Hindu- 
Mahomedan riots have not occurred under 
our Home Rule. How conid the poor 
zamindar help casting piteous glances at 
tiie Captain’s troops, for this is fhe first 
time 1 hear of a division of labour where 
one is to have the weapons and another to 
do the fighting 1 During the days of the 
Swadeshi agitation, not only in distant 
mofusril places like Jamalpur, but also in 
Barabazar, the veijr heart of Calcutta, 
Mahomedans were allowed to oppress 
Hindns—that is a stigma which stmns the 
rulers, not only the ruled. If this kind of 
thing had been as frequent in the Nizam’st 
dominions, or in Mysore or Baroda, it* 
might have been more difficnlt toreplTto' 
the Captain’s sarcasm.” 

That isjust our eomplaiat. We lack all 
SHfionribirity of power, for our nders bake 
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taken it on themselves to protect us from 
withont. This is making us more and 
more ill-equipped and helpless within. And 
when this result makes our rulers all the 
more contemptuous, we dare not reply to 
them, it is true, but the language of our 
thoughts is not parliamentary. Had we 

ower, both Hindu and Moslem would 
aye felt it equally incumbent on them to 

unite in their endcavonr to maintain and 
justify it, and to be cautions in av/>iding 
disruption. And thus the British Empire 
in India would have become stable, not 
only for the time, but for all time. 

Bntif it should so happen that when, on 
the turning of the next page of History, 
the^ British Nation should leave behind, 
amidst the decaying remnants of its “good 
government”, these enfeebled, inefficient 
millions, unu^ to self-reliance, unfit for self- 
defence, ignorant of their true self-interest; 
and leave them, moreover, with neighbours 
awakened to a new life, indomitable with 
new acquirements; then whom should these 
helpless men, women and children blame 
for the endlessness of the sufferings to 
which th^ are handed over ? Or even if 
we imagine that amidst the ever-changing 
World History, the history of British rule 
in India alone will remain a fixture, then is 
it to be our fate to be kept an eternally 
disunited people, with no bond of common 
endeavour in the service of onr country, 
with hopes doomed to everlasting petti¬ 
ness, powers namped and scope narrow, 
and a future ringed in with the high wall 
of the will of others ? 

We have been under one rule, but not 
under ^ one responsibility. So that our 
unity is external: it does not bring us 
t(»ether, but merely ranges us side by 
side; and the least shock knocks ns 
against each other. It is not a living, 
moving unity,—'it is the unity of men lying 
asleep on the same ground, not of waking 
men marching along the same road. There 
IS nothing to be proud of in this unity, nor 
anything to rejoice at, either. It may 
? j paeans of praise in unison, 
bend low tMether, but it cannot uplift us. 

In the old days onr sodal organisation 
used to keep us alive to our duty to onr 
community. That was a narrow field, no 
doubt, in wfaieh the village of our birth 
was all that we meant by onr Mother 
Country. Nevertheless, within its limits, 
the wemthy felt the reroonsibility of their 
wealth, the learned of their leamiiig. Bach 

7614-2 

one's surroundings had their claims on 
whatever powers he had. In such a life of 
endeavour and responsibility men can re¬ 
joice and glory. 

But our responsibilities have been shift¬ 
ed away from our social life. Now the 
Sarkar alone judges us, protects us, phy¬ 
sics ns, punishes ns; decides as to what is 
Hindu and what is non-Hindu ; maintains 
distilleries for supplying us with intoxi¬ 
cants ; and when a villager gets eaten by a 
tiger, provides the local Magistrate and 
his friends with the opportunity for a 
shikar party. Naturally our social regula¬ 
tions nave become too heavy for ns to 
bear. The Brahmin still extorts his honor¬ 
arium, but no longer imparts instruction; 
the Landlord squeezes his tenants, but has 
nothing to offer in return; the upper classes 
accept respect from the masses, but are 
unable to afford them protection. Onr 
ceremonials have become, if anything, 
more costly, but have ceased to contribute 
to the amenities of social life, and are only 
for conformity or show. Meanwhile the 
dash of caste rivalry and the depredations 
of priestcraft are going on with full vigour. 
In a word, the social cow whose provender 
we have to provide has ceased to pvc 
milk, but has not forgotten how to toss 
with her crumpled horns! 

Whether the way in which our affairs 
are now regulated from without is or is 
not more efficient than the old way from 
within, is nut tbe point. Had men been 
stocks and stones, tbe question of how to 
arrange them so as to make the best of 
them would, no doubt, have been the most 
important one. But men are men: thi^ 
must live, and grow and progress. So it 
cannot but be admitted that the dismal 
depression which is weighing down tbe 
spirits of our people by reason of their 
being kept apart from the affairs of the 
country, is not only cruel but unstatesman¬ 
like. We are not asking for power to 
boast of, or tyrannise with ; we are not 
looking out for an instrument with which 
to tap the wealth of the rest of the world; 
we have not tbe vaulting ambition to 
acquire the greatest power to kill the 
greatest number. We ate willing to 
wear as a diadem the epithet of “Mild 
Hindu” which is contemptuously ffuQg 
at us; and well content to hug to our 
bosoms till tbe end of onr da^s the 
scathing scorn which onr ^intnafify 
seems to inspire. All we want is power to 
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serve our Mother Country; the natural 
right to take up its responsibilities, for 
lack of which the torments of the degrada¬ 
tion of houcless futility are becoming too 
nnbearable within onr breasts. 

That is why, of late, we sec the eager¬ 
ness of our youths to thrnst themselves for¬ 
ward to render social service. Man cannot 
go on living in a hot-housc of inane (wace- 
fulness; for his most intimate want is the 
scope to straggle towards growth, of 
which the emression is the consecration 
of self, in snObring, to a great Idea. In 
the history of all great peoples the irresis¬ 
tible progress of this struggle foams and 
roars and splashes over the ups and downs 
of success and failure, breaking through 
all obstacles. It is impossible to keep 
hidden, even from political paralytics such 
os we, the grand panorama of this history. 
To ayouth, instinct with the enthusiasm 
of Life, inspired by the words ci the Great, 
taught by _ the lessons of History, enforced 
inactivity is worse than death itself,—as 
is only too cicariii the heart-rending letter 
written by the one-time detenu, Sachindra 
Das Gupta, on the eve of his suicide. 

But only the opportunity for rendering 
occasional service dnring flooil or famine 
is not enough to give scope to the inner 
promptings of man’s complex nature, 
wliich can only find fulfilment in the cons¬ 
tant and^ yarious expression of everyday 
work, failing which they get confined with¬ 
in, there to fester and brcoinc poisoned, 
and originate the secret activities from 
which tlw country is sufiering. Wherefore 
we see the suspicions of the authorities 
most keenly directed towards those who 
have ideals and are trying to act up to 
them. Those who are selfish and unprin¬ 
cipled, inert and indifferent,—under the 
present-day spy-system it is they who 
hare the least to (ear, it is they who are 
rewaided and rise to the top. Unselfish 
activity for the sake of others is so 
difficult of explanation! How is one 
to reply to this question of inqui¬ 
sitorial authority: “What business 
have you, forsooth, with great deeds? 
When the way is open for you to eat, 
drink and lire easily upon the fat or lean 
wages you may earn by hiring yourself, 
what possesses yon to indulge in a wild 
goose chase at your own expense ?’’ 

But whatever authority may say, is 
this underground tnnnel, where there is 
neither light nor sound, nor ju^ice, nor 

legitimate way of escape, is this, 1 ask, a 
good path for Government to follow 7 
You may bury without trial all the best 
activity of the country,—bnt cannon in 
this way lay its ghost ? To t^ to ^ve an 
outward aspect of respectability to inward 
hunger by force of punishment can neither 
be called good nor wise. 

While this underground poliqr is 
rampant, the news comes from over the 
seas that a draft scheme of self-government 
is being prepared. 1 can bnt suppose that 
the higher authorities liave bc^n to 
perceive that simple repression will not 
exorcise the disturbing spirit, but that 
conciliation is also needful. This country 
is my country, not only because 1 happen 
to lie born in it, but because it has a 
claim to the best of my striving and 
achievement—the British Empire in India 
can only become permanent if it can 
encourage tlie realisation of this truth by 
its people. To keep so vast a country 
enfeebled, inefficient, indifferent to ita 
affairs of state, is to make their help in an 
emergency worthless, and their weight of 
inertia nnbearable. Moreover, placing 
even the weakest in a constant attitude 
of antagonism is like leaving the 
smallest leak in a boat. In calm weather 
baling may serve to keep it going, but 
when in a storm all hands are bnsy with 
rudder and oar and sail, the tiny leak may 
make all the difference. To get angry then, 
and pound it with regulation or non- 
regulation police iHtbis will only make 
matters worse. The trifling cost of mend¬ 
ing a small leak in time will save mnch 
greater loss later on—this is a truth 
which I cannot believe British statesman¬ 
ship does not understand. Itisbecanse it 
does, that the question of granting self- 
government has arisen today. 

But the baser side of human nature is 
blind. It only attaches importance to 
the present, and ignores what is yet to 
come. It thinks it mere weakness or silly 
sentimentality to talk of Truth and Right. 
Buoyed by high hopes India is making too 
light of this enemy of British Rule. The 
Anglo-Indian, who whether as government 
official or mercluint stands for the gre^ of 
power or money, is too close to India to 
see clearly. To his near-sightedness it is 
his power, his prosperity which towen, 
and the 300 millions cn India with their 
joys and sorrows are only so many 
shadows, faint and unsubstantial. Tins 
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makes me afraid that any boon, such as 
may hare served to give back to I^ia her 
strength of manhood, will be clipped and 
curtaued and bloodless when it does come, 
or perhaps, will perish on the journey and 
add to the skeletons of the unfruitful good 
wishes which strew the desert path of 
India’s fate. 

The Anglo-Indian who wields the weapon 
of obstruction is intoxicated with power, 
and out of touch with the life of India by 
layer upon layer of accumulated official 
tradition. To him India is but a Govern¬ 
ment or Mercantile office. While, on the 
other hand, he is connected by blood with 
those Englishmen over the seas who shape 
our destinies; his hand is in their hands, 
his lips at their cars ; he has a scat in their 
council chambers, and access to the green 
room behind the political stage; he is 
constantly going back home to leaven the 
country with his ideas and is nllcring its 
very psychology. He swears his grey 
hairs and the length of his experience, and 
claims special indulgence because of the 
pinnacle to which he claims to have raised 
the Empire. Where can our words, our 
hopes, even our existence be seen behind 
this towering self-assertion ? How can we 
hope for any Englishman to have such 
abnormal keenness of insight as to succeed 
in spying out the humanity in these 300 
millions over the encircling walls of 
officialdom ? 

The distant Englishman who, by reason 
of the free atmosphere of Europe is able to 
escape the illusions of blind self-interest 
and can see India with a breadth of vision, 
is cautioned by the Anglo-Indian that it 
is only through the dust-laden nether sky 
that a practice view can be obtained, and 
that the distant view from the pure upper 
sky is visionary. For the distant English¬ 
man to take an interest in Indian onairs 
M reckoned by the Anglo-Indian to be a 
piece of impudent meddlesomeness. There¬ 
fore the Indian should always remember 
that he is not governed Iw the Great 
English People of whom he has heard tell, 
but that he is the subject of an official sect 
who have ^n corroded into artificiality 
1^ the add of Indian Government offices 
in which th^ have soaked forages—not 
of men who are men in mind and heart and 
life, but who have been artificially docked 
and stunted for a special purpose. 

The camera may be called an artificial 
eye. It sees very distinctly, but not the 

whole view; it cannot see what is not 
inimcduitely before it. So we may sa^ it 
sees bliiul'lv. The natural eye, behind 
which there is a living person, however 
imperfect its vision may lie for n particular 
purpose, is much bikter adapted for 
dealings between man and man. 8o we 
may thank God that He has not ^ven 
us camera lenses in the place of ms. 
Eut what is this that He has given 
us in the Government of India ? ^ The 
great Englishman, who is really and 
fully .a man, liv'es, such is our fate, on the 
opposite shore; and fiefore he comes over 
to this side he passes through the shears 
of expediency which lop ofi three quatters 
of his manhood, carefully cutting out 
all that makes man grow himself and 
cause growth in others. These expurgated 
men fail to understand why these perfect 
and expensivccamcras of theirs are charged 
with seeing incompletely, because ima¬ 
gination also is one of the things they have 
left liehind them. 

Why is it that the inmates of work¬ 
houses in England are so discontented and 
try to run away if they can ? Because the 
workousc is neither a proper home, nor per¬ 
fect homelessness. It gives only a bare 
minimum of shelter, rigidly calculated. 
Shelter is doubtless a very neeessai^ thing, 
but because men are men they pine for a 
home, that is to say, they cannot five with¬ 
out many a thing Which is not absolutely 
necessary, over and above the bare mini¬ 
mum ; and if they cannot get these, thqr 
want to escape. The strict workhouse 
guardian, who is not a whole man with a 
complete vision, feels surprised and angry 
at this ingratitude of the indigent, and 
fails to understand their unwillingness to 
barter the bonndlcss hope which agitates 
their soul for the peace of bare shelter, and 
so tries to suppress sorrowing by punish¬ 
ment. 
The great Englishman is not in dirKt 

contact with India,—between them is in¬ 
terposed the small Englishman. So, for ns, 
the great Englishman exists only in Histon 
and Literature; and India exists for him otlfy 
in Offices and Dint books, in other words, 
India is for him only a set of staritrtics in 
which are to be found exports and imports, 
income and expenditure; the number of 
births and deaths, of policemen tokcen the 
peace, of goals to punish the turbulent; 
the length of railway lines,' the height of 
edneatir lal edifices. But crriition ii no* 
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iky*fiUii>g mus of Btatistical figures, and no 
account of the vital immensity of India 
beyond these figures reaches any living per¬ 
sonality. 

Nevertheless, whatever may he the diffi- 
culties in the way of believing it, 1 ask my 
countrymen to know for certain that there 
is a geographical locality where a people 
rightly called the great British people really 
cust. The injustice which the weak do to 
the strong is only a farther proof of their 
weakness,—it will redound to our glory 
if we can avoid such weakness. 1 can 
swear it that thetw great Englishmen are 
in every way true men. It is also certiun- 
ly true that the same greatness ot charac¬ 
ter which has made all great peoples great 
has also made these great Englishmen 
great. It is no use saying in a fit of 
piqne that they have raised themselves 
on the points oi their swords, or by mounp 
ting their motiey-bags. It is utterly 
unworthy of belief that any people can 
fxcome great merely because they are 
good at fighting, or mon^-making; and the 
proposition can be dismissed, without call¬ 
ing for proof, that any people Imve be¬ 
come truly great without achieving moral 
greatness. These great Englishmen sin¬ 
cerely cheridi the ideals of Right and Truth 
and Freedom; they are expressed in vari¬ 
ous ways in their literature and their his¬ 
tory ; and these same ideals are giving 
them strength in the present-day war. 

These great Englishmen are not station¬ 
ary, they are progressing; their lives are 
changiM and expanding through their his¬ 
tory. They are busy not only with their 
Empire and their commerce, but their 
national life flows on in a fall stream of 
literature, science and art, social life and 
religion. Thqr are creative; and are of tie 
high priests of the great European sacri¬ 
fice. The lessons of the war have not been 
lost on them, and they are learning to read 
the history of man anew in the soul-search¬ 
ing light of their martyrdom. They have 
seen the catastrophe that mnst inevitably 
result from the insistent setting up of false Estriotic pride against insnlted humanity. 

onscioudy or unconsciously they are real¬ 
ising that the god of one’s own country is 
theUod of all countries, and that to bring 
Him human victims is to see Him in Um 
terrible wrath. And even if they have not 
understood it today, they will understand 
it someday, that the storm-centre is always 
where the air is thinnest; and them, where 

are the weakest of the world’s peoples, will 
always be the centre of struggle of contend¬ 
ing nations, drawn into the vortex by the 
lust of spoil; there man does not shine in his 
greatness, but grows laxer and laxer, care¬ 
lessly allowing his manhood to slip away 
from him ; there Satan usurps a seat and 
dares mock God for his weakness I The 
great Englishman, 1 say, needs must 
understand that castles cannot be built 
on sand, and their power made permanent 
on the weakness oi others. 

But the small Englishman does not move 
on. He has remained tied for long cen¬ 
turies to the country which he has con¬ 
demned to stagnation. On one lace of his 
life he bears the imprint of office, on the 
other of pleasure. In the former aspect 
he keeps India at the length of his sceptre 
of power or his measuring rod of com¬ 
merce ; the other face, like the other 
side of the moon, is entirely beyond 
our ken. And yet he chums value for 
his experience in the measure of the length 
of its years. In the begitming of British 
Indian History he did some creative work, 
but ever since he has simply been watching 
over and enjoying a well-established poli¬ 
tical and commerdal predominance. His 
continual turning of the null of routine 
has made him immensely wise in worldly 
wisdom, and he thinks the achievement of 
efficiency in his office to be the greatest 
event in the world. His constant inter¬ 
course with a weaker people makes him 
feel that he is the maker of the future as 
he is the master of the present. He does 
not stop at the assertion that be is here, 
he follows it up with the boast that be 
has come to stay. 

Relying on the generosity of the great 
Englishman, as a talisman, onr country¬ 
men have begun to talk back to the small 
Englishman, forgetting the strength of the 
power wielded by the latter; forgetting 
also that sometimes the cost of propitia¬ 
ting the priest below has to be even greater 
than the value of the boon vonchsued by 
the god above. Let us recall instances of 
the power of this intermediaiy, the qnafity 
of his characteristic mood. Grantra, fcw 
the soke of argument, that Annie Bemt 
was at fault ;-%at the great Englishman 
had pardon^ her. For this earth¬ 
quakes engineered by the small Englishman 
reached and shook the Houses ot Parlia¬ 
ment. The small Englishman cannot 
overlook the crime of forgiveness, though 
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he may omit to call for explanations in the 
case of irregnlar punishments. Where a 
punishment has been awarded, the crime 
mnst be there to fit it, says he. He who 
bolds the contrary is an Extremist I Then 
again, when in the Imperial Council cham¬ 
ber the Panjah Lieutenant Governor made 
indiscreet attacks on the people of India 
and the Viceroy felt compelled to read him 
a mild homilv, it gave the small English¬ 
man a shodk from which he finds jt im¬ 
possible to recover. On the other hand, 
when Mr. Montagu, before taking up his 
office indulged in some plain speaking 
abont the Indian Bnreancracy, there was 
such a cydone of vitnperation that it 
knocked the mire off the State Secretary’s 
power and freedom of action. We have 
witnessed the power of the small English¬ 
man, not only in the time of Lord Ripon 
and to some extent in that of Lord Hard- 
ingc, but also so far back as in the time of 
Lord Canning and of Lord Bcntinck. 

That is why I repeatedly warn my coun¬ 
trymen : “What makes you so defiant 7 
Your strength ? You have none. Your 
voice ? It IS not so loud as yon think. 
Any supporter ? He is imaginary. If your 
cause be rigfateons then that alone you 
may thoroughly rely on. None can de¬ 
prive you of the right oi voluntary suffer¬ 
ing. The glory of consecrating yourselves 
to 'Truth and Right awaits you at the end 
of a stony road. And if, at length, yon get 
any boon at all, it will be from your own 
conscience—the god that is within. Have 
yon not seen how, suspecting the Govern¬ 
ment of India to be in eollnsion in regard 
to the proposal for a boon to India, the 
AnMo-Indian is inquiring with a saidonk 
smile: “What makes the Government so 
jumpy 7 What awful thing can have 
happened that the thnuderbolt department 
should have taken to showering rain ?’’ 
And yet when mere schoolboys are thrust 
into the lawless underground regions of 
darkness, then this same Anglo-Indian 
cries: “The state of things is so awful 
that British jostice mnst confess defeat, 
and wild Tartar methods imported to take 
its place 1“ That is to say, the appiehen- 
non whidk is true when yon strike, is false 
when yon are called upon to apply balm to 
the wound,—for the balm costs money! 
But, say 1, the bUI oi costs for hitting bard 
has a way of exceeding that of trying to 
heal. Secure in your strength you fancy 
that the portion of Indian Uistoty which 

concerns the Indian is not progressing 
onwards, but goes round and round in an 
eddy which tends downwards. And when 
one day, on coming out of your office, you 
find tlic current passing beyond the line 
which was assigned to it m yonr plan, 
you fly into a rage and shout: “Stop it I 
Bind It! Hem it ini” Then indeed does 
the current sink beneath, and in yonr fran¬ 
tic efforts to check its hidden course yon 
rip and tear the breast of the whole 
country. 

1 myself have recently fallen foul of the 
small Englishman. Some days ago I 
happened to write a short leticr on the 
harshness of imprisoning hundreds of ^ people without trial. I was prompt- 

rged with circulating falsehoods and 
dubbed an Extremist by the Anglo-Indian 
p^rs. These are, after all, government 
officials in mufti, so I forgive them their 
epithets. But even those of my country¬ 
men who find no meaning in my poetry 
and no substance in my prose, bnt who 
nevertheless happen to have read my 
writings, will be constrained to admit 
this much, that from the days of the 
Swadeshi agitation to this day I have 
always written against Extremism. I 
have consistently nrged this one thing that 
the wages of wrong-doing are never found 
to be worth-while in the long mn, for the 
debt oi sin always ends by becoming the 
heavier. Moreover, I have never been Kared 
by ink-slinging, be it Indian or English. I 
emphaticafiy assert that the Extremism 
which is neither decent, nor legal nor open, 
which means forsaking the straight road 
and taking to tortuons paths in the hope 
of sooner gaining a particular end, is al¬ 
ways utterly reprehensible. I have consis¬ 
tently told my conntrymen this with the 
full strength of my conviction, and so 1 
claim the right to say with equal emphasis 
that this Extremism is also wofnljy wrong, 
even as a policy of government. The high 
road of law may sometimes prove a round¬ 
about way of reaching the goal, bnt like 
riding roughshod over Belgium’s rights, 
the J^trenusm of shortening the legitimate 
road is never seemly. 

The taking of short cuts was the nsned 
practice in ancient history. “Bring me his 
bead!’’ was a favorite method of cutting the gordian knot. Bnrope prides herself on her 

iscovety that the cutting of the knot is 
not the same as undoing it, and that much 
damage ^ wrought by the Cornier process. 
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CtTllisatioD has responsibilities to which 
it is incumbent on her to do justice even 
in times of trouble ani stress. There is 
an element of ferocity in all punishment 
which is allowable in civilised society 
only after it has been softened, so far 
as may be, by passing through the filter of 
law, cleansed of all anger, spite and parti¬ 
ality ; otherwise the rod of tlie judge and 
the cudgel of the hooligan remain insuffici¬ 
ently differentiated. 1 admit that the 
times are difficult. Wc are ashamed of the 
methods by which some of our youths 
have attempted tb get rid of the obstacles 
to their country’s progress. We are all the 
more ashamed of it because the idea of the 
divorce of Espedicncy from Right was 
taught ns by the West. The open and 
secret lies of diplomacy, the open and sec¬ 
ret robberies sanctioned by statecraft are 
looked upon in the West as the inevitable 
alloy in the gold which serves to strength¬ 
en the metal. Thus have wc come to learn 
that it is foolish and feeble—mere silly 
sentimentalism—to allow Righteousness 
to bother and worry where Patriotic self- 
interest shows the way. Wc, also, have 
become convinced that civilisation requires 
to be stifiened by an admixture ot bar¬ 
barism, and the Right to be tempered by 
the expedient. This has not only led us to 
tolerate unrighteousness, but also to bend 
the knee to what is most unworthy in our 
teachers. We have lost the courage and 
independence to say from a higher plat¬ 
form than that of even our teachers: 

wwsuir men mil wytfh vwfit I 
WK UWi awffi fkmsflr I 

Men Sourish by unrighteousaess, in ua- 
righteousness appears their trelfare, by 
unrighteousness they overthrow their ene¬ 
mies, but they afe destroyed at the root. 

So 1 say that it is the greatest shame of 
all that our ideals should have owned 
such complete defeat at the onslaught of 
the teachings of the West. What high 
hopes had we that when the lamp of Love 
of Country should be lighted in our coun¬ 
try, the best that was in ns would be 
illuminated and shine forth; cur age-long 
accumulation of error flee from the shelter 
of its dark comer; a fountain of hope 
gush forth through the atony crust of 
our despair; our awakened energies carve 
out for us, step by step, a way over the 
apparent hopelessness ot our ftMyure; and 

our people stand shoulder to shoulder, 
with upraised heads, relieved by the 
buoyant joy of mutual love from the 
weight of cruel conventions that have 
crashed and insulted our manhood. 

But alas! what trick was this that our 
fate played ns ? The lamp of patriotism 
was lighted, but what was this scene it 
revealra of theft and robbery and secret 
murder?Did the god of our prayers appear 
before us to be worshipped by ofierings of 
sin ? Does not the same spintlessness and 
inertia, the same self-mistrust, which led 
us to look to political begging as a pana¬ 
cea for all betterment and so to perfect 
ourselves in the art of petition-writing, 
now make us take to political crime in 
order to hasten the millenium ? There is 
no cross-road where robbery and bravery 
meet. In Europe there may seem to be 
such a meeting of the ways, but the sign¬ 
posts on its roads have notyetbeen passed 
as correct in the surrey of Provmencc. 
And let us pray to G^, even if the whole 
world should helieve immediate gain to be 
the be-all and end-all, that India may not 
share in such belief. If without it we can 
attain political freedom, well and good. 
If not, let us at least abstain from choking 
the way to a greater freedom with the 
garbage of political untruths. 

But one thing we must not forget. If 
in the light of our awakened love of coun¬ 
try we have seen robbery and murder, we 
have also seen brave men. Wc have never 
seen the divine power of self-sacrifice so 
resplendent in our youths as we have seen 
itto4ay. Th^ are ready with a wonder¬ 
ful devotion to cast awde all worldly pros- 
prets and consecrate their lives to the ser¬ 
vice of their motherland—a service which 
not only does not lead to advancement or 
Government favour, but bristles with the 
antagonism of their own kith and kin. It 
makes my heart thrill to see that there is 
no lack c» young pilgrims on this strait 
and troublous path, and that their res* 
ponse was immediate when Ike call came 
rrom above. In more fortunate cottntiics, 
where numerous avenues to the service of 
country and mankind ^read in all direc¬ 
tions, these unworldly, imag^ative, deter¬ 
mined, selfiess boys are accounted the 
greatest asseta One has only to read the 
last letter of the detenu, Sachindra, who 
killed himself in despair, to feel sure 
that if he bad been bera in the country of 
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the Englishmeo who punished him, he would 
there hare lived a glorious life and died 
even a more glorious death. 

In the past and in the present it was 
and is open to any king or any official 
of a king to paralyse a country from 
one end to the other by suppressing the 
vitality of its youth. That is easy 
enough; but it is not civilised, and, 
BO far as 1 know, it is not English either. 
To cripple for life those who are innocent 
and likewise great, or even those who in a 
momentfiry perversion of a great enthu* 
siasm have fallen, but only need a helping 
hand to rise again and justify thrir life,— 
what could be a more cruel waste of 
human life ? What kind of statesmanship 
is it which can afiord to hand over such 
yonths and boys to the tender mercies of 
the secret service ? It is like letting loose 
a herd of buffaloes in the night upon the 
tender shoots of springing corn ; and while 
the owner of the field beats his breast in 
despair, the keeper of the herd exults that 
not a weed will be left showing I 

And what makes the calamity greater is 
that any tender shoot once bitten by the 
police thrives no longer, and will bear 
neither flower nor fruit, for there is poison 
in their touch. I know a boy whose in¬ 
telligence was as keen as his diligence in 
study, and equally noble was his character. 
He managed to get let off after having 
been mauled by the police, it is true; but be 
is now, in the first bloom of his youth, the 
inmate for life of a madhouse in Berham- 
pore. I can swear thnt the British 
Government never had anything to fear, 
but our country much to gain, from him. 

Some time ago when my Shantiniketan 
boys went up for their examination to 
the Birbhnm Zilla school, the police used 
to take down their names. They had no 
ne^ to do anything else to cause young 
spirits to droop; for none know the nature 
of their secret records nor can divine the 
purpose of their stealthy methods. Jnst 
as _ no one cates to eat a snake-bitten 
fruit, so none dare to hold commerce with 
a poUce-tainted person. Even that most 
desperate of creatures, the Bengali father 
with an unmarried daughter to get rid 
oL—to whom neither ugliness nor vice, nor 
age nor disease is a bar,—even he re^ns 
from sending the matchmaker to him. If 
the one-time police-suspect tries to do 
buriness, the buriness ftdis. If he tegs for 
charity, he may rouse our pity, but cannot 

overcome onr dread. If he joins any good 
work, that good work is doomed. 

The authorities in charge of this Depart¬ 
ment of Terror are after all only men of 
flesh and blood, they are not saints, risen 
superior to passion and prqudice. And as 
we, in a state of excitement or fear, mistake 
shadow for reality, so do they. Thrir 
profession being to suspect all men, mis¬ 
trust of all men becomes ingrained in thrir 
character; and to take action on the least 
trace of doubt gets to be their favourite 
policy; for they are not checked from above, 
their surroundings hnvt been terrorised 
into silence, and the small Englishman 
behind them is cither apathetic, or else 
hounding them on. If, to a lack of natural 
sympathy, prevailing passion or panic, and 
power practically boundless, there be add¬ 
ed secret methods and stifl^ laws, then, 
can even the small Englishman really 
bring himself to believe that a situation 
has arisen in which strict justice and 
a righteous policy can be counted upon ? I 
am absolutely certain that he does not 
believe any such' thing, but what he 
believes is that all thm is a convenient 
method of suppressing disturbance; just as 
we have seen, in Germany, the avoidance of 
international obligations reckoned to be 
the earnest way of winning the war, 
because there the small Germans predo¬ 
minate over the great Germans. The state 
policy of “Bring me his bead I” may serve 
for a time, but not for all time. The policy 
which is good for all time is the policy for 
which great Englishmen have so often 
fought; and fired by their whole-hearted 
abhorrence for the opposite policy oftbe 
Germans, great young Englishmen, to-day, 
are rushing in their thousands to give up 
their lives on the field of battle. 

It has been my steadfast endeavour 
that the boys of my Shantiniketan whool 
riiould acquire a true vision of the history 
of Ilumam^ as a whole, broad ud un¬ 
tainted with race-hatred. With this in my 
mind, I have not hesitated to accept the 
services of devoted Bngliriunrn offering to 
consecrate thrir lives to this woric. But 
we lire unnatural lives; onr present scope, 
onr future prospects, are both narrow; 
onr latent powers are feeble in euression 
for lack of stimulus and want otfarility. 
Any result we may achieve in our restrict¬ 
ed field, overshadowed as it is by the 
might oL the wielders of all power and 
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prettige, are so dwarfed and stunted as to 
oe of out little use or value in the markets 
of the world,—which however is declared 
to be the best reason for continuing to 
keep us in a deeper shade! An utter 
depression due to this state of things 
is weighing down our whole being; 
and lor this reason hardly any one 
in this country is inclined to attach 
any value to the Greater Freedom from 
one’s baser nature which great men 
extol. And yet I make bold to believe 
that our endeavours in the Shantiniketan 
School have ttot<- been entirely fruitless. 
For however serious the obstacles in the 
way may be, if the supreme truth be hdd 
More our countrymen, they cannot find it 
in their hearts to thrust it aside altoge¬ 
ther,—not even the most modern of our 
boys! And, as to this trait in our charac¬ 
ter, I am happy to be in agreement with 
the Lieutenant Governor of the Pnniab. 

But at times it becomes terribly diffi¬ 
cult. Things happen which make even the 
meekest of BengaU boys rebellious against 
the higher teaching, for baser passions at¬ 
tract their like. We have two little fellows 
in our Shantiniketan School, whose guar¬ 
dians were fairly well-to-do and paid the 
school dues regularly. Some time ago 
three men of the family were arrested in 
one haul, and interned. The boys can no 
longer pay their way and have to be sup¬ 
ported from the school funds. The little 
fellows are not only feeling the humiliation 
of thdr position, but they are not un¬ 
aware, also, of the misery that has befallen 
their home. Their father was stricken 
with malaria, and their distracted mother 
moving heaven and earth in the endeavour 
to get him imprisoned in a healthier loca¬ 
lity,—all these anxieties tormented their 
infant minds.They do not utter a word, nor 
do we speak to them, on the subject. But 
it somehow sticks in my throat to talk in 
their presence of Right, Justice and Uni¬ 
versal Love, for the sneering faces come 
athwart my vision of those who, like the 
Punjab Lieutenant Governor, have no use 
for these spiritual exaggerations. Thus 
are the sparks flying in this clash between 
the baser passions « both parties; and in 
all parts of Bengal outward suffering is 
driven inwards, there to be stored up as a 
pwmanent factor influendng character. 
The bombs which are being nropped into 
the bosom of whole familicsTrom ue high 
dondland of authority an ezac^ng thdr 

toll of women and children,—but may not 
these, at least, be classed as non-comba¬ 
tants ? 

^ If yon ask me about the root of this 
vicious problem, I say at once it is the 
want of self-government. Wc are so foreign 
to Englishmen. One of thdr learned 
travdlers has said that he felt the Chinese 
and Japanese to be nearer. It seems out 
spirituality stands in the way,—a malady 
with which the Britisher disclaims to tie 
afflicted. What more radical difierence can 
there be between man and man ? Over 
and above that, they do not know our 
language; they do notmix with ns socially. 
Where there is so vast an intervening 
distance, so little of knowledge to bridge it, 
watchful suspiciousness can be the only 
possible policy. The poison disseminated 
by those who are selfish and crafty, who 
know that to play the honorary spy is a 
way to rapid advancement, is permeating 
and vitiating the whole administration. 
Those who value self-respect more than 
patronage, who prefer the good of the 
country to their own promotion, they fry, 
so long as the police will let them, to give 
all government concerns as wide a berth 
as they can. 

The bureaucratic administrator who lives 
in an atmosphere of walking on tiptoe, 
talking in whispers, glancing furtively at 
every shadow and lurking behind cover, 
an atmosphere, moreover, that is tainted 
with the proximity of the police,—what is 
to prevent his habitual suspicion taking 
^pe as direful action, for to him we are 
only an abstraction—the Governed 7 So 
when in our homes the mother weeps, the 
brother trembles, the wife commits suicide, 
and the children have to go untended and 
untaught; when at a s^n from the C.I.D., 
institutions representing the patriotic 
labour of years crumble to the dust; that 
makes no difference in the appetite for 
dinner, or soundness of sle», of the ruling 
power, nor does it even affect his sest for 
his game of Bridge. I do not say this in 
anger. The conditions being what they 
are, it is but natural. Bureaueraiy always 
implies deaiings, not with the rw world 
as a whole, but with that part of it 
which is a p^uct of its own regulations. 
In a free country no bureaucracy uallowed 
to occupy the whole space, so that the 
people get an opportunity of growing 
through the gaps Im in it. In a dependent 
country it is careful to leave no gap. 
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Ani if we busy oureelres searcfhing for an 
outlet totfae open ekjr, there is such a 
stormy flatter in all its brauches right to 
the tips of its foliage, that we, also, grow 
disquieted and feel we would rather forego 
the outlet than risk being broken by the 
bnfietings of these branches. Nevertheless 
let me say my first and last word. There is 
no nation so poweriul that it can keep unr 
naturalness balanced ou the point of its 
bayonet. The weight grows, the mpscles 
relax, anl the gravitation of the great 
world brings all bolstered up anomalies 
to the dust. 

What then is natural ? That whatever 
may be the character of the governmeut it 
should be responsible to the people 
{governed, so that they in tnm may be 
ovingly loyal to it as their own. The 

apathy of the people in regard to an 
irresponsible outside government in which 
ttey have no share, cannot but degenerate 
into antipathy. And those who try to 
suppress such antipathy by force needs 
must convert it into antagonism. That 

' is how the problem waxes more and more 
co^lex. 

The British Nation has come to India 
as the messenger of the sfMrit of the age. 
The wealth of great truths gained oy 
Humanity in each era is bound to be dis¬ 
tributed in one shape or the other through¬ 
out the countries of the world. Those who 
are the carriers of this wealth ore false to 
their trust if thw are miserly in its distri¬ 
bution ; then tnqr hamper the design of 
Providence and spread misery. But they 
cannot hide under a bushel the light they 
carry. What they have been commission¬ 
ed to give, give they must, for they are 
but the instruments of the gift which is the 
gilt of the age. Unnatnralness comes in 
when ttey turn their light side to one part 
oi thdr history and their dark side to 
gnotlw. But they cannot go on for ever 
allowing me side of their natun to cheat 
theo^r. If the small Bne^ishman per¬ 
sists in hemming in the great Englishmn 
with a wall of sdf-interest, only sorrow 
aid calamity will follow. The game of 
Histotyisoot played witii the cards ex¬ 
posed. The deacmeaevt often cmnes in a 
sutpridag isahioa, npaetting all calcula¬ 
tions. Anyhow, ft may beasierted as a 
giemmsltriftb tbuL if nftsf si prolongd 
poiod oi giving Min to nnnatuimneas, it 
IS imaginea that the regulations of one’s 
owamakhtgaRthelawB of the universe, 

76^-3 

then all of a sudden will History stumble 
over some tiight obstade, and topple 
over completely. For centuries East and 
West have been brought together, but 
have failed to establish human relation¬ 
ships; West would rule the Efist bateau- 
not make it kin; the barriers of the East 
are broken down and the West is right in¬ 
side its granaries, and yet the refrain conti¬ 
nues to be chanted: “Never the twain 
shall meet!’’ Can the dead-wei0lt Of such 
nnnaturaincss remain for long in stable 
equilibmim ? If no natural solution can 
be found then the eurtaip will descend on 
the Fifth Act of an Historical Tragedy. 

The Tragedy of India’s past history 
was worked out just in this way. We, 
also, saw men come together, only to con¬ 
trive elaborate methods of keeping them 
Eermanently asunder. We, also, tried to 

eep from others Rights which we prised 
as the most valuable for ourselves. We, 
also, insulted humanity by g^vjng the high, 
sounding name of Special Privilege to pri¬ 
vileges which should have been universal. 
But with all the weight of our sacred scrip¬ 
tures at their back we were unable to se¬ 
cure the permanence of this unholy uu- 
natumlness in our past history. The system 
in wMch we thought lav ouf strength, 
proved our weakness. And so have we 

dying through centuries of self-inflict¬ 
ed wounds. 

Whatever may be the seeming of the 
present, 1 am firm in the hope that East 
and West shall meet. But towards this 
end we, also, have onr duties to perform. 
If we are small and entertain fear, the 
Englishman will become small and parade 
frigbtfulness. The whole power of the 
small Englishman rests on the smaller 
side of our own nature. But that future 
age is coming upon the Earth, when 
the unarmed Mall have to stand up 
against the armed, when the victor 
will be not on the side of him wjjRt 
can strike, but of him who knows how^o 
die. In that age he who causes suSsring 
will be vanquished and the e^oty be 
his who has snfiered. In that age, as the 
Ksultofthe war between the soul and the 
flesh, the soul ^ the machine, man «tUl 
declare that he is no beast, and Is superior 
to the laws of natural selection, The duty 
is cast upon ns to prove this great truth. 

If the East and the West do meet, ft will 
be npon some great Ideal; aotupoothe 
ground pf favour; not npon some man-of- 
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who QODtnbtttc largij to the c«riii]^ of 
thew TnunwajsaM they should in all 
coDScience, be worked main^ in their mter> 
eats; and surely the Municipality wbkh 
THiaiwtwin* with efikiency the huge water¬ 
works of the city, can fairly be eziwcted 
to work with egttal efficiency the Tram¬ 
ways in the city, the earnings from 
which will contribute so largely to the 
reduction of Municipal rates and taxes 
which are really a harden in many in¬ 
stances to the poorer middle classes firing 

in Calcutta. Now that this has been pmnted 
out, if our Municipal Commissioners fail 
to do it they will only show that the 
charges not unoften levelled against our 
countrymen that they are not fit for self- 
government has a valid ground to stand 
upon and not barely based upon the inter¬ 
ested whims and prejudices of our amiable- 
Anglo-liidian critics. 

Raicharan MVKSl^. 

Octr. 26,1917. 

I-N THE night 
Translate!) «v W. W. Pearson, w'ith the Help and Revision of the Authi r. 

“Doctor. Doctor." 
1 started out of my sleep in the very 

depth of night. On opening my eyes 1 
saw it was our landlord Dokhin fiabu. 
Hurriedly getting up and drawing out a 
broken chair I mme him sit down and 
lookri anxiously in his face. 1 saw by the 
dock that it was after half-past two. 

Dokhin Babn’s face was pale and his 
eyes wide-open as he said, “To-night those 

toms returned—that medicine of yours 
one me no good at all." I said rather 

timidly, “i am afraid you have been drink¬ 
ing again." Dokhin Babu got quite angry 
and said, “There you make a great 
mistake. It is not the drink. Yon must 
hear the whole story in order to be able to 
understand the real reason." 

In the niche there was a small tin kero¬ 
sene lamp burning dimly. This 1 turned up 
■lightly, the light became a little brighter 
am at the same time it began to smoke. 
Palling my cloth over ray shonlders I 
spread a piece of newspaper over a pack¬ 
ing case and sat down. Dokhin Babu 
began his story. 

About four years ago I was attacked by 
a serious illness, just when I was on the 
pmnt of death my disease took a better 
turn tUl after nearly a month I recovered. 

During my illness my wife did not rest 
for a moment day nr night. For those 
months that weak woman fought with all 
bet might to drive Death's messenger from 
the door. She went without food and sleep. 

and had no thought for anything else in 
this world. 

Death, like a tiger cheated of its prey, 
threw me from its jaws and went oS, but 
in its retreat it dealt my wife a sharp blow 
with its paw. 

My wife was at that time enceinte, and 
not long after she gave birth to a dead 
child. Then came my turn to nurse her. 
But she got quite troubled at this, and 
would say, "For heaven's sake don’t keep 
fussing in and out of my room like that." 

If I went to her room at night when shle 
had fever and (on the pretence of fanning 
myself) wodld try to Ian her, she would get 
quite excited. And if, on account of servmg 
her, my meal-time was ten minutes later 
than usual, that also was made the occa¬ 
sion for all sorts of entreaties and re¬ 
proaches. If I went to do her the smallest 
service, instead of helping her it had just 
the opposite c&eet. She would exclaim, 
“It’s not good for a man to fuss so much.” 

I tluqk yon have seen my Garden boose. 
In front otitis the garden at the foot of 
whfeb the river Gadget flows. Towards the 
Sontb just below our bedroom my wife bad 
mode a garden according to her own fancy 
and surrounded it With a hedge of Hena. 
It was the one bit of the garden that Was 
simple and unpretentions. In the floWet 
pots one did nAtnee woodenfiegs vrith Ibng 
Latin names flying pretentions flags by the 
tide of the most nnpreteations Idmiifg 
plants, Janmine, tube vots^ lemon flowen. 
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and all kinds of roses were plentiful. Under 
a lari^e tree there was a white marble slab, 
which my wife used to wash twiev a il.iv 
when she was in good health. It was the 
place where she was in tlie habit of sitting 
on snm liter evenings when her work was 
finished. From there she could see the 
river but w.as herself invisible to the jtas- 
sengers on the passing steamers. 

()ne moonlight evening ill the ninnth oi 
April, after having iieen confined *to her 
bed for many days she expressed a desire 
to get out of iier close room, and sit in her 
garden. 

1 lifted her with great care and laid iicr 
down on that marble sent under the bokiii 
tree. One or two bokiil flowers fluttered 
down and through the branches ovirhcad 
the chccqucred moonlight fell on her worn 
face. All around was still and silent. As 1 
looked down on her face, sitting by her 
side in that shadowy darkness filied with 
the licavy scent of flowers, my eyes became 
moist. 

Slowly drawing near her I took one of 
her hot thin hands between my own. She 
made no attempt to prevent me. Alter le- 
maining like this in sdenee for some time, 
somehow my heart began to overflow, and 
I said, “Never shall 1 lie able to forget 
your love.” 

My wife gave a laugh in which there 
was mingled some happiness, and a trnec 
of distrust, and to some extent iiLso the 
sharpness of sarcasm. Without her having 
said anything in the way of an answer, 
she gave me to understand bv her laugh 
that she neither thought it likely that I 
would never forget her, nor did she herself 
wish it. 

I had never had the courage to make 
love to my wife simply out of fear of this 
swKt sharp laugh oi hers. All the speeches 
which I made up wheu I was absent from 
her seemed to be very commonplace re¬ 
marks as soon as 1 found myself in her 
presenw. 

It m possible to talk when you are 
eootradicted, but laughter cannot be met 

argument, so I had simply to remain 
silent. The moonlight became brighter, 
and a cuckoo began to call over and over 
again till it seemed to be demented. 
As I sat still I wondered how on such a 
night the cuckoo's bnde could remain in¬ 
different. 

After a gteat deal of treatment my wife’s 
illncM showed no signs of improvement. 

80%-7 

The doctor suggested a change of air, and 
1 took hi r tu Allahabad. 

At this point Dokhin Babii suddenly 
stopped find sal silent, with a i|iie8tii>ning 
look on his i ice he looked towards me, and 
then began to brood with his head resting 
in iiis liands. I also reiiiainc l silent. The 
k'-rosciie lamp in the iiichf flickered and in 
the stilincs of the night the buzzing of the 
niosipiilocs could Ik* lll■!lr•l distinctly. 
Siiildcniy breaking lli" sil< ncc Dukhin Hubn 
resumed his story : 

“Doctor ilaraii treated my wife, and 
after some time I was tAld that the disease 
was an incurable uiic, utid niy wife would 
have tu suficr for 1 he rest of her life. 

Then one day my wife said to me, ‘Since 
my dise.isc is not going to leave me, and * 
there dues not seem much hope uf my dying 
soon, why shoiihi you spend yuiir dajrs 
with this living death. Leave me alone 
and go back to your oilier occupation.’ 

Now it was my turn to laugh. But I 
had nut gut her power uf laughter. So, with 
all the solemnity 'suitable tu the hero of a 
roinriiice 1 asserted, ‘So long as there is 
life in this body of mine.’ 

She stopped me saying, ‘Now, Now. You 
don’t need to say any more. Why, to hear 
you makes me want tu give up the ghost.’ 

I don’t know whclher 1 had actually 
confessed it to myself then, but now I 
know quite well that 1 bud even at that 
time, in my heart of hearts, got tired oi 
nnrsing that hopeless invalid. 

It was clear that she was able to detect 
my inner weariness of spirit, in spite of mj 
devoted service. I did not understand it 
then, but now I have not the least doubt 
in my mind that she could read me as 
easily as a children's First Reader iu which 
there are no compound letters. 

Doctor Haran was of the same caste as 
myself. I had a standing invitation to his 
house. After I had been there several times 
he introduced me to his daughter. She was 
unmarried although she was over fifteen 
years old. Her fatmr said that he bad not 
married her as he had not been able to 
find a suitable bridegroom of the same 
caste, but rumour said that there was 
some bar sinister in her birth. 

But she had no other fault, tor she was as 
intelligent as she was beantiful. For tl»t 
reason I nsed sometimes to disensa with 
her all sorts of questions so that it was 
often late at night before I got back home, 
long past the time when! dioidd have 
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Rtvea my wife her medidne. She knew 
quite \vel] that I had been at Doctor 
Harao's house but she never once asked me 
the canse oi my delay in returumg home. 

The sick room seemed to me doubly 
intolerable and joyless. I now began to 
neglect niy patient and constantly lorgot to 
give her the medicine nt the proper time. 

The Doctor used .sometimes to ssy to me, 
‘For those who sulfcr from some incitnible 
disease ilenth would lie a happy relea<-e. As 
long as they lemaiii alive they get no 
happiness themselves, and make others 
miserable.’ 

To make such a remark in the ordinary 
course of events could be tolerated, but 
with the example of my wife before us 
such a sulyect ought not to have been 
mentioned. But 1 suppose doctors grow 
callons about the question of life and 
death of men. 

Suddenly one day as I was sitting in the 
room next to the sick chamber I heard my 
wife say to tlic Doctor, ‘Doctor, why do 
you go on giving me so many useless medi¬ 
cines ? When ray whole lite has become one 
continuous disease, don’t you think that 
to kill me is to cure me 7’ 

The doctor said, ‘You shouldu’t talk 
like that.’ 

As soon as the doctor had gone I went 
into my wife's room, and seating myself 
beside her began to stroke her forehead 
gently. She said, ‘This room is ven' hot, 
you go out for your usual walk. 11 yon 
don't get your evening constitutional j'ou 
will have no appetite tor your diiiuei.’ 

My evening constitutional really meant 
going to Doctor Ilaran’s house. 1 hnd 
myself explained that a little exercise is 
necessary for one’s health nnd appetite. 
Now I am quite sure that every day she 
saw through my excuse. 1 was the fool, 
and 1 actually thought that she was 
unconsdouB ot tliis deception.” 

Here Dokhin Babn paused and burying 
his head in his hands remained silent for a 
time. At last he said, ‘‘Give me a glass 
of water,” and having drunk the water he 
continued: 

‘‘One day ttie doctor’s daughter Mono- 
rama expressed a desire to see my wife, 1 
don’t quite know why, but this proposal 
did not altogether please me. But I conid 
4nd no excuse for refusing her request. So 
she arrived one evening at our hdhse. 

On that day my wife’s pain had been 

rather more severe than usual. When her 
pain was worse she would lie qmte still 
and silent, occasionally clenching her fists, 
11 was only from that one was able to ^ess 
what agony she was enduring. There 
was no sound in the room, I was sitting 
silently at the bedside. On that day she had 
not requested me to go out for my usual 
walk. Either she had not the power to 
speak, or she got some relief from having 
me 65* her side when she was suffering 
veiy ranch. The kerosene lamp had been 
placed near the door lest it should hurt 
her eyes. The room was dark and still. 
The only sound that conid be heard was 
an occasional sigh of relief when my wife’s 
pain became less for a moment or two. 

It was at this time that Monorama 
came and stood at her door. ^The light 
coming from the opposite direction fell on 
her face. 

My wife started up and grasping my 
hand asked, ‘0 Key, who is that ?’ In 
her feeble condition she was so startled to 
see a stranger standing at the door that 
she asked two or three limes in a hoarK 
whisper, ‘0 Key ? O Key ? O Key ?’ 

At first 1 answered weakly, ‘I do not 
know,’ but the next moment I felt as 
thongh someone had whipped me, and 
1 hastily corrected myself and said, ‘Why 
it’s our doctor’s daughter.’ 

My wife turned and looked at me. I 
was not able to look her in the face. Then 
she turned to the newcomer and said in a 
weak voice, ‘Come in.’ And tummg to 
me added, ‘Bring the lamp.’ 

Monorama came into the room, and 
began to talk a little to my wife. While 
she was talking the doctor came to see 
his patient. . , ,. , 

He had brought with him from the 
dispensary two bottles of medicine. Taking 
these out he said to my wife, ‘See, this 
blue bottle is for outward apphcation and 
the other is to be taken. Be careful not 
to mix the two,for this isa deadte poison. 

Warning me also, he placed the two 
bottles on the table by the oedside. When 
he was going the doctor called his dangbter. 

She said to him, “Father, why shonld 
1 not stay. There is no woman here to 
nurse her,” 

My wife gotquite excited and satupsay¬ 
ing, ‘No, no, don’t yon bother yourself. 1 
have an old maidservant who takes care 
ot me as if she were my mother.’^ 

Just as the doctor was going away 
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with his dauRbter my wife said to him, 
‘Doctor, he 1ms been sitting too long in 
this close and study room, won’t you 
take him out for some fresh air ?’ 

The doctor turned to me and said, 
‘Come along, I’ll take you for a stroll 
along the bank of the river.’ 

Alter some little show of unwillingness 
I agreed. Before going the doctor af.ain 
warned my wife about the two bottles of 
medicine. 

That evening I took my dinner at the 
doctor’s house, and was late in coming 
home. On getting back I found that my 
wife was in extreme pain. Feeling deeply 
repentant 1 asked her, ‘lias your pain 
increased ?’ 

She was too ill to answer, hut only 
looked up in my face. I saw that she was 
breathing with difficulty. 

I at once sent for the doctor. 
At first he could not make out what 

was the matter. At last he asked, ‘Has 
that pain increased ? Haven’t you used 
that liniment ?’ 

Saying which, he picked up the blue 
bottle from the table. It was empty ! 

Showing signs of agitation he asked my 
wife, 'You haven't taken this medicine by 
mistake have you ?’ Nodding her bead 
she silently indicated that she had. 

The doctor ran out of the house to bring 
his stomach pump, and I fell on the ^d 
like one insensible. 

Then just as a mother liies to pacify a 
sick child, my wife drew my head to Iier 
breast and with the touch of her hands 
attempted to tell me her thoughts. Merely 
by that tender touch she again and again 
said to me, ‘Do not sorrow. All is for the 
best. You will be happy, and knowing 
that 1 die happily.’ 

By the time the doctor returned, all my 
wife’s pains had ceased with her life.” 

Dokhiu Babu taking another gulp of 
water exclaimed, “Ggh, it’s terribly hot”, 
and then ^oing out on to the verandah he 
paced TWidly up and down two or three 
times. Coming back lie eat down and 
began again. It was clear enough that be 
did not want to tell me, but it seemed as 
if, by some sort of magic, I was dragging 
the story out of him. lie went on. 

“After my marriage with Monorama, 
whenever I tried to talk afiectionatcly to 
lier, she looked grave. It seemed as it there 
was in her mira some bint of suspicion 
which I could not understand. 

It was at this time that I began to have 
a fondness for drink. 

One evening in the early iiutiinm I was 
strolling with Monorama in our garden by 
the rii'er. The darkness had the feeling of 
a phantom world about it, and there was 
not even the occnsion.'il sound of the birds 
rustling their wings in their sleep. Only on 
both sides of the path along which we 
were walking flie tojis of the cusunrina 
trees sighed in the brccrc. 

b'celing tired Monorama went and lay 
down on that marble slab, placing her 
hands liehind her head, fliid I went :ind sat 
beside her. 

There the darkness seemed to be even 
denser, and tlie onlv patch of sky that 
could be seen was thick with stars. The 
chirping of the crickets under the trees was 
like a thin ribbon of sound at the lowest 
edge of the skirt of silence. 

That evening 1 had been drinking a little 
and my heart was in .a melting mood. 
When my eyes hud got used to the dark¬ 
ness, the gray outline of the lonsely-clad 
and languid form of Monorama, lying in the 
shadow of the trees, awakened in my mind 
an nndetinable longing. It seemed to me 
as if she were only an unsubstantial 
shadow which I could never grasp in my 
arms. 

Just then the tops of the casuariim trees 
seemed suddenly to lie on fire. Gradually 
I saw the jagged edge of the old moon, 
golden in her harvest hue, rising above the 
tops of the trees. The moonlight fell on the 
face of the white-clad form lying on the 
white marble. I could contain niyself no 
longer. Drawing near lieraiid taking her 
hand in mine I said, 'Monorama, you may 
not believe me, never shall 1 be able to 
forget your love.’ 

The moment the words were out of my 
mouth I started, for I remembered that 
this was the exact expression I had used to 
someone else long before. And at the same 
instant from over the top of the casuarina 
trees, from under the golden crescent of the 
okl moon, from across the wide stretches 
of the flowing Ganges, right to its most 
distant bank—Ila Ila,—Ila Ha,—Ha Ha,— 
came the sound of laughter passing swiftly 
ovcrltcad. Whether it was a heartbreaking 
laugh ora skyrcniling wail, I cannot sa^. 
But on hearing it I fell on to the ground in 
a swoon. . 

When I recovered consciousness, I saw 
that 1 was lying on my bed in my own 
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room. My wife asked me, ‘Whatever 
happened to you ?’ 1 replied trenibling 
with terror: ‘Didn’t you hear how the 
whole sky laiii; with the sound of laughter 
—Ila Ha,—lia ll,-!,—Ila Ha ?’ My wife 
laughed as she answered, ‘You thought 
that was laughter ? All that 1 heard was 
the sound of a flock of birds flaring swiftly 
overhead. Do you get so easily frightened ?’ 

Next day I knew quite well that it was 
a flock of ducks migrating, as they do, at 
that time of year, to the South. But when 
evening eiinic 1 began to doubt again, 
anil ill iny imagination the whole sky rang 
with Liiigliter piercing the darkness on the 
Ictist pretext. It readied such a p i.ss that 
at last after dark 1 was not able to speak 
a word to Monorama. 

Then 1 decided to leave my garden house 
and took Munoraina for a boat trip. In 
the keen Novcinlier air all ray fe.ir lelt me, 
and for some days 1 was quite happy. 

Leaving the (>anges and crossing the 
river Khoray, we at last reached the 
Podma. This terrible river lay stretched 
out like a huge serpent taking its winter 
sleep. On its north side were the b irren, 
solitary sand banks which lay blazing 
in the sun ; and on the high batiks on the 
south side the mango groves of the villages 
stood close to the open j.aws of this demo¬ 
niac river. The 1‘adtna now and again 
turned in its sleep and the craeked earth 
of the banks would fall with a thud into 
the river. 

Finding a suitable place 1 moored the 
boat to the bank. 

One day we both went out for a walk 
and went on and on till we were far away 
from our boat. The golden liglit of the 
setting sun gradually faded and the sky 
became flooded with the pure silier light 
of the moon. As the moonlight fell on that 
limitless expanse of white s.and and filled 
the vast sky with its flood ol brilliance, 
I felt as if we two were alone, wandering 
in the uninhabited dreamland, unbounded 
and without purpose. Monorama was 
wearing a red shawl which she pulled over 
her head and wrappd round her shoulders 
leaving only her face visible. When the 
silence became deeiier, and there was no- 
thmg but a vastness of white solitude all 
around us, then Monorama slowly put out 
lur hand and took hold of mine She 
seemed ><1101080 to me that I felt ns if her 
hand siirrender^l into my hands,lur body 
and mind, her liie and youth. In my yearn¬ 

ing and happy heart I said to myself, ‘Is 
there room enough anywhere else except 
under such a wide, open sky to contain the 
hc.irts of two human b'ings in love?’ Then 
I felt ns if we had no home to which wc 
had to return, and that we could go on 
wandering thus, hand in hand, by a road 
which had no end through this moonlit 
immensity, free from all cares and obs¬ 
tacles. 

As irc went on like this we at last came 
to a place where I could see a pool of 
water surrounded hy hillocks of sand. 

Through the heart of this still water 
pierced to the bottom a long beam of 
moonlight like a fl.isliing sword. Arriving 
at the edge of the pool wc stood there in 
silence, Monorama looking up into niy 
face. Ilcr shawl sliiqied from off her head, 
and I stnoficd down and kissed her. 

Just then there came from somewhere in 
the midst of that silent and solitary desert 
in solemn tones a voice saying three times, 
‘0 key ? 0 key ? O key ?’ 

I started b.ack, and my wife also 
trembled. But the next moment both of 
us realized that the sound was neither 
human nor superhuman—it was the call 
of some water fowl. It had been startled 
from its sleep on hearing the sound of the 
aliens so late at night near its nest. 

Recovering from our fright we returned 
as fast as wc could to the boat. Being late 
wc v\ciit stnaiglil to bed, and Monorama 
was soon fast asleep. 

Then in the darkness it seemed as if 
someone, standing by the side of the bed, 
wras pointing n tong, thin finger towards 
the sleeping Monorama, and with a 
hoarse whisper was asking me over and 
over ag.iin, ‘O key ? O key ? O bey ?’ 

Hastily getting up I seized a box of 
matches and lighted the lamp. Just as 
1 did so the mosquito net began to flutter 
in the wind and the boat began to rock. 
The blood in mr veins curdled and the 
svreat came out in heavy drops as I heard 
nil echoing laugh, Ha Ha,—Ha Ha, Ha Ha- 
sound through the dark night. It travelled 
over the river, across the sand banks on 
the other side, and after that it passed 
over all the sleeping country, the villages 
and the towns, us though forever crossing 
the countries of this and other worlds. It 
went on growing fainter and fainter, pass¬ 
ing into limitless space, gradually becoming 
fine as the point ot a needle. Never had I 
hcaid such a piercingly faint sound, never 
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had I imagined such a ghost of a sound 
possible. It was as if within iny skull 
tliere was the limitless sky of space, nnd 
no matter how far the sound traT<lIerl it 
could not get outside iny brain. At last 
when it had got almost iini'earubic, I 
thought, unless I extinguish the light I 
shall not he able to sleep. No sooner had 
1 put out the lamp than once more close 
to my mosquito curtain 1 heard in the 
darkness that hoarse voice saving 'P key ? 
O key? O key?’ Mv heart began to 
beat in unison with the words, and 
gradually beuan to repeat the (|ucstii>ii, 
‘O key? Okey? O key ?' In the silenee 
of tlie night, from the middle ol the boat 
my round clock began to he eloquent and 
pointing its hour hand towanls Monorama 
ticked out the question. ‘O key ? O key ? 
O key ?’ ” 

As he spoke Uokhiii Balm became 

ghastly pale, and his voice seemed to be 
choking him. Touching him on the shiiul- 
derlsaid, “fake a little water.’’ .\t the 
same moment the kerosene Limp lliekcrrf 
and went out, and 1 saw th.it outside it 
was light. A crow cawed ami a yellow 
hammer whistk'd. On the roail in Iront of 
my house the creaking ofa Imlloek cart 
was heanl. Then tin- expression on 
Dokliin Babu'sface was altogether chang¬ 
ed. There was not the least trace iil fear. 
That he had to'il me .so tuiich under the 
intoxication of an imaginary fear, and 
ileliidcil by the s ireery rfi night seemed to 
make him very tiitieh ashiiiiicd, nnd even 
angry with me. Without uny lormality 
of farewell he inmpul np and shot out of 
the house. 

Next night when it was qnilc late I was 
again wakened from my sleep hy a voice 
calling, “Doctor, Doctoi." 

INDUSTRIAL DEVELOPMENT OF H. H. THE NiZ.\M’S DOMlNlONvS 
By (». A, C1UNDAV&KK.AR. 

The world of science is progressing, and 
industry, the hand-maid of seiciiee, is 
keeping pace with its lU'ireh. The 

wave of industrial development that swept 
over countries like England, America or 
Japan is touching the shores of India too. 
But the day for the industrial evolution 
of the type noticcnhle in those countries 
seems yet distant. Consequent on the im¬ 
pact of western civilisation there are un¬ 
mistakable signs of industrial awakening 
throughout the length and breadth of this 
country. While the British Oovernraent is 
doing what it can for advancing the cause 
of industries in India, the governments of 
the different native states too are evincing 
great interest in utilising their raw pro¬ 
ducts to the best advantage and arc earn¬ 
estly endeavouring to accelerate ttc 
growth of industries in their respective 
states. Social and economic conditions in 
some of these native states render the pro¬ 
cess of industrial evolution a slow ami a 
difficult one. But the fact that there is uii 
awakening is undeniable. Equally incon¬ 
trovertible is the fact that the cause of 

industries in the native slates is the cause 
ot the industries of British India, nay, of 
the wh de of the British Empire. Of the 
many faclois that go to form the basis of 
national greatness, ceonomic prosperity of 
that iiulion is the one. Tliat economic 
prosperity depends mainly on the follow¬ 
ing items 

(i) I’hysieal resources, (ii) Industrial abi¬ 
lity, (iii) Financial organisation, (iv) Pro¬ 
gressive Onvernment, (v) Highly developed 
traasportalinii facilities, (vi) Sufficient 
industrial leaders, (vii) Popujarily of tech- 
uicnl education, and (viii) Skilled labour. 

In this paper we propose dealing briefly 
with some ot these hieturs as affecting the 
vast area comprising liis Highness the 
Nixam’s Dominions. 

Aouicultukal Inuustkiks : 

The xdiysical resources of this state are 
abundant and agriculture is the main in¬ 
dustry. But tile agricultural labourers 
stifier from various disabilities, chief 
them bc^g their illiteracy and indigence. 
Scientific methods of agriculture arc prac- 
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Krnnted that the cocoanut con be 
obtained in an indnstrial scale and it is a 
useful and valuable indnstrj, want oi lumi¬ 
nosity ol tlic dnnie is not an insuperable 
obstacle since the gas can be mode to bum 
brigfaUy by wliat are known as ‘Carbaret- 
ting processes,’ which are generally adopt¬ 
ed to increase the illuminating power of 
ordinary coal gas, to render non-luminous 
combustible gases, as water-gas, luminifer¬ 
ous and so to load non-combustible gasses 
with hydro-carhon vapour as to make tlie 
combination at qnce luminiferous and a 
supporter of combustion. 

In Malabar, Ceylon and the Laccadives 
the cocoanut trees are so numerous that 
the shell and the fibre, of which a very 
large quantity is left behind after being 

for choir making, are burnt as fuel. 

In various parts of Malabar, Cochin snd 
Travancore the most frequently used form 
of fuel is the cocoanut ^ell. Tnat there is 
plenty of the shell and the fibre fbr_ gas 
making seems to be certam if the gas is to 
be used for lighting or in working gas- 
engitKs. Even a slight increase in the price 
ol the cocoanut producte must be an incen¬ 
tive for the greater cultivation of this most 
beautiful and wonderful tree, which, as the 
earthly representative of the divine 
Kalpaka Vriksfaa has been specially given 
to India and the East. 

May I request those who have greater 
facilities for carrying on experiments to 
produce the gas on a large scale and try 
to increase the luminosi^ of the flame ly 
any of the processes used for the purpose. 

P. LAKSHXIMaNXN. 

SONG 
BUNG AT TUB nEMCATION OF THE BoSE InSTITOTE. 

[Traos/ated from tbe Bengali oi Rabindranath Tagore by Proi. Af. Ghosc.] 

I 

'Tis to the Mother’s temple ye are come 
Her sacred inner courtyard ; light ye then 
Her prednet, ye who are her favour’d sons 
Make here your dwelling; and with omen 

fmr 
The condi-shdl, horn auspicious, sound, 

0 sound 1 
Accepting this initiation bright. 
The deep dark night of waiting terminate. 
0 band of pilmms all be ready girt: 
The conch-shell, horn auspidous, sound, 

0 sound 1 
Say, “Victoty to this peerless man of men. 
This kingly sage, school’d in austentiesl” 
And "Victory r' still, shout "Victory 1 

Victory 1’’ 

II 

Come with the mother’s.blessing, ye whose 
i minds 
Unshakable throne on the thunderbolt 1 

Come, nil who straggle upward and aspire, 
To glorify this our dear country, come 1 
All ye who, meditating, on one thought 
Your souls concentre, all who have 

renounced. 
Come ye whose lot insufierable is woe; 
Come ye whose earn’d wealth is 

unconqnered strength; 
Come, brotherhood of freedom in the soul; 
Come, ye who know, come ye who work, 

destroy 

Together the long shame of Bharat-land 1 
Come, 0 thou blessedness,tbon glorycome. 
Thou fragrance of unlading righteousness, 
Come, burning sun, biasing amidst the sky 
Of deeds, in strength of virtue’s heroism 
And righteous acts, live thou,—thwi, 

chiefly thou. 
Pulse in the heart and centm of the world. 
The conch-shell, horn anspidous, 

sound,0sound I 
Say, “Victory to this peerless mail 9*.®??, 
This kingly sage, school’d in austerities 1 
And "Victorystill, shout "Victory! 

^ Victoiy 1’’ 
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"A Country which defends iticif wins 
the respect oi everyone and cannot perish.'' 
Addrasitig his iiarliament un August 4. 
1914, after Germany had violated Belgian 
Territory, the Belgian King used this ex¬ 
pression. What a contrast to the German 
Cfaanecllor's expressions, “Necessity knows 
no law”, and “a scrap of paiKr". The 
Belgian King’s phrase preaches the gospel 
of peace uud goodwill, and the German 
Chiinccllot’s phrases preach the gospel of 
crime. 

“Cott stra& England." When Germany 
came to know that England was not 
going to watch and stand aside, while she 
was going to crash Belgium, France and 
Russia, Kcitschke gave vent to his pent-up 
feelings of hatred in this phrase. Now one 
hears in London such pnrases as “1 shall 
strafe you if you don’t listen to me.” 

"Narpoo." It is a corrupted form oi the 
French phrase meaning “doing nothing”, 
and is used us a substitute for “doing 
nothing” in such phrases as “1 asked my 
girlfriend to come out with me, but gut 
rae‘narpoo’”, i.e,she politely refused to 
go nut with me. 

"Merci boko." A corrupted form of the 
French phrase “merci bcaucoiip" meaning 
thanks very much. 

“Apres a guerre." It means after the 
war. This phrase has “caught on” with 
the people in England, and is in common 
use. 

‘‘Comprtw." A corrupted form of the 
Frendi word meaning 1 understand. 

"Bligbty." It is a corruption of the 
Indian word "Vilati." It is used for a 

serious wound which necessitates the send¬ 
ing of a British soldier to England for 
treatment in a hospital, in the language of 
the Tommy in the trenches. But it has 
come to be used iu its original sense, name¬ 
ly home, and is in common use in this 
sense in England. 

‘‘Anzacs." A term for colonial soldiers. 
It is really an endearing term. It came 
into use at the Gallipoli Expedition. 

"Brgw up tea." The Tommy in the 
trenches uses the expression “brew up 
tea” instead of “make ten.” It arises out 
of the fact that the Tommy in trenches has 
very little time in which to mike it, and, 
therefore, he riully "brews up” tea instead 
of making it. 

“Cusy". From cushion which is very 
soft. It is used in such phtascs as “1 have 
got a ensy work to do” meaning I haven’t 
got hard woik to do. 

This is by no means a complete or 
exhaustive list of words, phrases and ex¬ 
pressions which have found their way into 
common use in England. There are any 
numtier of other words, the common use of 
which we owe to this war. I have given 
soiw most important of them, and those 
which I liave often heard in talk and 
repeatedly read in papers. For instance, 
“fear God and serve the King and the 
Empre” is another sweet expression in 
common use. Then we hear the word 
“rotee” for bread. And so on. A philo¬ 
logist, I am sure, would, after the war, 
write a book on such expressions, and 
make them familiar to a large class of 
Engh^-knowing readers. 

TO INDIA 
By Rabindranath Tagoke. 

0 India, thou hast taught rulo's of men 
to leave their crowns aud sceptres, to 
renounce their thrones and kingdoms, 
and take the garb of poverty. 

Thoii hast taught the brave to forgive 
their enemies at every step in the 
upward conffict, and forgetting defeat 
and victory to break their arrows in 
pieces. 

Thou hast taught the worker to pursue his 
toil with steadfast mind, surreodermg 
to Brahma the desire for the fruits 

t thereof. 

Thou hast taught him that ruleth his own 
house to open wide his doors to neigh¬ 
bours and friends, to welcome the 
strai^r and the helpless. 

Thou hast taught them that live at ease to 
accept the cords of restraint, the poor 
ascetic thoii hast made glorious in his 
povertv, and to the virtuous and up¬ 
right tnou hast rendered honour. 

Thou hast taught us to yield up our selfish 
derires, and to lay our world of joys and 
sorrows before the face of the eternal 
Brahma. 

Trambitedby 
W. W. Pbarson & £. B. Svmsu 
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AT THE CROSS ROADS

BY SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

T the present moment the World
Drama is at the change of its acts,
and we do not know towards what

denouement it is moving. This uncertainty
has given rise to a universal perturbation
of mind, from which India is not free. But
having remained for long outside the arena
of living and creative history, we are now,
in this crisis, at a loss to know what to
do, or how to think. Our mind is envelop
ed in the dust-storm of exaggerated hopes
and fears, and this blinds us to the limita
tion of facts. When the promise of self.
government suddenly showed signs of fulfil
ment, we failed to see clearly what it meant
to us and how to claim it with justice.
The hope of it was spread before us like a
feast before the famine-stricken, and we did
not know whether there was more danger
in gorging ourselves or in desisting from it

.

The cruelty o
f

the situation lies in the
abnormal condition to which we have
come through long years o

f deprivation.

I am fully aware that we have not had
the training o

f taking up the tremendous
responsibility o

f governing our country.
The present upheaval in the West clearly
shows what terrible power has gradually
been concentrated in certain parts of the
world, and what a menace it is to those
who never had the opportunity or fore
sight to prepare to meet it

. I have not
the slightest doubt in my mind as to what
would follow if India were completely left
to herself. If the birth-throes o

f

the new
Japan were to happen a

t

the present time,
we know it would be throttled at its birth

..
. even as New Persia was.

But our problem is
,

how are we to

receive our lessons in political wisdom
discreetly gradual When a

n English
man in England discusses this, h

e

bases
his discussion on his full faith in his
own countrymen. Personally, I myself

have a great admiration for the Eng
lish people. But it is not the best
ideals o

f
a people that govern a foreign

country. The unnaturalness o
f

the situa
tion, stands in the way, and everything
tending to encourage the baser passions o

f

man,—the contemptuous pride o
f power,

the greed o
f acquisition,-comes upper.

most. The responsibility o
f

the weak is

tremendous. They keep themselves too
obscure to be able to claim human consi
deration, and the conscience o

f

the strong
grows inactive for want of proper stimu.
lus. It is sure to cause moral degeneracy

in men to exercise habitually authority
upon an alien people and therefore not to

encounter the checks tha' arise from the
relationship o

f

natural sympathy. This is

evident to us, not only in the ãou arro
gance o

f

the bureaucracy, but also in the
policy o

f

most o
f

the Anglo-Indian news
papers, whose consistent chorus o
f cla

mour against the least expression o
f Indian
aspiration, o
r

the possibility o
f

our gaining
the slightest privilege now held by the
rulers, becomes virulently cruel. It

creates a vicious circle, -the helplessness o
f
the governed sapping the moral manhood

o
f

the governors, and that again reacting
upon the governed, prolonging and deepen
ing their helplessness.
This is the reason why most o

f

our
countrymen find small consolation when
they are told that the rights and the
power o

f

the government o
f

their country
will come to them gradually, as they are
being made fit, from the hands which hold
that power now. The gift is to be cau
tiously doled out to us b

y

somebody who

is critic, judge and donor combined,—
and, naturally, not an over-enthusiastic
donor. If we could be certain of a genuine

ly sympathetic guidance we would b
e con

tent with very little at the commencement.

i
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But not having that full confidence in the
bureaucratic aggrey of Qūr:dóniors, our
people at , the very, Gutset claim. those
powers which, consciºusly ºr unconscious

ly
,

may b
e set:agałłist then if ſhaking it

impossible for them to prove their fitness.
No one can pretend to say that the British
Government in India has been or ever can

b
e disinterested. It is a dependency upon

which depends the prosperity o
f England,

though time may some day prove that
such prosperity has not been for the good

o
f

the ruling country. But so long as the
present cult o

f

the self-worship o
f

the
Nation prevails, the subject races can only
expect the fragmentary crumbs o

f benefit,
and not the bread of life, from the hands

o
f

the powerful. It will ever be easy for the
latter to find plausible arguments to keep
the real power in their own hands and to
prolong that state in which such argu
ments cannot effectively b

e

refuted. For
the ideal o

f

the Nation is not a moral one,
—all, its obligations being based upon
selfishness with a capital S

. It principally
recognises expediency in its own conduct
and power in that o

f

its neighbours. And

a
s expediency, in God’s world, cannot

wholly b
e dissociated from a moral foun

dation, it finds, it
s place in the Nation's

government o
f

the alien people : but it is

there o
n sufferance, it is only secondary,

and therefore the Nation's relationship
with the non-Europeans easily breaks out
into rampage, which is

,

to speak mildly,
not Christian.”
The question remains, what are we to

do? Charity, on the one side, self-congra
tulatory and superior : humble acceptance

o
f

small favours o
n

the other side, laudatory
and grateful,-this is not the proper solu.
tion. We must have power in order to

claim justice which is real. It is a blessing
that we have the opposition o

f

the power.
ful to overcome, that a boon cannot easily
be given to us, even when there is some
amount o

f willingness o
n

the part o
f

the
giver. We must gain it through victory
and never otherwise.

. But whenever we speak of power and
victory, the words a

t

once conjure u
p pictures

in our minds o
f Dreadnoughts, long-range

n
s

and massacre o
f

men b
y millions;

ecause these belong to the great festivai
days o

f

the religion o
f Nation-worship,

*_See passages quoted from M. A

in “Gleanings” in th. number.
natole France

when human sacrifices must be without
limit. For political and commercial ambi:
tion is the ambition o

f cannibalism, and
through its years of accumulation it must
get ready for its carnival of suicide.

I cannot imagine that we shall ever be

able to enter into competition about their
own methods and objects with , these
Nation-worshippers, and the boon o

f their
power which they get from their gods is

not for us. We must confess that, in spite o
f

considerable exceptions, the Hindu popula:
tion of India does not consist of martial
races. We do not have any natural pleasure

o
r pride in indulging in orgies of massacre

for the sake o
f

its glory. Some o
f

our modern
disciples o

f

the West may blush to own it
,

but it is true that the religious training
which we have got for ages has made us

unfit for killing men with anything like a

zest. No doubt, war was held to be a

necessity, but only a particular body o
f

men was specially trained for this work,
and, for the rest o

f

the members o
f society,

even the killing o
f

animals was held to

be a sin. There is something very
harshly unnatural and mock-heroic in the
shrill pitch to which we have tuned our
voice while vociferating that we are
fighters and we must b

e fighters. I do
not mean to say that by training and
proper incentives a large number o

f
u
s can

not be made into soldiers, but a
t

the same
time it will serve no good purpose if we
delude ourselves into thinking that this is

a vocation o
f

life in which we can excel.
And if
,

for the want o
f

natural ferocity in

our blood, we cannot excel in this the Buro
peans, who a
t present hold the world in

their grasp, our soldiers' training. will
merely entitle us to fight in a subordinate
position, which, from a material point o

f
view, will bring u

s meagre benefits andº a higher one will be productive ofCW11.

I have been accused o
f going to the

absurdity o
f

the extreme for insisting upon
an idealism which cannot b

e practical.
But I assert that the absurdity is not in

the idealism itself, but in our own moral
shortsightedness. What they mean by
saying that we must b

e practical is that .

we must live, and in this one cannot but
agree, for suicide can never be an ultimate
object for any creature. But fortunately
for man his existence is not merely physical

o
r

even political. Man has attained all
that is best in him by strongly believing
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that there are things for which he can
afford to die. To ask him to lay down his
life for some political good, and at the
same time to be miserly where the moral
good of humanity is in view, is to ask him
to pay the highest price yet refuse to accept
the thing of the highest value.
There are things in which men do go to
extremity in the teeth of practical common
sense. We have heard of instances where
men, set adrift on the sea without provi
sions, have looked upon each other as
possible food in case of emergency. But
those exceptions among them who could
not think of such an enormity in any
conceivable circumstance, have done more
permanent service to man by refusing to
eat human flesh and dying, than those who
survived by following the contrary course.
And for nations also, it is wise not to
indulge in cannibalism even at the risk of
non-survival. For true survival is to live
beyond life.
We must bear in mind that Euro
pean civilisation, which is based on mili
tant Nationalism, is on its trial in this
war. We do not know what is going to
be the end of it; for this may not be the
last of such wars in Europe. But one
thing has been made quite evident, that
the attainment of political power has not
the moral ideal behind it which can give it
the true permanence of finality. Greece
still lives where she was truly great, not in
her possessions, but in her mind, and
Rome survived the wreck of Empires where
she attained the immortal. For centuries
the Jews have had no political existence,
but they live in the best ideals of Europe
leavening its intellectual and spiritual life.
The political ambitions of fighting races
leave no other legacy to humanity but the
legacy of ruins ; and the power which
grows tremendous, following its narrow
channel of self-seeking, is sure to burst its
bonds and end in a deluge of destruction.
And therefore, let us not seek the power
which is in killing men and plundering
them, but the moral power to stand
against it

,

the moral power to suffer, not
merely in passive apathy, but in the enthu
siasm o

f

active purpose. This is an age

o
f

transition. The Dawn o
f

a great
To-morrow is breaking through its bank of

clouds and the call of New Life comes with
its message that man's strength is of the
spirit, and not of the machine of organisa
tion. It will be the greatest sign of weak

ness in us, the most abject defeat, if we
still cling to the atheistic faith that
those nations who thrive upon their vic
tims are great because they are powerful,
and that sacrifices have to be brought to
the altar of their false gods.

I know that an instinctive faith in the
adequacy o

f

moral ideals and the inner
strength o

f

the spirit for building up the
world anew from its wreckage will be held

a
s

the sign o
f ignorance o
f world-politics;

for it does not wholly tally, with the
experience o

f

the past. But all the fearful
danger o

f

the present day has come from
that experience hardening into a crust
obstructing the growth o

f spiritual hu
manity, the humanity which aspires after
an infinite inner perfection. The present
day Civilised Man, disillusioned and doubt.
ing, suffers from the moral senility o

f

prudent worldliness, that knows too much
but does not believe. Faith is o

f

the
future; it may lead u

s into danger o
r

apparent futility; but Truth waits there
for us to be courted at the risk of death or
failure. -

The immense power o
f

faith which man
possesses has lately been concentrated on
his material possibilities. He ignored all
checks from his past experiences when he
believed that he could fly in the air; and
even repeated failures and deaths have not
deterred him from attaining this seeming
impossibility. But he has grown cynically
sceptic concerning the infinite reality o
f

the moral laws.
The time for this prudent man has come
near its end. The world is waiting for the
birth of the Child, who believes more than
he knows, who is to be the crowned King

o
f

the future, who will come amply sup
plied with provisions for his daring adven
tures in the moral world, for his explora
tions in the region o

f

man's inner being.
We have heard that Modern Russia is

floundering in its bottomless abyss o
f

idealism because she has missed the sure
foothold o

f

the stern logic o
f

Real Politik.
We know very little of the history of the
present revolution in Russia, and with the
scanty materials in our hands we cannot
be certain if she, in her tribulations, is

giving expression to man's indomitable
soul against prosperity built upon moral
nihilism. All that we can say is that
the time to judge has not yet come,
especially a

s

Real Politik is in such a

sorry plight itself. No doubt if Modern
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Russia did try to adjust herself to the
orthodox tradition of Nation-worship,
she would be in a more comfortable
situation to-day, but this tremendousness
of her struggle and hopelessness of her
tangles do not, in themselves, prove that
she has gone astray. It is not unlikely
that, as a nation, she will fail ; but if she
fails with the flag of true ideals in her

hands, then her failure will fade, like the
morning star, only to usher in the sunrise
of the New Age. If India must have her
ambition, let it not be to scramble for
the unholy feast of the barbarism of the
past night, but to take her place in the
procession of the morning going on the
pilgrimage of truth,<-the truth of man's
soul.

AT HOME AND OUTSIDE

BY RABINDRANATH TAGoRE.

CHAPTER VII.
SANDIP’s STORY.

(6)

E are men, we are kings, we must
have our tribute. Ever since we
have come upon the Earth we have

been plundering her; and the more we
claimed, the more she submitted. From
primaeval days have we men been plucking
fruits, cutting down trees, digging up the
soil, killing beast, bird and fish. From the
bottom of the sea, from underneath the
ground, from the very jaws of death, it has
all been grabbing and grabbing and grab
bing, no strong box in Nature's store
room has been respected or left unrifled.
The one delight of this Earth is to fulfil
the claims of those who are men. She has
been made fertile and beautiful and com
plete through her endless sacrifices to
them. But for this, she would be lost in
the wilderness, not knowing herself, the
doors of her heart shut, her diamonds and
pearls never seeing the light.
Likewise, by sheer force of our claims,
we men have opened up all the latent pos.
sibilities of women. In the process of
surrendering themselves to us, they have
ever gained their true greatness. Because
they had to bring all the diamonds of
their happiness and the pearls of their
sorrow into our royal treasury, they
have found their true wealth. So for men
to accept is truly to give : for women to
give is truly to gain.
The demand I have just made from
Bimala, however, is indeed a large one!

At first I felt scruples; for is it not the
habit of man's mind to be in purposeless
conflict with itself? I thought I had im
posed too hard a task. My first impulse
was to call her back, and tell her I would
rather not make her life wretched by drag
ging her into all these troubles. I forgot,
for the moment, that it was the mission of
man to be aggressive, to make woman's
existence fruitful by stirring up disquiet in
the depth of her passivity, to make the
whole world blessed by churning up the
immeasurable abyss of suffering ! This is
why man's hands are so strong, his grip
so firm. -

-

Bimala had been longing with all her
heart that I, Sandip, should demand of
her some great sacrifice,—should call her
to her death. How else could she be
happy 2 Had she not waited all these
weary years only for an opportunity to
weep out her heart, so satiated was she
with the monotony of her placid happi
ness? And therefore, at the very first
sight of me, her heart's horizon darkened
with the rain clouds of her impending days
of anguish. If I pity her and save
her from her sorrows, what then was the
purpose of my being born a man? .
The real reason of my qualms is that
my demand happens to be for money.
That savours of beggary, for money is
man's, not woman's. That is why I had to
make it a big figure. A thousand or two
would have the air of petty theft. Fifty
thousand has all the expanse of romantic
brigandage.
Ah, but riches should really have been
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Mahadev Haribhai Desai, and published by the
All India Home fºule Zeague, Hornby Road,
Fort, Bombay. Cloth bound, pp. 82. Price—
As. Io. (1918).
This is a translation of the speeches made by the
late Mr. Gokhale on Dadabhai Naoroji, Ranade,
Mehta, W. C. Bonerji, S. K. Ghosh, Sister Nivedita,
Hume, Sir W. Wedderburn, and Lord Northbrooke
and Home Charges, in different parts of India and
England. It is embellished by fine portraits of some
of these celebrities. The best part of the book is the
short but most valuable introduction written by Mr.
Gandhi, replete with his unbounded admiration for
and devotion to Gokhale. It traces the history of their
acquaintance which ripened into friendship, though
Mr. Gandhi always maintained that he looked upon
Gokhale as his master and guide, and sat at his feet
as his pupil. The translation is very well done, and
will surely supply a want long felt in the language.

Kavita KALAP (*frat Estú ) by Champshi
Vithaldas Udeshi, of 102-4. Lower Chitpur Road,
Calcutta, printed aſ /he Bombay Fine Arls Prinſing
Works, Amraſala Lane, Calculſa. Cloth bound,
pp. 108. Price—As. 1

4
.

(1918). '

-

Champshi Vithaldas Udeshi is long since known in

this part o
f

the country, though h
e resides in

Calcutta, by the verse contributions h
e

seems to have
made a point of sending to several magazines, notab

ly to the Jnan Sudha, the organ o
f

the Ahmedabad
Prarthana Samaj. Hardly a single issue o

f
it is

published without some verses o
r other, good, bad,

o
r indifferent, from Mr. Champshi. It must b
e said

that his work is not of a high order, and in the
volume under review, several liberties taken with the
mechanical part o

f

his work—i.e., rules o
f prosody—

would be found. The dominating note in his verses

is Devotion to God (www.fai), and in a subsidiary

way, Patriotism. What we like most in the collec
tion, rather most unremarkable, are the few lines on

p
.
8 o
f

his preface, where h
e sets out the function o
f

poetry.

Indu KALA, (*, *st) translated b
y the laſe

Nalinkan! Warsinhrao Divaſia, printed a
t

the

Union Printing Press, Ahmedabad. Cloth bound,
pp. 168. Price—As. 1

0
.

(1918).
Professor Bain's Stories are two well known to
need any mention. They deserve to be translated
into each and every Indian vernacular. The present
translator (now deceased) had already tried his
hand a

t writing Gujarati prose before h
e launched

into the scheme of translating this story, which by

it
s English title, “A Digit o
f

the Moon," has become
such a favorite o

f all English-knowing readers.
Nalinkant certainly did well in thinking o

f introduc
ing Gujarati readers to this fine story, and h

e has

succeeded in his task, as we find that his work does
not suffer in comparison with that of others who too
had translated certain other of Prof. Bain's Stories,
and who were equipped with far better educational
qualifications than h

e was, who died young and with
out University education.

RAMAkrishNA KATHAMRIt (vrºul warra )

PART I, b
y

Narmadashankar Balashankar Pandya,

Aublished b
y

the Society for the Encouragement of
Cheap Literature, and printed a

t

the Diamond
Jubilee Printing Press, Ahmedabad. Cloth bound,
Ap. 587. Price–Re. 1-2-0 (1918).
Shrijut, Mahendranath Gupta, one o

f

the most
devoted followers, o

f

Ramakrishna Paramhansa,
has written so much about the saint and his life as
almost to amount to a literature in itself. This
Kathamrit narrates various episodes and incidents

in the saint's life, together with the sentiments and
opinions expressed by him. They remind one o

f

the
precision, assiduity and loyalty o

f

Boswell. The
translation is so happily done that it preserves all
the spirit of the original, with its unflagging interest.
The very simplicity and directness o

f

the narrative
are so well brought out, both by the author and the
translator, that even one who is moderately educated
can follow the trend of it.

ADwAITA SIDDHI NUN GURJAR BHASHAMAN

VivarANA (wift füftü usic wrstat flaw )

Section I : CHAPTERs I AND II: b
y

Rafilal
Chhotalal Desai, printed a

t

the Indian Printing
Works, Bhavnagar. Paper cover. Pp. 18. Un
priced (1918).
Pandit Madhusudan Saraswati has written in
Sanskrit this great work on Vedant, and till now it

is considered, inspite o
f

various subsequent works,
unsurpassed, in the way in which it has treated o

f

this difficult, branch o
f Indian metaphysics. The very

laudable effort o
f

the present writer is to take the
Gujarati reader over the whole ground covered by the
Sanskrit work in several instalments, the first o
f

which he has published for private circulation. The
whole subject is taboo to the mass in the street.
Unless a good deal o

f spade work has been done, or

a
s

the writer puts it
,

one has placed oneself under a

Guru, it is not possible to understand o
r

follow such
recondite subjects, so that it is only those who have
made some progress in the path o

f

Vedantic studies

who can appreciate the flavu ; to others it would
appear to b

e Sanskrit words transposed into
Gujarati. Added to that drawback, we find that in

some places, the specification could have been made
more clear. However a

s

we said, those who belong

to the inner circle of Vedantins would find that they
have got a work which they can profitably read.

K. M. J.

GLEANINGS

“Modern Civilisation.” -
The discovery o
f

the West Indies, the exploration

o
f Africa, the navigation o
f

the Pacific Ocean, opened

u
p

vast territories to European avidity. The white
kingdoms joined issue over the extermination o
f

the

red, yellow and black races, and for the space of four
centuries gave themselves up madly to the pillaging

o
f

three great divisions o
f

the world. This is what is

styled modern civilisation.—The White Stone, by
M. Anatole France, p

.

152.
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THE OBJECT AND SUBJECT OF A STORY

[The following paper was written by the Author
of “At Home and Outside” in answer to the letter
of a lady criticising the publication of his novel )

Y writings do not please all my
readers, but whenever they take the
trouble to make me realise that fact,

they usually employ a form of language in
which I am no master. For this reason I
never answer them.
But the letter, which has just reached
me, contains to my surprise complaints,
but no insults. It comes from a lady, who
is a stranger to me, and it is evident that
she has felt pain, though she has avoided
giving it

.

Her letter which puts forward
some questions for me to answer is un
addressed. From that I could infer that
these questions come from her, a

s
a repre

sentative o
f

the public, and she wants the
answer to be sent to the address o

f the
same public.
First of all, she has asked me, with
some dismay, what was my object in

writing this story 7

The answer to this is, that the true
object o

f writing a story is story-writing.

In a word, I write a story because it is my
wish. But this cannot b

e interpreted a
s

an object, because when you say “wish',
you ignore all other aims. All the same,
when people are expecting some object, it

sounds like insolence, if you tell them that
you have no object to speak of.
Yet, very often, an object is revealed to
an onlooker which escapes the principal
actor. The antelope does not know why
its skin is marked ; but those who write
notes on the subject tell us, that the marks
are there to make it less conspicuous to its
pursuers. This guess may o

r may not be

true, but it is quite evident that the object

is not in the mind of the antelope.
But you may contend that the object
which was in the mind of the Creator is

manifested through the antelope; and

that in like manner, the age in which h
e is

born expresses its object through the
author. It cannot be gainsaid, that the
age acts, consciously, o

r unconsciously,
upon the author's mind ; nevertheless, I

assert that this action is that o
f

an artist,
not o

f
a teacher. The age is weaving in

our minds its web o
f many-coloured

threads simply for the purpose of creation.

If you must utilise it
,

then the object be
comes yours. This modern age o

f our
country's history has secretly touched with
its brush the present author's mind, and
the impressions o

f that touch have come
out in this novel. These impressions are
artistic impressions.
Let u

s take the example o
f
a great

writing, such as Shakespeare's “Othello.”

If the poet were asked, what was his
object in writing the play, it would drive
him out o
f

his wits to give a reply. If
,

after a great deal o
f cogitation, he came
out with an answer, I am sure it would be

a wrong one. If I happen to be a member

o
f

the “Brahmin Association,” I should be
certain that the poet's object was to offer
sound advice to the world about respect
for colour distinctions. If I am opposed

to the emancipation o
f women, I should

say that the poet wanted to prove the
mistake o

f allowing women to mix freely
with men. If I have a strong prejudice
against the poet's moral ideals and intel
ligence, then I shall have no doubt that he

was trying to prove, that devotion to one's
husband leads to terrible consequences, or
else that this play was a cruel irony
against the simplicity o

f

noble minds and

a vindication o
f

the villainy of Iago. But
the real thing is this, he has written a

lay. No doubt, the poet's likes and dislikes

ie inherent in his work, and also the
genius o

f

his age and country, not in the
shape o

f

moral lessons, but o
f artistic

creation. That is to say, these belong to
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the very life and beauty of the play. When I
see a Bengali before me, I see him one with
his race and ancestry. I see no line of cleav
age between his individuality and his race.
So, also, in a poet's works, the individual
ity and the environment are vitally
blended.

This is why I was saying that, when I
am writing a story, my contemporary ex
perience is woven into its fabric and also
my personal likes and dislikes. But their
coloured threads, tinged with life's own
colour, are simply the materials which the
artist has in his hands to use. If you read
any object into the work, it is not mine
but your own.
Rich men use the tails of yaks for mak
ing whisks; but the poor yak knows that
the tail belongs to its own vital organisa
tions and to cut it off and make it into an
“object' is absolutely alien to its nature.
My next point is that, when there
is a conflict between my own, ideals and
those of my readers, the reader has the
advantage of being able to inflict punish
ment. When a child has a fall, it kicks at
the floor on which it fell ; and it is a well
known fact that the generality of readers
follow the same rule. But that the punish
ment is always just and inevitable, I do
not admit.
Grown-up people may not be afraid of
ghosts. They may even think it harmful
to foster the fear of ghosts. Yet, when a
grown-up person reads a ghost story, he
need not remember all this. For, in a
story, the question of opinion does not
matter ; it is the enjoyment which is
important.
When a man of real culture, who is a
Christian, judges some image of a Hindu
god made by a Hindu artist, it will be a
real help to him to forget, for the time,
that he is a missionary. But, if unfortu
nately he cannot do so, then he must not
blame the Hindu artist; for the latter
naturally paints his picture according to
his own faith and tradition ; nevertheless,
because it is a picture, there is something
in it which is above his faith and tradition
and that is the living spirit. If that spirit
is unacceptable to one who is not a Hindu,
then it is either due to the insensibility of
the critic, in which case he is to blame, or
it is due to the deficiency in the inspiration
itself, in which case the blame must rest
with the artist.
Englishmen have a special kind of

kerosene lamp. Hindus had lamps of their
own before these English lamps were
introduced. The difference here lies in the
lamps; but light is light, both to the
Hindu and to the Englishman. There is
every likelihood of a difference of opinion
between my countrymen and myself as to
what is good for my country. But if my
story is a story, then, in spite of my opi
nions, it will float.
When, however, the opinions are of

such a nature, that they cannot but deeply
concern my readers, it would be foolish
to expect from them that perfect detach
ment of mind which is necessary for true
appreciation, and in that case, the lamp
which bears the light becomes more im
portant than the light itself.
Let us agree to this.
Then what is the advice which the
author must follow 2 Should he change
his opinion altogether with regard to the
good and bad of his country 2 If his readers
are incapable of doing so, simply for the
sake of the story, what obligation has the
author to play such moral somersaults,
simply for the sake of his readers ? . But if
it is maintained that the cause of one's
country is greater than the perfection of
a story, then this holds good for the reader
as well as for the writer. "

It is the paramount duty of the author
to fix his attention only on the perfecting
of his story, not on the applause of his
reading public. But if this duty, for some
reason or other, becomes impossible, then
let him think what is good for his country,
and not merely that his country should
think him good.
The second question which the writer
puts is whether the story of this novel is
imaginary or whether it has its basis in
actual fact ; and if the latter, then does
that fact belong to some orthodox Hindu
family,–or to some sect enamoured of its
western culture ?
My answer is

,

-the story portion, like
that contained in most o

f my writings, is

imaginary. But that is not a complete
answer to my correspondent. There is an
implication hidden in the question, that
such events as I have described are impos
sible in orthodox Hinduism.
An exact coincidence o

f

an imaginary
story with some real fact is nowhere
possible, either in a

n orthodox family, o
r

in a family that has drifted away from
orthodoxy. You can merely gossip about
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things that have actually happened in
some family; you cannot write a story
about them.
The possibilities that lie deep in human
nature are the basis of the plots o

f

all the
best stories and dramas in literature.
There is eternal truth in human nature
itself, but not in mere events. Events
happen in a different manner in different
places. They are never the same on two
Occasions. But man's nature, which is at
the root o

f

these events, is the same in all
ages ; therefore the author keeps his eye
fixed on human nature and avoids all
exact copying o

f

actual events.
The question reduces itself to this,
whether human nature in orthodox Hindu
families always follows the direction o

f
the

orthodox Hindu code. Does it never, on
any provocation whatever, break away
from its tether and run wild 2

It is a matter of common observation,
from the Vedic period u

p

to the present,
that the fight is endless between the out
break of nature on the one hand and man's
heroic remedies on the other. If there
exists a Hindu society, where such a fight

is altogether impossible, its address is con
cealed from us. Then further, one must
know that where there is no possibility of

evil, there can be no place for good. If it

is absolutely impossible for a member o
f

an orthodox Hindu family to go wrong,
then the members o

f that family are
neither good nor bad, but puppets worked
by the texts of ancient scriptures.
We have seen the ugliest calumnies
against women written in old Sanskrit
verses, such as are rare in those authors
who are proud o

f

their western culture.
This proves that our modern Bengali
writers have a genuine regard for women.
At the same time, one must fully admit
that these ancient calumnies may b

e

wrong, when applied to the whole o
f

womankind. But if they were untrue
even with regard to individual women,
how did they come to be written at all ?

So our discussion narrows itself down

to this point, whether the impulse for evil,
which is a fact o

f

human nature, can be a

proper subject for literature. The answer
to this question has been given by litera
ture itself, through all ages and all coun:
tries, and therefore it will not matter if I

remain silent about it.
Unfortunately, in Bengali, the criticism

o
f

literature has resolved itself into a judg
ment o

f

the proprieties which are necessary
for orthodoxy. Our critics go to the ex
treme tenuity o

f

debate as to the excellence
of Bankim’s heroines in their strict confor
mity with the canons of Hinduism. Whe
ther the indignation which Bhramar show

e
d against her husband took away from

the transcendental preciosity o
f

her Hindu
womanhood ; whether the inability o

f

Surjamukhi to accept, as her friend, her co
wife, Kunda, has cheapened the value o

f

her
Hindu character; how far Sakuntala is the
perfect Hindu woman and Dushyanta the
perfect Hindu king,<-these are the ques
tions seriously discussed in the name o

f

literary criticism. Such criticism can only

b
e found in our country, among all the

countries of the world.
There are a crowd of heroines in Shakes
peare's dramas, but their excellence is not
judged according to their peculiar English
qualities ; and even the most fanatical
Christian theologians desist from award
ing them marks, in order o

f merit, accord
ing to their degree of Christianity. But
possibly I am spoiling my own cause by
admitting this, because our modern Ben
gali takes a special pride in thinking that
India has nothing in common with the
rest of the world.
But India is not a creation of the
Bengalis, and it had already existed
before we began our literary criticism.
The classification of heroines which we
find in the rhetoric o
f

ancient India, was
not in accordance with the models put for
ward in the Laws of Manu. I am not for
such classification at all, because literature

is not science ; if in literature heroes and
heroines are introduced according to cer.
tain classified types, then such literature
becomes a toy shop, not an ideal world of

living creatures. If one must indulge in

this absurd mania for classification, even

in literature, then at least it should follow
the line o

f

human nature as much as pos
sible, instead o

f being arranged on the
wooden shelves o

f what is Hindu, and
what is not.
My last request to my correspondent

is this, that she should take me seriously
when I say that I love my country. If I

did not, then it would have been quite easy
for me to become popular with my coun
try men.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE,
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I can never believe that you are lost to us, my King,
though our poverty is great and deep our shame.

* Your will works behind the veil of despair,
and in your own time opens the gate of the impossible;

You come like unto your own house in the unprepared hall
and on the unexpected day.

Dark ruins at your touch become like a bud
in whose bosom grows unseen the flower of fulfilment.

Therefore I still have hope, not that the wrecks will be mended,
but a new world will arise.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE.---
THE DOWNFALL OF BIJAPUR, 1686

City of BIJAPUR DESCRIBED.
S the traveller enters the Bijapur dis
trict from its northern boundary near
Sholapur, he passes through a vast

desolate plain, absolutely treeless, unculti
vated# untenanted by man as far as the
eye can see. For forty miles this stretch of
country is a monotonous succession of low
wavy uplands which grow a crop of millet
during the three months of rain but are
covered with dry dust-coloured grass or
expose large patches of black trap-rock
for the rest of the year. Hidden deep
among the uplands are the beds of some
streams, with a few trees and hamlets
and patches of cultivation, forming a
pleasing oasis in the surrounding desert.
The landscape is extremely depressing by
reason of its barrenness and dreary by
reason of its monotony; even the villages
look deserted on account of their ruined
battlements and houses with flat mud
roofs and blind walls all around.
Half way across this plain the southern
horizon is seen to be pierced by a gigantic

faint white bubble, the largest dome in
the world, standing 300 feet above the
ground, which dominates the entire land
scape. It is the Gol Gumbaz or tomb of
Muhammad Adil Shah. Coming nearer,
as the railway climbs up from a dip in the
ground, Bijapur suddenly bursts into view
like a dream city, with its strange min
gling of beauty and melancholy, its sadly
impressive grandeur derived from palace
and tomb. “Far on every side the coun
try is covered with buildings of varied
shapes in different stages of decay. A
number of tombs, mosques, palaces and
towers lie scattered in every direction. To
the right (i.e., north-west o

f

the city), the
white domes o

f Pir Amin's tomb gleam in

the sunlight, a brilliant contrast to the
dark gray ruins in the foreground. In

front lie the city's massive walls and
bastions, with here and there a stately
building towering over the fortifications,
while on the left the colossal proportions

o
f

the Gol Gumbaz dwarf its surroundings.
Still further to the left (i.e., north-east o

f

the city) the plain outside is dotted with
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In Calcutta at 10-15 years of age the
incidence was 6 times as great, at 15 to
20 years, it was 4 times as great, and at
20-30 years, 3 times as great as amongst
males.

Another effect of the insanitary, ill
lighted dwelling has been that the in
cidence of blindness among males is lower,
but among females is far higher, than in
the province of which Calcutta is the
capital; and that the loss of sight is less
frequent among men than among women,
whereas the reverse is the case in Bengal.
The figures are given below:—

NUMBER PER 1,000.

Male Female
Calcutta ... 63 ..

. 92
Bengal - --- 78 --- 63
England 100 107.3
United States 100 80.1
Calcutta 100 146.
Bengal 100 80.

One explanation is that males suffering
from cataract have recourse to the surgeon

more freely than women. But the effects

o
f

the conditions o
f ill-lighted dwellings

must also be emphasised. The occupation

o
f

women lies mainly indoors, and the
main proportion have to spend the greater
part o

f day and night in small dark rooms
filled with the acrid smoke o

f cow-dung
fires, a

t

which they cook their food. The
cumulative effect of life under such condi
tions is apparent from the returns o

f

blind.
ness by age, for two-thirds of the blind
women are over 50 years o

f age. The
‘homesteads in the village are ventilated a

s

the bamboo walls and roofs allow of a

more thorough passage o
f air; the Bengali

woman in the village consequently suffers
less than her sister who lives in the slums
and the insanitary dwellings o

f

the metro
polis.

RADHAKAMAL MUKHERJEE
Lecturer in Economics,
Calcutta University.

VERNACULARS FOR THE M. A. DEGREE
BY SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

[ The following letter was written b
y

Sir Rabindra
nath Tagore to a correspondent, and is published
with the latter's permission. Ed., M. R

. J

Dear—,

T is needless to say that it has given me
great delight to learn of Sir Ashutosh's
proposal for introducing Indian verna
culars in the university for the M. A

.

But at the same time I must frankly admit
the misgivings I feel owing to my natural
distrust of the spirit o

f teaching that
dominates our university education. Ver
nacular literature, a

t

least in Bengal, has
flourished in spite o

f its being ignored by
the higher branches o

f

our educational
organisation. It carried no prospect of

reward for its votaries from the Govern
ment, nor, in its first stages, any ack
nowledgment even from our own people.
This neglect has been a blessing in disguise,
for thus our language and literature have
had the opportunity o

f

natural growth,
unhampered by worldly temptation, o

r

imposition o
f

outside authority. Our
literary language is stil in a fluid stage,

it is continually trying to adapt itself to

new accessions o
f thought and emotion

and to the constant progress in our nation

a
l

life. Necessarily the changes in our life
and ideas are more rapid than they are in

the countries whose influences are contri
buting to build the modern epoch o

f

our
renaissance. And, therefore, our language,
the principal instrument for shaping and
storing our ideals, should be allowed to
remain much more plastic than it need be

in the future when standards have already
been formed which can afford a surer basis
for our progress.
But I have found that the direct influ
ence which the Calcutta University wields
over our language is not strengthening
and vitalising, but pedantic and narrow.

It tries to perpetuate the anachronism o
f

preserving the Pundit-made , Bengali
swathed in grammar-wrappings borrowed
from a dead language. It is every day
becoming a more formidable obstacle in

the way o
f

our boys' acquiring that
mastery o

f

their mother tongue which is o
f
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life and literature. The artificial language
of a learned mediocrity, inert and formal,
onderous and didactic, devoid of the least
reath of creative vitality, is forced upon
our boys at the most receptive period of
their life. I know this, because I have to
connive, myself, at a kind of intellectual
infanticide when my own students try to
drown the natural spontaneity of their
expression under somé stagnant formalism.
It is the old man of the sea keeping his
fatal hold upon the youth of our country.
And this makes me apprehensive lest the
stamping of death's seal upon our living
language should be performed on a magni
fied scale by our university as its final act
of tyranny at the last hour of its direct
authority. ."
In the modern European universities the
medium of instruction being the ºverna
cular, the students in receiving, recording
and communicating their lessons perpe
tually come into intimate touch with it,
making its acquanitance where it is not
slavishly domineered over by one parti
cular sect of academicians. The persona
lities of various authors, the individualities
of their styles, the revelation of the living
power of their language are constantly, and
closely brought to their minds—and there:
fore all that they need for their final
degrees is a knowledge of the history and
morphology of their mother-tongues. But
our students have not the same opportu
nity, excepting in their private studies and
according to their private tastes. And
therefore their minds are more liable to
come under the influence of some inflexible
standard of language manufactured by
pedagogues and not given birth to by the
genius of artists. I assert once again that
those who, from their position of author

ity, have the power and the wish to help
our language in the unfolding of its possibi
lities, must know that in its present stage
freedom of movement is of more vital
necessity than fixedness of forms,
Being an outsider I feel , reluctant to
make any suggestions, knowing that they
may prove unpractical. . But as that will
not cause an additional injury to my re
putation, I make bold to offer you at least
one suggestion. The candidates for the
M. A. degree in the vernaculars should
not be compelled to attend classes, because
in the first place, that would be an in
superable obstacle to a great number of
students, including ladies who have
entered the married state; secondly, the
facility of studving Bengali under the most
favorable conditions cannot be limited to
one particular institution, and the research
work which should comprehend different
dialects and folk literature can best be
carried out outside the class ; and lastly,
if such freedom be given to the stu
dents, the danger of imposing upon
their minds the dead uniformity of some
artificial standard will be obviated. For
the same reason, the university should
not make any attempt, by prescribing
definite text-books, to impose or even
authoritatively suggest any particular line
of thought to the students, leaving each
to take up the study of any prescribed
subject, grammar, philology, or what.
ever it may be, along the line best suited
to his individual temperament, judging
of the result according to the quantity
of conscientions work done and the quali
ty of the thought-processes employed

Yours Sincerely
RABINDRANATH TAGORE

THE RISE IN THE PRICES OF COTTON PIECE GOODS

HE four years of war have witnessed
a phenomenal rise in the prices of
most commodities. In few cases how

ever has the rise been more marked than
in the case of cotton and its manufactures,
and in no casc has the rise of prices caused
so much hardship to the poorer classes of
the population as the rise in the prices of

cotton goods. It is true that all the Pro.
vinces have not suffered equally from the
rise ; those parts of the country which are
near to the great centres of the Indian
cotton industry, and those where the
handloom industry still flourishes, have
suffered less than those parts which in nor.
mal times depend upon imported piece
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THE MESSAGE OF THE FOREST
BY SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

HE past not only contains, in its depths,

T the unrealised future, but in part therealised future itself. Everybody ad
mits the truth, that, in the grandfather,
lies dormant the potential grandson, who
is to carry the growth of his ancestry to a
further stage, or in a new direction. But it
is also true that the grandson is practically
born in the grandfather. New additions
are made and modifications effected, but
some keynote, that is to dominate the racial
life, has already been achieved in the life of
the grandfather.
This is the reason, why every race of

people has its tradition of the Golden Age
in the past, because we never can trust
our future, if it does not carry some great
oromise bequeathed to it

. It is not enough
or us to know, that our future is growing
5ut clearer from the nebulous adumbration

2
f
a primitive age, we must also be assured

:hat it has already shown itself distinct in

ts achievemnts in the past. Every great
People holds its history so valuable because

>
f this, because it contains not mere

memories, but hope, and therefore the
mage of the future. Man has his instinctive
aith in heredity. He feels, that, in heredity,
hat which is to come has been proved in

hat which has been,-in great heredity,
he great conclusion is perpetually present

a the process." And all history is man's
redential of his future, signed and sealed

y his past. - - -
-

The physical organisation of the race
as certain vital memories, which are
ersistent, which fashion its nose and
es in a particular shape, regulate its
£ature and deal with the pigment of its
xin. In the ideal of a race, there also run
lemories that remain constant, or, in case

f alien mixture, come back repeatedly,
zen after the lapse of long intervals.

* WHOLE
No. 149

These are the compelling forces, that
secretly and inevitably fashion the future

o
f
a people and give characteristic shape

to its civilization. In our Shastras, it

is held that our desires are the creative
factors which originate and guide our
future births. Likewise every-race has its
innate desires, o

f its former days, leading

it through the repeated new births of its
history. Any people which lacks, in its
racial mind, these inherited aspirations,
merely drifts, till it sinks in the current of

time; it never creates its own history. In

a word, it does not renew its birth, but

is merged in the amorphous vagueness o
f
a

ghostly existence.
-

Therefore, it is of great importance for
us to know, whether, as a people, we
carry in our subconscious mind some
primal aspiration, which alone can guaran
tee us a definite future of our own. If we
still have that, strong and living, it will
'save u

s

from extinction, o
r

from the per
petual shame, -worse than death,-of the
life o

f imitation, or parasitism. When we
are threatened with loss of self-respect;
when our mind is overwhelmed with the
idea, that there can b
e only one type o
f

civilization worth the name, and that a

foreign one ; when our one conscious
desire is to strive with all our might, by
begging, borrowing or stealing, towards
some ideal o

f perfection which can only
be related to us, as a mask to a face, or a

wig to a head,—then our only hope lies

in discovering some profound creative
desire persistent in the heart o

f

our race,

in the subconscious mind o
f

our people.
For, in the long run, it is our sub-consci
ous nature which wins, and it is the deeper
unseen current o

f

the mind which secretly
cuts its own path and reaches its own
goal,—not the conscious waves on the
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rface, which clamorously make them
lves obvious and vigorously storm at
le present time.I have said elsewhere, that the environ
ent, in which we see the past of India,
the forest, the memory of which per
heates our classical literature and still
aunts our minds. The legends related in
ur great epics cluster under the sublime
hade of those ancient forests; and, in
he forest, the most intense pathos of
luman life found its background in the
treatest of our romantic dramas. The
memory of these sacred forests is the
Pne great inheritance which India ever
!herishes through all her political vicissi
tudes and economic disturbances.
But we must know, that these forests
were not merely topographical in their
significance. We have seen that the history
of the Northmen of Europe is resonant
with the association of the sea. That
sea, also, is not a mere physical fact,
but represents certain ideals of life which
still guide their history and inspire all
their creations. In the sea, Nature pre
sented herself to these men in her aspect
of a danger, of a barrier, which seemed to
be at constant war with the land and its
shildren. The sea was the challenge of
1ntamed Nature to the indomitable human
soul. And man did not flinch ; he fought
and won ; and the spirit of fight continued
n him. He looked upon his place in the
world as extorted from a hostile scheme
of things, retained in the teeth of opposi
ion. His cry is the cry of triumph of
lefiant Man against the rest of the uni
VerSe. -

This is about the people who lived by
:he sea, and rode on it as on a wild
shamping horse, clutching it by its mane
and making it render service from shore
:o shore. But in the level tracts of Arya
Varta men found no barrier between their
ives and the Grand Life that permeates
the Universe. The forest gave them shel
:er and shade, fruit and flower, fodder and
uel ; it entered into a close living relation
with their work and leisure and necessity,
and in this way made it easy for them to
anow their own lives as associated with
:he larger life. They could not think of
:heir surroundings as lifeless, separate,
Pr inimical. So the view of the Truth,
which these men found, was distinctly
lifferent from that of those of whom we
lave spoken above ; and their relation

ship with this world also took a different
turn, as they came to realise that the
gifts of light and air, of food and drink.
did not come from either sky or tree or
soil, but had their fount in the all-per
vading consciousness and joy of universal
life. They uttered quite simply and
naturally aftät fire g= H at's quifa firear
“All that is

,

vibrates with life, having
emerged from the Supreme Life.”
When we know this world as alien to

u
s

then we know it as a thing mechanical,
built by a divine mechanic o

r by a chance
combination of blind forces. Then our
relation to it becomes the relation of
utility, and we set up our own machines
or mechanical methods to deal with it

and make as much profit as our know
ledge o

f

its mechanism allows us to do.
Then we are apt to say that Knowledge

is power. This view o
f things does not

altogether play us false, for the machine
has its place in this world. And there
fore, not only this material universe, but
also human beings can be used a

s

machines
and made to yield results. But the view
of the world which India has taken is

summed up in one compound word—
afrāI*. Its meaning is that Reality,
which is essentially one, has three aspects.
The first is sat, the principle o

f Being,
whose first information comes to us
through \our senses; it relates us to all
things through the relationship o

f
common

existence. The second is chit, the principle

o
f Knowing; it relates u
s to all things

through the relationship o
f

mind. The
third is ananda—the principle o

f Enjoying
—which unites us with all things through
the relationship o

f

love. Our conscious
ness of the world as that of the sum total

o
f things that exist o
r

that are governed
by universal laws is imperfect according

to the true Indian view,-but it is perfect
when our consciousness realises all things

a
s spiritually one with it and therefore
capable o

f giving u
s joy. Our text of
daily meditation contains the truth of
the one and the same creative force appear
ing in an undivided stream o

f

manifesta
tion in our consciousness and in the world

o
f

which we are conscious. They are one,
as the East and the West are one, which
only our self divides into contradictions.
For us the highest purpose of this world

is not merely living in it
,

knowing it and
making use o

f it
,

but realising our own
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selves in it through expansion of sympathy
and emancipation of consciousness, not
alienating and dominating it but com
rehending and uniting it with us in bliss
ul union. The Man whom you only use is
a machine; the Man whom you only study
is a material for your knowledge. But
your friend is neither a machine to you
nor a psychological curiosity, , (though
eonsciously or unconsciously he does take
his part as a machine of work and as an
object of study for you), his ultimate value
lies in his giving you opportunity to lose
your self in his love. This is his aspect of
ananda-his truest aspect for you, which
comprehends his other two aspects in
harmony. And to know the highest truth:
of all existence as that of a friend is truly
Indian. This view of the world as the
world of life and love, as the manifesta
tion of the Supreme Soul whose nature is
to realise his unity in the endlessness of
the varied, has come to us from the great .
peace of our ancient forest.
When Vikramāditya became king,
Ujjain a great capital, and Kālidasa its
poet, the age of India's forest retreats had
passed. Then we had taken our stand in
the midst of the great concourse of
humanity, and the Chinese and the Hun,
the Scythian, and the Persian, the Greek
and the Roman, had crowded round us.
But, even in this age of pride and pros
perity, the longing love and awe of
reverence with which its poet sang about
the hermitage, shows what was the
dominant ideal that occupied the mind ofIndia, what was the one current of
memory ... that continually flowed back
through her life.
In Kalidāsa's drama Shakuntala, also,
the hermitage, which dominates the play,
overshadowing even the king's palace,
has the same idea running through,-the
recognition o

f

the kinship o
f

man with
conscious and unconscious creation alike.

A poet of a later age, while describing

a hermitage in his Kadambari, tells o
f

the posture of devoutness in the flowering
lianas as they bow to the wind ; of the
sacrifice offered by the trees scattering
their blossoms; of the grove sounding
with the lessons chanted by the
neophytes, and the mantras which the
parrots, constantly hearing, had learned
to pronounce ; of the wild fowl enjoying
Vaish va-deva-bali-pinda—the food offered
to the divinity which is in all creatures,—
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and o
f

the ducks coming up from the lake,
near by, for their portion of the grass-seed,
spread in the cottage yards to dry ; o

f

the
deer caressing with their tongues the
young hermit boys. It is again the same
story. The hermitage shines out, in all
our ancient literature, as the place where
the chasm between man and the rest of
creation has been bridged.
In the drama of other countries, where
the human characters violently drown
our attention in the vortex o

f

their pas
sions, Nature occasionally peeps in, but
she is almost always a trespasser, who
has to submit urgent excuses, or bow
apologetically and depart. But in all our
dramas, which still retain their fame,
such as Mrichchhakatika, Shakuntala,
Uttara-Rama-Charita Nature stands on
her own right, proving that she has her
great function, to impart the peace o

f

the *

eternal to the human passions and to
mitigate their violent agitations which
often come from the instability o

f spiritual
lameness.

The frenzied fury o
f passion, described

in two o
f Shakespere's youthful poems,

stands isolated upon its own pedestal o
f

unashamed conspicuity. It is wrenched
away naked from the cover o

f

the All ; it

has not the green earth o
r

the blue sky
around it; the many-coloured veil of

nature has been impatiently swept away
from its face, bringing to our view the
fever which is in man's desires, and not
the healing balm which encircles it in the
universe.
Ritusamhara is clearly a work o

f Kali
dasa's immaturity. The song of youthful
love sung in it sounds from the funda
mental bass notes o

f

human passion,-it
does not reach the sublime height o
f reti

cence that there is in Shakuntala or
Kumara-Sambhava. But the tune of these
voluptuous outbreaks, being set to the
varied harmony o

f

Nature's symphony,
loses its delirious shrillness in the expanse

o
f

the open sky. The moon-beams o
f

the
summer evening, resonant with the mur- .

muring flow o
f fountains, add to it their

own melody; in its rhythm sways the
Kadamba grove, glistening in the first cool
rain o

f

the season; and the south breezes
waft into its heart the wistfulness of the
scent o

f

the mango flowers.

In the third canto of Kumara Sambhava,
while describing the boisterous emergence

o
f youth a
t

the sudden coming o
f

Madaza
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(Eros), Kalidasa has been careful to avoid
giving this outburst of passion an abnor
mal supremaey within the narrow field of
view of exclusive humanity. His genius
basked in the sunshine of the human spirit,
where it pervades the spring flower and
the harvest of the autumn; and that
genius never played at focussing it into a
point of ignition upon the naked flutter
ing heart. Kalidasa has shown a true
reverence to the divine love-making of
Sati by making his narration of it as a
central white lotus floating on the world
wide immensity of youth, in which the
animals and trees have their rhythm of
life-throbs. It is a sacred flame of longing
whose lamp is the universe. -

Not only its third canto, but the whole
of the Kumara Sambhava poem is painted
upon a limitless canvas. Its inner idea is
deep and of all time. It answers the one
question that humanity asks through all
its endeavours :—How is the birth of the
hero to be brought about, -the brave one
who can defy and vanquish the evil demon,
when he sweeps upon the scene, laying
waste heaven's own kingdom ? This is
the greatest of all problems for each indi
vidual, and it forces itself in ever-new,
ever-recurring forms upon each race and
nation, and this is the one problem which
perists in most of our poet's works,—in his
Shakuntala, Raghuvamsha and Kumara
Sambhava. -

It becomes evident that such a proble
had become acute in Kalidasa's time, when
the old simplicity of Hindu life had broken
up. The Hindu kings, forgetful of their
kingly duties, had become self-seeking
epicureans, and India was being repeated
ly devastated by the Shakas.
But what answer does the poem give
to the question it raises 7–Not that more
armaments were needed, or that a league
of powers should be formed, or that some
mechanical adjustment of political balance
had to be effected. Its message is that
the cause of weakness lies in the inner
life of the soul. It is in some break of
harmony with the Good, some dissocia
tion from the True. When gain is com
pleted by giving up, when love is fulfilled
by self-sacrifice, when passion is purified
by the penance of the soul, then only is
heroism born,-the heroism which can
save mankind from all defeat and disater.
When the ascetic Shiva—the Good—was
lost in the "passive immensity of his soli

...that can never be silenced,

tude, heaven was in peril. And when
beautiful Sati-the Real—was all by her
self, in her unwedded self-seclusion, the
demons were triumphant. Only from the
union of the exuberant freedom of the
Real with the tranquil restraint of the
Good comes the fullest strength.
Viewed from the outside, India, in the
time of Kalidasa, appeared to have reached
the zenith of civilization, excelling as she
did in luxury, literature and the arts.
Kalidasa himself was not free from the
prevailing tone, and the outer embellish
ment of his poetry is as daintily luxurious
as must have been the decorative art of
the period. This, however, is only one
aspect in which his age influenced the poet.
But what sudden passion for sacrifice,
for the austere discipline of the life of
aspiration, troubled our Goddess of Poesy
amidst the luxury of her golden bower ?
It was the eternal message of the forest,

and like a
refrain, simple in its purity, comes up
again and again, through all noisy dis
tractions of discord,—the message to free
our consciousness from the accumulations
of desire, to win our immortality, by
breaking through the sheath of self, the
self which belongs to death. From his seat
beside all the glories of Vikramaditya's
throne, the poet's heart yearned for the
purity of India's past age of , spiritual
striving. And it was this yearning which
took shape and impelled him to go back
to the annals of the ancient kings of
Raghu's line.

-

“I fain would sing,” says Kalidasa, in
his prologue, “of those whose purity went
back to the day of their birth, , whose
striving went forward till attainment,
whose empire knew no bounds but the
seas, whose adventurous journeys reached
up to the high heaven, who offered obla
tions to the sacred fire in accordance with
injunctions, made gifts to the needy in
accordance with their wants, awarded
punishments in accordance with the crime,
and regulated every wakeful activity in
accordance with the hour, -who accu-
mulated treasure for the sake of redis.
tribution, tempered their utterance for
the sake of truth, desired victories for the
sake of glory, entered into wedlock for
the sake of progeny, -who practised learn
ing in their childhood, attended to wealth
in their youth, took to the hermitage in
their old age, cast away their bodies
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when they had attained the supreme
union. Of these would I sing, though
I lack all wealth of language; for their
great merits, entering my ears, have dis
turbed my heart.” -

But it was not in a paean of praise
that his poem ended. What had troubled
his heart becomes clear, when we come to
the end of his Raghuvamsha. What was
the life story of the founder of this line of
Kings Where did it begin 7

-

The heroic life of Raghu had its pro
logue in a hermitage, showing that its
origin was in a life of purity and self-res
traint, led there by Raghu's royal parents.
The poem is not ushered in with the pomp.
and circumstance befitting the history of
a great kingly line. King Dilip, with his
consort, Queen Sudakshina, has entered
upon the life of the forest. The great mon
arch is busy tending the cattle of the her
mitage. Thus opens the Raghuvamsha
amidst scenes of simplicity and self-denial.
But it ends in the palace of magnificence,
in the wealth and luxury which divert the
current of energy from the truth of life to
the heaps of things. There is brilliance in
this ending, as there is in the conflagration
which destroys and devastates. Peaceful
as the dawn, radiant as the tawny-haired
hermit boy, is the calm strength of the res
trained language in which the poet tells us
of the kingly glory crowned with the halo
of purity,+beginning his poem, as the day
begins, in the serene solemnity of its sun
rise. And lavish are the colours in which
he describes the end, as of the evening, elo
quent for a time with its sumptuous
splendour of sunset, but overtaken at last
by the devouring darkness which sweeps
away all its brilliance into the fathomless
abyss of night. -

In this beginning and this ending of his
Poem, lies hidden the message of the forest
which found its voice in the poet's words.
With a suppressed sigh he is saying :‘Look on that which was and that which
s In the days when the future glowed
;loriously ahead, self-discipline was es
eemed as the highest path, self-renuncia
ion the greatest treasure, but when down
all had become imminent, the hungry firesf desire aflame at a hundred different
oints, dazzled the eyes of all beholders.”
When the lust of self-aggrandisement is
nbrid1ed, the harmony between enjoy
lent and renunciation is destroyed. By
oncentrating our pride or desire upon a

limited field, the field of the animal life, we
seek to exaggerate a portion at the ex
pense of the whole, the wholeness which is
in man's life of the spirit. From this res
ults evil. That is why renunciation
becomes necessary,—not to lead to destitu

#. but to restoration, to win back theAll.
Kalidasa in almost all his works, has
depicted this break of harmony between
enjoyment and renunciation, between the
life that loses itself in the sands of the self
and the life that seeks its sea of eternity.
And this is characteristically represented
by the unbounded impetuousness of kingly
splendour on one side and the serene
strength of regulated desires on the other.
I have already given above an illustration
of this from the Raghuvamsha. Even in
the minor drama of Malavikagnimitra we
find the same thing in a different manner.
It must never be thought that, in this
play, the poet's deliberate object was to
pander to his royal patron by inviting
him to a literary orgy of lasciviousness.
The very Nandi contradicts this and
shows the object towards which this play
is directed. The poet begins the drama

with the prayer, “G"Tutsilä at www.au g
*GTrörafathw:”: “Let God, to illumine for
us the path of truth, sweep away our
passions, bred of darkness.” The God, to
whom this prayer is uttered, says the
poet, is one in whose nature Eternal
Woman is ever commingled, in an ascetic
purity of love, -who stands in the sacred
simplicity of barenness in the midst of his
infinite wealth. The unified being of Hara
and Parvati is the perfect symbolism of
the eternal in the wedded love of man and
woman. The poet opens his drama with
the invocation of this spirit of the Divine
Union... It is quite evident that this
invocation carries the message in it with
which he greeted his kingly audience. The
whole drama is to show in vivid colour
the utter ugliness of the treacherous
falsehoods and cruelties inherent in all
passions that are unchecked. In this play
the conflict of ideals is between the king
and the queen,-between Agnimitra and
Dharini, between the insolent offence
against all that is good and true, and
the unlimited peace of forgiveness that
dwells deep in the self-sacrifice of love.
The great significance of this contrast lies
hidden in the very names of the hero and
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the heroine of the drama. Though the
name “Agnimitra' is historical, yet it
symbolises in the poet's mind the deso
lating destructiveness of uncontrolled
desire,—just as did the name of Agnivarma
in Raghuvamsha. Agnimitra,—‘the friend
of the fire',—the reckless person, who in
his love-making is playing with fire, not
knowing that, all the time, it is scorching
him black, till the seed of immortality
perishes at the core of his being. And what
a great name is Dharini, signifying the
fortitude and forbearance that comes of
the majesty of soul ! What association it
carries , of the infinite dignity of love
purified by the sacrificial fire of self
abnegation rising far above all insult of
base betrayal Can anybody doubt what
effect the performance of this drama
produced upon the royal looker-on, what
searching of heart, what humility, what
reverence for the love that claims our
best worship by the offer of its patient
worship of service
In Shakuntala, this conflict of ideals
has been shown all through the drama,
by the contrast of the pompous heartless
ness of the king's court and the natural
purity of the hermitage, the contrast of
the arrogance displaying itself upon the
hollow eminence of convention, and the
simplicity standing upon the altitude of
truth. The message of the poet is uttered
by the two hermit boys, when they enter
the king's palace, just before the impend
ing catastrophe of Shakuntala's life, the
naked cruelty of which is skilfully hidden
by the episode of the curse, though it was
unbared a moment before through the
shameless self-confession of fickleness by
the king, when he listened to the lamenta
tion of Hamsapadika, one of his numerous
victims. The message is :
*fas wra: wfa tufafits was as GHR
*fas Gottsiafav graffna wife

“We look upon these devotees of pleasure
as he, who has bathed, looks upon the
unclean, as the pure in heart upon the
polluted, as the wide awake soul looks
upon the slothful slumberer, and as the
one, who is free to move, looks upon the
shackled.”
And what is the inner meaning of the
curse that follows the hermit girl in this
drama, till she is purified by her penance 2
I am sure, according to the poet, it is the

*

same curse from which his country at that
time suffered. There were two guests who
knocked at the gate of Shakuntala of
whom one was accepted and the other
refused. The king, as an embodiment of
passion and worldliness, came to her and
she readily yielded to his allurements.
But when after that the duty of the higher
life, the spirit of the forest ideal, stood
before her in the guise of an ascetic, she
in her absent-mindedness did not notice
him. And what was the result She lost
her world of desire for which she had
forsaken her truth. And in order to
regain that world as her own by right she
had to follow through suffering the path
of self-conquest. The poet was aware
of the two guests who sought entrance
into the heart of his country, -the devotee
of pleasure and power who comes secretly
without giving his real name and insin
uates himself into trustful acceptance, and
the seeker of spiritual perfection who
announces himself in a master's voice, in
clear notes, *** *:—“I am here !” And
to his dismay he found his country baring
her heart to the former to be betrayed by
him. It is evident that kings of that
period were deeply drawn into the eddy
of self-indulgence and were fighting each
other for power, the love of which leads
men into the insanity of suicide. The
fatal curse of falsehood is always genera
ted when power and success are pursued
for their own sake, when our baser
passions shamelessly refuse all claims of
justice and self-control. The poet had
one lingering ray of hope in his heart.
He could not but believe that his country
had not lost her reverence for her tapas wi,
the guest who brings to her door the
message of everlasting life : only her mind
was distracted by some temporary out
break of temptation. He was certain
that she would wake up in sanctifying
sorrow, and give birth to her Bharata,
the hero who would bring to her life
unity and strength of truth. There was
a note of assurance in the poet's voice
when through his great poems Kumara
Sambhava and Shakuntala he called her
to come back once again to her purity of
life and realisation of soul, the call which
is true for other times and other countries
also. For the curse still remains to be
worked off by humanity for the inhospi£ insult offered to the Eternal in3.11.
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The drama of Shakuntala opens with
a hunting scene, where the king is in
pursuit of an antelope. This indulgence
in sport appears like a menace symbolising
the spirit of the king's life clashing against
the spirit of the forest-retreat, where all
creatures find their protection of love.
And the pleading of the forest-dwellers to
the king, to spare the life of the deer, help
essly innocent and beautiful, is the plead

#
that rises from the heart of the whole

Tafilal.

** * *s, *ts: afriranarafrt
Agfa Hurt' gua (IYIrfaatfa: ll
"Never, oh never is the arrow meet for
liercing the tender body of a deer, as the
re is not for burning flowers.”
The living beauty, whose representative
1 this drama is Shakuntala, is not aggres
ively strong like the callous£,
ess of lust, but, through its frailness, it is
ablimely great. And it is the poet's
leading which still rings in our ears
gainst the ugly greed of commercialism in
he modern age, against its mailed fist of
irth-hunger, against the lust of the
rong, which is grossly intent upon killing
e Beautiful and piercing the heart of the
Dod to the quick. Once again sounds the
arning of the forest, at the conclusion of
e. first act, when the king is engaged in
teful dalliance with the hermit girl:—“O
upas wis, hasten to rescue the living spirit
the sacred forest, for Dushyanta, the
'd of earth, whose pleasure is in hunting,
come.” It is the warning of India's
st, and that warning still continues
ainst the reckless carnival of the present
le, celebrated by the lords of Earth,
ose pleasure is in hunting to death with
ir ruthless machines all that is beautiful
h the delicacy of life.
n Kumara-Sambhava, the friend and
of Indra, the king of the Gods, is
dana, the god of desire. And he, in his
dness, imagines that he can unite Shiva
Parvati by the delusion created by
madness of the senses. It is the same
when we try to reach our perfection
ugh wealth and power, through the
1sity of boisterous self seeking. That
ot to be. At last Parvati’s love was
'ned with fulfilment through her
nce of self-sacrifice. The moral of
Kumara-Sambhava is the same as
*aching of the Upanishat: wa. * *tar,
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“enjoy through renunciation”. HT vzw:

*fsww." “Enjoymentmust not be through
greed.”

One thing which we must remember is,
that the life in ancient India was not all
forest life,—nor is the heart the only organ
we possess in our vital organism. But
the heart lies in the centre of our body;
it purifies our blood and sends our life
current through the ramifications of all
the channels in our body to the extremities
of our limbs. Our tapovana was just such
a vital centre of our social body. In it
throbbed the rhythm of our life's ebb and
flow : it gave truth to our thoughts,
right impulse to our feelings, and guiding
force to our work. We distinctly see, from
the works of our poet, that the teaching
of the forest was not towards the inertia
of passivity, but towards true heroism
and victory. It was not towards suppres
sion of action, but its purification,
towards giving it freedom of life by
removing obstructions.
We know of other great systems in
which there is a special insistence upon
sacrifice and resignation. Just as heat is
an important factor in the process of
creation, so is pain an essential reagent
in the formation of man's life. It melts
the intractable hardness of his spirit, and
wears away the unyielding crust which
confines his heart. But the Upanishat
enjoins renunciation, not by way of
acceptance of pain, but for the purpose
of enjoyment of truth. Such renunciation
means an expansion into the Universal, a
union with the Supreme. It is the
renunciation of the cocoon for the freedom
of the living wings. So that the ideal
hermitage of ancient India was not a
theatre where the spirit should wrestle
with the flesh, or where the monastic
order should try conclusions with the
social order,-it was to establish a
harmony between all our energies and the
eternal reality. That is why the relations
of Indian humanity with beast and bird
and tree had attained an intimacy which
may seem strange to people of other lands.
Our poets have told us that the tapovana
is shantarasaspadam,-that the emotional
quality peculiar to the forest-retreat is
Peace, the peace which is the emotional
counterpart of perfection. Just as the
mingling of the colours of the spectrum
gives us white light, so when the faculties
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* of our mind, instead of being scattered, Shakuntala, so tersely expressed in a
flow in a united stream, in harmony with
the universal purpose, then does peace

result—the peace which pervaded India's
forest retreats, where man was not
separate from, and had no quarrel with,
the rest of his surroundings..
The two hermitages, which we have in
the drama of Shakuntala, serve to give a
magnitude to her joy and sorrow. One of
these hermitages was on earth, the other
on the border of the abode of immortals.
In the first, we see the daughter of the her.
mitage watching in delight the union of the
sweet flowering creeper with the mango

tree round which it has twined; or busy
rearing motherless young deer with hand
fuls of grass-seed, and picking the spear
grass out from their tender mouths,
soothing the pricks with healing oil. This
hermitage serves to make simple, natural
and beautiful the love of the king for the
hermit girl. The other hermitage was
on the great cloud-like massive Hemakuta
peak, standing like Shiva, with his locks
of forest-growths and tangled creepers,
lost in meditation, its gaze fixed on the
sun. In this, Marichi, the revered
preceptor of both Gods and Titans,
together with his wife, was engaged in
the pursuit of self-realisation. . . There,
when the young hermit boys would play
fully snatch from the lioness her suckling
cub, its distress would greatly exercise
the tápasa-Mother. The second hermitage,

in turn, serves to mellow with a great
peace and purity the sorrow and insult
which had driven Shakuntala there.
It has to be realised, that the former is
of the earth, the region of the mortals,
the latter of heaven, the region of the
immortals. In other words, the one
represents ‘what is

,

the other ‘what
should be.’ The unceasing movement of
‘what is is towards ‘what should be.’ It

finds its true freedom in that movement.
The first is Sati-the Real—the last Shiva,
the Good. In the life o

f Shakuntala, like
wise, the ‘what is had to findits fulfilment

in the ‘what should be.’ What was of

the earth had to come, through the path
of sorrow, to the border of heaven.
Those who have followed the evolution

o
f

the principal idea in this drama,—
its seed-life in the soil o

f passion, its deli
verance o

f

harvest in the sunlight o
f

the
purity of self-abnegation,-will understand
the great poet Goethe's criticism o

f

single verse :
“Wouldst thou the flower o

f

the spring a
n
d

fruit o
f

the mature year,
Wouldst thou what charms and enran.

tures and what feeds and nourishes
Wouldst thou heaven and earth in one
name entwined,

I name thee, O Sakuntala, and all is said."
For in Shakuntala the reconciliation is

given, through the penance o
f pain and

sacrifice, to the pair o
f contraries, that

which attracts and that which gives
freedom, the limitation of self and the
dedication o

f

self to the Eternal. Goethe's
own drama Faust, in its first and in it

s

second part, tries to show the same sepa.
ration and then reconciliation between
the Real and the Good, between Sati and
Shiva.
However, my point is this, that th

e

scene o
f

such reconciliation is depicted,
both in Shakuntala and in Kumara-Sam.
bhava, upon the background of the
tapovana, showing whence the spring of

the ideal harmony welled forth, th
e

harmony between Nature, and man, b
e
.

tween the life in the individual and life in

the All. -

In the Ramayana, Rama and his com:
panions, in their banishment, had to

traverse forest after forest; they had to

live in leaf-thatched huts, to sleep on th
e

bare ground. But a
s their hearts fe:

their kinship with woodland, hill and
stream, they were not in exile amids:
these. Poets, brought up in an atmos
phere o
f

different ideals, would har:
taken this opportunity o
f

depicting it

dismal colours the hardship o
f

the forest.
life in order to bring out the martyr.
dom o
f

Ramachandra in the strong
emphasis o

f contrast, But, in the Ramaya.
na, we are led to realise the greatness c.

the hero, not in a
n inimical struggle with

nature, but in sympathy with it.
Sita, the daughter-in-law o

f a grea.
kingly house, goes along the forest paths.

q== "Ta' Qal'at at gamfritt

wegs at Tigre' (Ta' Q
R = QTASIt

**TI (Sfaxin urgart sig"I'vrn
*ATA aw:Cat WTaararg skiru,

fafrasts starst wustranform

** ***ters sat # * ** *
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She asks Rama about the flowering
trees and shrubs and creepers which she
has not seen before. At her request,
Lakshmana gathers and brings her plants
of all kinds exuberant with flowers, and
it delights her heart to see the forest
rivers, variegated with their streams
and sandy bank, resounding with the
calls of heron and duck.

*Tara u fra*,
** at alsTrff saints.

* ** grformat a
When Rama first took his abode in the
Chitrakuta peak, that delightful Chitra
Kuta, by the Malyavati river, with its
easy slopes for landing, he forgot all the
pain of leaving his home in the capital
at the sight of these woodlands, alive with
beast and bird.

*T*fürafürst firò fàftaafira:—having
lived on that hill for long, Rama, who
was fifts wifa'a, lover of the mountain and

the forest, said one day to Sita :

* risqawi wa w śwfäf arts:* ** re. *far fift" |
“When I look upon the beauties of this
hill, the loss of my kingdom troubles me
no longer, nor does the separation from
my friends cause me any pang.”
When they went over to the Dandaka

forest, they saw there a hermitage with
a halo round it caused by the sacrificial
fires blazing like the sun itself. This ash
ram was now". "TWT" the refuge of
all creatures; it was enfolded by Brahmi
Lakshmi, the Spirit of the Infinite.
Thus passed Ramachandra's exile, now
in woodland, now in hermitage scenes.
The love which Rama and Sita bore each
other united them, not only to each other,
but to the Universe of life. That is why,
when Sita was taken away, the loss
seemed to be very great to the forest itself.
The extinction of a star is doubtless a
raighty event in the world of stars; and
ve would know, if we had pure vision,
Hat any infliction of injury in the heart of
true lover gives rise to suffering whichelongs to all the world. Sita's abduction
obbed the forest of the most beautiful of
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its blossoms, the ineffable tenderness of
human love,—that which imparted the
mystery of a spiritual depth to all its
sounds and forms.
Strangely enough, in Shakespeare's
dramas, like those of Kalidasa, we find a
secret vein of complaint against the
artificial life of the king's court, the life of
ungrateful treachery and falsehood. And
almost everywhere, in his dramas, forest
scenes have been introduced in connection
with some working of the life of unscrupul
ous ambition. It is perfectly obvious in
“Timon of Athens”—but there Nature
offers no message or balm to the injured
soul ofman. In “Cymbeline” the moun
tainous forest and the cave appear in their
aspect of obstruction to life's opportunities
—which only seem tolerable in comparison
with the vicissitudes of fortune in the
artificial court life, as expressed by
Belarius :
“Did you but know the city's usuries,
And felt them knowingly : the art o'

the court,

As hard to leave as keep ; whose top to
climb

Is certain falling, or so slippery that
The fear's as bad as falling :”
In “As You Like It” the Forest of Arden
is didactic in its lessons,—it does not
bring peace, but it preaches when it says:
“Hath not old custom made this life

more sweet

Than that of painted pomp ? Are not
these woods

More free from peril than the envious
court P”

In the “Tempest” in Prospero's treat
ment of Ariel and Caliban we realise man's
struggle with nature and his longing to
sever connection with her. In “Macbeth,”

as a prelude to a bloody crime of treachery
and treason, we are introduced to a scene
of barren heath where the three witches
appear as the personification of Nature's
malignant forces; and in “King Lear,”
it is the fury of a father's love turned into
curses by the ingratitude born of the un
natural life of the court, that finds its
symbol in the storm in the heath... The
extreme tragic intensity of “Hamlet” and
“Othello” is unrelieved by any touch of
Nature's eternity. Excepting in a passing
glimpse of a moonlight night in the love
scene in the “Merchant of Venice” Nature
has not been allowed in other dramas of
this series, including “Romeo and Juliet'

57%-2
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and “Antony and Cleopatra,” to contri
bute her own music to the music of man's
love. In “The Winter's Tale” the suspici
ous cruelty of a king's love stands bare
in its relentlessness, and Nature cowers
before it offering no consolation. I hope
it is needless for me to say that these ob
servations of mine are not for criticising
Shakespeare's great power as a dramatic
poet, but to show in his works the
gulf between nature and human nature
owing to the tradition of his race and
time. It cannot be said that beauty
of nature is ignored in his writings;
only he fails to recognise in them the
truth of the interpenetration of human
life and the cosmic life of the world.
When literature takes for its object the
exhibition of the explosiveness of a
human passion, then necessarily that
passion is made detached from its great
context of the universe and is shown in
its extreme violence generated by the ins
tability of equilibrium. And this is what
we find in Elizabethan dramas,—the clash
of passions in their fury of self-assertion.
We observe a sudden and a completely
different attitude of mind in the later
English poets, like Wordsworth and
Shelley, which can only be attributed to
the great mental change in Europe, at
that particular period, through the in
fluence of the newly-discovered philosophy
of India which stirred the soul of Germany
and strongly roused the attention of
other Western countries.
In Milton’s “Paradise Lost,” the very
subject,-Man dwelling in the garden of
Paradise,—seems to afford a special oppor
tunity for bringing out the true greatness
of man's relationship with Nature. But
though the poet has described to us the
beauties of the garden, though he has
shown us the animals living there in amity
and peace among themselves, there is no
reality of kinship between them and man.
They were created for man's enjoyment;
man was their lord and master. We find
no trace of the love of the first man and
woman surpassing themselves and over
flowing the rest of creation, such as we
find in the love scenes in Kumara-Sambha
va and Shakuntala and in our Vaishnava
lyrics, where love finds its symbols in the
beauty of all natural objects. But in
the seclusion of the bower, where the first
man and woman rested in the garden of
paradise,

“Bird, beast, insect or worm
Durst enter none, such was their awe of

man.”
At the bottom of this gulf between
man and Nature there is the lack of the
message,—#TTATS firg't *** ‘know all that
is, as enveloped by God’. According to
this epic of the West, God remains aloof
to receive glorification from his creatures.
The same idea persists in the case of
man's relation to the rest of creation.
Not that India denied the superiority
ofman, but the test of that superiority
lies, according to her, in the comprehen
siveness of sympathy,—not in the aloof.
ness of absolute distinction.
The love of Rama and Sita, in the
Uttara Rama Charita has permeated the
surrounding earth, water and sky with
its exuberance. When Rama, for the se
cond time, finds himself on the banks of
the Godavari, he exclaims. * ** *f, *n
wf ATH's a “this is the place even whose
deer and whose trees are my friends”.
When after Sita's exile he comes across
some former haunt of theirs, he laments
that his heart, even though turned to
stone, melts when he sees the trees and the
deer and the birds which Sita's own hands
used to nourish with water, seed and
grass.
In the Meghaduta, the exiled Yaksha
is not shut up within himself in his grief.
The very agony of his separation from
his loved one serves to scatter his heart
over the woods and streams, enriched by
the prodigality of the rains. And so the
casual longing of a love-sick individua
has become part of the symphony of th
universe. And this is the outcome of th
spirit of teaching which springs from th
ancient forest.
India holds sacred, and counts as place
of pilgrimage, all spots which display :
special beauty or , splendour of nature
These had no original attraction, on ac
count of any special fitness to be cultivat
ed, or lived upon. Here, man is free, no
to look upon nature as a source of suppl.
of his necessities but to realise his sou
beyond himself. The Himalayas of Indi
are sacred and the Windhya Hills. He
majestic rivers are sacred. Lake Manas.
and the confluence of the Ganges and th
Jumna are sacred. India has saturate
with her love and worship the grea
nature with which her children are sul
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rounded, whose light fills their eyes with
gladness, whose water cleanses them,
whose food gives them life, and from
whose majestic mystery come forth cons
tant messages of the infinite in music,
scent, and colour, bringing awakening to
their souls. India has gained the world
through worship,—through communion
of soul. And this is her heritage from her
forest sanctuary.
Learning does not depend on the school
alone. Much more does it depend upon
the receptive mind of the pupil. There
are scholars who win diplomas, but fail
to learn. So do many of us frequent
places of pilgrimage, but come away from
the door of the invisible shrine, where
dwells the Eternal spirit of the place. .
They imagine that the mere journey to a
place held sacred is sanctifying, that some .
peculiar virtues reside in particular soils
and waters. Their minds do not shrink
at the unspeakable pollution of the water
and the air of those places, the pollution
to which they themselves contribute, and
the moral filth which they allow to
accumulate there. The salutation of wor
ship to the all-pervading divinity in the
fire, water and plants, in all creation, has
been bequeathed to us by our ancestors
in the following immortal verse :
** *ists in fixt "fran
a shafts in was firs as arts an *:
But we seem to have forgotten that
all worship has also its duty of service,
and in order truly to realise and approach
the divine presence in the water and the
air we have reverently to keep them clean
and pure and healthful. The more our
country has lost its powers of soul, the
more elaborate have become its outward
practices. The inner illumination of cons
ciousness which is not only the object,
but also the means of all true worship
has, in our case, given place to the gross
ness of the senses and deadness of mere
repetition of habits. But, even in these
days of our spiritual sluggishness, I am
unwilling to accept these mechanical
practices as a permanent feature of India.It is absurd to believe as well-founded the
idea, that a bath in a particular stream
procures for the bather and millions of
His ancestors a more favourable circum
stance and desirable accommodation in
the after life. Nor am I able to respect
such a belief as something admirable.
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But my reverence goes out to the man,
who when taking an immersion, can
receive the water upon his body, and into
his mind as well, in a devout spirit;-for
him the grimy touch of habit has not
been able to tarnish the ever-lasting
mystery which is in fire and earth, water
and food ; he has overcome, by the sensi
tiveness of his soul, the gross materialism,

—the spirit of contempt, of the average
man, which impels the latter to look upon
water as mere liquid matter.
So long as man was unable to realise
an all-pervading law in the material
world, his knowledge remained petty and
unfruitful. But the modern man feels
himself united to the universe by physical
laws governing all. This is Science's
great achievement. -

The quest which India set to herself
was to realise the same unity in the realm
of the spirit, that is to say, in its com
pleteness. Such union enables us to see
Him in all who is above all else. And the
wisdom, which grew up in the quiet of
the forest shade, came out of the reali
sation of this Greater-than-all in the
heart of the all.
Let no one think that I desire to extol
this achievement, as the one and the only
consummation. I would rather insist on
the inexhaustible variety of the human
race, which does not grow straight up,
like a palmyra tree, on a single stem, but
like a banian tree spreads itself in ever-new
trunks and branches. Man's history is
organic, and deep-seated life-forces work
towards its growth. It is hopeless to
cater to some clamorous demand of the
moment, by endeavouring to fashion the
history of one people on the model of
another,-however flourishing the latter
may be. A small foot may be the sign
of aristocratic descent, but the Chinese
woman's artificial attempt has only
resulted in cramped feet. For India to
force herself along European lines of
growth would not make her Europe, but
only a distorted India.
That is why we must be careful to-day
to try to find out the principles, by means
of which India will be able for certain to
realise herself. That principle is neither
commercialism, nor nationalism... It is
universalism. It is not merely self-deter
mination, but self-conquest and self-dedi

cation. This was recognised and followed
in India's forests of old; its truth we
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declared in the Upanishat and expounded
in the Gita ; the Lord Buddha renounced
the world that he might make this truth a
household word for all mankind ; Kabir,
Nanak and other great spirits of India
continued to proclaim its message. India's
grand achievement, which is still stored
deep within her heart, is waiting, to unite
within itself Hindu, Moslem, Buddhist,
and Christian, not by force, not by the
apathy of resignation, but in the harmony
of active co-operation.
An almost impossible task has been set
to India by her Providence, a task given
to no other great countries in the world.
Among her children and her guests differ
ences in race and language, religion and
social ideals are as numerous as great,
and she has to achieve the difficult unity
which has to be true in spite of the sepa
rateness that is real. The best and the
greatest of her sons have called us in
immortal words to realise the unity of
souls in all human beings and thus fulfil

the highest mission of our history; but
we have merely played with their words,
and we have rigidly kept apart man from
man, and class from class, setting up
permanent barriers of indignity between
them. We remained unconscious of the
suicidal consequence of such divisions,
so long as we lay stationary in the tor
por of centuries, but when the alien
world suddenly broke upon our sleep and
dragged us on in its impetus of movement,
our disjointed heterogeneity set up in its

lumbering unwieldiness an internal clash
and crush and unrhythmic stagger which

is both ludicrous and tragic at the same
moment. So long as we disregard o

r

misread the message o
f

our ancient forest,
the message o

f all-pervading truth in

humanity, the message o
f all-comprehen

sive union of souls which rises above all
differences and goes deeper than mere
expediency, we shall have to go on suffer
ing sorrow after sorrow and endless
humiliation, and in all things futility.

LIFE HISTORY OF FROGS AND TOADS

ROGS and Toads are in many res
pects intermediate between Reptiles
and Fishes. From their mode of life

they are very appropriately called
Amphibians.
Frogs and Toads are distributed all
over the world except the polar regions.
They are most abundant in the tropical
and sub-tropical regions; and a

s they
are not marine in their habits, even a

narrow arm o
f

the sea is generally suffi
cient to limit their habitat. When they
occur on islands, it is probable either that
their eggs have been carried by birds o

r

that there has been a comparatively re
cent separation from the mainland. In

absolutely desert districts also they are
unknown ; while in countries where
there is a long dry season, followed by a

period o
f rains, they are in the habit o
f

being torpid, during the former; the
length o

f

the sleep in one Javan species
being upwards o

f

five months. In cold
climates they become torpid during win
ter. They are abundant in India and

South America; and it is not a little re
markable that some o

f

the largest forms
are inhabitants o

f

islands. They are
represented by about a thousand species
When the autumn sets in Frogs se.ek
out suitable places in which to pass the
winter. Moss-lined crannies and hollows

in the stumps o
f

trees are the places, most
favored ; and there they remain till the
spring recalls them to activity. ..

During this period of hibernation these
creatures are in a state of torpor, the
mouth and nostrils are closed and res
piration is all but absent, being carried
on then entirely by means o

f

the skin
Only healthy Frogs can successfully with
stand the rigours of the winter, the weak
lings die during their hibernation:
With the advent o

f

the spring thes
Frogs issue from their hiding places and
congregate in considerable numbers in

the ponds, and there they commence t

spawn. Curiously enough, the sam
water is chosen year after year, and too
the same part of the pond.
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PRAYER

1.

Light thy signal, Father, for us, who have strayed far away from thee.
Our dwelling is among ruins haunted by lowering shadows of fear.
Our heart is bent under the load of despair and we insult thee
when we grovel to dust at every favour or threat that mocks our manhood.
For thus is desecrated the dignity of thee in us thy children,
for thus we put out our light and in our abject fear make it seem
that our orphaned world is blind and godless.

2.

Yet I can never believe that you are lost to us, my king,
though our poverty is great, and deep our shame.

Your will works behind the veil of despair,
and in your own time opens the gate of the impossible.

You come, as unto your own house, into the unprepared hall, on the unexpected day.
Dark ruins at your touch become like a bud
nourishing unseen in its bosom the fruition of fulfilment.

Therefore I still have hope—not that the wrecks will be mended,
but that a new world will arise.

3

If it is thy will let us rush into the thick of conflicts and hurts. . -

Only give us thy own weapon, my Master, the power to suffer and to trust.
Honour us with difficult duties, and pain that is hard to bear.
Summon us to efforts whose fruit is not in success
and to errands which fail and yet find their prize.

And at the end of our task let us proudly bring before thee our scars
and lay at thy feet the soul that is ever free and life that is deathless.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

REVIEWS AND NOTICES OF BOOKS

ENGLISH.

History of AURANGzIB, Jadumath Sarkar,
Vol. IV, pp. 412, M. C. Sarkar & Sons, Calcutta,
Rs. 3-8as.

Every student of Indian history will wel
come the present Volume of Prof. Sarkar's
Aurangzib. “The Deccan ulcer mined Aurang
zib” and it was not the weak Sultanates of the
south but the Marathas who were responsible
for it. The fourth volume of Aurangzib, there
fore, deals mainly with the rise of the Marathas,
and the final conquest and annexation of
Bijapur and Golkonda by the Mughals. The
melancholy, theme of the last two events has
given us three charming chapters that will

interest even those who turn to History for a
diversion only. In the first 238 pages of the
present volume, Prof. Sarkar has given us an
abridgment of his previously published “Shivaji
and His Times.” We have already reviewed that
work in these columns, and we have not any
thing more to add except that it has lost
nothing in interest by the merciless rejection of
minor and unimportant details. In fact the
abridged account may be more interesting to
many lay readers. º

Sambhaji's brief career however presents an
unbroken array of dry details that may frighten
many, but we cannot blame the author on that
account. Sambhaji was a soldier, and nothing
but a soldier. He spent his time either on horse
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F. of Mother India by Mr. Abanindranathagore, C. I. E. This calendar ought to adorn
the wall of every nationalist's house.

-

3, 4. SRI KRISHNA AND ARJUN, AND SITA AND
LAKSHMAN, pictures painted by Mr. Sarada
Charan Ukil and reproduced in colours by
Calcutta Phototype Co.; Publisher—Mitra
and Ukil; can be had at Silpa-Mandir, 43-3
Amherst Street, Calcutta. -

Mr. Ukil is an artist who is so well known
that he requires no introduction at our hands.
We have reproduced many of his pictures in
reduced facsimile which have been spoken of very

*

eulogistically by art-critics both here and in
England. Now the publishers have placed within
reach of the public reproductions of his pictures
of the same size as the originals. The pictures of
Sri Krishna and Arjun, and Sita and Lakshman
represent the scenes of Sri Krishna admonishing
Arjun to fight on the eve of the great battle of
Kurukshetra, and Sita admonishing Lakshman
to go and help Ram when he has gone to slay
the golden deer. Both the pictures are of great
artistic merit and the reproductions are excellent
and faithful, doing justice to the artist's originals.

C, B,

COMMENT AND CRITICISM

Rabindranath Tagore on ,
Aurobindo Ghosh.

º

[Agentleman having written to Dr. Rabindra
nath Tagore from . Ahmedabad to draw his
attention to the review of his The Home and
the World in the last November issue of the
Modern Review, the poet gave the following
reply to his correspondent.]

: - - Santiniketan,
Nov. 30, 1919.

DEAR SIR,

. H. haye not yet read Jadu Babu's review of
my book, but I feel sure that he could never
mean to say that Aurobindo Ghosh belongs to
the same type of humanity as Sandip of my
story. My acquaintance with the literature of
ºur contemporary politics being casual and
desultory, I do not, even to this day, definitely
know what, is the political standpoint of
Aurobindo Ghosh. But this I positively know
that he is a great man, one of the greatest wehave, and therefore liable to be misunderstood
even by his friends. What I myself feel for him
is nºt mere admiration but reverence for his
depth of spirituality, his largeness of vision and
his literary gifts, extraordinary in imaginative
insight and expression. He is a true Rishi and a
Pºet.combined, and I still repeat my mamaskar
which I offered to him when he was first assail.
ed by the trouble which ultimately made him an
exile from the soil of Bengal. -

Yours Sincerely
RABINDRANATH TAGoRE.

“The Story of the Lion and the
Elephant.”

-

. He . Mr. Gangoly's note and - Mr.
rejoinder. - -

With reference to Mr. O. C. Gangoly's note
Published in the Modern Review ºãº the
origin of the Lion and Elephant motiff find

Das's

/
Mr. P. C. Das has taken exception to the alleged
inaccuracy in regard to the true sequence of
Kesari and Gajapati Dynasties. r. Das's
objection seems to be rather besides the mark,
as Mr. Gangoly never said in his note that the
Gajapatis preceded the Kesaries. Mr. Gangoly
has refuted the view that the motif is not of the
nature of a political cartoon and Mr. Das in his
rejoinder has lent the weight of his support to
this contention. Popular traditions 'seldom
square with historical facts and a writer who
refers to a tradition of this account merely to
prove its erroneous character from his own
particular standpoint, deserves no reproach on
that account. Mr. Gangoly though an artist
and art-connoisseur is well posted in historical
and archaeological literature and the fact that he
could not have been oblivious of the correct
sequence of the Kesaries and the later ruler of
Orissa is I think well borne out by his reference
to the date of Sabhakara Kesari and of the
chronology of the Eastern Ganga Kings in his
very interesting original article on “the Story
of a Printed Cotton Fabric from Orissa.” J. B.
O. R. S., Sept. 1919, Vol. V, Pl. III, pp. 325,330).
These few words are written not with a view to
prolong an unnecessary controversy but to clear
up the misconception of a fair, minded critic
whose interest is so keen and alert in matters of
Orissan antiquity. -

15-12-19. G. D. SARKAR.
I have to disown the proposition which very
curiously enough has been fathered upon me by
Babu Purna Chandra Das in a note published in
the last December number of this Review. I could
never possibly suggest to anybody, that the
Ganga Rajas were succeeded by the Kesari Rulers
in Orissa. As to my views relating to the so
called Kesari Dynasty of Orissa, the following
among other writings of mine may be referred
to, viz., (1) J. B. O. S. 1916, and (2) Sonepur
in the Sambalpur tract. B. C. MAzuMDAR.
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KARNA AND KUNTI

[Karna, the commander o
f

the Kaurava
host, and Kunti, the Pandava Queen
Mother, who had borne Karna, when a

maiden, and to hide her shame had
deserted him after birth to be brought up
by Adhiratha, the charioteer, as his son.]

KARNA.

I have sat to worship the setting sun by
the bank o

f

the holy Ganges. I am Karna,
the son of the charioteer Adhiratha. Tell
me who you are.

KUNTI.

I am the woman who first made you
acquainted with the light to which you
offer worship.

-

KARNA.

I do not understand your words, but
the rays from your eyes seem to melt my
heart within me like the kiss of the morning
sun that melts the snow on the mountain
top. Your voice strikes in me the sadness

o
f
a blind past that cannot see itself. Tell

me, strange woman, with what mysterious
bond my birth is bound to you.

KUNTI.

Patience, my son. I shall answer you
when it grows dark, and the lids come
down upon the prying eyes o

f

the day. In

the meanwhile know you, I am Kunti.
KARNA.

Kunti, the mother o
f Arjuna?

KUNTI.

. Yes, indeed the mother o
f Arjuna, your
rival. But do not take that into your
heart and hate me. I still remember the

day o
f

the trial o
f

arms in Hastina, when
you a boy unknown to fame boldly
stepped into the arena, like the first-born
light of the dawn among the stars o

f

the
night. But, sitting behind the arras with
the women o

f

the royal house, who was
that unhappy woman whose eyes kissed
your bare slim body through their tears o

f

blessing? It was the mother of Arjuna
herself. Then the Brahmin teacher of arms
came to you and said, “He who is o

f lowly
rank cannot challenge Arjuna to a trial o

f

strength.' And you stood speechless, like

a thunder-cloud o
f

the sunset flashing with,
the agony o

f
its suppressed light. But

who was the woman whose heart caught
the fire o

f your shame and anger, and
burnt into a flaming silence? It was the
mother o
f Arjuna. Praised b
e Duryodhana,
who found out your worth { nd then and
there crowned you the King of Anga, thus
gaining you for ever a

s the champion on
the side of the Kauravas. Overcome with
this good news there broke in through the
crowd Adhiratha, the charioteer, and at
once you rushed to him and placed your
crown a

t

his feet amid the jeering laughter
of the Pandavas and their friends. But
there was one woman of the Pandava
house whose heart glowed with joy a

t

the
sight o

f

this heroic pride o
f

meekness. It

was the mother o
f Arjuna.

KARNA.

But why came you alone here, Mother

o
f Kings 2

KUNTI.

I have a prayer to you, my son.
KARNA,

Command me, and whatever my man
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hood and my honour as a Kshatriya per
mit shall be offered at your feet.

KUNTI.

I have come to take you.
KARNA.

Where 2
* KUNTI.

To my mother's breast thirsting with
love.

KARNA.

Fortunate mother of five brave sons,
where can you find place for me, a small
chieftain of lowly descent.

KUNTI.

Your place is before all my other sons.
KARNA.

But what right have I to step there?
KUNTI. -

Your own God-given right to the
mother's love.

KARNA.

The evening darkness is spreading over
the earth and silence is on the water and
your voice seems to lead me into some
primal world of infancy lit with the light

o
f

dim consciousness. However, be it a

dream, o
r

some fragment o
f forgotten

reality, come near to me and place your
right hand on my forehead. The rumour

is that I was deserted by my mother. In

many a night's dream she has come to me.
When I asked her—‘Open your veil and
show me your face,’ the figure has always
vanished. Has the same dream come to
me this evening? See there, the lamps
are lighted in your sons' tents across the
river and on the hitherside you can see the
tent-domes o

f

the Kauravas like suspended
waves in a spellbound stormy sea. Between
the din of tomorrow's battle and the
awful hush o

f

the battlefield this night,
why does there come to me a message o

f

forgotten motherhood through the voice

o
f

the mother o
f Arjuna and why does my

name find such music on her tongue
drawing my heart towards the Pandava
brothers?

KUNTI.

Then delay not, my son, come with me.

KARNA.

Yes, I shall come and never ask ques
tions and never doubt. My soul responds

to your call, and the struggle for victory
and fame and the rage o

f

hatred have
suddenly become untrue to me like the
delirious night in the serene light o

f

the
morning. Tell me where to come with you.

KUNTI.

To the other bank of the river where
those lamps burn across the ghastly pallor
of the sands.

KARNA.

There, am I to find my lost mother for
ever?

KUNTI.

Oh my son!

KARNA.

Then why did you banish me in a

castaway world uprooted from its
ancestral soil, adrift in a homeless current

o
f indignity ? Why set a bottomless chasm

between Arjuna and myself turning a

natural attachment o
f kinship into a

fearful attraction of hate 2...You remain
speechless ºthere. Your shame penetrates
into the infinite darkness o
f night touching
my limbs with its invisible shiver.—I take
back my question. Never explain to me
what made you rob your own son o

f

his mother's love. Only tell me why you
have come today to call me back to the
ruins o

f

that heaven which you wrecked
with your own hands.

KUNTI.

A curse more deadly than your
reproaches ever follows me, and though
surrounded b

y

five sons my heart still
withers under the sorrow of the childless.
The great rent left in my love b

y

my
deprived son draws a

ll my life's pleasure
into a void. Today I meet you face to

face. On that accursed day o
f my treason

against my motherhood you had not a

word to utter. And today I implore you
let your words bring forgiveness to your
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recreant mother, let that forgiveness ever
burn like a fire in my heart, consuming my
S1n.

KARNA.

Mother, accept my tears.

KUNTI.

I never came with the hope of bringing
you back to my arms, but to restore you
to your own rights. Come to receive, as
a king's son, your own dues among your
brothers.

KARNA.

More truly am I the son of a charioteer
and I do not covet a greater glory of
parentage.

KUNTI.

Whatever that may be, come to win
back the kingdom which by right is
yours.

KARNA.

Must you tempt me with a kingdom
who can refuse a mother's love 2 The
living bond of kindred which you severed
at its origin is dead, it can never grow

again. And shame be on me if I hasten
to call the mother of kings my mother
and leave my mother of the charioteer's
house !

KUNTI.

You are great, my son How God's
punishment invisibly grows from a tiny
seed to a giant life—and the helpless babe
disowned by his mother comes back a
man through a dark maze of paths to
smite his own brothers.

KARNA.
Mother, do not fear ! I know for
certain that victory waits for the Pandavas.
In the peace of the still moment of night
there sounds the music in my heart of a
hopeless venture, of a baffled end. Never
ask me to leave those who are under the
doom of defeat. Let the Pandavas win
their throne as they shall, but Iwill remain
to the end with the desperate and the
forlorn. On the night of my birth you
left me to disgrace in the naked world of
the nameless—leave me once again without
pity to the calm expectation of defeat and
death.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS

By DR. SUDHINDRA Bose, M.A., PH.D.,

LectureR IN POLITICAL Science, STATE UNIVERSITY of Iowa, U. S. A.

war, the editor of the Hibbert journal,
Professor L. P. Jacks of Manchester

College, Oxford, wrote: The nations at war
are finding their souls.”. Both in America
and England, this grandiloquent pronounce
ment of Mr. Jacks has been the text for in
numerable glowing editorials, and wildly
optimistic pulpit sermons on the pert of the
master phraseocrats. Now as the war has
come to an end, at least on paper, it is part
inent to ask a few straigth forward questions:
Have the nations which made the Paris peace
found their souls 2 Have they abolished
militarism and navyism 2 Are they establishing

E". in the beginning of the European “justice on equal terms for al
l

nations great
and small ” Have they insured freedom to

a
ll

the world a
s they pledged 2 Have the

victors o
f

the war started to apply the
principle o

f

self-determination to their own
protectorates and dependencies 2 Has anybody

ever heard the conquering allies maintain
that they had made the world safe for demo
cracy? Is it true that the long black dreary
night o

f

the political tyrant and economic
exploiter is over ? Is the world really at the
dawn o

f
a better age, a
t

the threshold o
f
a

new order? To these questions, what must be

the answer?

The impassioned apologists and the ardent
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TOWARDS THE FUTURE
By RABIND RANATH TAGORE.

T is a great pleasure to me that you
should have invited me here ; for I find
it quite easy to take my place among
students, not as a teacher from a distance,
but near them, as one of themselves. The
difficulty is

,

however, that from an out
side point o

f view, I am mistaken for an
old man, so that when young people invite
me they d

o

not call me near, but keep a

separate seat for me, on a platform.
To save myself from this fate I selected

a place, far away from the crowd, where

I invited boys to come and b
e near me.

~This I did, not so much for their good, as

§or my own. Let me explain what benefit

I gained.
Pride always occupies a large part o

f

man's mind; so when h
e grows old, he

cannot help thinking that there is some
thing to be specially proud o

f
in the in

crease o
f

his years—the more so, if he

happens to be keeping company with other
old men. The important fact altogether
escapes him that what he takes for an

increase is really a decrease. O
f

what
avail is it to him, whose future is growing
shorter and shorter, to boast of his length.
ening past 2

If man had really cause to be proud of
old men, the fates would not have been so

busy getting ri
d

o
f

them. It is easy
enough to see that the standing order
for the old men is to get out o

f

the way,
-“Make room, Make room,” the usher
keeps o

n crying.
Why? Why should we
Sixty year old seat of ours ?

Because Prince Youth comes. God
appoints. Youth again and again to the
throne o
f

the world.

Is there n
o meaning in this O
f

course

give up this

-

there is. It means that God will not have
his creation lagging behind, tied to the
past. The manifestation o

f

the Infinite.
will be obstructed, unless, time after time
new forces take up the work afresh and
build a new beginning upon the foundation
of the finished. The Infinite does not
grow old. That is why the aged burst
and melt away like bubbles, while the
young blossom out in the lap of the world
like flower buds in the new morning light.
God keeps o

n calling the young with
his flute-notes, and a

s they sally forth in

crowds, the world throws open its gates

to them in welcome. So I seat myself
amidst youths and little ones, that I also
may hear this call o

f
God. The great good

which I have derived from such an
experience is
,

that I do not, as other old
men often do, hold youth in contempt;
nor do I burden their hopes of the future
with my fears from the past. I am able

to say to them,-"Fear not. Inquire,
experiment, reason. If you needs must
break u

p truth, to find out al
l

about it
,

then boldly and honestly fight against it
,

till you are conquered b
y

it in the end.
But whatever you do, go forward.”
The strain o

f

God's flute, his call to
the unbounded unexplored, to the adven
tures along the unknown, also finds a

response in my heart. Then I understand
that the reckless inexperience o

f youth is

a truer guide than the hesitating cautious
ness o

f

old age; for to the impetuousity

o
f inexperience truth yields itself, over

and over again, in ever new forms, with
ever new powers. By its very keenness,
inexperience can cut its way through
obstructions mountain-high and achieve
the impossible. The truth of life is not to
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be sought in the stagnant shallows of
safety, but in the depth of danger, in the
turbulent waves of trouble. Truth is
for the brave, who are ready to woo
her with their life, with an unbounded
faith in her which claims unmeasured
sacrifices.

I am not here to lecture you from the
privileged seat of garrulous age, but only
to remind you of one great fact, which in
India our training and circumstances help
you to forget and make it almost penal
to remember, that you are young. You
must not forget the task which is yours.
You are sent to make a clean sweep of all
worn-out refuse heaps of deadness, of all
dilapidated anachronisms, from off the face
of the earth. You have come to this
world to find out truth for yourselves,
making it your own, and to build this age,
into which you are born, with your own
life. Those who have become attached and
keep clinging to the past are indeed over
age. They are already under orders of
dismissal and must soon quit. But you
are young. Boldly accept the responsi
bility of youth and its risks. The duty
of serving the world has been newly
placed on you. And that duty is to keep
the world ever fresh and sweet and guide
the movement of life towards the Infinite.
Do not allow the current of time which
carries the message of eternity, to be
blocked with obstructing matter; keep the
road clear.
With what provision have you been
sent on your way ? With boundless
aspirations.
You are students; think well what it
is you would learn. What do the little
birds learn from their parents : To spread
their wings and fly. Man must also learn
to spread the wings of his mind, to soar
high and take flight into the unlimited.
It does not cost much effort to learn
that one has to earn a living. But it
takes all there is in man to keep alive
and awake the dauntless determination

which is necessary for him to realise
that he must achieve fulfilment of life.
In the present age, Europe has secured
the teacher's seat. She has humiliated the
East and exploited the ancient lands of

the sunrise for her own benefit. We have
known how, among alien races, she can
exercise ruthless rapacity in her commerce
and dishonest diplomacy in her politics ;
but inspite of this we have been constrain
ed to admit that she has become the
teacher of the present-day world, and
those peoples who will not acknowledge
this, through pride or intellectual incapa
city, will be left behind in the onward
march of humanity. Mere brute force may
do many things, but it cannot gain this
teacher's seat for man. Merit alone will
serve ; and merit can only be acquired by
him whose aims are never timidly narrow
or blindly immediate. Europe is an ac
knowledged teacher to-day, not merely
because she has acquired a knowledge of
history, geography, or science. No, it is
because she is possessed of mighty aims
which strongly urge her forward and
know no limitations, not even of death.
To glorify the desire for petty interests
of life, hedged in by rigid repetitions of
daily habits, cannot make man great ; to
flutter about within rusty bars canno
justify the wings of a bird. But man’s
yearning for knowledge, his striving to
find out truth in himself and in nature, to
seek and discover the great gifts God has
kept reserved for mankind in the earth and
water and sky, and more than a
ll

else in his
own soul, to wrest fruit from the desert, to

conquer disease o
n

behalf o
f health, to

annihilate space in order to gain his free
dom o

f movement, to control his feelings

in order to achieve freedom o
f powers, all

these struggles forward speak o
f

the
manhood behind, and prove that the soul
which is awake does not believe in defeat,

and accounts it an insult to accept suffer
ings o

r privation as an unalterable decree

o
f

fate. It knows, rather, that its destiny

is in its own hands, that it has the birth
right of mastery.
Because Europe thus spread wide the
wings o

f

her endeavour, she has achieved
to-day the right to be the teacher o

fman
kind. If we mistake the lessons she has

to teach merely for book-lore, or belittle
their importance b

y putting them down
merely a

s information about things, we
shall only b

e depriving ourselves,
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Learning is to be a man. To gain the
fullness of life is the important thing; all
else is subordinate to this ; and true man
hood consists in the height and breadth
of a man's aim, in its tireless energy in its
indomitable will.
In the populous centres of Europe, the
peoples, in their daring spirit of adventure,
are giving expression to large aims, and
carrying them to victorious realisation ;
and in the process of this struggle, Europe
is achieving her education. This living
education of ceaseless 'endeavour and
continual questioning and readjustment
goes on side by side with her academic
education. Moreover, even the learning
which is acquired in her colleges is a
product of the life of her own peoples, it
is not merely printed matter; it represents
national achievement through constant
self-sacrifice. That is why the University
student in Europe does not merely acquire
book learning. He feels, on every side,
the masterful presence of the human spirit,
from which he receives, as its gift, the
fruits of its own creations. By this indeed
can man know himself, make this world
Whis own, and learn how to become a man.
But, wherever we see students merely
receiving doles of academic learning and
gleaning information from the pages of
prescribed text-books; wherever there is

a complete dependence on what is begged
from others, even in regard to the
most necessary things of life; wherever
man has nothing to offer to his mother
land, neither health, nor food, nor know
ledge, nor strength ; where the fields of
work are narrow and endeavours feeble,
and man creates no new forms of beauty
in the joy of life and soul , where the
thoughts and actions of man are alike
hampered by the bonds of habit and
superstition ; where there is not only a
lack of independent questioning and reason
ing, but these things are forbidden as
wrong ; where most of the forces are blind
forces driving men's minds like dead leaves
towards no purpose, there man cannot
realise his soul in his society, because of
the handcuffs and clogging chains, and
because of the heaped-up decaying matter
of a past age, which can only live in the

present, and be carried into the future,
through repeated new incarnations,
through changes of forms and additions
of life forces. Men doomed to live a
passive life in such a society can adapt
themselves to the provisions made for
them, but they can never meet the living
Providence within themselves, or have
faith in its existence.
If we try to go to the root of the
matter, we shall see that our real poverty
is poverty of spirit. The insults, which
we have heaped on the soul of man, have
reacted and lie scattered on every side

a
s privations and indignities. When the

water o
f
a river dries up, it is no use

lamenting the emptiness o
f its channel bed.

The absence o
f

the moving water is the
thing to be deplored. When the soul-life
ceases to flow, then comes the emptiness

o
f dry formality, which is like the forms
o
f

the grammar o
f
a language which has

vanished.

The truth that sustains creation is a

living, moving truth, which constantly
reaches higher and higher stages up the
ascent o

f

revelation. This is so, because it

is the object o
f

truth to realise the limitless.
So whenever it is sought to confine truth
for a

ll

time within artificial limits o
f any

kind, it kills itself, like a flame of light in

the grip o
f
a snuffer. Likewise the soul

o
fman, which is on its way to the Infinite,
flows o
n with new creations a
t every turn.
Progressiveness is o

f

the essence o
f

its
journey towards light and power. The
soul misses the very reason o

f

its being,

if shackled ; stagnation can only make for
its imprisonment, not for its emancipation.

In our country we constantly hear the
cry, that what is fixed for ever is truth,
and therefore, truth only represents death
and not life. We believe in the tombstone

a
s

the true symbol o
f

truth. If we were
right, if there were a spot in the universe
where the manifestation o

f truth had come

to a stop for a
ll time, then they only

would have won in this world who would
not move, then all progress would be out o

f

harmony with the inner principle o
f crea

tion and all movements would knock
themselves to death against the dead walls

o
f immutability. But the fact is
,

that the



616 THE MODERN REVIEW FOR JUNE, 1920

process of creation is never still for a
moment, and if we find that in some part
of the earth men's minds remain station
ary against the current of time, we must
know that this is an affront to the great
procession of the all. This immobility must
constantly be hurt and if even that does
not stir it then it must be worn away into
nothingness by the perpetual friction of
the moving time.
What does true wisdom tell us?
“Atmānam biddhih.” “Know thyself.”
“Bhumaiva sukham, Bhumätveva vijijnā
sitavyah.” “There is no joy in the small ;
therefore seek the Great.” In order to
know and realise the soul and the Great,
it will not do to sleep away the working
day, keeping our store of hereditary
wisdom safe under lock and key. We
must move on, we must create afresh.
God knows himself by ever new creations;
so must man,—not by begging or borrow
ing from the store of his forefathers, or
that of his more fotunate neighbours.
Where, then, is the harbour in the sea
of knowledge to which ‘true education
should lead us? There, where the words
of wisdom “Know thyself” and “Seek
the Great” find their meaning. Where
man knows his own soul, he finds the
Great. Where man gains that power to
give up, which enables him to create, he
knows that by renunciation he grows.
By the same power he transcends death.
But what is the harbour to be seen from
your academic ferry, which bears crowds
across the seas of your University educa
tion ? It is Government service,—clerkships,
police inspectorships, deputy magistrate
ships. To have embarked on so great a
sea, with such pettiness of aspirations,
that is a shame, the sense of which our
country has lost. We have lost even the
faculty to desire great things. In other
kinds of poverty there is nothing to
be ashamed of ; for those are of outside.
But alas for the shame of the proverty of
aspiration which comes from penury of
soul.

So I have come here to exhort you to
enlarge the scope of your endeavour to
such an extent as to remind you and to
prove that you are not merely creatures of

sufferings for the cause of truth and

flesh, but that you are of spirit, that you
have the power to turn your losses
into gains and death into immortality.
Some may have more power and capa.
city, and others less, but let us not
insult our soul by ignoring its longing
for the freedom of life, of light, of self
revelation. To have immensity of aspira:
tions is to despise comfort and accept
tribulation willingly. It is man's privilege
to glorify his soul in his sufferings—th:

freedom. Our Shāstras tell us. “Yādish:
Bhāvanā yasya siddhir bhavati tädrshi,
—“As the thought so the achievement."
What is the achievement? It is not only
of outside things, but of the knowledge
that we have our right to eternity, th

e

knowledge expressing itselfin work which

is for all time. -

From our childhood, we deliberately se
t

about curbing our innermost impulses o
f

the soul, which are God's best gift to man,
—the gift of his own essential truth. In th

e

storm and stress o
f worldly life, it is toº

often seen, a
ll
the world over, that high

aspirations have their wings stripped, anº
then worldly prudence gainstheascendant
But our special misfortune is

,

that we are
deliberately taught to lighten the burden

b
y

not taking sufficient provision for our
journey along the higher road, th
e

provision o
f idealism, o
f

faith in the soul.

i have realised this keenly in the little
boys o

f my school. For the first few years
there is no trouble. But as soon as the
third class is reached their wordly wisdom
—the malady o

f agedness—begins to assert
itself. Then they begin to insist,--"We
must n

o longer learn, we have to pass
examinations.” That is as much a

s

tº

say, “We must take the road b
y

which

it is possible to gain the greatest number
of marks with the least amount o

f

knowledge.” -

S
o I say we have got habituated to

cheat ourselves, from our childhood. From
the very outset we play false to that
intellectual rectitude which should have
served to take us to the truth. Does not
the curse o

f

this fall on our country? Is it

not for this reason, that we are beggars
waiting for crumbs o

f knowledge thrown
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to us from the feast of the rich 2 Can
head-clerkships make up for this
degradation ?
Now you will understand why a certain
class of our youths are content with
saying that what our Rishis of old have
said and done leaves no room for further
thought over that. We snap the very
spring of a clock and then say, with a
great gusto of satisfaction, that for us
time has come to its perfection and there
fore refuses to move. This is cheating
ourselves of truth.
Is there any other country in the world
where men, who have gone through their
full course of education, are capable of
saying, that only that society is perfect
where the dead rules and life is defeated,

where thoughts have no place of authority,
and originality is an offence to be persecu
ted with persistency of punishement? It is
the ever-active energy of mind, which,
accompanied by the aspiring hope of the
future, has built all great civilisation; and
we are not only ready to sacrifice it

,

but

a we blow our trumpets and beat our drums

a
t

its ceremony o
f

demolition and congratu
iate ourselves on being the only people in

the world, who have such amazing unique
ness o

f mentality. But let us not delude
ourselves with the hope that b

y

boasting

o
f

our misfortunes they will prove any the
less unfortunate. It is the same cheating

o
f

ourselves—when we think we are clever,
because we prefer passing examinations to

learning-as when we keep our aims small,
our striving narrow, and only swell our
vanity out o

f
a
ll proportion. When we look

for results, we are met with university
degrees and remunerative posts; but our
debt to truth remains unpaid and our
heads are bowed in shame before the
world.

When we are envious o
f

other peoples
who enjoy political freedom we overlook
the fact that this feedom springs from a

mind that constantly strives for intellec
tual freedom, whose best energies are not
diverted to the endless conformity to

customs which have lost their meaning, to

the foolishness which tries to drag boats
through the dry river-beds, because these
were navigated ages ago, when they were

alive with water. We would cut the very
roots of our true life and then cast envious
glances a

t

the fruits of freedom borne by
living branches; we would keep our boat .

clinging to the moveless bottom o
f

the
stream by means o

f

hundreds o
f

small and
big anchors and then try to tug it against
the current with a tow-rope o

f

charitable
concessions into the difficult haven of
political freedom.
We must know that freedom and truth

are twins, they are closely associated.
When there are obstacles for our mind
against receiving truth, then those obs
tacles take shape in our outward world
forming barriers against freedom o

f

action.
From our infancy we are brought up in

unthinking conformity to customs in the
smallest details of life. This acts as an
accumulating poison deadening our freedom

o
f power to receive truth. Let me give an

instance from our own school in Santi
niketan. Some time ago I noticed a fresh
scar on the foreheads of at least a score

o
f boys who attended my class. Knowing

that such a number of coincidences could
not be accidental, I made enquiries and
found out that one o

f
the students o

f my
school had said to the others, that by
scratching a particular spot of the fore
head sin could be bled out from us. It

took no time for these boys to believe this
and act accordingly. We may talk our
selves hoarse in explaining to them scienti
fic laws of sanitation or other matters
without producing any result, but because

o
f

the training of generations they are
ready to accept everything that does not
offer any reason for its proof o

f

truth.
Ready submission to unreason is the
poisonous breeding ground for submissive
ness to all authorities however arbitrary
they may be.
One o

f

the greatest mischiefs that such

a habit o
f

mind produces is the pessimistic
belief that a

ll

evils are permanent o
r

incorrigible, that they are decreed b
y

fate.
The West has never accepted malaria o

r

plague o
r

famine o
r any tyranny o
f

man

o
r

nature a
s permanent, a
s

inexorable.
Its own mind moves and therefore it cons
tantly pushes things away that are obs
tacles. Thismovement o

f mind, this faith in

= -
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reason, this perpetual exercise of will power,
this ceaseless pushing off of all barriers of
life is the only education for gaining
freedom, not writing petitions or organis
ing beggary on a big scale.
I have not come here to lecture you from
a distance. I want to show you in its
true colours our accumulated shame, the
shame which we have gilded with our
vanity and are trying to pass off as some
thing to be proud o

f. You are young, you
are fresh ; it is for you to remove this
stain from our country. You must not
try to delude others, nor suffer yourselves

to be deluded. You must keep your aspira
tions high, your strivings true. If you
keep your vision pure and your steps
straight ahead, we may be yet able to fulfil
the vow o

f humanity which has led other
great peoples to their greatness. What is

the vow 2 The vow o
f giving out o
f

our
abundance.
When we are unable to give, we may
get beggars' doles; but when we are able

to give out of our abundance, we are sure

to gain our own selves. When we learn
how to give, all the world will come out
to meet and welcome us. Then we need
not be kept pleading with folded hands—
“Oh spare us, save us, hurt us not.” For
then mankind in its own interest will see
that we are safe from hurt. Then we shall
receive in our own right and not by others'
favours.

Now we are saying, in timid deprecation
that we do not aspire to the seats of the
great, but will be quite content, if we can
get a corner for ourselves to cower in.
For God's sake do not entertain so mean

a desire nor utter so mean a prayer.
“There is no joy in the small ; therefore
seek thou the Great.” If we are oblivious

o
f

the Great within and only seek for it

without, then whatsoever o
f

comfort or
pleasure we may succeed in getting by
beggary will spell the doom o

f

our country.
Sovereign Truth is out in his chariot

o
f victory. His trumpet call is resounding

from sky to sky. Those who are timid of
spirit, who are indolent in mind, who are
enamoured o

f

their self-deluding false logic,
who try to bar the path o

f truth with
dead words o

f
a decaying age, and thus

hope to keep him captive a
t

their own gate,
will only succeed in forging fetters for their
own feet. Sweep away this rubbish heap

o
f ages, for the King of the travellers is

abroad. Every day the question comes
from him, “How far have you made
progress 2" Should we every day repeat
the same answer with a foolish swagger
year after year and age after age, “Not a

single step º' Should we keep our post at
the same fixed spot, a

t

the cross-road o
f

the world's pilgrimage, like a beggar
with a castaway coat o

f

the past age worn

to tatters, and raise our impotent arms

to the fortunate pilgrims who have their
place in the chariot o

f
the King o

f travel
lers, and beg from them for our food and
help and knowledge and freedom 7 And
when they ask, “Why shouldyou also not
come with us for the search o
f

wealth f"

should we give them the same answer
year after year, age after age, that all
movement is forbidden us because we be
long to the holy past, and are tied to the
dead for all time to come 2

INDIAN SETTLERS IN AFRICA

I

N these articles my desire is to write downI as simply and lucidly a
s I can some o
f

the main thoughts that have been im
pressed upon my mind, during a long absence
from India, while travelling u
p

and down the

continent o
f Africa and meeting there settlers

from Asia and from Europe.

The journey which I undertook was an
extensive one, lt stretched as far north

a
s

the sources o
f

the Nile in Uganda and a
s

far south a
s Capetown and the Cape Penin

_
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THE TRIAL

ACT I and cannot bear the least wrong around
KHIRI THE MAID SERVANT me. This fastidious delicacy of mine dooms

Khiri me to solitudé. The servants you had were

OME people have the means to be

good in gorgeous comfort, and others
like u

s groan under the burden o
f

their
goodness. Their charity grows fat in
their easy chairs, while we carry out their
mission with the sweat of our brows.
They reap undying fame and we early
death. -

A voice from without
Khiri ! Khiri |

Khiri
There she calls! No time for poor me
even to nurse my grievance!

ENTERs RANI KALYANI.
Kalyani -

Sulky as usual
Khiri

That proves I am made of flesh and
blood.

Kalyani

What is your latest grievance 2

- Khiri

That I made a wrong choice when I

chose you for my mistress. Why shouldI come to a Rani's house, if I must serve

a whole world o
f ragged riffraffs, cook for

a needy neighbourhood bred in dirt, and
wear out my fingers washing their dishes :

and all this with nobody to help me !

Kalyani
Help you could have enough if your
tongue did not sting out all the servants I

brought to my house.
Khiri

You are right. I have a sensitive mind,

pure-blooded robbers, blessed with a dan
gerously innocent look.

Kalyani

And what about yourself 2

Khiri
Holy Mother I never claim to be an
exception. I freely take all that I can lay
my hands on. Yet I have but a single
pair of them. The Creator made these to

grab and to hold; therefore if you multiply
hands about you, you divide your posses
sions.

Kalkani .

*

But your solitude
jº,

b
e bursting

with a crowd of nephews and nieces and a

miscellaneous brood of cousins. Hasn't
each o
f

them a 'pair o
f

hands for their
share 2 You anger me and yet make me
laugh.

Khiri au

If only you laughed less and got angered
more, possibly you could have changed my
nature.

Kalyani

Your nature change |

you are dead.

Not even when

Khiri

This is encouragingly true. It makes
me hope that death will be cautious about
claiming me. There ! look a

t

that lazy
crowd waiting a

t your gate. Some o
f

them have the story o
f
a sick husband,

who obligingly never dies, and some of an
uncle, whose death remains for ever fresh
with its endless claim to funeral rites.
They bring their bags full o

f lies, to ex

= q = ~ ; ;* * * * * * * * ,
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change them for solid silver. I never cease
to wonder how certain people can have a
special relish for being cheated.

Kalyani .

The poor cheat because wealth is often
meaner than poverty. However, tell me
why, last evening, when I fed the poor,
sweets were scarce and also milk.

Khiri

Very likely the pastryman, and the
milk-vendor like to give you a fair chance
to be cheated. - .

ENTER NEIGHBOURING WomEN

They shout

Long live Rani Kalyani !
Khiri

Listen to that ' If their stomachs had
missed their fill of good fare yesterday,

their lungs would show it this morning.
Kalyani

Who is that girl with you, Piari ? I
never saw her before.

Second woman

It is the ºf de come to our house.
I have brought her for your blessing.

Khiri /
It is easy to guess what you mean by

blessing.

&- Kalyani
She has a sweet face.

Second woman

But not a particle of jewelry has she
brought from her father's house.

Khiri
“They are all safely stored in your own
chest,” whisper those who are in the secret.

Kalyani

Come with me into my room. -
(Kalyani goes with the woman

and the bride)
First woman

The uncommon cheek of that woman.
Khiri

It is tiresomely common.

Third woman

But this surpasses anything that we
know.

Khiri - -

Because it benefits somebody else but
you. -

Third woman -

Your wit makes our sides burst with
laughter.

First woman

Whatever we may say, our Rani has
the biggest heart in the world.

Khiri

In other words, she is the biggest fool
under the Sun.

Fourth woman

That is true. You remember how

blind Andi was loaded with money, merely

for fun, it seemed to me.
Third woman

And that old witch of a potter woman
took away from her a real woolen rug as

a reward for her facility in weeping.

Fourth woman

There is no harm in charity, but must it
be foolish Ż

First woman
But she has such a sweet nature.

Khiri

A great deal of one's sweetness belongs
to one's pocket.

-

Fourth woman

What I object to in her is her familiarity
with vulgar people.-

Third woman

She could easily have a better com
panion, to say the least, than Kedar's
mother.

Fourth woman

It is simply courting the applause of
the vulgar.

-

Khiri

Such is the way of the world. It is a
ll

give and take. She supplies food t
o our

mouths, to gather back praise from them.

>
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She gets the best of the bargain. For
food is vulgar, but praise is for the great.

Fourth woman

There they come back from the Rani's
room, that woman with the bride.

First woman

Show us what you have got.
- Second woman

Nothing but a pair of bracelets.
Third woman

It sounds like a practical joke.
Fourth woman

You remember Piari got for her newly
married daughter a gold chain besides a
pair of earrings.

Second woman

Pity is not for the poor, but fortunate
are they who have the reputation for it.

Fourth woman

The generosity of the rich is a mere
hobby, it is only to please themselves.

Khiri

If only Lakshmi, the Goddess of Luck,
were kind to me, I would show how to be
kind in proper style.

- Second woman

We pray that your wish may be ful
filled.

First woman
Stop your chatter | I hear the Rani's
footsteps!

Fourth woman

(Loudly) Our Rani is an angel of
mercy.

Third woman

Wealth has been blessed by the touch of
her hands.

ENTERs KALYANI

Kalyani

What are you a
ll

so busy talking
about 2

Khiri
They have been furiously ploughing the
ground o
f your good fame, harrowing,

THE TRIAL -
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hoeing and raking, weeding out every
green thing that bore flowers.

*
Kalyani

Before you g
o

home remember that if

gifts had to flow parallel with expecta
tions they would have run , dry and
disappeared from the world within a few
days o

f

creation. (She leaves the room).

Fourth woman
Isn't that spiteful ? She must have
been eavesdropping.

Khiri
-

No need for that. She is old enough to

know b
y

this time that the praise that
grows to excess before her face is generally
pruned thin behind her back.

Fourth woman

Really, you people ought to control
your tongues.

-

Third woman -

If only you can d
o it
,

it won't matter
much if the rest of us fail.

- Khiri
Enough for the is is ſk of detrac:
tion. Now you can g

o
home with eased

hearts and try to forget the smart o
f

receiving favours. (The women go.—She
calls—) Kini, Bini, Kashi !

(THE GIRLs coME)

Kashi

Yes, Granny.
-
Kini and Bini.

Yes, aunt.
-

Khiri .

Come and take your meal.
Girls

We are not hungry. .

-

Khiri . -

For eating hunger is not essential, but
opportunity is

.

You will find some milk

in the cupboard and some sweets.
Kashi

You are doing nothing but eat a
ll day.

Appetite has it
s

limits.
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Khiri

. But good things are immensely more
limited. Bini, why don't I see the silver
comb you had in your hair 2

Bini

Poor Khetu's girl—
Khiri

I understand. Benevolence! The plague
is in the air in this house ! It is fatal
for a girl of your circumstances. Our
Rani indulges in wasting her means only:
to prove that they can never be exhausted.
But for you to give is to lose for ever, do
you not see the difference 2 Now then, off
to bed.

(They go).

ENTERs KALYANI

Khiri

Life has become a burden to me, Rani.
Kalyani

You seem to bear it with wonderful
eaSe.

www. - iri

I swear by your feet, I am serious. I
have news from home, that my aunt, my
father's youngest sister, is on her death
bed.

Kalyani

A year is hardly past since I paid you
the funeral expenses of this very same
aunt, the youngest one.

Khiri
What a pity! But you seem to have a
keen memory only about my poor aunts.

Kalyani

Does it choke you to ask from me?
Must you lie 2

* Khiri

Lies are necessary to give dignity to

begging. Truth would b
e monotonous

and mean.

Kalyani

But, have I ever denied you, when you
asked 2

Khiri

To neglect our weapons, when not
needed, is the sure way to miss them in

the time o
f

need. But I must tell you that
you encourage lies b

y

believing them.
Kalayani

They will fail this time.
Khiri

I shall not despair about my next
chance. Till then, my father's youngest
sister shall never be mentioned again.

(Kalyani goes out laughing)

Mother Goddess of Luck, your favourite
bird, the owl, must have daily carried you

to this house. Could it by mistake alight

o
n my shoulder, I would feed it with choice

morsels o
f

mice flesh till it became languid
and lay a

t my door.

(ENTERs GoDDESS LAKSHMI)

Khiri

Visitors again
Lakshmi

I am willing to leave, if I am not
wanted.

Khiri

I must not be rash. That seems to be

a regular crown o
n your head. And yet

you don't look ridiculous with it as a real
queen would do. Tell me who you are.

Lakshmi

I am Lakshmi.
Khiri

Not from the stage?
Lakshmi

No, from my heaven.
Khiri

You must be tired. Do take your seat,
and do not be in a hurry to leave. I know
full well you have no mercy for those who
have brains. It is

,
I suppose, because the

clever ones need never die of starvation
and only fools need your special favour.

Lakshmi

Are you not ashamed to make your
living by cheating your mistress 2
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Khiri

It is because you are perverse in your
choice that those who have minds live
upon those who have money.

Lakshmi

Intellect I never despise,
crooked minds I avoid.

Khiri *.

The intellect, which is too straight, is
only another name for stupidity But if
you promise me your favour, I give you
my solemn word that henceforth my

dullness will delight your heart. I shall
be content to remain a perfect bore shunned
by a

ll intelligent people.
Lakshmi

Do you think you will ever b
e able to

spend a farthing in charity ?

Khiri
With pleasure. For when charity grazes
only a

t

the fringe o
f

one's surplus, it adds

to the beauty o
f

the view—and it can also

b
e made paying b
y

good management.

Only change our mutual position, and you

will find the Rani developing a marvellous
talent for devising means to get what is

not her own. On the other hand, I shall
become perfectly silly in swallowing lies
and parting with my possessions, and my
temper will grow as insipid a

s that o
f

a
n

egregious saint.

only the

- Lakshmi.

Your prayer is granted. I make you a

Rani. The world will forget that you

ever were a servant unless you yourself
help it to remember.-

Act II

KHIRI THE QUEEN

-
Khiri

Where is Kashi?
Rashi

Here I am.

r
Khiri

Where are your four attendants?
Kashi

It is a perfect misery to be dogged b

servants day and night.
88 y

Khiri

Should the elephant ever complain o
f

the weight o
f

its tusks 2 Malati !

Malati
Yes, Your Highness

Khiri

Teach this girl why she must b
e follow

e
d by attendants.

Malati

Remember that you are a Rani's grand
daughter. In the Nawab's house, where I

used to serve, the Begum had a litter o
f

pet mongooses; each o
f

them had four
maids for their attendants, and sepoys
besides.

Khiri
Kashi, do you hear 2

Attendant

Moti of our neighbourhood craves audi
ence.

Khiri
Malati !

Malati
Yes, Your Highnes

What is the form o
f

salutation expected

from visitors in your Begum's house 2

Malati

They have to walk forward, salaaming

b
y

touching the earth a
t

each sters and
then retire walking backward, salaam
ing again.

Khiri

Let Moti come before me in proper
style.

MALATI BRINGS IN MOTI
Malati

Bend your head low. Touch the floor,
and then touch the tip o

f your nose.
Once again—not so fast—step properly.

Moti

Ah my poor back How it aches |

Malati
-

Take dust on the tip o
f your nose three

times.
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Moti

I am rheumatic.
Malati

Once again.

Moti
Long live Rani Mother. Today, being
the eleventh day of the moon, is for fast
ing and for almsgiving.

Khiri
Your Rani Mother can ascertain the
phases of the moon even without your
help, if she finds it profitable.

Moti
Let me receive alms from our Rani and

take leave singing her praises.
Khiri

The first part of your prayer I prefer to
ignore; the rest I graciously grant. You
may leave immediately singing my
praises. Malatil

Malati
Yes, Your Highness

Khiri
Let this Woman fake her leave in pro
per style. **

º Moti
Then I go.

Malati

Not so easily. Bend your head down.
Takºup the dust of the floor on the tip of
your nose. Once again. Once more.

(Moti goes.)
Khiri

Bini, what happened to the ring you
had on your forefinger ? Has it been
stolen f

Bini
Not stolen.

Khiri
Then lost 2

Bini
Not lost.

Khiri

Then someone has cheated you of it 2
Bini -

No.

R hiri

You must admit that a thing either
remains, or is stolen, or lost, or . . . . . .

Bini
I have given it away.

Khiri

Which plainly means that someone has
cheated you of it

.

Tell me, who has it

Bini

Mallika. She is the poorest of a
ll your

servants, with her children starving. I

have such a heap o
f rings, I thought...

Khiri

Listen to her | Only those o
f

moderate
means earn fame by spending in charity,
while the rich in doing it earn ingratitude.
Charity has no merit for those who
possess too much. Malati !

Malati
Yes, Your Highness.

Khiri
Mallika must be dismissed at once.

Malati

She shall be driven away.

Khiri

But not with the ring on her. What
music is that outside my palace 2

An attendant

A marriage procession.
* Khiri

A marriage procession in front of the
Rani's house ! Suppose I happen to object,
what is there to prevent me 2 Malati !

-
Malati

Yes, Your Highness |

Khiri

What do they d
o

in a Nawab's house
in such a case ?

Malati

The bridegroom is taken to the prison,
and, for three days and nights two
amateur flute players practice their scales

a
t

each o
f

his ears, and then he is hanged

if he survives.
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Khiri

Ask my guards to give everyone of the
party ten strokes with a shoe.

First attendant
Only ten strokes It almost sounds like
a Cares S.

Second attendant

They ought to rejoice at this happy
ending.

-

Third attendant

Our Rani has the gift of humour, for
which God be praised.

ENTERs A MAID SERVANT

Maid
My pay has been in arrears for the last
nine months. To slave and yet to borrow
money to feed oneself is not to my taste.
Either pay up my wages or allow me leave
and go home.

Khiri

To pay up your wages is tolerably good,
but it saves a lot of trouble to allow you
to leave. Malati !

Malati
Yes, Your Highness.

Khiri
What is your advice 2

Malati
Let her be fined at least a hundred
rupees.

-

Khiri

As she is poor I remit fifty rupees out of
her fine.

First attendant
Rani, you are kind. -

Second attendant

How lucky for her to get fifty rupees for
nothing. .

Third attendant
You can as well count it nine hundred
and fifty rupees out of a thousand.

Fourth attendant

How few are there whose charity can
bear such a drain.

Khiri
You do make me blush. (To the maid
servant) Now you may go away with
proper ceremony and finish the rest of
your weeping at leisure outside my palace.
(Malati takes away the maid making
her walk backwards with salaams)

RE-ENTERS MALATI

Malati
Rani Kalyani is at your door.

Khiri

Has she come riding on her elephant 2
Malati

No, walking. She is dusty al
l

over.
Khiri

Must I admit her in 2

First attendant

She should sit a
t
a proper distance.

-
Second attendant

-

Let her stand behind your back.
Third attendant

She can b
e dismissed by saying that

Your Highness is tired.
- Khiri
Malatil

Malati

. . Yes, Your Highness!
Khiri -

Advise me what to do.
Malati

Let all other seats be removed but
your own.

Khiri

You are clever. Let my hundred and
twenty slave girls stand in a row out
side that door. Sashi, hold the state
umbrella over my head. Malatil

- - - - - Malati
Yes, Your Highness!

Khiri

Is it all right?
Malati

Perfect! like a picture!
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Khiri
Bring her into my presence.

(Malati goes out and returns with
Kalyani)
Kalyani

Are you well?
Khiri

My desire is to keep well, but the rest
of the world tries its best to wreck me.

Kalyani
I must have a talk with you in private.

Khiri
Nothing can be more private than this.

Only yourself and I. These are mere
servants. Malatil

Malati
Yes, Your Highness l

Khiri

Is it possible to send them away ?
Malati

I shudder to think of it.
Kalyani

Then let me fºll you briefly. Our
PathanKºrº, robbed me of my
lands. v

Khiri

You are not joking? Then those
villages Gopalnagar, Kanaiganj and . . . .
** Kalyani
They no longer belong to me.

Khiri
That's interesting. Haven't you some

cash left?

Kalyani
Nothing whatever.

Åhiri

How funny! That sapphire necklace
and those wonderful diamonds and that
chain of rubies, seven rows deep .

Kalyani
They are a

ll

taken away.
Khiri

Doesn't our scripture say that wealth

is unstable like a water drop on a lotus

leaf 2 And your jewelled umbrella, and
that throne with it

s canopy—I suppose
they also have followed the rest.

-

- Kalyani,
Yes.

Khiri

This is instructive. Our sages truly say
that prosperity is like a beautiful dream
that makes the awakening all the more
dismal. But have they left you your
palace 2

Kalyani

The soldiers are in possession.
Rhini

It does sound like a story—a Rani
yesterday and today a beggar in the
street. Malati

-

Malati
Yes, Your Highness |

Khiri

What do you say ?

-
Malati

Those who grow too high must have
their fall.

Kalyani

If I may have shelter here for a short
time I can try to recover my lost fortune.

Khiri

How unfortunate | My palace is

crowded with my servants—no space left
where a needle can be dropped. O
f

course, I
could leave you my room and try to rough

it in my country-house.

First attendant
Absurd .

Second

It will simply break our hearts.
Kalyani

I cannot dream of putting you to such
inconvenience. I take my leave.

R hiri

Must you go so soon : By the by, if

you still have some jewelry left, you may
leave it with me for permanent safe
keeping.
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Kalyani
Nothing has been saved.

Khiri

How late it is
.

It gives me a head
ache if I am made to talk too much. I

feel it already coming on. (Kalyani goes)
See that my State chair and footstool are
carefully put back in the store-room.
Malati!

Malati
Yes, Your Highness

Khiri

What do you think o
f

this 2

Malati

It makes one laugh to see the frog
turning into a tadpole again.

An attendant

A woman craves your audience. Shall

I send her away?
Khiri

No, no, call her in
.

I am in a delightful
mood today.

ENTERS THE woMAN.

The woman

I am in trouble.
Khiri

You want to pass it on to others?
The woman

Robbers came to my room last night.

Khiri

And you must take your revenge on
me .

The woman

I ask for your pity. º,

Khiri
Pity for what you have lost yourself

and nothing for what you ask me to lose 2

The woman

If you must reject my prayer, tell me
where I may get it granted.

Khiri
Kalyani is the proper person to suit

you. My men will go and show you her
place.

The woman

Her place is well known to me, I g
o

back to her! (Revealing herself) I am
the Goddess Lakshmil

Khiri
If you must leave me, do it in proper

style.—Malati, Malati, Tarini ! Where are
my maids 2

(ENTERs KALYANI)

Kalyahr-e-II

Have you gone mad? . It is still dark,
and your shouts bid fair to wake the
whole neighbourhood.

Khiri

What ugly dreams I have had all
night! It is a new life to wake u

p
from

them. Stay a while, let me take the dust

o
f your feet. You are my Rani, and I am

your servant for ever.
RABINDRANATH Tagore.:

INDIAN SETTLERS IN AFRICA

II
HAVE in my possession a pencil-written
manuscript, which was given to me b

y

a
n

Indian friend, who travelled many long
journeys with me in East Africa. We had
talks together which sometimes continued far

into the night; and I always found his nature
the same-simple, religious, free from the
least touch o

f

racial bias, perfectly frank and
open, and essentially truthful. He had a

great wish to accompany me on a
ll my jour

ineys, and it would have been a delight to me

2
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lor ward to relieve their s~fferings and sorrows, 
and lift them to the level of healthy human 
existence? 

The working classes of civilized countries, 
being comparatively comfortable and edu
cated, have risen against their masters. They 
are attempting to prevent the continuance of 
profiteering and exploitation by their em
ployers, both by means of passive and active 
resistance. But the workers in India being 
uneducated, unorganized and steep~d in 
poverty and dense ignorance of" the liberating. 

'torces-eConomic ancl' 'Ilolitica~; of the world, 
need the active and con:.~nt sympathy and 
assistance of the workers other countries. 
The State, too, ought to ive up its stoic 
indifference, should s'weep a ay all criminal 
'opposition to the just demapds of labour, 
fix a minimum wage for every brancq of 
industry. save more than eighty rhillioa men~ 
women, and children from under-feeding, ill. 
breeding apd social injustice and thus restore 
them to freedom, comfort aud culture. 

BAL KRISHNA. 

RHYMED VERSIONS FROM 'THE CRESCENT MOON' 

[The following rhymed versions from 'The 
Crescent Moon' were sent to the Poet from Liver
pool by a poor, working girl, who was deeply 
moved by the beauty of the Poet's own transla
tion. I have received her permission to l?ublish 
these in the "Modern Review". C. F. A.] 

BABY'S WORLD. 

Little baby, baby mine, 
What does thy tiny soul define 
In this new world ? 

Do the stars hold speech with thee, 
And the baby clouds, so swift and free? 

A wonder world is my baby's mind, 
It has visions that I can never find, ...... 
To which my ~or1d-worn eyes are blind. 

But he can see f 
'Tis a realm of kings unfound, 
Where all dear baby things abound. 
And from the magic ground 
Springs new delight ; 

There Reason has elastic laws, 
And Fact has never any ~aws, 
And Truth wins wild applause, 

]11 baby's world. 

WHEN AND WHY. 

that love's sweet summer flowers 
May perfume all your infant hours, 
I bring these colours in lOur toys,
Little clilldish, painted JOYs,-
That every tint may wIn your sight, 
As colours in a rainbow bright, 
Making your day one perfect light. 
That au life's colout's may control 
1'he freshness of your soul 

And when I sing, my gathered tone 
Shall make your spirit dimly own 
The music in the swaying trees 
And the faint whisper in the breeze. 
The wistful waves along the shore 
Will make you listen and understand, 
When my voice is hear~ no more. 

The wild waved heart of the waters, 
Caressing the listlt1ing earth, 
Shall supplement your childish mirth. 

To your baby lips I hold 
The cup of life's pure gold, 

Pilled to the brim and o'er the rhu, 
Till Death'. angel dim 
Shall call me after a while. 

I kiss your tiny brow, ..... 
Ah 'tis the dawn of morning now 

I gaze and bow 
1'0 your sweet tender smile. 

THB BEGINNING. 

"Where did I come from, Mother dear. 
Along the worlds, till I got here ?" 

The mother clasped her darling boy 
"Desire of my heart, my tove, my joy 1" 

She said.' 
"You were hidden deep in my heart's desire, 

You were the flame of my-own life's fire; 
With little dolls I used td play 
And with tiny play-things made of clay; 

The little Baby Christ, enshrined, 
Sb pttrified my heart and mind, 
That as I knelt before heaTen's shrine; 
My trembling soul could scarce definet 

God's ultimate, divine 
, Sweet will, 

Until 
You~atlle to me, my child! 
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The Virgin ~othet.'s ~alutation . 
Thrilled thtough mY life's probation 

Througb, ",11 the years, . 
BringinJ; sweet hopes, sweerfears. 

Welcome as~' dawn~ 
Your little liii in me was born, 
And you :Bb~ d down the stream 

Of all my virgin dream, 
Until reaching 
My bes~eching 
Soul, . 

You gained the portal fair of birth ' 
OJ]. this all~welcoming earth. , 

"As I gaze upon your face, 
Little hero of the race, . 

I scarcely know what I should dOl
ls there fear of losing you? 
Ah! I press you closely to my breast, 

God knows all things best1 
Little baby mine, 

In this great }Vorld I" 

TUERECALL. 

On' a. dark dark night, 
When all-were sleeping, 
And I was alone~ Awake and weeping1 

My babY'$ soul took its an~el :fiight 
FaJ." away to $e land of bght. 

The fixed stars were shining then, 
Tonight they shine again. 

She died when the buds were nearly rife, 
With busy palpitating life, 

And she is dead. 
Now all the beautiful flowers 

Bedeck the summer hours. 
And children scatter in their play 

So many petals along the way 
To that bright land, 

Where you alone can understand' 
My hearts grief. 

All the scented petals' dust 
It must, it must, 

Y Q,ur baby soul recall. 
Ah, could I but see beneath the pall 

Of sullen Death ! 
So much of life a.round is wasted,
Your little soul had hardly tasted 

'Earth's sweet inter-play 
When you were taken far away 
Out ofthe light of our common day, 

Leaving me desolate. 
My longing soul can ask but this1 
Give me one baby kiss, 

Tonight. M. M. Ev~s. 
Liverpool. 

WRONG' DIET .AND WRONG HYGIENE AS SECONDARY CAUSES 
OF OUR PHYSICAL DEGENERATION 

By P:JU,MATHA. NATB BOSE,"B. sc. (LONDON) 

IMPOVERISHMENT ieading Ito dearth of vegetables, fruits, and milk and its products. 
proper aliment is one of the primary Since the Vedic period, at least, they have 
causes of the increasing ill health of the mostly abstained from fish and flesh except 

multitude. But it cannot be operative in in -Bengal," where also Pleat was but 
the case' of the small class "Of fairly pros- occasionally partaken of. The diet was 
perous Neo:I!ldians consisting of 'Yell~to-do the result of untold centuries of experiment, 
officials, lawyers, doctors, &c. The noxious and that it was well suited to their 
effects of the other primary causes- - constitution is attested by the. splendid 
,obstruction of drainage offered by railways, physique and the mental .vigour of those 
raised roads,' embankments of canals, &c., who still adhere to it, especially among 
and mental 'strain-no doubt have their the Brahmans of southern and western 
influence on them as on others. But it India. The properties of all its ingredients 
might nbt unreasonaoly be expected to .be had been. thoroughly s~died, their physia. 
C!ounteracted to some extent by proper logical effects were well known: and they 
diet and hygiene. There appears to'· be were skilfully combined ~to dishes highly 
but little indication of that, however. ~ palatable, easily digestible and serving all 

Unti11ately, the diet of the upper class the purposes of nutrition in a tropical 
Hindus consisted of cerea.ls. pulses, fresh or SUbtropical climate. In Bengal, for in· 
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The result of the deliberations of the
Congress and the statesmanship of the
leaders of the movement is too apparent
to be discussed here so far as the Non
Co-operation resolution is concerned .
The resolution has a positively construc
tive side which has laid a programme
before the nation with a view to work
for the attainment of Swaraja . The
next Congress according to the new
constitution will be and ought to be
the National Parliament of India .
The Congress enters into a new phase
now . It willIt will have time and facilities
to deliberate , discuss and legislate for the
Indian Nation .
We will want whole time Secretaries
and a regular staff of clerks and Under
Secretaries. The Congress work will go
on throughout the year .
The next step will be to construct a
permanent building for holding the sessions
of the Congress and a home for the
staff. It means the National Parliament
of India and will have to be fixed once
for all. The place should be easily
accessible to all provinces. No other
place is more central than Allahabad .
It is a happy idea that the office of the
All - India Congress Committee , which here
after becomes the executive body of the
Congress , is located at Allahabad .

Mahatma Gandhi, Moulana Mahamad Ali and a
kisan delegate coming out of the Subjects Com
mittee at Nagpur .

RABINDRANATH TAGORE ON CONSTRUCTIVE WORK

T
HE following letter has been received from brothers , but never as a movement of retalia

the Poet in America : tion against our cousins . Self-help loses a

" It has given me great consolation to great deal of i
ts merit when it is resorted to ,

read in your letters what Mahatmaji is doing a
s
a desperate measure , b
y

the importunate

in the way o
f constructive work . Such a beggar thwarted in his expectation o
f outside

positive programme o
f

duties requires n
o help .

special stress o
f necessity to justify itself . " You are wicked : I shan't have anything

The stars light u
p

their flames , not because o
f to d
o

with you , ' sounds quarrelsome . ' I

their despair a
t the sun's absence , but because shall manage my own affairs

, whatever you

it is their nature to shine . One need not may think o
r d
o , " sounds a
ll right . Non - co

wait to find some cause fo
r

anger from other operation appeared to m
e

to b
e the progeny

people's country , in order to be able to serve o
f

the union o
f

rejection from one party and
one's own . Let u

s do what we can for our dejection from the other party ; and therefore
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our

ihough I tried to shed upon it my best smile , then that very 'self ' is smothered to death ,

I long hesitated to welcome it to my heart . and it
s

tortured ghost becomes for u
s an

"Why d
o

we not feel the miserable shame eternal incubus .

o
f uttering in a tear -choked voice , o
r , for the " For a man to b
e kept fettered in a prison

matter o
f

that , in a sullen growl , to house , is inconvenient , but not incongruous
Governors — 'We are sorely disappointed in but for him to be left fettered in a

n open
you , and therefore we have no other alterna road is tragic and ludicrous a

t

the same
tive than to come down to our own people . ' moinent , -- for it is inappropriate . Borrowed

It is like the exclamation o
f
a malcontent dog self -government is that fettered self -govern

to it
s neglectful master , I was willing to ment ,-it has the open road , but not the free

guard your door and beautifully wag my tail legs .

a
t you , if you had provided m
e

with the “ And yet , what was it that hindered u
s

remnant o
f your dinner : but a
s you never from taking upon ourselves the full responsi

cared to d
o

so , I g
o

to join my own species . ' bility o
f

o
u
r

own education , sanitation , pre

" Not very long ago , we said to our vention o
f crimes , and such other duties that

rulers - "We are willing to sacrifice our prin- God Himself , and not Montagu o
r British

ciples and to persuade our men to join in a Parliaments , had given u
s to perform entirely

battle about whose merit they have not the according to our own way ? The sacred res .

least notion ; only , in exchange , we shall ponsibility had been lying before our own
claim your favour . ' It was pitifully weak : it door wearily waiting , not for any passing of a

was sinful . And now we must acknowledge Bill , but for real sacrifice from ourselves .

our responsibility , - toʻthe extent o
f

our late " The power is there where there is right ,

effort at recruiting , -- fo
r

turning our men into and where there is the dedication o
f

love . It

a mercenary horde

, drenching the soil o
f

is a maya to imagine that the gift of self
Asia with brothers ' blood for the sake o

f

the government is somewhere outside u
s
. It

self -aggrandisement o
f
a people wallowing in like a fruit that the tree must produce itself

the mire o
f imperialism . through it
s

own normal function , by the help

" I am mighty glad that any reward was o
f

its inner resources . It is not a Chinese
refused , o

r
, a
t least , what was flung to us was lantern , flimsily gaudy , that can b
e bought

deemed inadequate . It was ordained that we from a foreign second -hand shop to be hung
should g

o

through our penance at Jallianwala o
n the tree to illuminate it
s

fruitlessness .

Bagh and at the debates o
f both the Houses

o
f Parliament . Let India also accept and

" A
ll

this I tried to explain in my 'Swa
deshi Samaj ' -and when I found that nobody

carry out the Esher Commission recommenda took me a
t a
ll seriously , and when pedants

tions , for her sackcloth and ashes !

discovered to their utter čisgust discrepancies

" The word 'Non - co -operation ' still chokes between my proposal and some doctrine o
f

me . I cannot get over the shame that it John Stuart Mill , then I took u
p
, unaided ,

carries . It will always proclaim the fact , that my village organisation work , which a
t

the
our co -operation came to u

s b
y

a road o
f

present moment is throbbing out it
s

last heart
ignominy ,—that it missed it

s

true route and throbs in a remote corner o
f Bengal . Cer

did not enter into the heart o
f

our country tainly , I was more successful in writing the
through the great triumphal arch o

f love .

" I have ever cried myself hoarse in trying
song o

n that occasion

,

to convince our people that self -government ' If nobody cares to come in answer to thy

for u
s is simple , — like the eye -sight to the call , walk alone .

eyes , -- it is already there , only the lids have " Of course , turning out songs is my proper

to b
e opened . work . But those , who are unfortunate , can

" The most vitally valuable part of Self not afford to limit their choice to the works

government is the 'Self . ' When it comes to they can d
o
; they must also bear the burden

u
s

a
s
a gift packed in a tin from the outside , o
f

tasks they can not d
o
! ”
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OUR SWADESHI SAMAJ
By RABINDRANATH TAGORE .

( Specially translated for the Modern Review ).

[ This paper was read by the author some 16 years ago on the occasion of a Government
resolution bearing on Water Scarcity in Bengal . It is extraordinary how closely it touches the
present feeling in the Country . - Ed., The Modern Review ] .

N our country the king has made wars , and its commerce . Its gardens become wil .
defended his territory and administered dernesses, and the tangled growths which
his laws, but the social organisation lodge in the cracks of it

s decayed prosperi
has attended to everything else , from the ty become the haunt o

f

bat and owl .

supply o
f

water to the supply o
f

know The current of man's mind is of no less
ledge , so simply and naturally that the importance than a river . This current of

repeated floods o
f

new sovereignty , which old had kept pure and joyful the cloistered
swept over the land with the advent of shade o

f Bengal's villages , ---but now the
each new era , did not reduce us to brutes mind o

f Bengal has been distracted and

b
y destroying our dharma , nor scatter us turned away from its village homesteads .

into vagabondage by breaking u
p

our That is why it
s temples are in ruins , for

social structure . The kings incessantly there are none to repair them ; its pools
battled against one another , but in our are insanitary , for there are none to clear
murmuring bamboo groves , amidst the out the slime ; the dwellings o

f

it
s wealthy

shade o
f o’rmango orchards , temples ones are deserted and no joyful festivity

were being raised , rest -houses for way- resounds therein . S
o now it is the govern

farers established , and water -reservoirs ment which must give u
s

water , govern
excavated ; thethe village schoolmaster ment which must give u

s

health , and for
taught his simple lore , higher philosophy our very education we must cringe at the
was not lacking in the tols , and the village door of government . The tree which used
meeting -places werewere resonant with the to bear its own blossoms now stretches its
chanting o

f

the Ramayana and the singing withered branches upwards , petitioning

o
f Kirtans . The social life d
id not depend for a rain o
f

flowers from o
n high . What

upon outside aid , nor did outside aggres if its prayer b
e granted ,-of what avail to

sion perceptibly mar it
s

serene beauty . it would be such make -believe bloom ?

It is a trivial matter that we should be The state is the sovereign power in

deploring the scarcity o
f

water to -day . England . The old -time Raj -shakti in our
The root o

f it is the thing , above a
ll country was different . In England the

things , which should cause us the deepest , state is mainly responsible for the well
misgiving ,—the fact that our mind is no being of the people , but in India this was
longer in our own social system , that our so only to a limited extent . Not that the
whole attention is directed outwarūs . king had not to maintain and reward the

If a river , which has always flowed sages who gave free education to the peo

b
y

the side o
f

some village , deserts it and p
le

in religion and science ,—but that was
betakes it

s

current elsewhere , then the only in part . The real responsibility lay on

village loses it
s

water , it
s

fruits , it
s

health the householder . If the king stopped h
is
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grants , or even if the land was kingless , . having read in her school , have come to
these primary activities of the community the conclusion that the continuat poking
would not suffer any serious check . Not of Government out of its indifference is the
that the king did not provide water whole duty of the Indian man . We some
reservoirs for the people , but no more than how seem to have become incapable of un
what al

l
wealthy men considered it their derstanding that putting a blister on some

duty to do . The neglect o
f

the king could one else's body is not a way to cure one's
not dry u

p
the water resources of the own malady .

country . We love to argue , and here it may b
e

In England every one is at liberty to argued whether or not it is better to cen
pursue his self - interest , his personal com tralise the business o

f public welfare in

forts and amusements . They are not bur the hands o
f
a specialised Government

dened with communal duties . All the rather than leave it loosely spread over
greater cares rest on the state . In our coun every member o

f

the community . What I

try it was the king who was comparatively say is , that this may b
e

a good subject
free , and on the people was cast the bur for a debating club , but its discussion can
den o

f

their civic obligations . The king not lead u
s anywhere , for in England th
e

warred and hunted ; whether he spent state depends o
n

the continued goodwill
his time attending to matters o

f

state o
r

o
f

the people , which has been evolved b
y

to his personal pleasures was a matter for a natural process . We cannot get to this
which h

e might be accountable to dharma , state b
y

discussion and , though it be perfec
but o

n

which the people did not leave their tion itself , we must perforce d
o without it !

communal welfare to depend . The res . The Government in our country - the
ponsibility for this was divided in a won Sarkar - has no relations with our social
derfully adaptive way among the members organisation - the Samaj ; so that what

o
f

the community themselves . ever we may seek from the former must
For this reason what we understand as b

e paid for out o
f our freedom . From

dharma permeated the whole social fab whichever o
f
its duties our Samaj seeks

ri
c ; each one had to practise the discip- relief b
y

getting it done by the Sarkar , to

line o
f

self -restraint , each one had to con that extent will it be disabled with an in

form to dharma . capability which was not o
f

it
s

essence in

This shows that the seat of life of diffe the past . To -day we are striving , o
f

our
rent civilisations is differently placed in own accord , to place in the hands o

f

the Sar
the body politic . Where the responsibi kar the whole duty of our Samaj . So long
lity for the welfare of the people lies , there many a new sect has arisen in our Samaj ,

beats the heart o
f

the nation ; and if a blow each with it
s

own special manners snd
should fall thereon , the whole nation is customs , without protest o

r penalty
wounded unto death . In England the from the larger body . Now we are crys
overthrow o

f

the state would mean des tallised into rigidity b
y

the Englishman's
truction for the nation . But disaster can law , and every departure is compelled to
only overtake our country when its social declare itself non -Hindu . The innermost
body , it

s Samaj , is crippled . That is why core of our Samaj , which we have been
we have never staked our all to resist a carefully guarding within our bosoms
change o

f sovereignty , but have clung with through the ages , is a
t

last exposed to out
might and main to the freedom o

f

our side aggression . That is the calamity ,

Samaj . It is , I say , because all good not water -scarcity .

works depend in England upon the state , In the old days those who
and in India upon the social organisation , decorated b

y

the Imperial power o
f

th
e

that in England to save the state is to Moghuls , and called to share it
s

counsels ,

save the country , and for India to live did not find their fullest satisfaction in

is to preserve her social institutions . these honours . They gave a higher place
Naturally England is busy keeping the to the approval o
f

their own Samaj . And
state ever alert , eternally vigilant . And we for the highest reward , which even Delhi had

Were
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con

as

not in it
s gift , they had to come and stand the great mass o
f

our countrymen outside

a
t

the cottage door o
f

the village o
f

their our deliberations and so have set u
p

a
n

birth . Acknowledgment a
s a high -souled impassable barrier between them and our

member o
f

the community by the meanest selves . We have from the very first spared

there , meant more than the highest Maha no effort o
r

artifice to win the heart o
f

rajaship conferred b
y

the Sarkar . In England , but have clean forgotten that the
those days they had learnt to value appre heart o

f

our own country is o
f greater

ciation by the motherland in the very value and requires a
t

least as much o
f

depths o
f

their being ; and the pomp o
f striving for it
s conquest .

th
e

metropolis , o
r

the glories o
f the im The ultimate object o
f political work is

perial audience chamber never succeeded to mould the mind o
f

the people into one .

in drawing their hearts away thereform . It is only in our unfortunate country that
Therefore , there was no water -scarcity the idea finds place o

f calling a series o
f

then , and a
ll

the adjuncts o
f

true human operations designed to capture the mind o
f

culture were to be found in the life o
f

the the foreigner by the name o
f political

village . education . If we acknowledge the

T
o
-day it adds not to our happiness quest o
f

the country's heart to b
e

the

that our countrymen should hail us supreme gain , we must cast aside the

blessed , and so does our endeavour fail t
o foreign methods which we have learnt t
o

b
e directed towards our country . It has consider s
o necessary in business matters ,

now become necessary for requests and and
bring full into our view the avenues

reminders to come to us from the Sarkar , which have always been open , and still are

There is nothing within us to impel u
s to available

, a
s thoroughfares to the heart o
f

take the natural course ourselves , for have the motherland .

w
e

not signed away our birthright to the Let us try and imagine what we should
white man ,-are not our very tastes put up have done i

f we really had some message

fo
r

sale in his shops ? which we wanted to deliver to the

I feel I may be misunderstood . I do not country . Instead o
f getting u
p
a meeting

mean that each one o
f

u
s should cling in the English style we should have

to the soil o
f

his native village and that organised a grand mela . There arrange

there is n
o

need to stir outside it to gain ments for play and song and festivity
knowledge o

r recognition . The BengaliBengali galore would bring crowds hurrying from

cannot but b
e grateful to the forces of the most distant places . There we could

attraction which have drawn him out , hold our markets and our exhibitions o
f

roused his faculties , and broadened his home -made goods and agricultural pro

mind by widening his sphere o
f activity . duce . There w
e

could award prizes to our
But the time has come to remind the sons bards and reciters and those who came t

o

o
f Bengal that theymust not turn topsy- sing o
r play . There w
e

could arrange
turvy the natural relations o

fwithin and lantern lectures on sanitation . There we

without . Men g
o

abroad to earn , and could have heart
to heart talks with each

come home to spend . T
o

make the best other , and bethink ourselves o
f ways and

u
se o
f

our powers in the outside world , we means , i
n regard to a
ll

matters o
f

national

must keep our heart true within . But , as interest , -
- and with gentle and rustic alike

the last Provincial Conference showed only we could hold communion in our own

to
o

clearly , w
e

have now changed a
ll that . language .

W
e

went to confer with our provincial Our countrymen are mainly villagers .

brethren , but our language was foreign . When the village desires t
o feel in its veins

W
e

have learnt to look upon the English the throb o
f

the greater life o
f

the outside

our next - o
f
-kin , and world , the mela has always been it
s way

cannot realise that al
l

our politics are o
f achieving that object . The mela is the

futile if we cannot make one with us the invitation of the village to the world into
whole community , from the highest to the its cottage home . On such festive occasion

lowest . W
e

have become used to keeping the village forgets it
s

narrowness in a

educated man as
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hospitable expansion of heart . Just as in always been imparted in our country in
the rains the water -courses are filled with the midst of the jo

y

o
f festivity . Now - a

water from the sky , so in mela time the days , for one reason o
r

another , the
village heart is filled with the spirit of zamindars have been drawn away to the
the Universal . metropolis , and the festivities on the
These melas are altogether a natural occasion of the weddings of their sons and
growth in our country . If you call people datghters are limited to the dinners and

to a formal meeting they come burdened nauches given for their rich town friends ,

with doubt and suspicion and it takes the poor tenants being often called upon
tinie for their hearts to open . But those to pay extra impositions for the purpose .

who come to a mela are already in the S
o

the villages are losing a
ll

their joy , and
open , holiday mood , for they have left the religious and literary culture , which
plough and hoe and a

ll

cares behind . S
o that was a feature o
f

a
ll festivity , and used to

is the place and time to come and si
t

b
y

b
e the solace o
f

man , woman and child
the people and hold converse with them . alike , is getting to be more and more
There is not a district in Bengal where , a

t

beyond the means o
f ordinary people . If

different times in the year and a
t

suitable our suggested band o
f organisers can take

places , melas are not held . We should back this current o
f festivity to the

make a list of these times and places to villages , they will reclaim the desert into
begin with , and then take pains to make which the heart of the nation is fast

acquaintance with our own people through lapsing .

this open door . We should also remember that the

If the leaders of the country will abjure drying u
p

o
r pollution o
f

our reservoirs is

empty politics and make it their business not only a cause o
f

water -scarcity , but of

to give new life and objective to these disease and death as well . So also many

melas , putting their own heart into the o
f

our melas , originating in the name o
f

work and bringing together the hearts of some religious festival , have degenerated ,

Hindu and Muslim , and then confer about and far from being a source of education
the real wants o

f

the people , – schools , are becoming centres of corruption . Fields
roads , water reservoirs , grazing commons which are neglected not only d

o not yield
and the like , then will the country soon crops , but breed noxious weeds . If we d

o

awaken into life . not rescue these institutions from such

It is my belief that if a band of workers foul decay we shall be guilty before our
go about from district to district , organi- country and our dharma .

sing these melas o
f Bengal , furnishing them I have said this much to give an ex

with new compositions b
y

way o
f Jatras , ample o
f

how can approach our

Kirtans and recitations ; with bioscope countrymen in a natural way , and also to

and lantern shows , gymnastics and leger- give a
n

idea how , b
y

organising and

demain ; then the money question will regulating our existing institutions , it may
give n

o

trouble . In fact if they undertake b
e possible to make them fruitful o
f

untold

topay the zamindars their usual dues o
n blessings to the country at large .

being allowed to make the collections , they Those who are unable to pin their faith
will stand to make considerable profit . o

n petitioning the Government a
s

th
e

And if this profit b
e used for national highest form o
f political activity are dub

work , it would result in uniting the bed pessimists b
y

the opposite school .

organisers o
f

the mela to the people with That is to say , they think that w
e

refuse to

a stronger ti
e
, and would enable them to beg because we are pessimistic a
s to th
e

get acquainted with every detail o
f

the quantity o
r quality o
f

the alms . But le
t

life o
f

the country . The valuable functions me say a
s clearly as I can that I have

they could then perform in connexion with never been one of those who seek the conso
the national awakening would be too lation o
f

the grape -forswearing fox , and
numerous to recount . that Ihave never preached the superiority
Religious and literary education has o
f

self -determination because o
f

the big

we
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from

or

stick with which Government goes for over tra -dharma . No doubt this made the an
importunate beggars. On the contrary , cient battle - field resemble a vast sacrifice
I say that a dependence on the favours of of self-immolation : and the westerner may
others is the sign of the truly pessimistic exclaim that it was magnificent, but not
wretch . I refuse to be a party to the atti war : but the Japanese by not neglecting
tude that unless we bend our knees and their pristine magnificence, while making
fold our hands there is no hope for the efficient modern war , won the admiration
country . I believe in our country and I of East and West alike .
have a great respect for the powers of our Anyhow , that is our nature . We are
people. And , above a

ll
, I know for certain unable to turn necessity to account un

that if our present unity be not a realisa- less we first purify it with th
e

touch o
f

tion o
f India's essential oneness personal relation . And so we have often

within , if it be something depending o
n

the to take on ourselves extra burdens . The
changing o

f

his mood b
y

the foreigner , ties o
f necessity are narrow and confined to

then is it doomed to repeated futility . the place o
f

business . If master and ser
Therefore it is always incumbent on us vant are merely so related , their commerce

to inquire and findout what is the true way is confined to the giving and taking of

o
f

India . To establish a personal relation- work and wages ; but if personal relations
ship between man and mall was always are brought in , then is the burden o

f

each
India's main endeavour .endeavour . Our relation cast o

n
the other through the whole gamut

ships extended to the most distant con o
f

their respective joys and sorrows .

nections , continued unrelaxed with chil Let me give a modern illustration o
f

dren even when grown u
p , and included what I mean . I was present at the Pro

neighbours and villagers irrespective o
f vincial Conferences o
f Rajshahi and Dacca .

race caste . The householder was Of course we all looked on the work o
f

the
bound b

y

family ties to preceptor and Conference a
s a serious piece o
f

business ,

teacher , guest and wayfarer , landlord and but what took me b
y
surprise was , that

tenant , - not ties prescribed b
y

religionb
y

religion the demands o
f hospitality , and not of the

o
r law , but o
f

the heart . Some were as business o
f

the day , were the more con
fathers , others as sons , some a

s brothers , spicuousspicuous - as if we had accompanied a

others a
s

intimates . Whomsoever we came bridegroom to his wedding – and the re

into contact with we drew into the circle quirements o
f

our comfort and our amuse

o
f relationship . So we never got into the ment were so insistent that they must .

habit o
f looking o
n

man as amachine , or have strained our hosts to the limit . If they

a tool for the furtherance o
f

some interest . had reminded u
s that we had come to do

There may b
e a bad a
s

well as a good patriotic work and that there was no

side to this , but it was the way o
f

our reason to suppose that we had laid them
country , ---nay more , it is the way o

f

the under eternal obligation , they
East . would have been justified . But it is not our

W
e

saw this in the Japanese war . War characteristic to admit business a
s a
n ex

is doubtless a mechanical thing now - a -days cuse fo
r

keeping to one's own concerns .

and those who engage in it have to act However business - like our modern train

a
n
d

become a
s parts o
f
a machine . And ing may b
e making u
s
, the host must still

y
e
t

every Japanese soldier was something b
e

abovebe above mere business considerations .

more than a machine . He was not reduc We cannot allow even business to remain

e
d to a blind piece o
f

war material , nor untouched b
y

the heart . And so a
t

the

to a blood -thirsty brute . They a
ll

remain Conferences we were less impressed by

e
d related to their Mikado and their the business done than b
y

the hospitality
country in a reverential self -dedication . received . Those meetings o

f

our countrymen ,

S
o , in our old days , our warriors did not with a
ll

their western paraphernalia , were

g
o

to their death like pawns moved b
y

an unable to get rid o
f

their eastern heart .

unknown player , but , through their chiefs , so , also , with the Congress , that much o
f

each o
f

them dedicated himself to the K'sha it which is truly national - its hospitality

some
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our

— has played an abiding part in the na holder is still in the habit of making his
tional regeneration , while its work ends daily offerings of Pancha -yajna to the
with it

s
three -day's session and is heard Gods , the rishis , ancestors , humanity and

o
f

n
o

more during the rest o
f

the year . a
ll

creatures . Why should it not be possi
This eastern hospitality , which is o

f ble for him to maintain the same high
India's very nature , is a source o

f great relations with his country ? Could we
joy to her when it can b

e

offered o
n
a not set apart every day some offering , be

grand scale . The individual hospitality of it the smallest coin , b
e it half - a -handful

the householder used to be expanded in the o
f

rice , in the name o
f

our country ? Would
old days into a vast Yajna in order to it be too much to ask of our Hinduism that
find it

s completest realisation . That , it should unite u
s in concrete relations

however , was in the distant past . So with this India o
f

ours , the resort o
f

our
when India got this recent opportunity o

f gods , the retreat o
f

our rishis , the mother
throwing open her guest -house once more , land of our ancestors ? The relation of
she was overjoyed , and India's Goddess good works with our own land ,-are we
stepped in and took her long unused seat . not to gain that for each one o

f

ourselves ,

And thus it happened that , even in themidst rather than leave it to others , and take

o
f

the outrageously outlandish speechify our hearts off elsewhere ?

ing and clapping o
f

hands in our Congress We are ceaselessly bewailing the drain
and Conferences , Mother smiled ing out o

f

our money , but is it a thing o
f

o
n

u
s once more , happy that she could less moment that our heart should be en

serve out o
f

her humble store to each one ticed away ? Does our patriotism , then ,

o
f

her guests , albeit understanding b
u

consist simply in urging others to do all
little else o

f what it was a
ll

about ! She good work , and is that what al
l

our Con
would have been happier still if , instead gresses and Conferences are content to be

o
f this book - learned , this watch -and -chain- busy with ? No , that can never be ! This

bedecked assembly , she had found rich and state o
f things cannot last long in our

poor , cultured and rustic , invited and u
n country , for it is not of India's nature .

invited , gathered together a
s

in the Yajnas We who have uncomplainingly shared

o
f

old , to join this festivity . May b
e , our hard -earned little with our destitute

in such case , there would have been less relations and connections without consi

o
f

material to g
o

round , but the Mother's dering that to be any extraordinary sacri
blessing would have fallen in richer abun fice , – shall we say that w

e
are unable to

dance . bear the burden o
f supporting our Mother ?

However that may be , what I was say Is the foreigner to be for ever doling out
ing is , that India is unwilling to forego alms and w

e crying ourselves hoarse b
e

the sweetness of human relationship even cause the doles are not generous to our

in her work and business , and is ready to liking ? Never , never ! Each one o
f

u
s

take o
n

herself the extra burdens so arising . shall for every day o
f

our lives , take up

That is why , in the past , no outsider has the burdens o
f

our country . This shall
had to be concerned with the succour of b

e our glory , this is our Dharma . The
the helpless , the teaching o

f

the young , the time has come when each o
f

us must know
sheltering o

f wayfarers ,or any other pub that h
e

is not alone , that , insignificant

lic good work . If to -day the o
ld samajic though h
e

b
e , he cannot b
e neglected , nor

bonds have ceased to hold , and if the giv- must heneglect the meanest .

ing o
f

water and health and learning b
e If to -day we should say to one , “ Go and

no longer possible from within the broken work for your Swadeshi Samaj , " h
e

up Samaj , even that need not cause us to would b
e utterly puzzled to make out how ,

despair . where , on what and for whom h
e is to

Hindu Dharma has always shown the work . It is perhaps just a
s well that

way for each householder to transcend each individual should not be capable o
f

the narrowness o
f

home o
r

parishi and re deciding for himself his own programme
late liimself to the universal . Each house o
f work . Therefore there inust be a centre .
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Our bands of workers are often successful A little consideration will convince any
in making their enthusiasm blossom forth , one how necessary it is to have a centre to
but they fail to carry on till fruition . which the Shakti of the country may flow ,
There may be many a reason for this , but where it will accumulate , and from which
one reason is , that they are unable to it can be appropriately distributed . No
realise the oneness of their party , and doubt we should contrive , as best we may ,
so to maintain it . So each one's slacken that disease should not gain entrance from

in
g

responsibility gradually slips o
ff

his without , but what if , in spite of u
s , it does

shoulders and cannot find a place . Our come ? Are we not t
o have our internal

Samaj cannot afford to g
o

o
n any lo
n vital force ready to combat it ? If such

ger in this way , because the opposing force force b
e

there , n
o

outside aggression can
which is seeking to devour it is well -knit reduce us to lifelessness , for its very
and organised in its unity and moreover dharma is t

o cure wounds , to co -ordinate
has introduced its tentacles through and efforts , and to rouse the fullest conscious
through our social fabric , from our educa ness . Even the Government is in the habit
tional institutions to the shops dealing o

f bestowing titles fo
r

good work ,but w
e

with our daily necessaries . In order to can only b
e truly rewarded when

save ourselves from its fatal embrace , our receive the benediction o
f

our own country .

Samaj must make the firmest stand in its Such power o
f

reward , therefore , must also
united strength . And the only way is , to b

e placed in the hands o
f our Samaj , else

anoint some Samaj -pati to be our chief , shall w
e deprive ourselves o
f a potent

and then for each one to rally round him source o
f

self -satisfaction . Lastly , there is

a
s the symbol and representative o
f

our the Hindu -Moslem friction , which it must
union , not deeming it derogatory to ren b

e

the duty o
f

our Swadeshi Samaj to

der him the fullest obedience , for he shall eradicate b
y

equity o
f

treatment and regu
represent the spirit of Freedom itself . lation of conflicting interests - failing this ,

Such Samaj -pati -may sometimes b
e the repeated disruptions will only weaken it

best o
f

men , and sometimes not , but if the more and more .

Samaj b
e alive and alert , that will not Let us not mistrust our own Shakti , for

matter , for the worst of them can do it no it is clear that the time has come . Know
permanent injury . On the other hand , the for certain that India has always beenanointment o

f

such a Chief is the best way endowed with the power o
f binding

to keep the Samaj in full vigour ,-by dint together . Through adverse circumstances

o
f continually realising it
s

strength in that

o
f it
s representative it will become uncon

o
f every kind she has invariably succeeded

querable . Under the Samaj -pati there will , i
n evolving a
n orderly system , so does she

still survive . On this India I pin my faith .o
f

course , b
e

subordinate leaders for each Even to -day , a
t

this very moment , she is

convenient division o
f

the country , who wonderfully adapting herself to recent conw
ill

see to th
e

doing o
f
a
ll

needful good ditions . May it be vouchsafed to each ofworks and b
e responsible to theSamaj

pati fo
r

their due performance . I have

u
s to co -operate with her consciously , –

not to succumb to material considerationssuggested that each one should set apart a

small voluntary contribution for and g
o

against her .his
country a

s a matter o
f daily habit . This This is not the first time that India has

could b
e amplified b
y

larger contributions come into contact with the outer world .

o
u
t

o
f expenditure o
n a
ll

festive occasions . When the Aryans first came in , violent

In our country ,where voluntary contribu antagonisms were set u
p

between them
tions have founded rich ' monasteries and and the first inhabitants . The Aryans
built monumental temples , it should b

e won , but the non -Aryans were not exter
easily possible fo

r

the Samaj tobe ade minated , the American and
quately maintained , especially when b

y

it
s Australian aborigines . In spite o
f

their
good works it would b

e

entitled to the different manners and modes of thought ,

gifts o
f

th
e

grateful as well . they found a place in the Aryan polity .

as were
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And , in their turn , they contributed world are here together - Hinduism , Buddh
variety to the Aryan Samaj . ism , Mohamedanism and Christianity ,
Later there came another and more It is evident that India is God's chemical
prolonged period of disruption . So long factory for the making of a supreme reli
as Buddhism prevailed , there was , intimate gious synthesis .
commerce between India and every kind of Here , however , we must take note of
foreigner. Such intimacy was far more one thing . The long and thorough dis
serious for her than any conflict , for, in organisation which characterised the
the absence of the latter the instinct of Buddhist age , left behind it a shrinking
self -preservation is not awake , and indis timidity in the succeeding Hindu Samaj
criminate mingling threatens to turn into an utter dread of novelty or change - which
disorganisation . That is what happened still persists . This constant fearfulness is
in the Buddhist age. During that Asia- hampering it

s

further progress , and makes
wide religious inundation , widely differing it difficult for it to rise superior to ob
ideals and institutions found entry stacles . Any Samaj , which concentrates
unchecked . a

ll

it
s

attention o
n

sheer self -preservation ,

But even when weltering in that vast cannot freely move o
r

act and comes to a

chaos , India's genius for synthesis did not state of death in life .

desert her . With all that she had before , The barriers within which the Hindu
and all that had come upon her , she set to Samaj then entrenched itself with a

ll

it

work to reconstruct her Samaj afresh , could gather together , caused India to

and in the midst o
f

a
ll

this multifarious lose her place in the world . Once India
diversity she preserved and consolidated was the world's guru , for her free thought
her unity o

f

Ideal . Even nowmany ask , ranged fearlessly over religion , philosophy
where in a

ll

these self -contradicting mu and science , far and wide . But from that
tually -conflicting differences is the unity o

f high seat she is now deposed , - and that
the Hindu religion , o

f

the Hindu Samaj ? because fear has entered into her soul .

It is difficult to give a clear answer . The Our timidity has caused u
s to stop a
ll

larger the circumference , the harder it is voyaging o
n the high seas , - whether of

to locate the centre ; but nevertheless the water o
r
o
f

wisdom . We belonged to the
centre exists . We may not b

e able to universe but have relegated ourselves to

lay our finger o
n

the spot , but each one o
f

the parish . Our shakti has become the

u
s knows that the unity is there . womanish shakti o
f

thrift and conserva
Then came the Mohamedans . It cannot tion , and masculine adventurous

b
e said that they had n
o

effect o
n

our curiosity has owned defeat . Our trea
Samaj . Synthetical re -actions began a

l

sure , which used to multiply b
y

commerce ,

most immediately ,and a common ground is now hoarded in the zenana store -room ;

was in course o
f preparation where the it increases n
o longer , and whatever w
e

boundary lines between Hindu and may lose out o
f it is lost for good .

Muslim were growing fainter and fainter . We must realise that every nation is a
The followers o

f

Nanak , o
f Kabir , and member of humanity and each must render

the lower orders o
f

Vaishnavas are cases an account o
fwhat it has created for the

in point . But our educated classes d
o

not weal o
f

mankind . B
y

the measure o
f

such
keep in touch with the makings and break contribution does each nation gain it

s

ings which are going on beneath the sur place . When any natiun loses its creative
face o

f

the Samaj , among the common power , it hangs limp like a paralysed limb ,

people . Had they done so they would for there is n
o

virtue in mere continued
have known that these re -actions have existence .

even now not ceased to work . India never fought for domination , nor
There has lastly come yet another scrambled for spoils . China , Japan and
religion with its different manners , Tibet , who are so careful to bar their
customs and educational methods . And windows against the advances o
f Europe ,

so now a
ll

the four great religions o
f

the welcomed India with open arms as their

our
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our

guru , for she had never sent out her common ground under the shelter of her
armies fo

r
plunder and pillage , but only hospitality . That common ground will

her messages o
f peace and goodwill . This not beun -Hindu , it will be more especially

glory , which India had earned a
s

the Hindu . And however foreign the several
fruit o

f

her self -discipline , was greater than limbs may b
e , the heart will still be the

that o
f

the widest o
f Empires . heart of India .

When with the loss of our glory we , If we but realise this God -given function
with our bundled - u

p
belongings , were o

f India , our aim will become true , our
huddled together in our corner , it was shame will depart from u

s
, and we shall

high time for the Britisher to come . A
t

revive the undying shakti o
f India .

his onslaught the defensive barriers o
f

our Before that great day comes , call once on
crouching , run -away Samaj began to the Mother ! The One Mother who ,

give way in places , and through the gaps through the ages , has been nourishing
the Outside , in dread o

f

which we had her children from her eternal store of wis
shrunk into ourselves , came hurtling in dom and truth , preserving them from
upon us . Now who shall thrust it back ? destruction , drawing them nearer one
With this breaking down o

f

our enclosure another , and t
o Herself .

wediscovered two things – how wonder We had once learnt to despise riches , to

fully strong we had been , how miserably inake poverty beautiful and glorious .

weak we have become . Shall we to -day insult Sanatan

And to -day we have likewise under Dharma b
y

falling prostrate before

stood that this policy o
f

funk will not d
o
. money ? Shall we not once more b
e fi
t

to

The true way o
f

self -defence is to rouse serve our Mother , to build anew her fallen
our inherent powers . The policy of pro- house , b

y taking u
p
a clean , disciplined ,

tection b
y

imitation of the conqueror , is a simple life ? It was never reckoned a

self -delusion which will not serve , either , – shame in our country to eat of
f

plantain
the imitation cannot prevail against the leaves —the shame was in eating b

y

oneself
reality . I repeat , therefore , that the only alone . Shall w

e

not get back this sense o
f

way to stem the tide o
f

waste o
f

heart shame ? Shall we not b
e

able to forego

and taste and intellect is , to become our some o
f

our comforts , some o
f

our lux
true selves , consciously , actively and with uries , so that we may have enough to

our full strength . Our dormant shaktishakti serve to all our brethren ? Will that
must awake a

t

the impact o
f

the outside , which was once so easy for u
s

become

for to -day the world stands sorely in impossible to -day ? Never !

need o
f

the priceless fruits o
f

the discipline Even in her uttermost extremity
ancient Rishis . God will not India's tremendous power has secretly and

allow these to g
o

to waste . That is why , calmly regained victory for herself . I know

in the fulness o
f

time , He has roused for certain that this school -taught obses

u
s by this agony o
f suffering . sion o
f

ours will never be able to prevail
The realisation o

f unity in diversity , over that imperishable power . I know for
the establishment o

f
a synthesis amidst certain that the deep note of India's call

variety ,—that is the inherent , the Sanatan has already found a response in our
Dharma o

f India . India does not admit hearts , and that , unknown to ourselves ,

difference to be conflict , nor does she we are slowly but surely going back to

espy a
n enemy in every stranger . S
o

she her . Here , standing a
t

the crossing o
f

the
repels none , destroys none ; she abjures ways , with face turned towards Home ,

n
o

methods , recognises the greatness o
f
a
ll and eyes fixed o
n

the pure light o
f its

ideals ; and she seeks to bring them a
ll

sacred lamp , call once o
n the Mother !

into one grand harmony .

By reason o
f

this geniuso
f

this genius o
f

India ,

Hindu , Moslem and Christian need not Free translation b
y

fight here for supremacy , but will find SURENDRANATH TAGORE .
of our

56-2
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o
n

the ground o
f their ceasing to be rate unmarried women , are on the whole more

payers . The force o
f this argument has impulsive than men ; more easily induced to

however ' been greatly exaggerated . Married gratify a
n undisciplined o
r misplaced com

and unmarried would not under passion , to the neglect o
f

the larger and more
the proposed measure b

e sharply o
r perma permanent interests o
f society ( e.g. , their

nently divided . Great numbers o
f

female vehement opposition to vivisection ] ; more
voters would b

e constantly passing into the apt to dwell upon the proximate than th
e

married state . Great numbers of married more distant results ; more subject to fanati

women would b
e constantly acquiring b
y

cisms , which often acquire almost th
e

widowhood the right o
f voting ; and married intensity o
f

monomania .intensity o
f

monomania . A due sense o
f

th
e

women with independent property would proportion o
f things ; a
n adequate subordina .

retain their votes in the married state . tion o
f impulse to reason ; anhabitual regard

The entrance of women into the field of to the ultimate and distant consequences
politics would n

o

doubt make the elimina o
f political measures ; a sound , sober and

tion o
f priestly influence from the political unexaggerated judgment , are elements which

arena difficult ; but this applies much more in already are lamentably wanting in political

th
e

case o
f

Catholic countries where women lif
e
, and female influence would certainly

are absolutely under ecclesiastical influence not tend to increase them . Nor is it likely

than in the English speaking world . In In that it would b
e

in the direction o
f liberty .

dia , educated professional women with inde With women , even more than men , there is a

pendent property qualifications are more strong disposition to overrate the curative
likely to be free from religious prejudices powers o

f

legislation , to attempt to mould th
e

than even many educated male voters . lives o
f men in a
ll

their details b
y

meddle

As for the results of the enfranchisement some o
r restraining laws ; and a
n

increase o
f

o
f

women , Lecky is o
f opinion that it would female influence could hardly fail to increase

raise the standard o
f private morality required that habit o
f

excessive legislation which is

in public men , and increase the importance one o
f

the great evils o
f the time .

o
f

character in public life . It would probably On the whole , however , Lecky's con

b
e
a conservative influence , very hostile to clusion is as follows :

revolutionary and predatory change . It would
also probably tend somewhat , though not in

" Women form a great section o
f

the community ,

any overwhelming degree , to strengthen
and a

s w
e

have seen , they have many special interests ,

ecclesiastical influence , especially in questions
The opening to them o

f employments , professions a
n
d

endowments ; the regulation o
f

their labour ; ques
relating to religious education . Questions tions o

f

women's property and succession ; th
e

punish

connected with the social condition o
f

the ment o
f

crimes against women ; female education

masses o
f

the people will receive a
n increased laws relating to marriage , guardianship and divorce ,

prominence in legislation , and women would
may a
ll

b
e cited ; and in the great drink question they

are the more sober sex , they are also , it is t
o b
e

feared,

make it the interest o
f

the people's represen the sex which suffers most from the consequences of

tatives to give them a
n increased share o
f intemperance . With such a catalogue o
f special

their attention . At the same time it should interests it is impossible to say that they have not a

b
e

remembered that women , and especially claim to representation if they desire it . " 2 .

b
e

ret
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DCA CRY FOR PEACE

th
e

BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE .

all

T

HE world is crying for peace . The
West is desiring the restoration o
f

peace through a League o
f

Powers
But can Powers find their equilibrium

in themselves ? Power cannot b
e

made

secure only against power , i
t must also be

made secure against the weak ; for there

lies the peril o
f

it
s losing balance . l'h
e
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with more and more power, is temptingit to suicide , encouraging it to accept the
challenge of the disarmed , not knowing realisation of the great spiritual unity of

weak are as great a danger for the strong , Two prophecies about the world's sal
as quicksands for an elephant. They do not vation are cherished in the hearts of the
assist progress , because they do not resist , two great - religions of the world . They
they only drag down . The people who represent the highest expectation of man ,
grow accustomed to wield absolute power thereby indicating his faith in a truth ,
over others are apt to forget, that by which he instinctively considers as ulti
doing it they generate an unseen disrup mate , -the truth of love . These pro
tive force , which some day rends that phecies have not for their vision the fet
power into pieces . The dumb fury of the tering of the world into tameness with
down -trodden finds it

s

awful support from a closely linked power forged in the factory
the universal law of moral balance . The o

f
a political steel trust . One of these reli

a
ir which is thin and weak gives birth to gions has , for its meditation , the image

storms that nothing can resist . This has o
f

Buddha who is to come , Maitreya , the
been proved in history over and over Buddha o

f

love . And he is to bring peace .

again ; and stormy forces arising from the The other religion waits for the coming
heart o

f

insulted humanity are openly o
f

Christ . For Christ preached peace
gathering in the air even in the present when h

e preached love , when he preached

d
a
y
, Ye
t

the psychology o
f

athletic might Oneness o
f

the Father among brothers
stubbornly refuses it

s

lessons and despises who a
re many . And this was th
e

truth

to take count of the terribleness of the o
f peace . Christ never held that peace

weak . This is the gross stupidity , that , was the best policy . For policy is not

lik
e

an unsuspected worm , burrows a
t truth . The calculation of self -interest

the bottom o
f

the muscular bulk o
f

the can never successfully fight the irrational
prosperous and the proud . Have we force o

f passion -the passion which is

never read o
f

the gorgeousness o
f
a power , perversion o
f

love , and which can only b
e

supinely secure in its arrogance , in a set aright b
y

the truth of love . So long
moment dissolving in the air at the a

s

the Powers build a League o
n the

explosion o
f

the outraged weak ? Politi foundation o
f

their desire for safety , and
cians calculate upon the number o

f

mailed for securest enjoyment o
f gains - for con

hands that are on thesword -hilts ; they solidation o
f past injustice , for putting o
ff

d
o n
o
t

possess the third eye to se
e

the reparation of wrongs , while their fing
great invisible hand , that clasps in silence ers still wriggle for grabbing and still

th
e

hand o
f

the helpless and waits it
s

time . reek o
f

blood ,-rifts will appear in their
The strong form their League b

y

combina- union , and conflicts in future will take

ti
o
n

o
f

Powers , driving the weak to form greater force and magnitude . It is the
their league alone with their God . I know national and commercial egoism , whichI am crying in the wilderness ,when I raise is the evil harbinger o

f

war ; b
y

different

m
y

voice o
fwarning ; and while the West combinations it changes its ' shape and

1
8busy in it
s organisation fo
rbuilding it
s

dimensions ,but not its nature . This
machine -made peace , it will stillcontinue egoism isstill held almost assacred as

tornourish ,with its iniquities ,underground religion ;and such religion , by its mere
forces o

fearthquake in the vast bosom o
f change o
ftemple and o
f

committee o
f

th
e

Eastern Continent . The West seems
unconscious that Science , by providing it

priests , will never save men . We must
know that , as , through science and com
merce , the realisation of the unity of the
material world gives u

s power , so the

that this challenge comes from a highersource , man only can give u
s peace .

i
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ng h
im , frankly acknowledged that h
e reckoned to somust b
e obeyed . The somewhat apologetic and

naketwo rupees a week b
y

this method , so for curi polite form o
f request will probably have no effect a
t

sity's sake I said , “Very well , bawarchi , I will add a
ll ; the man thinks you are not in earnest .

n extra two rupees a week to your pay o
n condition

h
a
t

there b
e

n
o bargaining , and that you charge m
e Hindu and European notions o
f cleanli

a
ir prices only . ' He was delighted at earning the ness are thus illustrated .

dditional money so easily , but a
t

the end o
f

the A very intelligent khan sama was explaining to me
tonthbegged me to 'cut ' the two rupees , and le

t

him how very clean the Hindus are in comparison with

o back to the old system ; 'bargaining ' was such a real Europeans , in spite o
f

the two baths daily the white
leasure to him that in consequence o

f

there being man finds necessary . If I want to brush my teeth ,

ione h
e

was losing health . S
o

back h
e went , quite sahib , I take a piece of fresh wood from God's own

oyful a
t

the prospect o
f
a daily battle of words and , tree , fil
l

my mouth with heaven - sent water , and use
resumably , recovered health . It is the immemorial the frayed stick a

s

a brush ; but the sahib takes the

' stoor (custom ) of the country , and , because the East hairs o
f

a
n unclean dead animal , fixes them in the

the East , changeth not . bone o
f another unclean animal , and then puts a
ll

this

O
n

one occasion another bawarchi charged me uncleanness into his mouth . ' So does the humble

iv
e

annas fo
r
a small purchase , a fair price being four and necessary tooth -brush appear to the mind o
f

the

.n
d
a half annas . On my pointing this out to him with Oriental , and therefore we are unclean in the using

ome asperity , h
e

salaamed very profoundly , and thereof . Needless to say , this view had not occurred

a
id
it was h
is

misfortune that he could not pronounce to me before .

fo
u
r

and a half ' correctly , as he had lost some teeth , so

lways had to say ' five annas ' , which caused him no The Hindu idea is safer , cheaper , and
lifficulty a

t a
ll . This preposterous apology almost more hygienic .

o
o
k

m
y

breath away , but , controlling my face , I The dhobie comes in for his share o
f

a
idvery sympathetically that I was exceedingly sorry

o
r

h
is misfortune , but that I , too , suffered from a praise and blame .

seculiar deafness , and , therefore , whenever I heard The dhobie was a
n unfailing joy . He washed

zi
m

say ' five annas ' , ' I should write down ' four ' . clothes beautifully , but tore them indiscriminately .

[ h
is style o
f argument appealed to him much more Isn't it Mark Twain who says that the dhobie is a

h
a
n

any form o
f vituperation , and I had n
o further native of India who earns hi
s

living by breaking stones
rouble . with a shirt ? At any rate , this fairly indicates the

methods employed b
y

the dhobie who conscientiously

In the writer's opinion , it is n
o

use asking tries to live u
p

to his reputation . He never wrote

& servant the reason fo
r

any dereliction o
f down a list of the things he took away , but very rarely

made a mistake . In some Oriental way h
e had Pel .

manised his memory , and a
s

h
e

took to his dhobie
Plausibility is a fine art . 'Why has this place not khana about a hundred pieces weekly from my house ,

beencleaned to -day ? ' 'Oh sahib , if I clean it to - day , and presumably similar quantities from one or two

it w
ill

b
e dirty again to -morrow , so what is the good other sahibs ,one may gain some idea of his mnemonic

o
f cleaning it to -day ? ' The only safe method is the powers . His excuses fo
r

damage were always original ,

direct 'Clean it . ' Íher in th
e

eyes o
f

the servant it though not convincing . 'The bull ate it , sahib , ' The
becomes a

n order , hukum hai , something sacred , and wind blew a hole in it , ' are specimens o
f

these .

duty .

DR . TAGORE ON BRITISH MENTALITY IN RELATION TO INDIA

[ The following letter has been received from the Poet , Rabindranath Tagore . ]

ECENTLY I chanced to find a copy of approval , a remark made to him b
y

a
n

Professor Lowes Dickenson's report Englishman , an officer , in India , whom h
e

o
f

his travels in the East . It made describes a
s
" intelligent and enlightened ” .

m
e

realise clearly the mentality o
f

the It is about the maintaining b
y Englishmen

British people in their relation to India . o
f
a
n impassable social gulf between them .

When the author indicates , in it , the utter selves and the people o
f India , and it

difference o
f

their temperament from ours , says :

it fills m
e

with despair a
t

the unnatural
ness o

f

our relationship , which is so humi " A
n Englishman cannot be expected to

liating o
n our side a
n
d

sodemoralising lo
se hisown soul for the sake o
f

other

o
n theirs . people's politics . "

In th
e

pamphlet , h
e quotes , with Here the author parenthetically explains
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1

the word 'soul' by saying that it denotes the possibility of India being benefited by
the habits and traditions of one's race . her contact with the West . Very likely be
All this means that Englishmen feel a meant the contact to be like that of the

sense of irreconcilable contradiction , root of a tree with the water in the soil.
between their nature and ours ; and I admit the light of Europe's culture h

a
s

therefore we are like twins , who , b
y

some reached u
s
. But Europe , with it
s

corona
monstrous freak o

f destiny , have been tied o
f

culture , is a radiant idea . Its light
together back to back . He concludes the permeates the present age , it is n

o
t

summary o
f

his Report b
y

saying : shut u
p

in a single bull's eye lantern ,

“ But my own opinion is that India has which is some particular people from
more to gain and less to lose than any Europe who have come to u

s

in India ,

other Eastern country by contact with the yet we are repeatedly asked to be grateful
West . " to this bull's eye lantern and prostrate
He contemptuously ignores the fact ourselves before it with loyalty and re !

that where no communication o
f

sym verence . But this is not possible ; for it is !

pathy is possible , gifts can b
e hurled , a mere lantern , it has n
o

soul . Not only
but not given ; that while counting the that , but it circumscribes the light to a

number o
f gains b
y

the receiver , we also narrow circle of barest necessity . The full
have to consider the fracture o

f

his radiation of European Culture has per
skull ; and while thanking the doctor for vaded Japan only because it has not come
the rest cure , we must hasten to negotiate to her through a

n unnatural glare of a

with the undertaker for the funeral . miserly lense , exaggerating the division

It is the very irony of fate for us to be between the small shining patch and th
e

blamed b
y

these people about the iniquity vast obscure .

o
f

our caste distinctions . And yet , never , It is our pride which seeks difference ,

in the blindness o
f

our pride o
f

birth , have and gloats upon it . But sympathy is a

we suggested that b
y

coming into con- higher faculty , being our spiritual or

tact with any race o
f

men we can lose gan o
f sight : it has the natural vision

our souls , although we may lose our caste o
f

the Adraitam . The world is an ever
which is a merely conventional classifica- moving multitude with a

n

eternal unity
tion . The analogy would b

e perfect , if the o
f

movements , which must not be retard .

division o
f

the railway compartments , e
d in any o
f

it
s parts b
y

a break o
f

ca

with it
s inequality o
f privileges , was d
e

dence . The world o
f

man is suffering b
e

fended b
y

the railway directors a
s being cause all movements in its individual

necessary for the salvation o
f

the passen- parts are not in harmony with one another
and therefore with the whole : because the

Only think in this connexion o
f

the relationship o
f

races has not been esta
idealwhich the lif

e

o
f Akbar represented . blished in a balance of truth and good

This Emperor's soul was not afraid , for it
s

ness . This balance cannot b
e maintained

own safety , of the touch o
f
a neighbour- b
y

a
n

external regulation , as in a puppet
ing humanity but o
f

the want o
f

touch . show . It is a dance which must have
Aurangzeb , on the other hand , who was music in its heart to regulate it . This
certainly " intelligent and enlightened " great music o
f

love is lacking in the meet .

and meticulously careful about keeping ing o
f

men which has taken place in th
e

intact what he considered to be his soul , present age ; and a
ll it
s

movements in

represented a force , insolent and destruct their discongruity are creating complexities
ive . Such an enormous difference in the o

f suffering .

ideals o
f

these twomost powerful monarchs I wish I could write to you simple

o
f Moghal India sprang from fundament letters giving our detailed news . But th
e

ally different interpretations o
f

the word world -wide agony o
f pain fills my mind

' soul ' . with thoughts that obstruct natural com .
Lowes Dickenson has mentioned about munications o

f personal life .

gers ' souls .

1
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Sandeman , Baluchistan , a supposed copper lode Kaolin : -- Extensive examination of the
occurring in the neighbourhood was examined, China clay deposits of Upper Burma proved the
but thedeposit appears to be a poor one . existence of very large quantities of clay emi
Attempts to work commercially the indigenous nently suitable fo

r

themanufacture of porcelain .

deposits o
f

this niineral have met with very The raw sand is said tocontain about 60 per
limited success so far . A certain amount o

f

cent . o
f

free silica , 25—30 per cent .of Kaolin ,

argentiferous copper ore occurs in association and to be very free from iron and alkalis .

with the lead -zinc ore bodies of the Bawdwin Laboratory tesť indicated that the plasticity ,

mines in the Northern Shan states o
f

Burma , refractoriness , and colour o
f

the levigated mate
and the existence o

f
considerable quantities o

f rial were good .

copper in Sikkim has been established , but it Soda :-An enquiry has recently been made
remains to b

e

seen whether its extraction is into the soda deposits and industry in Sind .

commercially possible . The output o
f copper Prior to this little was known regarding the

in 1918 amounted to 3619 tons . nature and extent o
f

these deposits . The salt
Iron : - The recent discoveries o

f

iron ore in obtained is a crude trona known locally as
the southern parts of Singhbhum having 'Chaniho ' , and is used for washing and dyeing

resulted in a large number of applications fo
r

clothes , fo
r

hardening treacle , for the prepara
prospecting licences and mining leases , it was tion o

f

molasses from sugarcane , but principally
decided to examine the ferruginous belt . The a

s a yeast in the manufacture o
f 'papars ' or

results show that the iron ore usually occurs pulse biscuits . The total output in Sind averages

a
tor near the top of hills , the most important approximately 1000 tons per annum .

being in the range running from about three Sulphur :-Early in 1919 the old sulphur
miles south -west of Gua to the Kolhan Keon mines near Sayni in Baluchistan were examined
jhar boundary east o

f Naogaon . The Kolhan but the results showed there was likely to be

hæmalites usually contain :-iron 6
4 per cent . ; only a small amount o
f sulphur available .

phosphorus , 0:03 to 0:08 per cent . , and in some Tin :-A good show o
f

tin was found in the
cases , -0.15 per cent . The sulphur content streams adjoining the Tenasserim river

is usually below 0:03 per cent . Traces o
f

tita ( Tavoy ) from the west . Tinmining is now
nium are also found occasionally in the ore . à well established industry in Burma , the
Samples from the better parts o

f

the pre output of 1918 amounting to 15 , 607 cwt .

deposits contain a
s

much a
s 68–69 per cent , Mining :-A school of mines and geology is

iron . Little prospecting work has been done to be established by the Indian Government
hitherto o

n

the deposits , but enough is known a
t

Dhanbaid in the coal -mining district of

to justify the belief that the quantities available Behar and Orissa , and a Principal and sevior
will run into hundreds of millions o

f

tons . In professor o
fmining are soon to be appoint : d .

most cases , the chief obstacle to development A mining and metallurgical society has un
lies in the difficult and inaccessible nature of the formed at the Kolar gold field .
country , KALIPADA GHOSH , M

.
B
.
A , C
.
( Lond

THE WAY TO GET IT DONE

BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE .

This paper was

( Specially translated for the Modern Review )

read by the author in 1905-6 and , like the “ Swadeshi Samaj

translated for our last number , it is remarkably apposite to the present situation . E
d
. , M. R.

HE river may think that it divides a This process of unification will go on even
country , it if England does not like it .

part nearer another b
y

carrying History has shown that no permanent
commerce and keeping open a permanent good can b

e gained by one set o
f

men at the
way . In a disunited country foreign expense o

f

another . Only in a harmonious
domination is just such a unifying agency ; development is to be found that perma .

and it is as the instrumenta
s

the instrument of divine nent force o
f

coherence which we call
providence for this purpose that British Dharma . If the harmony be destroyed , so is

Rule in India has been touched with glory . the dharma and — Dharma êva hato hanti
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can

- if the dharma be destroyed, it destroys underlying apprehension , the Government
in turn . Britain has been made great by should choose to put obstacles in the way
her Empire . If now she tries to keep India of our growing unity , to protest is worse
weak , her greatness cannot last , but will than useless . Can we contrive any form
topple over of itself, – the weakness of of words clever enough to give them the
a disarmed , effete and starving India will assurance that we desire for ever to be
be the ruin of the British Empire . under the British Empire as our summum
Few have the gift of taking a broad bonum ? And are they of such infantile
comprehensive view of politics ,especially innocence as to believe it ? A

ll

w
e

when greed stands in the way . If any say - and it will b
e clear enough even

system o
f political exploitation should fix if w
e

do not say it — is , that we have use
its ambition o

n

the permanence o
f

India's for the British connexion only so long
connexion , then such a system is bound to a

s we are unable to evolve a secure and
overlook the very factors essential for such lasting union amonglasting union among the diftering elements
connexion . A permanent connexion is which exist within India , - and no further ,

against the law of Nature . Even the tree Such being the case , if the Englishman
has to yield u

p

it
s

fruit , and any artificial looking to his own selfish interests
attempt to prolong it

s

hold can only selfish albeit glorified with the name of

result in a shortening o
f it
s

natural term . Empire – should say that it is high time
To make a subjugated country weak , for him to set about consolidating his

to keep it distracted in disunity , to position by refusing t
o allow u
s to be

prevent the natural growth o
f

its powers united , then what
reply have we to give

b
y

refusing to allow their exercise , and him except i
n the shape o
f

the purest o
f

thus to reduce it to lifelessness , -this is platitudes ? If when the woodman is

England's policy o
f

the day when world about to ply his axe , the tree should cry :

entrancing flowers have ceased to bloom “Stay , else I lose my branch , " and the

in her literature and only thorny politics woodcutter should reply : “ I know , I am
flourish in overwhelming luxuriance ; when here because I want i

t ! " — is there any
pity has ceased to well up for the weak , room for further argument ?
the unfortunate , the downtrodden ; when But we have learnt that in Parliament
only the expansion o

f

dominion is account they debate : one party replies to the

e
d greatness ; when deeds o
f daring have other party : and the winning party re

given way to aggressive exploitation , and joices in it
s victory . S
o

we cannot get ri
d

the selfish cult o
f

patriotism has usurped o
f

the idea that success in debate is final .
the place o

f religion . We forget the difference . There the two

Whether this state o
f things in England parties are the right and left hands o
f

the

is unfortunate for us in India , or other same body , and are both nourished b
y

the

wise , will depend upon ourselves . A same power . I
s it the same here ? Are

clearer vision of Truth is to be obtained our powers and those o
f

the Government

in the day of tribulation , and without deri ved from the same source ? Do we get
the vision o

f

Truth there is no hope for
the same shower of fruit when we shake

any people . God has been visiting uswith the same tree ? Please do not look into

suffering id order to bring it home to us

your text books in answering this ques

that we cannot gain b
y

petitioning what tion . I
t will be of no avail to know what

it is our own duty to earn , and that expen Mill has said , and Herbert
Spencer has

diture o
f

words is mere waste where said , and Seeley has said . The book o
f

the

service alone will do . So long a
s

these
country lies open before u

s
, and the true

simple truths not realised b
y

u
s
,

answer is there .

o
n sorrow , contumely o
n con To put it briefly , it is for the master to

tumely , will be our lot . call the tune , and we are not the master .

We must first o
f

all understand one But the lover of argument will not b
e si

thing clearly . If moved b
y

some secret , lenced , D
o

w
e

not pay so many crores o
f

are
sorrow

7542-5
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again . Merely because we can speak good

taxes , and is not the power of Government end of war , so is success in gaining th
e

based o
n our money ? Why not ask for an object the end o
f politics . But even if we

account to be rendered ? But why , oh why admit this in words , we fail to realise it in

does not the cow brandish her horns and action . That is why our political meet
ask fo

r

a
n account o
f

th
e

milk that has ings are conducted like a debating cl
u
b
,

gone to fatten the plump young hopefuls as if the Government i
s a rival school - bo
r

o
f

her lord and owner ? whom to silence is to defeat ! But as men

The simple truth is that methods must may die under the most scientific
treat

vary with circumstances . If the British ment , s
o have we failed o
f

our object in

Prime Minister wants to get some conces spite o
f

the most splendid oratory .

sion out o
f

the French Government , he does May I make a personal confession ?

not try to get the better o
f

the French For my part , I d
o not worry myself over

President in argument , nor does he preach much about what the Government does

to him high moral doctrine , – he inakes o
r

does not , do for u
s
. I count it silly to

some diplomatic move , and for that reason b
e a -tremble every time there is a rumbling

expert diplomats are permanently employ in the clouds . First o
f

a
ll
, a thunderbolt

e
d
. There is a story that once upon a may or may not fall ; secondly , w
e

a
re n
o
t

time when England was friendly with asked t
o assist in the counsels o
f

th
e

Germany , an English Duke left his seat a
t

thunderbolt factory , nor will o
u
r

suppli

dinner to hand a table napkin to thenapkin to the cations determine its course ; and lastly ,

Kaiser - this , it appears , largely advanced if the thunderbolt is at all to be diverted
his cause . There was also a day when the that cannot b

e done b
y

making a counter
Englishman had to bow and scrape a

t

th
e

demonstration o
f

feebler thundering , bạt

durbar of th
e

great Moghul , smilingly and only b
y

using the proper scientific a
p
p
li

with infinite patience to put up with re ances . The lightning conductor does n
o
t

pulses , spend any amount o
f money and fall from the skies , like the lightning itself :

toil in gratifying his satellites , in order to it has to b
e manufactured patiently

gain his object . This sort of thing is laboriously and skilfully down below , b
y

inevitable if concessions have to be won our own efforts .
from adverse hands . It is no use fretting against th

e

lays of

And yet in this impotent country o
f

nature . The winged ant may complain
ours , what possesses us to think that about the inequity o

f

it
s getting burnt ,

constitutional agitation will serve with but if it flies into the flame , th
e

inevitable

a
ll
-powerful Government ? Agita- will nevertheless happen .So , instead o
f

tion may raise butter from milk , but wasting time over a discussion o
f

th
e

not if the milk b
e

in the dairy and the equities , it is better to keep the fi
re a
t
a

agitation a
t

home . Granted 'that we respectful distance . The ' Englishman is

are only asking for rights and not determined t
o maintain his hold upon

favours , – yet when the rights are barred India at any cost , so that whenever he

b
y

limitation , that means the same old finds anything working loose h
e

is bound

begging from the man in possession . Our to hammer in a nail or two , promptly
Government is not a machine , - it is run and vigorously , in order to fix it firmly
by creatures o

f

flesh and blood , with a

good dash of passion in their composition , English o
r chop subtle logic , he is no
t

who have b
y

n
o

means come here purged likely to give u
p

this very business - li
ke

o
f

a
ll earthly weaknesses . So , to put them habit of his . And whatever else we may

in the wrong is not the way to make them o
r may not do about it , it is futile t
o lo
se

mend their ways . our temper .

We never pause to consider the nature One thing w
e

should always remember ,

o
f

our circumstances , o
f

the object o
f

our - how very small we figure in the English
desires , and the means and methods best He rules us from a remote

fitted thereto . Just as victory is the sole corner o
f

h
is vast political arena . Al
l
h
is

our

man's eyes .

|
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results proportionate to our outcry . We
4 forget that the Englishman is not of us,

th
e

Olympian heights where he dwells ,

It is

because we appeared so small

able to appreciate the glory o
f being grammar , we cram it ! If we want to

attention and skill are absorbed in steering inerged in the British Empire . Just think
through the rocks of the European waters o

f
it ! To b
e compared with Australia ,

and in keeping together his colonies . We Canada , and the rest , for whose imperial
who inhabit a fringe of his unwieldy e

m embrace the Britishier is pining , a
t

whose

v
ir
e , - our likes anddislikes , our effusions ' window h
e sings such moving serenades ,

in
d

tantrums , alike leave him cold . Hence for whose sake h
e
is even willing to allow

h
e soporific power o
f

Indian debates in the price o
f
h
is daily bread to mount u
p
!

Parliament . Could his lordship have been serious ?

The Englishman passes through this But whatever Lord Curzon may have
felt when making this extravagant suggescountry like flowing water ; he carries no
tion , our feelings were much the same asnemory of value away with him ; his

heart strikes no root in its soil . He works those o
f

the lamb ceremonially invited ,

with th
e

prospect o
f furlough in his mind , along with the guests , to join the feast !

and even for his amusements he looks S
o

are we called to glory within the

to h
is compatriots alone . H
is acquain- British Empire . There , if tropical areas

ance with our language is confined to are t
o be brought under cultivation , it

shall be our function to furnish cheap

: h
e depositions o
f

witnesses and with
our literature to translations in the indentured labour ; it shall b

e our right
Government Gazette . How little o

f

his to supply funds for expeditions against

view w
e

subtend w
e

are apt to forget poor , inoffensive Tibet ; and if there b
e
a

a
n
d

so a
re every now and then taken by rising o
f

the oppressed in Somaliland , it

surprise a
t

his callousness towards u
s
. shall b
e

our privilege to die in its suppres
When w

e

blurt out our feelings , he in turn , sion .

Only thus can both big and small
iaturally considers such expression an

participate in a common glory .

exaggeration , which sometimes provokes But , as I say , that is a natural law
irritation and sometimes only a smile . over which it is no use making our eyes

I am not saying a
ll

this b
y way of either red or moist . In al
l
that w
e

d
o , it

formulating a charge against th
e

English- is enough to bear in mind what the
man , but merely to point to the facts as natural law is . If we appeal to the English
they are , andnaturally must b

e
. How man o
n

the ground o
f lofty morality and

ca
n

th
e

high and mighty have a vision say : " Rise superior to the level of ordinary
reen enough to discern in detail the humanity and subordinate the interests
agonies , however heart -rending , the losses o

f your country to those of India ! ” sup
however vital , o

f

what is sovery small ? pose h
e retorts : " Look here , we'll listen to

S
o what seems to u
s

o
f

immense moment your preaching ' later o
n
, but will you

is negligible to h
is perceptions . When first have the goodness to come down to

w
e rage and fume over the partition o
f

our very ordinary level , and place the

th
is

little province o
f

ours , or o
f

some interests o
f your country before your own

problem concerning this petty municipality selfish ones ; if you cannot give u
p your

o
f

ours , or this education of literature o
f

lif
e , at least give u
p your money , your

purs , we ar
e

astounded a
t

not getting comforts , anything at all , for your
country . Are we to d

o everything for
you and you nothing for yourselves ? ”

b
u
t

over u
s ;and if ever we should reach What are we to say to that ? What

after a
ll

are we doing what

tance w
e

a
re

a
n
d

h
o
w

ridiculously diminu- acquainted with o
u
r

country , thatwould
have been something -- but so lazy are we ,

we know next to nothing about her .

we were so absurdly translate it ; the foreigner discovers our

are we

tive .

naivesurprise why
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*

know what there is next door , we have their country . Their difficulty is , they do
to look into Hunter . We gather no facts not know what to do about it , where to
first hand ,- neither about men , nor go for advice, what service is to be re

n

commerce , nor even agriculture . And yet , dered and to whom ; to spend oneself
with such crass indifference on our own without method and without organisa
part , we are not ashamed to prate about tion would b

e

mere waste . If there h
a
d

the duties o
f

others towards our country . been some centre o
f

our shakti , where a
ll

Is it any wonder that our empty preach- could unite ; where thinkers could contri
ing should b

e

so utterly futile ? The bute their ideas , and workers their efforts :

Government is a
t

least doing something then there the generous would find a repo

and has some responsibility . We are doing sitory fo
r

their gifts . Our education , ou
r

nothing and have none . Can there b
e any literature , our arts and crafts , and al
l

o
u
r

real interchange o
f

counsels between two good works would range themselves round
such parties ? And so it happens that on such centre and help to create in a

ll it
s

the one hand we get u
p agitations and richness the commonwealth which o
u
r

hold indignation meetings and vociferate patriotism is in search o
f
.

to our heart's content and then , the very I have not the least doubt in m
y

mind

next day , swallow the most unpalatable that the rebuffs which w
e

are meeting from
humiliations so completely that no doctor , the outside are intended by Providence to

even , has to be called in ! help this centre o
f

our shakti to become

I do hope that my readers will tell me manifest within the nation ; our petitions
that I am uttering the stalest truisms . are being thrown back to us in order that
The truths — that we must look after our we may turn our faces towards such ce

n
:

own interests , carry o
n

our own work , wipe tre ; and the pessimism which is spreading
away our own shame , earn our own wel . amongst the feckless , workless critics of

fare , d
o everything ourselves — are certainly the government is due not to th
e

smart of

not new . And I shall glory in any censure any particular insult , o
r

the hopelessness

that may be passed onmebecause o
f

their ofany particular concession , but to th
e

triteness . What I dread is lest any one growing insistence of an inward quest fo
r

should accuse me o
f advocating something this centre .

new -fangled , for then must I confess If we can establish such centre in o
u
r

ignorance o
f

the a
rt o
f

proving self -evident midst ,our persuasions and arguments
things . It is the sign of a critical con may b

e addressed to it and will then
dition indeed , if th

e

simple should appear acquire meaning and become re
a
l

w
o
rk ,

difficult and o
ld truths come as a surprise , T
o

this centre we can pay our tribute , to

o
r

rouse honest indignation ! it we can devote our time and It
However , I have wandered of nights on will be the means o

f evoking a
n
d

giving

thevast sandbanks of th
e

Padma , and I fu
ll

play to our intellect ,our capacity for
know how , in the darkness , land and sacrifice and a

ll

that is great and d
e
e
p

in

water appear a
s

one , how the straightest u
s
. T
o it shall we give and from it sh
a
ll

o
f paths seem so confused and difficult to we receive our truest wealth .

find ; and when in the morning light If our education , our sanitation , ou
r

dawns , one feels astonished how such industries and commerce
mistakes could have been made . I am such a centre , then we shall not , of

f

a
n
d

living in the hope that when our morning o
n
, b
e kept running after orators to ge
t
u
p

comes , w
e

shall discover the true path and public meetings to protest against some
retrace our steps . wrong , to ventilate some grievance . These
Moreover , I am sure that al

l

o
f

u
s

are sudden awakenings and outeries , by fit
s

not wandering in the same darkness . and starts , followed b
y
a relapse in
to

th
e

There are many enthusiastic young fe
l

silence o
f 'somnolence , is getting to be

lows whom I know , who are willing to ludicrous . W
e

can hardly talk about it

spend more than words in the service of seriously any more , no
t

even to ourselves.

energy

radiate from
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The only way to put a stop to this farce is are only to be expected . But that is no
to take upon ourselves the whole duty of reason fo

r

our giving it up a
s a bad

our national progress . job . We should remember that it is not an
Let n

o

one think that I am advocating easy matter to obstruct a person who is

a policy o
f

sullen aloofness . That honestly engaged in doing his duty . More
would only b

e another form o
f sulking , over w
e

must not confuse such obstruction
which may have it

s
place in a lover's with the arbitrary withdrawal o

f

favours .

quarrel , but not here . What I say is the Take for instance the matter of self -govern
reverse . I am for courteous , diplomatic ment . We are crying ourselves hoarse
relations with the Government . In cour because what Lord Ripon wanted to give ,

tesy there is freedom . A relationship some other Lord took away . Shame on
which is forced on us is but a form o

f

u
s for attaching such value to what others

slavery and cannot last . Free relations can give and others can take away . It

may mature into friendship later on . was only our folly which led u
s to call

Some o
f
u
s

seem to think that if only such a thing b
y

the name o
f self

w
e

could get a
ll

we are asking for from government .

th
e

government , a state of effusive friendli And yet self -government lies at our very
ness would be sure to arise . But that is door , waiting for u

s
. No one has tried ,

contrary to experience . Where can one nor is it possible for any one even if he

find th
e

end to begging o
n

the one hand does try , to deprive u
s
' of it . We can d
o

and granting o
f

favours o
n the other ? everything we like for our villages — for

A
s

our shastras put it , you cannot their education , theirtheir sanitation , the
quench a flame b

y

pouring o
il

thereon . The improvement o
f

their communications

,

more the beggar gets , the more does h
e if only w
e

make u
p

our minds to se
t

to

want and the less is h
e

satisfied . Where work , ifonly w
e

can act in unison . For
getting depends , not on the earning o

f the this work w
e

d
o

not need the sanction o
f

recipient , but on the generosity of the a government badge . . . . But what if we
giver , it is twice accurst , - it spoils both cannot make up ourminds ? What if we will
him that takes and him that gives . not be united ? Then are there not ropes

But where th
e

relationship is one o
f

and stones enough fo
r

u
s to g
o

and drown
give and take on both sides , o

f

an e
x ourselves ?

change o
f

benefits , there amicable arrange I repeat that our education is the thing
ments are always possible , and the gain which we should first of all take into our

to both is real . This can only b
e brought own hands . The doubter will ask , what

about if we establish our power on if we do — whowill then provide u
s with

foundation o
f good works . Mutual con lucrative posts ? That , also , we shall d
o

cessions between two powers are graceful ourselves . If the work of the country b
e

a
swell a
s permanent , pleasing and honor- in our own hands , where is the difficulty in

able to both parties . That is why I say remunerating those who do it ? H
e

who
that , in order to get from the Government provides the employment is bound to bewhat is due from it to the country , up to the master , - it cannot be otherwise . And

th
e

last farthing , the only way is to re
n

d
e
r

in our turn the services which

in assessing our wages the foreign master
will naturally not be neglectful of his own

country may expect from u
s

ourselves , pocket . All th
e

more reason , therefore ,

likewise to the last farthing . W
e

may why th
e

whole field o
f

work , including
demand only b

y

the measure o
f

what w
e

education as an essential part , should b
e

under our own control . We complain o
f

Here it may b
e

asked , what if the the want o
f opportunity for acquiring

Government should use its forces to technical knowledge . But we know to our
hinder our rendering true service to the cost that , i

f the master be an outsider , he

country ? That , o
f

course , is possible . will take particular care not to allow u
s

Where interests are adverse such attempts any real opportunity .

a

our

d
o

give .
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seem

I know my critics will say that the of duty . When a litigant is worked up
matter now begins to sound difficult . I do into a state of frenzy , he thinks nothing of
not hesitate to admit it . If it had not staking and losing h

is a
ll
. If anger b
e

th
e

been difficult , it would not have been worth basis of our political activities , the excite
doing . If someone wants to g

o
a -voyaging ment itself tends t
o become the end in

o
n a petition - paper boat in quest of the view , rather than the object to be achieved .

golden fleece , a certain class of patriots Side issues assume a
n exaggerated impor

may b
e attracted b
y

this fairy -tale pro tance , and a
ll gravity o
f thought a
n
d

position , but I would not recommend action is lost . Such excitement is not a
n

anyone to risk real national Capital in the exercise o
f strength , but a display o
f

venture . It is difficult to build a dike , and weakness .

easy to get up a constitutional agitation We must give u
p

a
ll

such pettiness a
n
d

asking the waters to recede , - but the found our political work o
n

the broad

latter is not a way out of the difficulty . basis of love of country , - not on dislike
To get something ultra cheap makes one o

f , o
r dependence upon others . This dislike

feel extra clever , and when the cheap thing and this dependence may to be

collapses under the strain o
f

work , it is opposite states of mind , but they a
re really

comforting to put the blame o
n

some twin branches o
f

the same tree o
f impo

one else ; but in spite o
f

a
ll

these consola tence . Because we decided that our salva
tions the fact remains that the work fails tion lay in making demands , dislike was

to get done . born o
f

our disappointment . We then

T
o

consider a
ll responsibilities a
s being jumped to the conclusion that this feeling

light in one's own case and heavy in the o
f

ours was Patriotism , - gaining at one

case o
f

others , is not a good moral code . stroke profound consolation and a
n

elera .

When sitting in judgment o
n

the behaviour ting pride !

o
f

the British towards ourselves , it is well Just think for a moment o
f

the mother

to take note of the difficulties in their way from whom the care o
f

her child is taken

and their human weaknesses . But when away and entrusted to another . Why is

searching out our own lapses , there must she inconsolable ? Because o
f

her exceeding

b
e n
o

invention o
f

excuses o
r palliations , love . The same anxiety to do our best fo
r

n
o lowering o
f

the standard o
n grounds of our country b
y

our own efforts may alone
expediency . And so I say , the rousing o

f

b
e called Patriotism , - not the cleverness

indignation against the British Govern o
f shifting that duty o
n to the foreigner ,

mentmay b
e a
n easy political method , but which is not true cleverness either , fo
r

th
e

it will not serve to lead u
s

to our goal . duty does not get done .

Rather , the cheap pleasure o
f giving tit for

tat , o
f dealing shrewd blows , will detract Free Translation b
y

from the efficient pursuit o
f

our own path SURENDRANATH TAGORE .

A GLIMPSE OF SCHOOL LIFE IN CHINA

1
T is opening day a
t

Liu Mei School ,

the school which prepares Chinese
boys for study in Europe and America .

In the entrance hall of the Teachers ' Court ,

the doors a
t

the north have been closed to

form a background , and on a table placed
against them , a red tablet to Confucius

has been set up , with a bronze incense ja
r

filled with incense sticks before it , and two
red candles on either side .

A
t

about eight o'clock in the morning

the bell ringer ,whose duty it is to usher

in and bring to a close the classes b
y

pacing u
p

and down the various courts
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an

words ( Nos . lxxxiii and cvii ) -like " enemy," elements that seem to take away from the merit of th
is

" savage , " "barbarian , " "heathen , " " foreigner , " excellent book .

" nigger , " — his advocacy o
f each man's right , ( 1 ) The Parable - like pieces such as , x
li
to xlii , lxxix,

held a
s

sacred a
s

each woman's right ( No. ci
i
) ; Ixxviii , have little poetry in them . Such is th
e

case to
o

h
is recognition o
f the "peasant -folk a
s Nature's with the “ problem ” poems ( e
g
. Ixxxiv , lxxxv ) fu
ll
o
f

noblemen and noblewomen " (out -rivalling Burns ) deep searchings of th
e

spirit rather intellectually p
re

in No. ci
x

dedicated to " Norway , land of strong sented . No. Ixviii is redeemed b
y

it
s

last few lines.

men and free women " — " of women equal in rights In No. Ixxx too the atmosphere o
f

the Norseland is

to men , land whose sons behold the vision o
f Uni re - created .

versal Peace ” ( p . 232 ) ; and lastly , his equally strong ( 2 ) " Local colouring " in the higher sense of th
e

denunciation , with Old Testament Prophet's expression is absent from several pieces rich in local
directness and vigour , in No. ci , o

f
“ a harrying , place names and even associations ( cf. Nos , ji to viu

ruthless civilisation ' and h
is

soul -entrancing dream o
f and No. xvii ) . This is , however , not the case with

the royal proclamation ( in No. ix ) - "Let a
l

the others , such a
s , Nos . i , x to x
ii , xiv and xviii . N
o
.

races o
f the earth b
e

one , a
ll tongues b
e

one , and a
ll xiv— "With the Muses " -reproduces the very spirit of

religions one ” followed b
y

the voice o
f

the youthful Salmund's Edda a
s translated b
y

Thorpe .

prophet - he with "gentle , dreamy eyes " -offering to 1
3
) Sometimes doctrine is allowed to tyrannically

carry out the monarch's will b
y

going to " each man's dominate a piece ti
ll

the poetic quality is killed o
u
t

door and bid him search his heart and find the one " right ( e.g. xxxiv ) .

a
ll

these puissant utterances wince a
n essentially ( 4 ) " Bower and Swain ( No. Xxx ) , " heavy quilt of

broad and modern outlook o
n life and it
s problems snow ” ( No. v . ) ' tremulous stage of heaven "-suggest

thoroughly imbued with whatever is highest and best artificial convention .

in the democratic spirit o
f the West . Then there are conceits like " thy mountain lakes

The great hope is his that— "Even the dust will are tears shed b
y

angels , ” ( cix ) . " Thou wert created
come to be asglorious as a God ' ' ( No. c

i . ) which , b
y

boneless " ( said o
f

the tongue ) " that thou might'st

the way , reminds u
s o
f Shelley's “ It ( love ) makes utter naught but gentle ,kindly words ” ( cvii ) . W
e
d
o

the reptile equal to the God " ( Prometheus Unbound , not want to multiply such instances fo
r

even if limited
Act II . , Sc . V

.
, Asiatic Panthea ) . His faith in the in number they are sure to jar upon the ear .

glorious future o
f humanity makes him fling h
is ima ( 5 ) Wemust allow a poet his mannerism within

gination forward to the day when after “ the downfall certain limits Frequent repetition o
f a " trick ” , h
o
w

o
f

a
n

earth -hungering , ego -minded nation , ” Norway's ever , sickens . We have too often in this volume such

'sonsmay follow the path o
f

wisdom through th
e

negative compounds as " un -alive , " " un -sleeping , " " un

green avenue o
f greedlessness , sublime forbearance , waving , " " un -speaking , " " un -winking , " " un -breathing , "

and science nobly utilised , to a new age o
f equal " u
n -stirring , " " un -fleeing , " " un -asking , " " un -existing , "

honour for a
ll

nations " ( No. cix ) . " u
n -laughing . " Their name is legion .

This is Shelley over again . How inspiring in ( 6 ) The writer is too fond also o
f

such compound

these days o
f
a new " storm and stress ' ! epithets as " self -making " " true -gold ” , etc.

" The Bengali Captain's ” ( No. xxvii ) dying ( 7 ) A sparing use o
f dainty things like " pansy

wish o
n

the field o
f Mons and his prayer to Mother tinted , " " pearl -crowned , ” " Aurora -hearted , " "silver

Humanity are in the same strain . in ( xcii ) " O sprin ' led , " " heaven -tinted ” may b
e

recommended

Friends " , which is his appeal for a " righteous though in themselves these poetic expressions a
re

commonwealth o
f nations , " h
e

solemnly hopes exquisite in favour .

behalf o
f
“ thought -burdened Humanity ' fo
r

the day ( 8 ) What shall we say of " time , the flammivom
when " the budding sense o

f

nationhood will " Aower ous dragon ” ( p . 19
1
) o
r
" the smithy o
f hylotheistic

into the full -blown rose of Divine Humanity ” if only culture ( p : 233 ) , not to speak of that proverbial la
st

" nations rival , as the saints d
o , each other in goodness straw in ' the arche -type o
f

eudæmonic eunomocra.

and soulfulness . " Then can the league of a
ll

nations cy ? " ( p . 233 ) .

each honouring " the divinity within the humanity o
f Lastly w
e

hope to b
e pardoned fo
r

not being able

other nations ' ' -- ' 'serve posterity for the foundation to relish in the " Snow -Birds ” a strange bird o
f

black
stones o

f

the future edifice of Love . " This piece is a feathers li : e the Aing , however just and well -deserved,

modern application ( if not extension ) o
f the ancient a
t Germany and German culture in No , cix . The tribute

teaching of Gautama Buddha Conceived in the to the reigning English sovereign ( p . 3
3
1
) , so loyal

same spirit is h
is " A New Star " (No. lxxix ) and just , seems also to have been smuggled in . Le
t

embodying the ideal o
f
" Love -born Harmony ” . u
s

not b
e hastily condemned a
s captious .

We have a
n unpleasant duty to do as honest critics

and propose to dismiss with a bare statement certain JAYGOPAL B
A

VERJI .

on

LETTERS FROM RABINDRANATH TAGORE

or

Yºu

I

March 2nd , 1921 .

TOUR last letter gives wonderful news
about our students in Calcutta . I hope
that this spirit o
f

sacrifice and willing
ness to suffer will grow in strength ; for to

achieve this is an end in itself .This is the true
freedom ! Nothing is o

f higher value , - be it

national wealth , independence ,-than
disinterested faith in ideals , in the moral
greatness o

f man . The West has it
s

unshakable faith in material strength a
n
d
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who are

prosperity ; and therefore however loud grows God's world . I have seen the West ; I covet

th
e cry fo
r

peace and disarmament , it
s not the unholy feast , in which she revels

ferocity growls louder , gnashing it
s

teeth every moment , growing more and more
and lashing it

s

tail in impatience . It is like bloated and red and dangerously delirious .

a fish , hurt b
y

the pressure o
f

the flood , Not for u
s , is this mad orgy o
f midnight ,

planning to fl
y
in the a
ir
. Certainly the idea is with lighted torches , but awakenment in the

brilliant , but it is not possible fo
r
a fish to serene light o
f morning .

realize . We , in India , shall have to show to

the world , what is that truth , which not only II

makes disarmament possible but turns it into
strength . That moral force is a higher power March 5th , 1921
than brute force , will be proved b

y

the people Lately I have been receiving more and
unarmed . Life , in its higher more news and newspaper cuttings from

development , has thrown o
ff

it
s

tremendous India , giving rise in my mind to a painful
burden o

f

armour and a prodigious quantity struggle that presages a period o
f suffering

o
f

flesh ; ti
ll

man has become the conqueror which is waiting for me . I am striving with

o
f the brute world . The day is sure to come , a
ll my power to tune my mood o
f mind to

when the frail man o
f spirit , completely b
e

in accord with the great feeling o
f

unhampered b
y

arms and air fleets , and excitement sweeping across my country .

dreadnoughts , will prove that the meek is to But deep in my being why is there this
inherit the earth . It isIt is in the fitness o

f spirit of resistance maintaining it
s place in

things , that Mahatma Gandhi , frail in body spite o
f my strong desire to remove it ? I

and devoid o
f all material resources , should fail to find a clear answer and through my

call u
p

the immense power o
f

the meek , that gloom o
f dejection breaks out a smile and a

has been lying waiting in the heart of the voice saying , " Your place is on the seashore
destitute and insulted humanity o

f India . o
f

worlds ' , with children ; there is your
The destiny o

f

India has chosen fo
r

it
s ally , peace , and I am with you there , ” And this

Narayan , and not the Narāyansena , - the is why lately I have been playing with
power o

f soul and not that o
f

muscle . And inventing new metres . These are merest

sh
e

is to raise the history o
f

man , from the nothings that are content to be borne away
muddy level of physical conflict to the higher b

y

the current o
f time , dancing in the sun

moralaltitude . What is Swaraj ! It is maya , and laughing a
s they disappear . But while

it is like a mist , that will vanish , leaving n
o I play , the whole creation is amused , for

stain o
n the radiance o
f

the Eternal . How not flowers and leaves never -ending
ever we may delude ourselves with the experiments in metre , is not my God a

n
phrases learnt from the West , Swaraj is not eternal waster o

f

time ? He flings stars

o
u
r

objective . Our fight is a spiritual fight , and planets in the whirlwind o
f

changes , he- it is for Man . We are to emancipate Man floats paper -boats o
f ages , filled with his

from the meshes that he himself has fancies ,on the rushing stream o
f appearance ,

round him ,—these organisations o
f

National When I tease him and beg him to allow me
Egoism . The butterfly will have to be per to remain his little follower and accept a

suaded that the freedom o
f

the sky is o
f few trifles o
f

mine a
s

the cargo o
f his play

higher value than the shelter o
f

the boat , h
e smiles and I trot behind him

If we can defy the strong , the armed , the catching the hem o
f h
is

robe . But where a
m

wealthy ,-revealing to the world the power I among the crowd , pushed from behind ,

o
f the immortal spirit ,-the whole castle of pressed from a
ll

sides ? And what is this
the Giant Flesh will vanish in the void . And noise about me ? If it is a song , then my own
then Man will find his Swaraj . We , the sitar can catch the tune and I join in the
famished , ragged ragamuffins of the East , are chorus , for I am a singer . But if it is a

to win freedom for a
ll Humanity . We have shout , then my voice is wrecked and I am

n
o word for 'Nation ' in our language . When lost in bewilderment . I have been trying

w
e

borrow this word from other people , it a
ll

these days to find in it a melody , straining .

never fits u
s
. For w
e

are to make our league my ear , but the idea of non - co -operation with
with Narayan , and our victory will not give it

s mighty volume o
f

sound does not sing to

u
s anything but victory itself ; victory for me , it
s congregated menace o
f negation

are

woven

Cocoon .

7712-7
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a

shouts . And I say to myself , “ If you cannot the music of the soul , and it
s

own simplicity
keep step with your countrymen a

t

this great was not to kill it but to guide it .

crisis o
f their history , never say that you are

right and the rest of them wrong ; only give
The idea of non - co -operation is political

asceticism . Our students are bringing their

u
p

your role as a soldier , g
o

back to your offering o
f sacrifices to what ? Not to a

corner as a poet , be ready to accept popular fuller education but to non -education . It ha
s

derision and disgrace . "

R , in support of the present movement ,

a
t

it
s

back a fierce joy o
f

annihilation which

a
t it
s

best is asceticism , and a
t

it
s

worst is

has often said to me that passion for
that orgy o

f frightfulness in which th
e

human
rejection is a stronger power in the beginning nature , losing faith in the basic reality o

f

n
o
r

than the acceptance o
f a
n

ideal . Though I mal life , finds a disinterested delight in a
n

know it to b
e
a fact , I cannot take it as unmeaning devastation , a
s has been shown in

truth . We must choose our allies once for
the late war and o

n other occasions which

a
ll
, for they stick to us even when we would came nearer to us .

b
e glad to be rid of them . No in its passive moralIf we once claim form is asceticism and in its active moral

strength from intoxication , then in the time o
f

form is violence . The desert is as much a

reaction our normal strength is bankrupt , and form o
f

himsa ( malignance ) as is th
e

raging
we g

o

back again and again to the demon
who lends u

s sea in storm ; they both are against life .

resources in a vessel whose
bottom it takes away . I remember the day , during the swadeshi
Brahma -vidya ( the cult of Brahma , the movement in Bengal , when a crowd of young

Infinite Being ) in India has for it
s object students came to see me in the first floor hall

mukti , emancipation , while Buddhism has o
f

our Vichitra house . They said to m
e

th
a
t

nirvana , extinction . It may b
e argued that if I would order them to leave their schools

both have the same idea in different names . and colleges they would instantly obey . I

But names represent attitudes o
f

mind , e
m was emphatic in my refusal to d
o

so , and they

phasise particular aspects o
f truth . Mukti went away angry , doubting the sincerity o
f

draws our attention to the positive , and nir my love for my motherland . And y
e
t

long

vana to the negative side o
f

truth . Buddha before this popular ebullition o
f

excitement
kept silence all through his teachings about myself had given a thousand rupees , when I

the truth o
f

the Om , the everlasting yes , his had not five rupees to call my own , to open a

implication being that b
y

the negative path swadeshi store and courted banter and b
a
n

o
f destroying the self we naturally reach that kruptcy . The reason o
f my refusing to

truth . Therefore h
e emphasised the fact o
f advise those students to leave their schools

duhkha ( misery ) which had to be avoided was because the anarchy o
f
a mere emptiness

and the Brahma -vidya emphasised the fact never tempts me , even when it is resorted t
o !

o
f Ananda , Joy , which had to b
e

attained . a
s
a temporary measure . I am frightened of

The latter cult also needs for its fulfilment a
n

abstraction which is ready to ignore living

the discipline o
f

self -abnegation , but it holds reality . These students were n
o

mere phan
before it

s

view the idea of Brahma , not only toms to me , their life was a great fact to them

a
t

the end but a
ll through the process o
f

and to the All . I could not lightly take upon
realisation . Therefore the idea o

f

life's train myself the tremendous responsibility o
f

a

ing was different in the Vedic period from mere negative programme for them which
that o

f

the Buddhistic . In the former it was would uproot their life from it
s

soil , however

the purification o
f

life's joy , in the latter it thin and poor that soil might b
e
. The great

was the eradication o
f
it . The abnormal type injury and injustice which had been done to

o
f

asceticism to which Buddhism gave rise in those boys who were tempted away from their
India revelled in celibacy and mutilation o

f

career before any real provision was made ,

life in all different forms . But the forest life could never b
e

made good to them . O
f

course

o
f

the Brahmana was not antagonistic to the that is nothing from the point o
f

view o
f

a
n

social life o
f

man , but harmonious with it . abstraction which can ignore the infinite value

It was like our musical instrument tambura even o
f

the smallest fraction o
f reality . I

whose duty is to supply the fundamental wish I were the little creature Jack whose o
n
e

notes to the music to save it from straying mission is to kill the giant abstraction which
into discordance . It believed in anandam , is claiming the sacrifice o
f

individuals a
ll

over
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th
e

world under highly painted masks o
f within the boundaries o
f

which peace has
delusion . been maintained and varied wealth o

f life

I say again and again that I a
m a poet , produced . But outside these boundaries the

that I am not a fighter b
y

nature . I would law o
f co -operation has not been realised .

give everything to b
e

onewith my surround Consequently the great world o
f man is

ings . I love my fellow -beings and I prize suffering from ceaseless discordance . We
their love . Yet I have been chosen by des are beginning to discover that our problem
tiny to ply my boat there where the current is world -wide , and n

o

one people o
f

the

is against me . What irony of fate is this that Earth can work out it
s

salvation b
y

detach

I should b
e preaching co -operation o
f

cultures ing itself from the others . Either we shall
between East and West on this side o

f

the be saved together , or drawn together into
sea just a

t

the moment when the doctrine o
f destruction .

non - co -operation is preached o
n

the other This truth has ever been recognised b
y

side ? You know that I do not believe in the a
ll

the great personalities o
f the world .

material civilisation o
f

the West just as I do They had in themselves the perfect cons .

not believe in the physical body to be the ciousness o
f

the undivided spirit of man .

highest truth in man . But I still less believe in Their teachings were against tribal exclu

th
e

destruction o
f

the physical body , and the siveness , and thus we find that Buddha's
ignoring o

f

the material necessities o
f

life . India transcended geographical India , and
What is needed is establishment of harmony Christ's religion broke through th

e

bonds o
f

between the physical and spiritual nature o
f

Judaism .

man , maintaining o
f

balance between the Today , at this critical moment o
f

the
foundation and superstructure . I believe in world's history , cannot India rise above her
the true meeting o

f the East and the West . limitations and offer the great ideal to the
Love is the ultimate truth o

f

soul . We should world that will work towards harmony and

d
o a
ll

w
e

can , not to outrage that truth , to co - operation between the different peoples o
f

carry it
s

banner against all opposition . The the earth ? Men o
f

feeble faith will say that
idea o

f

non - co -operation unnecessarily hurts India requires to be strong and rich before
that truth . It is not our hearth fire , but the she . can raise her voice for the sake of the
fire that burns out our hearth and home . whole world . But I refuse to believe it .

That the measure o
f

man's greatness is in

III his material resources is a gigantic illusion
casting it

s

shadow the present -day
March 13th , 1921 . world ,-it is an insult to man . It lies in the

Things that are stationary have n
o

res power o
f the materially weak to save the

ponsibility and need no law . For death , world from this illusion , and India , in spite
even the tombstone is a useless luxury . But o

f

her penury and humiliation , can afford to

fo
r

a world , which is a
n

ever -moving multi come to the rescue of humanity .

tude advancing toward a
n

idea , a
ll its laws The freedom o
f

unrestrained egoism in

must have one principle of harmony . This the individual is license and not true

is the law o
f

creation . freedom . For his truth is in that which is

Man became great when h
e found out universal in him . Individual human races

this law for himself , the law o
f

co -operation . also attain true freedom when they have the

It helped him to move together , to utilise freedom o
f perfect revelation o
f

Man and

th
e

rhythm and impetus o
f the world march . not that of their aggressive racial egoism .

H
e

a
t

once felt that this moving together The idea of freedom which prevails in modern
was not mechanical , not an external regula civilisation is superficial and materialistic .

tion for the sake o
f

some convenience . It Our revolution in India will b
e

a true one
was what the metre is in poetry , which is when it

s

forces will be directed against this

n
o
t
a mere system o
f

enclosure fo
r

keeping crude idea o
f liberty .

ideas from running away in disorder , but ' fo
r

The sunlight o
f love has the freedom

vitalising theni , making them indivisible in a that ripens the wisdom o
f

immortal life , but
unity of creation . passion's fire can only forge fetters for

S
o

fa
r

this idea o
f co -operation has deve ourselves . The Spiritual ManSpiritual Man has been

loped itself into individual communities struggling for it
s emergence into perfection ,

over
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POE

and a
ll

true cry o
f

freedom is for this therefore can never b
e reached through th
e

emancipation . Erecting barricades o
f fierce path o
f negation . Our present struggle to

separateness in the name o
f

national necessity alienate our heart and mind from those

is offering hindrance to it , therefore in the o
f

the West is a
n attempt a
t spiritual suicide .

long run building a prison for the nation If in the spirit o
f

national vaingloriousness
itself . For the only path o

f

deliverance we shout from our house -tops that th
e

for nations is in the ideal humanity . West has produced nothing that has a
n

Creation is an endless activity o
f God's infinite value for man , then we but create a

freedom ; it is an end in itself . Freedom is serious cause o
f doubt about the worth o
f

true when it is a revelation o
f

truth . Man's any product o
f the Eastern mind . For it is

freedom is for the revelation o
f

the truth o
f the mind o
f Man in the East and West which

Man which is struggling to express itself . is ever approaching Truth in her different

We have not yet fully realised it . But those aspects from different angles o
f

vision ; and

people who have faith in it
s greatness , who if it can b
e

true that the standpoint o
f

th
e

acknowledge it
s sovereignty , and have the West has betrayed i
t into an utter misdirec

instinctive urging in their heart to break . tion , then w
e

can never b
e

sure o
f

th
e

down obstructions , are paving the way for standpoint o
f the East . Let u
s b
e

ri
d

o
f a
ll

it
s coming . India ever has nourished faith false pride and rejoice a
t any lamp being

in the truth o
f Spriritual Man , for whose lit a
t any corner o
f the world , knowing that

realisation she has made innumerable it is a part o
f the common illumination o
f

experiments , sacrifices and penance , some our house .

verging on the grotesque and the abnormal . The other day I was invited to the house

But the fact is , she has never ceased in her o
f
a distinguished art -critic o
f America who

attempt to find it even though a
t

the is a great admirer o
f old Italian a
rt
. I

tremendous cost o
f

material success . There questioned him if h
e

knew anything o
f

o
u
r

fore I feel that the true India is an idea , and Indian pictures and h
e brusquely said th
a
t

not a mere geographical fact . I have come most probably h
e would " hate them " . I

into touch with this idea in fa
r

away places suspected h
e

had seen some o
f

them a
n
d

o
f Europe and my loyalty was drawn to it in hated them . I
n retaliation I could have said

persons who belonged to different countries something in the same language about th
e

from mine . India will be victorious when Western art . But I am proud to say it w
a
s

this idea wins victory ,-- the idea o
f

not possible for me . For I always t
ry
to

" Purusham mahāntam aditya -varnam understand the Western art and never to hate

tamasah parástāt , " the Infinite Personality it .it . Whatever we understand and enjoy in

whose light reveals itself through the obstruc human products instantly become ours wher
tion o

f

darkness . Our fight is against this ever they might have their origin . I should
darkness , our object is the revealment o

f

the feel proud o
f my humanity when I ca
n

light o
f

this Infinite Personality in ourselves . acknowledge th
e

poets and artists o
f

other

This Infinite Personality of Man is not to be countries a
s mine own . Let me feel with

achieved in single individuals , but in one unalloyed gladness that a
ll

the great glories

grand harmony o
f

a
ll

human races . The o
f man are mine . Therefore it hurts m
e

darkness o
f egoism which will have to b
e deeply when the cry o
f

rejection rings lo
u
d

destroyed is the egoism o
f

the People . The against the West in my country with th
e

idea o
f

India is against the intense conscious . clamour that the Western education can

ness o
f

the separateness o
f one's own people only injure u
s
. I
t cannot be true . What

from others , and which inevitably leads to has caused the mischief is the fact that fo
r
a

ceaseless conflicts . one long time we have been out o
f

touch with

prayer is , le
t

India stand for the co -operation our own culture and therefore the Western

o
f all peoples o
f

the world . The spirit of culture has not found it
s perspective in o
u
r

rejection finds it
s support in the conscious life , very often found a wrong perspective

ness o
f separateness , the spirit of acceptance giving our mental eye a squint . When w
e

in the consciousness o
f unity . India has have the intellectual capital of our own , th
e

ever declared that Unity is Truth , and commerce o
f thought with the outer world

separateness is máyā . This unity is not a becomes natural and fully profitable . But to

zero , it is that which comprehends a
ll

and say that such commerce is inherently wrong .

Therefore my



INDIAN PERIODICALS 617

is to encourage the worst form of provincial

is
m ,productive o
f nothing but intellectual

indigence . The West has misunderstood
the East which is a

t
the root o

f

the dis
harmony that prevails between them , but
will it mend the matter if the East in her turn
tries to misunderstand the West ? 'The
present age has powerfully been possessed

b
y

the West ; it has only become possible
because to her is given some great mission

for man . We from the East have to come

to her to learn whatever she has to teach u
s ;

fo
r

b
y

doing so w
e

hasten the fulfilment o
f

this age . We know that the . East also has her
lessons to give , and she has her own res
ponsibility o

f not allowing her light to b
e

extinguished , and the time will come when
the West will find leisure to realise that she
has a home o

f

hers in the East where her
food is and her rest .

INDIAN PERIODICALS

beyond the seas ,

India and the World in Ancient local variations in policy , apart altogether from
those variations that necessarily follow localTimes . diversity in natural resources . Thus , there

In the Hindustan Review , Mr. Shiba arises a
t

once the necessity for designing some
nath Basu shows , b

y

referring to and
machinery to facilitate voluntary co -operation

quoting from numerous authors , that and mutual understanding ; for no province
can b

e entirely self -contained in thosematters
India in ancient times was in active inter that affect the development o

f

industries o
n

course with the whole o
f

the then known world modern lines . For the essential communications ,

and occupied the position o
f

the Queen o
f

the for accessory raw materials , for markets , for
Ancient World , Her adventurers , colonisers financial aid , and even for unskilled labour , one

a
n
d

navigators , not afraidof the dangers of province must rely o
n

the resources o
f

another .

th
e

Mighty Deep built u
p

a greater India Industries d
o not flourish singly but in family

her merchants carried the groups : provinces d
o

not develop singly but
torch o

f

Indo -Aryan civilisation to the distant in federal associations .

quarters o
f

the world , her missionaries carried A
s

one step towards provincial co -operation ,

th
e

Law o
f

Gautama to countries beyond the this Journal has been established a
t

the special
frontiers o

f

India , he
r

Universities attracted and unanimous request of the Provincial
students from countries beyond the deserts o

f

Directors o
f Industries who have met in con

Taklakaman andGobi ; while at home herference o
n two occasions during the past year ,

children laid the foundation stone o
f
a culture

system which became the boast and inspiration The reference to the provincial Direc

o
f

the civilised world . tors o
f

industries in the last sentence
quoted above may make the reader curi

"Journal of Indian Industries and ous to know who these Directors are . We
Labour . " find from the “ summary o

f

industrial in

In the foreword to the newly started telligence for the quarter ending December
Journal of Indian Industries and Labour , 31st , 1920 , " that Assam is fortunate e

n .

S
ir Thomas Holland says that the chief ough to possess Mr. K
.
L. Barua a
s

it
s

Government activities in respect o
f

the
Director o

f

Industries . The name appears
development o

f

industries "must necessari to show that he is an Indian . Bengal , Bihar

ly b
e provincial -- the grant o
f

concessions and Orissa , Bombay , Central Provinces
and other forms o

f

assistance necessary and Punjab have European Directors ; the

to facilitate private enterprise , the develop Madras summary is signed b
y

it
s Euro

ment o
f

technical and industrial education , pean Assistant Director , leaving one in

a
n
d

th
e

research work necessary to estab ? doubt as tothe race and domicile o
f
it
s

lish the value o
f

raw materials . Director ; and there are no summaries for

Decentralisation o
f

authority and respon
the United Provinces , and the N

.

W. Fron
sibility must necessarily tend to give rise to tier Province . Who are the Directors and
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HE History of India , - of whom is it Samaj had been evolved which not only
the history ? was not one with the Aryan Samaj of

This history began with the day when the vedic times , but in many respects even
the white -skinned Aryans , overcoming antagonistic :

all obstacles , natural as well as human , But was India able to draw the line
made their entry into India . Sweep o

f

her history there ? Did Providence allow
ing aside the vast enveloping curtain o

f her to make the assertion that the History
forest , which stretched across her from o

f

India was the history of the Hindus ?

East to West , they brought on the scene No. For , while in Hindu India the Rajputs
sunny fields adorned with corn and fruit , were busy fighting each other in the
and their toil and skill thus laid the found- vanity of a suicidal competition o

f

brav
ation . And yet they could not say that ery , the Mussalmans swept in through the
this India was exclusively their India . breaches created by their dissensions , and
The non -Aryans became fused with the scattering themselves a

ll

over the country
Aryans . Even in the first blush o

f

the they also made it their own b
y living and

latter's victorious supremacy , they used dying on it
s

soil .

to take to themselves non -Aryan girls in If now we try to draw the line here
marriage . And in the Buddhist age such crying : “ Stop ! Enough ! Let us make
intermingling became freer . When , there the History o

f India a history of Hindu
after , the Brahminic Samaj set to work to and Muslim ! ” will the Great Architect ,
repair it

s

barriers and make it
s

encircl who is broadening out the history o
f

ing walls impregnable , they found some humanity in ever -increasing circles , modi
parts of the country come to such a pass fy h

is plans simply to gratify our pride ?

that brahmins o
f sufficiently pure stock Whether India is to be yours or mine ,

could not be found to conduct the vedic whether it is to belong more to the Hindu ,

ceremonies , and these either had to be im o
r
to the Moslem , o
r

whether some other
ported , or new creations made b

y

investi race is to assert a greater supremacy than
ture with the sacred thread . The white either , – that is not the problem with
skin , on the colour of which the difference which Providence is exercised . It is not
between Brahmin and Sudra had origi a

s if , a
t

the bar of the judgment seat of

nally been founded , had meanwhile tarn the Almighty , different advocates are en
ished into brown . The sudras , with their gaged in pleading the rival causes o

f

different manners and ideals , gods and Hindu , Moslem o
r

Westerner , and that the
rituals , had been taken into the social party which wins the decrec shall finally
polity . And a larger Indian , o

r

Hindui , plant the standard o
f permanent posses
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1

!

1

sion . It is our vanity which makes us mate ideal , acknowledges its own individual
think that it is a battle between conten unimportance , will lose only it

s pettiness
ding rights , – the only battle is the eternal and find permanence for its greatness in

one between Truth and untruth . that of the whole .

The Ultimate , the Perfect , is concerned S
o
, for ourselves , we must bear in mind

with the All , and is evolving itself through that India is not engaged in recording
every kind o

f
obstacle and opposing force . solely our story , but that it is we whoOnly to the extent that our efforts assist are called upon to take our place in the

in the progress of this evolution can they great Drama , which has India for it
s

b
e

successful . Attempts to push on one stage . If we d
o not fi
t

ourselves to play
self alone , whether made b

y

individuals o
r

our part , it is we who shall have to go .

nations , have no importance in the pro- If we stand aloof from the rest , in the
cesses o

f

Providence . That Alexander pride of past achievement , content with
did not succeed in bringing the whole heaping up obstacles around ourselves ,

earth under the flag o
f

Greece was merely God will punish u
s , either b
y

afflicting u
s

a case of unsatisfied ambition which has with sorrow unceasing till He has brought
long ceased to be o

f

concern to the world . u
s to a level with the rest , or by casting us

The preparation o
f Rome for a world aside a
s

mere impediments . If we insist
empire was shattered to pieces b

y

the o
n segregating ourselves in our pride o
f
e
x

Barbarians , but this fall o
f

Rome's pride ºclusiveness , fondly clinging to the belief

is not bewailed by the world to -day . that Providence is specially concerned in

Greece and Rome shipped their golden our own particular development ; if we
harvests on the bark o

f

time ,-their failure persist in regarding our dharma a
s ours

to get a passage on it , for themselves a
s

alone , our institutions as specially fi
t only

well , proyed no loss , but rather lightened for ourselves , our places o
f Worship , as

its burden . requiring to be carefully guarded against

So , in the evolving History o
f

India , the all incomers , our wisdom a
s dependent

principle a
t

work is not the ultimate for its safety o
n being locked u
p
in our

glorification o
f

the Hindu , o
r any other strong rooms ; then we shall simply await ,

race . In India , the history of humanity in the prison o
f our own contriving , fo
r

is seeking to elaborate a specific ideal , to the execution o
f

the death sentence which
give to general perfection a special form in that case the world o

f humanity will
which shall be for the gain o

f a
ll

human- surely pronounce against us .
ity ; -nothing less than this is it

s

end and Of late the British have come in and
aim . And in the creation o

f

this ideal occupied a
n important place in India'stype , if Hindu , Moslem Christian history . This was not an uncalled for ,should have to submerge the aggressive accidental intrusion . If India had been

part o
f

their individuality , that may hurt deprived of touch with the West , she
their sectarian pride , but will not b

e

would have lacked an element essential for
accounted a loss by the standard o

f

her attainment o
f perfection . Europe now

Truth and Right . has her lamp ablaze . We must light our
We are a

ll

here a
s factors in the making torches a
t

it
s

wick and make a fresh start

o
f

the History o
f

Greater India . If any one on the highway of time . That our fore
factor should become rebellious and fathers , three thousand years age , had
arrogate to itself an undue predominance , finished extracting a

ll that was o
f

value
that will only interfere with the general from the universe , i

s not a worthy
progress . The section which is unable o

r thought . We are not so unfortunate ,

unwilling to adapt itself to the entire nor the universe so poor . Had it been
scheme , but struggles to keep up a separate true that all that is to be done has been

existence , will have to drop out and b
e done in the past , once for all , then our

lost , sooner or later . And the component continued existence could only b
e
a burden

whicb , realising its dedication to the ulti to the earth , and so would not be possible .

or

1
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With what present duty , in what future India with the world on the broad base of
hope , can they live who imagine that they humanity . No blind belief, no ancestral
have attained completeness in their great habit was allowed to obscure hi

s

vision .

grand -fathers and whose sole idea is to With a wonderful breadth o
f

heart and
shield themselves against the influx o

f

the intellect he accepted the West without be
Modern behind the barriers of antiquated traying the East . He , alone , laid the
belief and custom ? foundation o

f

new Bengal .

The Englishman has come through the Rammoban Roy cheerfully put u
p

with
breach in our crumbling walls , as the persecution in order to extend the field of

messenger of the Lord of the world -festi our knowledge and work , right across
val , to tell u

s

that the world has need o
f

from East to West , to gain for u
s

the

u
s
; not where we are petty , but where eternal rights o
f

man in the pursuit of
we can help with the force of our Life , to Truth , to enable u

s

to realise that we , also ,

rouse the World in wisdom , love and work , had inherited the earth . It was he who first

in the expansion o
f insight , knowledge felt and declared that for us Buddha , Christ

and mutuality . Unless we can justify the and Mohammed have spent their lives ;

mission o
n

which the Englishman has been that for each one o
f
u
s has been stored u
p

sent , until we can set out with him to the fruits o
f

the discipline of our Rishis ;

honour the invitation of which h
e

is the that in whatsoever part o
f

the world who .

bearer , he cannot but remain with u
s

a
s

soever has removed obstacles in the path

our tormentor , the disturber o
f

our quie o
f

wisdom o
r , breaking the bondage o
f

tism . S
o long a
s we fail to make good dead matter , has given freedom to man's

the arrival o
f

the Englishman , it shall not true shakti , h
e

is our very own , and

b
e within our power to get rid o
f

him . through him is each one o
f

u
s glorified .

The India to which the Englishman has Rammohan Roy did not assist India to

come with his message , is the India which repair her barriers , or to keep cowering

is shooting u
p

towards the future from behind them , - he led her out into the free
within the bursting seed of the past . This dom o

f Space and Time , and built for her a

new India belongs to humanity . What bridge between the East and West . That
right have we to say who shall and who is why his spirit still lives with u

s
, his

shall not find a place therein . Who is this power of stimulating India's creative e
n
:

"We " ? Bengali , MarathiMarathi o
r Panjabi , ergies is not yet exhausted . No blind

Hindu o
r

Mussalman ? Only the larger habit ofmind , no pettiness of racial pride ,

"We " in whom all these , - Hindu , Moslem were able to make him commit the follý
and Englishman , and whosoever else there o

f

rebellion against the manifest purpose

b
e , - may eventually unite shall have the o
f

Time . That grand purpose which could
right to dictate who is to remain and not have found its fulfilment in the past ,
who is to leave . but is ever marching onwards to the

O
n

u
s
to -day is thrown the responsibi- future , found in him a gallant , unflinching

lity of building u
p

this greater India , and standard bearer .

for that purpose our immediate duty is to In the Deccan , Ranade spent his life in

justifyour meeting with the Englishman . the making of this same bridge between

It shall not be permitted to us to say that East and West . In his very nature there
we would rather remain aloof , inactive , was that creative faculty of synthesis
unresponsive , unwilling to give and to which brings men together , builds up the
take , and thus to make poorer the India Samaj , does away with discord and in

that is to be . equity and circumvents a
ll

obstacles in the

S
o

the greatest men o
f

modern India way o
f knowledge , love and will -power ,

have all made it their life's work to bring And so he rose superior to a
ll

the petty o
r

about an approachment with the West . o
r unworthy considerations prevalent in

The chief example is Rammohan Roy . He his time , in spite o
f

a
ll

the various con
stood alone in his day for the union of fiets of ideas and interests between the
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Indiau and the Englishman . His large of the different races belonging to India
ness of heart and breadth of mind impelled are for the purpose of gaining political
him to make a life -long endeavour to strength . Thus, as in so many other
clear the way for an acceptance of what cases , do we view the Great as subservient
ever elements in the British are of value to the Small . That we in India should

for the true History of India , and to attain Unity , is a much greater thing
strive for the removal of whatever than any particular purpose which our
obstructions stand in the way of India's union may serve ,- for it is a function of
attainment of perfection . our humanity itself . That we are not

And the mahatma who passed away succeeding in becoming united is due to
from us only the other day Swami some basic defect in our manhood , which
Vivekananda --

-

h
e too took his stand in also is the reason why o
n every side we

middle , with th
e

East on hi
s

right , th
e

perceive our lack of shakti . It is our own
ll'est o

n his left . His message was not sin that destroys our dharma , which

to keep India bound in her latter -day again makes fo
r

the destruction o
f every

narrowness b
y

ignoring in her history thing else .

the advent o
f

the West . His genius was Our attempts a
t

Union can only become

for assimilation , for harmony , for creation . successful when they are made from the

H
e

dedicated his life to opening u
p

the standpoint o
f Righteousness , which

royal road by which the thought cannot b
e brought within the confines o
f

treasure o
f

the East may pass to the West , any petty pride o
r

narrow expediency .

and of the West to the East . And if Righteousness b
e our guiding

Then there was the day when Bankim- principle these efforts will not remain
chandra invited both East and West to a restricted t

o the different classes o
f

Indians
veritable festival o

f

union in the pages o
f

alone , but the Englishman also needs

h
is Bangadarshan . From that day the must join hands in the good work . '

literature o
f Bengal felt the call o
f

time , What then to make of the
responded to it , and having thus justified antagonism which has arisen o

f

late
herself , took her place on the road to between the Englishman and the Indian ,

immortality . Bengali literature has made educated a
s well as uneducated ? Is there

such wonderful progress because she cut
through a

ll

the artificial bonds which
nothing true in this ? Is it only the

bonds which machination o
f
a fewconspirators ? Is this

would have hampered her communion antagonism essentially different in purpose
with the World literature , and regulated from the constant action and reaction o

f

her growth in such wise as to be enabled making and breaking which are a
t

work

to make her own , naturally and with in the making o
f

Indian History ? It is

ease , the science and ideals o
f

the West . very necessary for u
s to come to a true

Bankim is great , not merely b
y

what h
e

understanding o
f

it
s meaning .

wrote , but because his genius helped to

pave the way for such growth .

In our religious literature , opposition

is reckoned as one o
f

the means of union .

Thus , from whatever view -point we Ravana , for instance , is said to have
take a survey , w

e

se
e

that the epoch- gained h
is

salvation because o
f

the valiant
makers o

f

modern India , in whom th
e

fight that he fought . The meaning , is

greatness o
f

man becomes manifest , are simply this , that to have to own defeatgifted , as the very essence of their nature , after a manful contest with the truth is

with that breadth o
f understanding in

to gain it al
l

the more completely . To a
c

which the differences o
f East and West cept with a too ready acquiescence is not

d
o

not hurt , or conflict with , one another , a full acceptance a
t

all . This is why a
ll

but where both find their ultimate science is based o
n
a severe scepticism .

harmony . We began with a blind , foolish , insen
Many of us who belong to the educated sate begging a
t

the door o
f Europe , with

class , think that these attempts a
t

union our critical sense entirely benumbed .

are we
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we were

That was not the way to make any real now swung to the opposite extreme of
gain . Whether it be wisdom , or political wholesale rejection . But the cause of th

e

rights , they have to be earned , that is present tension of feelings is not this alone .

to say to be attained b
y

one's own The West has come as India's guest ;

shakti , after a successful struggle against we cannot send away the visitor while the
obstructing forces . If they b

e put into object o
f

his visit remains unfulfilled ; h
e

our hands by others , b
y way o
f

alms , must b
e properly accomodated . But ,

they d
o

not become ours at all . To whatever b
e the reason - whether it be

take in a form which is derogatory some defect in our power o
f appreciation ,

can only lead to loss . Hence our reaction or the miserliness of the West in reveal
against the culture o

f Europe and it
s ing itself in its truth , -- if the flow of this

ideals . A feeling o
f

wounded self -respect great purpose o
f Time should receive a

is prompting u
s to return 11pon our check , there is bound to be a disastrous

selves . irruption .

This revulsion was necessary for the If we do not come into touch with what
purposes o

f

the History which , a
s
I say , is true , what is best in the Englishman ;

Time is evolving in this land o
f

India . if we find in him merely a merchant , or a

O
f

what we were receiving weakly , un military man , or a bureaucrat ; if he will
questioningly , in sheer poverty o

f spirit , not come down to the plane in which man

it was not possible for us to appraise the may commune with man and take him
value ; therefore unable to into confidence ; - if , in fine , the Indian
appropriate it at it

s

worth , and so to and the Englishman needs must remain
put it to use . It remained with u

s merely apart , then will they b
e to each other a

a
s

a
n ornamental appendage . And when perennial source o
f unhappiness . In such

we realised this , our desire to get away case the party which is in power will try
from it was only natural . to make powerless the dissatisfaction o

f

Rammohan Roy was able to assimilate the weaker b
y

repressive legislation , but
the ideals o

f Europe so completely because will not b
e able to allay it . Nor will the

h
e was not overwhelmed b
y

them : there former find any satisfaction in the situa
was no poverty o

r

weakness on his side . tion ; and feeling the Indian only to be a

H
e

had ground of his own o
n which h
e source o
f

trouble the Englishman will more
could take his stand and where he could and more try to ignore his very existence .

secure his acquisitions . The true wealth There a time when high -souled

o
f India was not hidden from him , and Englishmen like David Hare came very

and this h
e had already made his own . near to us and held u
p

before our hearts
Consequently h

e

had with him the touch the greatness o
f

the English character .
stone by which h

e could test the wealth The students o
f

that day truly and freely

o
f

others . He did not sell himself b
y

hold surrendered their hearts to the British
ing out a beggar's palms , but assessed the connexion . The English professor o

f
to

true value o
f

whatever he took . day not only does not succeed in exhibi
This shakti which was natural to our ting the best that is in his race to his
first great leader , is steadily developing pupils , but he lowers the English ideal in

itself amongst u
s through constantly their eyes . A
s

the result , the students
conflicting stresses and strains , actions cannot enter into the spirit of English
and reactions . Pendulum -wisc do our literature a

s they used to d
o
. They gulp

movements touch now this extreme , it down but do not relish it , and we see
now the other . An undue eagerness o

f

n
o longer the same enthusiastic revelling

acceptance and an undue timidity o
f rejec in the delights of Shakspeare o
r Byron .

tion assail u
s b
y

turns . Nevertheless are The approachment which might have
we being carried forward to our goal . resulted from a genuine appreciation o

f

Our soul which was overburdened with the same literature has thus received a

uncritically accumulated foreign ideas has set -back .

was
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is

man

This is not only the case in the sphere There is no easier way of gaining th
e

o
f

education . In no capacity , be it as Best .

magistrate , merchant , o
r policeman , does Those o
f
u
s

who go to the Englishman's shig
the Englishman present to us the highest durbar with bowed heads and folded Weit

that his racial culture has attained , and hands , seeking emoluments of office o
r

so is India deprived o
f

the greatest gain badges o
f
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PLAN OF ORGANISATION
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perties. It cannot be said that anarchy
or internal disorder existed in any
form or shape in these newly raised in
dependent states. But this cannot be
said of the British rulers of that age
and the territories under their adminis
tration. It seems that they never cared
for the welfare or prosperity of their
subjects whose persons and properties
they never took any step to protect.
It is also a singular fact that distrac
tions and disorders commenced to appear
in the different states of India not very

long after the British established them

selves as a political power in Bengal. It
may hence be presumed that the Euro
peans sent emissaries to the states and

principalities of Indian India to create
distraction and confusion and disorder
in them in order that they might be able
to extend their power. It was the
Europeans who helped the Nawab Vizir
of Oude to -murder in cold blood the
brave inhabitants of Rohilkhand.

( To be continued. )
Historicus.

-—=

LETTERS FROM RABINDRANATH TAGORE

I.

WHEN
life began her first experiments,

she was mightily proud of the huge
ness of her animal specimens. The

bigger the bodies were, the more extrava

gantly large the armour had to be made for
their protection. The ludicrous creatures, in
order to maintain their balance, had to carry
a tail which was absurdly disproportionate to
the rest of the body. It went on like this till
life became a burden to itself and to the
exchequer of creation. It was uneconomical,
and therefore not only harmful but ungainly.
True economy is the principle of beauty in
practical arithmetic. Driven to bewilder
ment life began to seek for a pause in her
insanity of endless multiplication. All forms
of ambitious power are obsessed by this deli
rium of multiplication. All its steps are steps
towards augmentation and not completeness.
But ambitions, that rely solely upon the sug
gestions of their tails and armour, are con
demned to carry out their own obstruction
till they have to stop.
In its early history, life, after its orgies of

megalomania, had at last to think of disarma
ment. But how did she effect it ? By boldly
relinquishing the ambition to produce big
ness, —and man was born helplessly naked
and small. All of a sudden, he was dis
inherited of the enormity of flesh, when appar
ently he was most in need of it. But this
prodigious loss gained for him his freedom
and victory.

There began the reign of Mind. It

brought its predecessor of gigantic bulk

under subjection. But, as it often happens,
the master became the parasite of its slave,

and mind also tried to achieve greatness by

the bigness of materials. The dynasty of
mind followed the dynasty of flesh, but em

ployed this flesh as its Prime Minister.
Our history is waiting for the dynasty of
Spirit. The human succeeded the brutal,
and now comes the turn of the Divine. In
our mythology, we have often heard of man

taking the side of Gods, and saving Paradise

from the dominion of Giants. But in our

history, we often notice man holding alliance
with Giants and trying to defeat the Gods.
His guns and ships of huge power and pro
portion are turned out from the arsenal of the

Giant. In the fight of bigness against good'
ness man has joined the former, counting
coins of his reward in number and not in

quality- in lead and not in gold.
Those who are in possession of material

resources have become slaves of their own

instruments. Fortunately for us, in India,

these resources are beyond all immediate

possibility, of realisation. We are disarmed,
and therefore we have no option but to seek
for other and higher sources of power. The
men who believe in the reality of brute force

have made enormous sacrifices in order to

attain and to maintain it. Let us, in India,

have faith in moral power in man and be

ready to sacrifice for it
, all that we have. Let

anonb
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us do our best to prove that Man has not
been the greatest mistake in Creation. Let
it not be said, that, for the sake of happiness
and peace of the world, the physical brutes
were far preferable to intellectual brutes who
boast of their factory-made teeth and nails
and poison fangs.

II.

In every age and in every country facts
are given to us in order that we may provide
with them some special expression of Truth.
Facts are like atoms in gases. They light
with, or else fly away from one another. But
when they are united into a drop of dew they
attain beauty and reality. Man must have
that creative magic to bring the facts of his
time into some unity of creation. In Christ
and in Buddha, this creative ideal tried to
unite men who were divided because of their
formalism in religious faith.
Formalism in religion is like Nationalism

in politics. It breeds sectarian arrogance,
mutual misunderstanding and a spirit of per
secution. Our medieval saints, through their
light of love and inner perception of truth
could realise the spiritual unity of man. For
them, the innumerable barriers of formalism
had no existence, and therefore the mutually
antagonistic creeds of Hindus and Muham-
madans, irreconcilable as they seemed, did
not baflle them. Our faith in truth has its

trial in the apparent dilticulty of its realisa
tion.
The most important of all facts in the

present age is that the East and West have
met. So long as it remains a mere fact, it
will give rise to interminable conflicts ; it
will even hurt man's soul. It is the mission
of all men of faith, in the present age, to raise
this fact into truth. The worldly-wise will
shake their heads and say it is not possible —
that there is a radical difference between the
East and the West and therefore only physical
power will have its sway in their relation
ship.
But physical power is not creative.

Whatever laws and organisations it may
produce it will never satisfy spiritual
humanity. Ram Mohan Ray was the first
great man in our age who had the profound
faith and large vision to feel in his heart the
unity of soul between East and West. I
follow him, though he is practically rejected
by my countrymen. I only wish you had
been with me in Europe ! You would know at
once what is the purpose of the modern age ;
what is the cry of man, which the politicians
never hear. There were politicians in the
courts of the Moghul Emperors. They have
left nothing behind them, but ruins. But
Kabir and Nanak ! They have bequeathed to
us their imperishable faith in the unity of
Man through God's love.

THE BURIAL OF A BIRD
( By an American boy of io or 11 years of age. )

One day, when I was walking near the bridge,
I heard a noise and I turned to look,
And I saw a man with a gun in his hand.
1 ran up when he fired the shot,
I looked around for half an hour,
Until I found something hopping on the ground,
Then I saw a blackbird.
He hopped slower and slower, until he dropped dead,
And then I picked him up.
I brought him to Miss Wylie,
And she gave me a box to bury him in.
Then I buried him in Shelter garden,
And then I built a cross.
And made a wreath of flowers,

And I put some flowers on the grave.
Then some other boys said the Lord's Prayer,
And then we went away sad.

1
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EAST AND WEvST

By Earindranath Tagork.

(I)

IT
is not always a profound interest in
man that carries travellers nowadays
to distant lands. More often it is

the facility for rapid movement. For
lack of time and for the sake of conve
nience, we generalise and crush human
facts flat in the packages inside our steel
trunks that hold our traveller's reports.
Our knowledge of our own country
men, and our feelings about them have
slowly and unconsciously grown out of
innumerable facts which are full of contra
dictions and subject to incessant change.
They have the elusive mystery and fluidity
of life. *We cannot define to ourselves^
what we are as a whole, because we know
too much ; because our knowledge is
more than knowledge. It is an immediate
consciousness of personality, any evalua
tion of which carries some emotion, joy or
sorrow, shame or exaltation. But in a
foreign land, we try to find our compensa
tion for the meagreness of our data by the
compactness of the generalisation which
our imperfect sympathy itself helps us to
form. When a stranger from the West
travels in the Eastern world, he takes
the facts that displease him and readily
makes use of them for his rigid conclusions,
fixed upon the unchallengeable authority
of his personal experience. It is like a man,
who has his own boat for crossing his
village stream, but, on being compelled to
wade across some strange watercourse,
draws angry comparisons, as he goes, from
every patch of mud and every pebble which
his feet encounter.

Our mind has faculties which are uni
versal, but its habits are insular. There
are men who become impatient and angry
at the least discomfort, when these habits
are incommoded. In their idea of the next
world, they probably conjure up the
ghosts of their slippers and dressing
gowns, and expect the latch-key that
opens their lodging-house door on earth
to fit their door-lock in the other world.
As travellers they are a failure; for they
have grown too accustomed to their
mental easy-chairs and in their intellectual
nature . love home comforts, which are
of local make, more than the realities of
life, which like earth itself, are full of ups
and downs, yet are one in their rounded
completeness.

The modern age has brought the geo
graphy of the earth near to us, but made
it difficult for us to come into touch with
man. We go to strange lands and
observe ; we do not live there. We hardly
meet men, but' only specimens of know
ledge. We are in haste to seek for general
types and overlook individuals.
When we fall into the habit of neglect
ing to use the understanding, that comes
of sympathy, in our travels, our know
ledge of foreign people grows insensitive,
and therefore easily becomes both unjust
and cruel in its character, and also selfish
and contemptuous in its application.
Such has, too often, been the case with
regard to the meeting of Western people
in our days with others for whom they do
not recognise any obligation of kinship.
It has been admitted that the dealings
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between different races of men are not
merely between individuals ; that our
mutual understanding is either aided, or
else obstructed, by the general emanations
forming the social atmosphere. These
emanations are our collective ideas and
collective feelings, generated according
to special historical circumstances.
For instance, the caste-idea is a collect
ive idea in India. When we approach an
Indian, who is under the influence of this
collective idea, he is no longer a pure
individual with his conscience fully awake
to the judging of the value of a human
being. He is more or less a passive
medium for giving expression to the senti
ment of a whole community.
It is evident that the caste-idea is not
creative; it is merely institutional. It
adjusts human beings according to some
mechanical arrangement. It emphasizes
the negative side of the individual, —his
separateness. It hurts the complete
truth in man.
In the West, also, the people have a
certain collective idea that obscures
their humanity. Let me try to explain
what I feel about it.

(II)
Lately I went to visit some battlefields
of France, which had been devastated by
war. The awful calm of desolation, which
still bore wrinkles of pain, death-struggles
stiffened into ugly ridges,—brought before
my mind the vision of a huge demon,
which had no shape, no meaning, yet had
two arms that could strike, and break
and tear, a gaping mouth that could
devour, and bulging brains that could
conspire and plan. It was a purpose,
which had a living body, but no complete
humanity to temper it. Because it was
passion,—belonging to life, and yet not
having the wholeness of life,— it was the
most terrible of life's enemies.
Something of the same sense of oppres
sion in a different degree, and the same
desolation in a different aspect, is
produced in my mind when I realise the
touch of the West upon Eastern life,— the
West which, in its relation to us, is all
plan and purpose incarnate, without any
superfluous humanity.

I feel the contrast very strongly in
Japan. In that country, the old world
presents itself with some ideal of perfection,
in which man has his varied opportunities
of self-revelation in art, in ceremonial, in
religious faith, and in customs expressing
the poetry of social relationship. There
one feels that deep delight of hospitality,
which life offers to life. And side by side,
in the same soil, stands the modern world,
which is stupendously big and powerful,
but inhospitable. It has no simple-hearted
welcome for man. It is living ; yet the
incompleteness of life's ideal within it
cannot but hurt humanity.
The wriggling tentacles of a cold
blooded utilitarianism, with which the
West has grasped all the easily yielding
succulent portions of the East, are causing
pain and indignation throughout the
Eastern countries. The West comes to us,
not with the imagination and sympathy
that create and unite ; but with a shock
of passion,— passion for power and wealth.
This passion is a mere force, which has in
it the principle of separation, of conflict.
. I have been fortunate in coming into
close 'touch with individual men and
women of the Western countries, and have
felt with them their sorrows and shared
their aspirations. I have known that
they seek the same God, who is my
God,— even those who deny Him. I feel
certain, that, if the great light of culture
be extinct in Europe, our horizon in the
East will mourn in darkness. It does not
hurt my pride to acknowledge, that in the
present age, Western humanity has
received its mission to be the teacher of
the world ; that her science, through the
mastery of laws of matter, is to liberate
human souls from the dark dungeon of
matter. For this very reason, I have
realised all the more strongly, that the
dominant collective idea in the Western
countries is not creative. It is ready to
enslave or kill individuals, to drug a great
people with soul-killing poison, smudging
their whole future with the black mist of
stupefaction and emasculating entire
races of men to the utmost degree of
helplessness. It is wholly wanting in
spiritual power to blend and harmonise ;
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it lacks the sense of the great personality
of man.
The most significant fact of modern
days is the fact, that the West has met the
East. Such a momentous meeting of
humanity, in order to be fruitful, must
have in its heart some great emotional
idea, generous and creative. There can be
no doubt that God's choice has fallen
upon the knights-errant of the West for the
service of the present age; arms and
armour have been given to them ; but
have they yet realised, in their hearts the
single-minded loyalty to their cause which
can resist all temptations of bribery from
the devil ? The world today is offered to
-the West. She will destroy it, if she does
not use it for a great creation of man.
The materials for such a creation are in
the hands of science ; but the creative
genius is in Man's spiritual ideal.

(Ill)
When I was young, a stranger from
Europe came to Bengal. lie chose his
lodging among the people of the country,
shared with them-their frugal diet, and freely
offered them his service. He found employ
ment in the houses of the rich, teaching
them French and German, and the money
thus earned he spent to help poor students
in buying books. This meant for him
hours of walking in the midday heat of a
tropical summer; for, intent upon exercis
ing utmost economy, he refused to hire
conveyances. He was pitiless in his exac
tion from himself of his resources, in
money, time and strength, to the point of
privation ; and all this for the sake of a
.people who were obscure, to whom lie
was not born, but whom he dearly loved.
He did not come to us with a professional
mission of teaching sectarian creeds ; he
had not in his nature the least trace of
that self-sufficiency of goodness, which
humiliates by gifts the victims of its in
solent benevolence. Though he did not
know our language, he took every occa
sion to frequent our meetings and cere
monies ; yet he was always afraid of in
trusion and tenderly anxious lest he might
offend us by his ignorance of our customs.
At last, under the continual strain of

work in an alien climate and surround
ings, his health broke down. He died, and
was cremated at our burning ground
according to his express desire.
The attitude of his mind, the manner
of his living, the object of his life, his
modesty, his unstinted self-sacrifice for a
people who had not even the power to
give publicity to any benefaction bestowed
upon them, were so utterly unlike any
thing we were accustomed to associate
with the Europeans ia India, that it gave
rise in our mind to a feeling of love border
ing upon awe.
We all have a realm of a private para
dise in our mind, where dwell deathless
memories of persons who brought some
divine light to our life's experience, who
may not be known to others and whose
names have no place in the pages of his
tory. Let me confess to you that this
man lives as one of those immortals in the
paradise of my individual life.
lie came from Sweden, his name was
Hammargren. What was most remark
able in the event of his coming to us in
Bengal was the fact that in his own country
he had chanced to read some works of
my great countryman, Ram Mohan Roy,
and felt an immense veneration for his
genius and his character. Ram Mohan
Roy lived in the beginning of the last cen
tury, and it is no exaggeration when I
describe him as one of the immortal perso
nalities of modern time. This young
Swede had the unusual gift of a far-sighted
intellect and sympathy, which enabled him
even from his distance of space and time,
and in spite of racial differences, to realise
the greatness of Ram Mohan Roy. It
moved him so deeply that he resolved
to go to the country which produced
this great man, and offer her his service.
He was poor and he had to wait some time
in England before he could earn his passage
money to India. There he came at last and
in reckless generosity of love utterly spent
himself to the last breath of his life, away
from home and kindred and all the inheri
tances of his motherland. His stay
among us was too short to produce any
outward result. He failed even to achieve
during, his life what he had in his mind,
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which was to found by the help of his
scanty earnings, a library as a memorial to
Ram Mohan Roy, and thus to leave behind
him a visible symbol of his devotion. But
what I prize most in this European youth,
who left no record of his life behind him,
is not the memory of any service of good
will, but the precious gift of respect which
he offered to the people who are fallen
upon evil times, and whom it is so easy to
ignore or to humiliate. For the first time
in the modern days, this obscure indivi
dual from Sweden brought to our country
the chivalrous courtesy of the West, a
greeting of human fellowship.
The coincidence came to me with a
great and delightful surprise when the
Nobel prize was offered to me from
Sweden. As a recognition of individual
merit, it was of great value to me, no
doubt ; but it is the acknowledgment of
the East as a collaborator with the
Western continents, in contributing its
riches to the common stock of civilisation,
which has an immense significance for the
present age. It is the joining hands in
comradeship of the two great hemispheres
of the human world across the sea.

(IV)
Today the real East remains unexplor
ed. The blindness of contempt is more
hopeless than the blindness of ignorance,
for contempt kills the light which ignor
ance merely leaves unignited. The East is
waiting to be understood by the Western
races, in order not only to be able to give
what is true in her, but also to be confi
dent of her own mission.
In Indian history, the meeting of the
Mussalman and the Hindu produced
Akbar, the object of whose dream was the
unification of hearts and ideals. It had
all the glowing enthusiasm of a religion,
and it produced an immediate and a vast
result even in his own lifetime.
But the fact still remains tbat the
Western mind, after centuries of contact
with the East, has not evolved the enthu
siasm of a chivalrous ideal which can bring
this age to its fulfilment. It is everywhere
raising thorny hedges of exclusion, offering
human sacrifices to national self-seeking.

It has intensified the mutual feeling oi
envy among Western races themselves, as
they fight over their spoils and display a
carnivorous pride in their snarling rows of
teeth.
We must again guard our minds from
any encroaching distrust of the individuals
of a nation. The active love of humanity
and the spirit of martyrdom for the
cause of justice and truth, which I
have met with in the Western countries
have ,been an immense lesson and in
spiration to me. I have no doubt in
my mind that the West owes its true
greatness, not so much to its marvellous
training of intellect, as to its spirit of ser
vice devoted to the welfare of man. There
fore I speak with a personal feeling of pain
and sadness about the collective power
which is guiding the helm of Western civili
sation. It is a passion ; not an ideal. The
more success it has brought to Europe, the
more costly it will prove to her at last,
when the accounts have to be rendered
And the signs are unmistakable, that the
accounts have been called for. The time
has come, when Europe must know that
the forcible parasitism, which she has been
practising upon the two large Continents
of the world, the two most unwieldy
whales of humanity,— must be causing to
her moral nature a gradual atrophy and
degeneration.
As an example, let me quote the follow*
ing extract from the concluding chapter of
"From the Cape to Cairo", by Messrs.
Grogan and Sharp, who have the power to
inculcate their doctrines both by precept
and by example. In their reference to the
African they are candid, as when they say.
"We have stolen his land. Now we must
steal his limbs." These two sentences.
carefully articulated, with a smack of
enjoyment, have been more clearly explain
ed in the following statement, where some
sense of that decency, which is the attenua
ted ghost of a buried conscience, prompts
the writers to use the phrase, "compulsory
labour", in place of the honest word
"slavery" ; just as the modern politician
adroitly avoids the word "possession" and
uses the word "mandate". "Compulsory
labour in some form," they say, "is the



East and west 281

corollary or our occupation of the coun
try." And they add: "It is pathetic, but
it is history,"— implying thereby, that
moral sentiments have no serious efiect in
the history of human beings.
Elsewhere they write : "Either we must
give up the country commercially, or we
must make the African work. And mere
abuse of those who point out the impasse
cannot change the facts. We must decide
and soon. Or rather the white man of
South Africa will decide." The authors
also confess, that they have seen too much
of the world "to have any lingering belief
' that Western Civilisation benefits native
races."
The logic is simple,— the logic of egoism.
But the argument is simplified by lopping
off the greater part of the premise. For
these writers seem to hold, that the only
important question for the white men of
South Africa is, how indefinitely to grow
fat on ostrich feathers and diamond
mines, and dance jazz dances over the
misery and degradation of a whole race
of fellow beings of a different colour from
their own. Possibly they believe, that
moral laws have a special domesticated
breed of comfortable concessions for the
service of the people in power. Possibly
they ignore the fact, that commercial and
political cannibalism, profitably practised
upon foreign races, creeps back nearer
home ; that the cultivation of unwhole
some appetites has its final reckoning with
the stomach that has been made to serve
it. For, after all, man is a spiritual being,
and not a mere living money-bag jumping
from profit to profit, and breaking the
backbone of human races in its leapfrog
of bulging prosperity.
Such, however, has been the condition
of things for more than a century ; and
today, trying to read the future by the
light of the European conflagration, we
are asking ourselves everywhere in the
East : "Is this frightfully overgrown
power really great ? It can bruise us from
without ; but can it add to our wealth
of spirit ? It can sign peace treaties ; but
can it give peace ?"
It was about two thousand years ago
that all-powerful Rome in one of its east

ern provinces executed on a cross a
simple teacher of an obscure tribe of fisher
men. On that day, the Roman governor
felt no falling off of his appetite or sleep.
On that day, there was, on the one hand,
the agony, the humiliation, the death ; on
the other^ the pomp of pride and festivity
in the Governor's palace.
And today ? To whom, then, shall we
bow the head ?
Kasmai devaya havisha vidhema ?
"To which God shall we offer oblation ?"
We know of an instance in our own
history of India, when a great personality
both in his life and voice, struck the key
note of the solemn music of the soul, love
for all creatures. And that music crossed
seas, mountains and deserts. Races be
longing to different climates, habits and
languages were drawn together, not in the
clash of arms, not in the conflict of exploit
ation, but in harmony of life, in amity
and peace. That was creation.
When we think of it, we see at once
what the confusion of thought was, to
which the Western poet, dwelling upon
the difference between East and West,
referred, when he said, "Never the twain
shall meet." It is true, that they are not
yet showing any real sign of meeting.
But the reason is, because the West has
not sent out its humanity to meet the man
in the East, but only its machine. There
fore the poet's line has to be changed into
something like this,
Man is man, machine is machine,
And never the twain shall wed.
You must know that red tape can never

be a common human bond, that official
sealing wax can never provide means of
mutual attachment ; that it is a painful
ordeal for human beings to have to receive
favours from animated pigeon-holes, and
condescensions from printed circulars that
give notice, but never speak. The presence
of the Western people in the East is a
human fact. If we are to gain anything
from them, it must not be a mere sum-
total of legal codes and systems of civil
and military services. Man is a great deal
more to man than that. We have our
human birthright to claim direct help from
the man of the West, if he has anything
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great to give us. It must come to us, not
through mere facts in a juxtaposition, but
through the spontaneous sacrifice made
by those who have the gift and therefore
the responsibility.
Earnestly I ask the poet of the Western
world to realize and sing to you with all
the great power of music which he has,
that the East and the West are ever in
search of each other, and that they must
meet not merely in the fullness of physical
strength, but in fullness of truth ; that
the right hand, which wields the sword,
has the need of the left, which holds the
shield of safety.
The East has its seat in the vast plains
watched over by the snow-peaked moun
tains and fertilized by rivers carrying
mighty volumes of water to the sea.
There, under the blaze of a tropical sun,
the physical life has bedimmed the light of
its vigor, and lessened its claims. There
man has had the repose ofmind, which has
ever tried to set itself in harmony with
the inner notes of existence. In the silence
of sunrise and sunset, and on star-crowded
nights, be has sat face to face with the
infinite, waiting for the revelation that
opens up the heart of all that there is.
He has said, in a rapture of realisation,
"Hearken to me, ye children of the Im
mortal, who dwell in the kingdom of
heaven. I have known, from beyond
darkness, the Supreme Person, shining
with the radiance of the sun."
The man from the East, with his faith
in the eternal, who in his soul has met the

touch of the Supreme Person,— has be
never come to you in the West and spoken
to you of the Kingdom of Heaven ? Did
he not unite the East and the West in
truth, in the unity of one spiritual bond
between all children of the Immortal, in
the realization of one great Personality in
all human persons ?
Yes, the East did meet the West pro
foundly in the growth of her life. Such
union became possible, because the East
came to the West with the ideal that is
creative, and not with the passion that
destroys moral bonds. The mystic con
sciousness of the infinite, which she brought
with her, was greatly needed by the man
of the West to give him his balance.
On the other hand, the East must find
her own balance in Scie ice,— the magnifi
cent gift that the West can bring to her.
Truth has its nest as well as its sky.
That nest is definite in structure, accurate
in law of construction ; and though it has
to be changed and rebuilt over and over
again, the need of it is never-ending and
its laws are eternal. For some centuries
the East has neglected the nest building
of truth. She has not been attentive "to
learn its secret. Trying to cross the track
less infinite, the East has relied solely
upon her wings. She has spurned the
earth, till, buffeted by storms, her wings
are hurt and she is tired, sorely needing
help. But need she then be told, that the
messenger of the sky and the builder ol
the nest shall never meet ?

THE FIRST LORD MINTO'S INDIAN ADMINISTRATION

( Continued from pngc 210 ol the August Number. )

SO
then, though it may not have been a
matter of politieal expediency during the
administration of Lord Minto not to give

peace or afford security to the persons and
properties of the inhabitants of the territories
then under the rule of the East India Company.
sitcli peace andjsecurity were not enjoyed by them.

But the rising in arms of Indians of Xb
own territories against their tyrannical nil*
was not the only danger which the Briti*':
had to apprehend. The Marat has had bcto
defeated, but not altogether crushed. U \rt~-
quite possible for them to combine again n>:
take revenge ou their Kritish persecutors OE
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proliibition. As the State Treasurer of
Montana recently wrote to Mr. Johnson :—

"The counties of the States have lost the income
from licenses formerly collected, but have saved
materially by not having their prisons or poorhouses
filled with criminals and dependents, caused by the
.use of liquor. The State has also lost the percentage
'of the revenue formerly derived from these licenses,
buthas saved in the same manner. Therefore, we do
notconsider that the prohibition policy has raised our
taxes."

As taxation in the United States is based
upon the value of property, the authorities,
in many places, have benefited from the
general rise in the value of property which
has resulted from the removal of the saloons.
The effect of prohibition upon domestic

civic and social life is equally marked, where
as in the old days the worker used to take
in his cheque to be cashed at the saloon,
which would deduct the best part of it for
drink, supplied on account and also for
"treating" on pay day ; now it is taken to the
wife, who is able to provide better food,
clothes and amusement, and withal to save a
part of it and put it by for the rainy day.
Between June jo, /o/o, and November /■},
Jgtg, there were 880,000 new accounts opened
in the National Banks of the United States,
the increase in deposits aggregating

$1,422,883,000, while the increase in the
number and amount of deposits in the State
and private banks was far greater than that
in the National Banks.
Why should a country so poor as India,

and a people so constitutionally opposed to
drink as Indians, continue to waste money
and stamina upon the liquor traffic and reap
all the ills which follow in its train ? With
her traditions, India should have really led
the way in prohibition, but though that

opportunity has been lost to us, there is

nothing to prevent us from following the
example set by the United States of
America.
Any administrator who tells us that the
drink traffic cannot be extinguished because
the money derived from it is needed for
education and sanitation, is really not worth

keeping. Not so very long ago physicians in
England used to tell their patients that alco
hol was indispensable. When people began
to test the fitness of the doctor by his ability
to do without liquor, physicians soon found

that they could prescribe without having
recourse to alcohol. Administrators are the

servants of the people, and if the people are
determined to extinguish the liquor traffic,

their agents must find a way to get along
without excise revenue.

LETTERS FROM RABiNDRANATH TAGORE

I

THERE
are a large number of ideas,

about which we do not even know
that they are inaccessible to us,

only because we have grown too familiar
with their names.
Such is our idea of God. We do not
bave to realise it, in order to be aware
that we know it. This is why it requires
I great deal of spiritual sensitiveness
be able to feel the life-throb of God's
eality behind the vulgar callosity of
IWJrds. Things that are small naturally
pme to their limits for us, when they are
amiliar. But the truth which is "great
ould reveal its infinity all the more
tly, when it is near to 11s. Unfortu

nately, words that represent truth, and
the minds that use those words, have not
the same immensity of life as truth itself.
Therefore, the words (and with them our
attention and interest) become inert,
by constant handling, obscuring our faith
underneath them without our being con
scious of that tragic fact.
This is the reason, why men who are
obviously religious are frequently more
irreligious, in reality, than those who
openly ignore religion. Preachers and
ministers of religion have made it their
business to deal with God at every
moment. They cannot afford to wait,
until they come in touch with them.
They dare not acknowledge the fact, that



304 THE MODERN REVIEW FOR SEPTEMBER, 192i

they have not done so. Therefore, they
have to strain their minds into a constant
attitude of God-knowingness. They have
to delude themselves, in order to fulfil
the expectation of others, or what they
consider to be their duty.
And yet, the consciousness of God, like
that of all other great ideas, comes to us
only with intense moments of illumination,
of inspiration. If we do not have the
patience to wait for it, we only choke
the path of that inspiration with the
debris of our conscious efforts. Those,
who make it their business to preach God,
preach creeds. They lose their sense of
distinction between these two. Therefore,
their religion does not bring peace in this
world but conflict. They do not hesitate
to make use even of their religion for the
propaganda of national self-seeking and
boastfulness.
You may wonder, in your mind, as to
the reason of my bringing up this topic
in my present letter. It is in connexion
with the same endless conflict within me
between the poet and the preacher,—one
of whom depends for his mission upon
inspiration and the other upon conscious
endeavour. Straining of consciousness
leads to insensitiveness, of which I am
more afraid than anything else. The
preacher is the professional dealer in
particular ideas. His customers come at
all hours of the day and put questions to
him. The answers, which he gets into the
habit of producing, gradually lose their
living quality, and his faith in his ideas
runs the risk of being smothered under the
deadness of his words. I believe that such
a tragedy is more common than people
suspect, especially with those who are
good, and therefore are ever ready to sign
their cheques of benefit for others, without
waiting to see if the cash had time to
accumulate in the bank.
This makes me think, that it is safe to
be nothing better than a mere poet. For
poets have to be true to their best
moments and not to other peoples'
requirements.

II.
Even when I was very young, my mind
law things with a large atmosphere and

an environment of reality. That is to say,
fact indicated some truth to me, even
though I did not clearly understand it.
That is why my mind was constantly
struck with things that, in themselves,
were commonplace. When I watched,
from over the wall of the terrace of the
inner apartments of our Jorasbanko
house, the cocoanut trees and the tank
sorrounded by the huts of the milk
vendors, they came before me with a
more-than-themness that could not be
exhausted. That faculty,— though subse
quently mingled with reasoning and self-
analysis,— has still continued in my life.
It is the sense and craving for wholeness.
Constantly it has been the cause of my
separation from others and also to their
misunderstanding of my motives. Swa-
deshism, swarajism, ordinarily produce
intense excitement in the minds of my
countrymen, because they carry in them
some fervour of passion generated by the
exclusiveness of their range. It cannot
be said that I am untouched by this heat
and movement. But somehow, by my
temperament as a poet, I am incapable
of accepting these objects as final. They
claim from us great deal more than is
their due. And after a certain point ia
reached, I find myself obliged to separate
myself from my own people, with whom I
have been working, and my soul cries
out,— "The complete man must never be
sacrificed to the patriotic man, or even
to the merely moral man."
To me, humanity is rich and large and
many sided. Therefore, I feel deeply hurt
when I find that, for some material gain,
Man's personality is mutilated in the
Western world and he is reduced to a
machine. The same process of repression
and curtailment of humanity is often
advocated in our country under the name
of patriotism. Such deliberate empover-
ishment of our nature seems to me a crime.
It is a cultivation of callousness, which is
a form of sacrilege. For God's purpose is
to lead man into that perfection of
growth, which is the attainment of a
unity comprehending an immense mani-
foldness. But when I find man, for some
purpose of his own, imposing upon bio
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society, a mutilation of mind, a niggardli
ness of culture, a puritanism which is
spiritual penury, it makes me inexpressibly
sad.
I have been reading a book by a French
man on Japan,—it almost makes me feel
almost envious! The sensitiveness to the
ideal of beauty which has been made uni
versal in Japan, is not only the source of
her strength, but of her heroic spirit of
renunciation. For true renunciation blos
soms on the vigorous soil of beauty and
joy,—the soil which supplies positive food
to our souls.
But the negative process of making the
soil poor produces a ghastly form of
renunciation, which belongs to the nihilism

of life. Emaciation of human nature has
already been going on for a long time in
India, let us not add to it by creating a
mania for self-immolation. Our life today
needs more colour, more expansion, more
nourishment, for all the variety of its
famished functions. Whatever may be the
case in other countries, we need in India
more fullness of life, and not asceticism.

Deadness of life, in all forms, gives rise

to impurities, by enfeebling our reason,

narrowing our vision, creating fanaticism,
owing to our forcing our will power into
abnormal channels. Life carries its own

purification, when its sap finds its passage
unbarred through all its ramifications.

KEFOKM OF FIGHTING IN COURTS OF LAW

FIGHTING
in Courts of Law between

individuals or between the State
and one or more individuals is a

civil contest carried on with weapons
of law, and not with weapons of violence.
The combatants here are highly trained
men of keen intellects, a very large part
of the highest talent in every civilized
country being drawn to this body of com
batants. But the combatants are mercena
ries after all, for they sell their services
indiscriminately for pay. This gives the
litigant with the long purse an immense
advantage over the litigant with the
small purse. The higher the fee paid
the abler is the advocacy secured. Gene
rally speaking, a man of small means has
hardly any chance of success in a legal
contest with a man of large means. "The
law's delay" has become a proverbial
expression, and delay means additional
expenditure. With the system of the
distribution of justice now prevailing in
civilized countries great dissatisfaction
has been widely felt. In France, in 1793,
popular courts were introduced in place
of the then existing courts, but they did
not answer. Soviet Russia has followed

the course taken by France in 171)3 and

has abolished the Bar. But this too will
not answer. In our own country Mahatma
Gandhi sometime back declared himself

against law courts and legal practi
tioners. This propaganda of his has had
but trifling success, and is bound to fail,

completely.
The reform of the existing system of

judicial administration should follow the
line of retaining all that is good in the
existing system and of casting off all

that is evil. For the performance of
judicial work, civil or criminal, speci
alization is necessary, if it is necessary
in any department of human life. The

present practice of specialization for

judicial officers and advocates requires to
be retained, and judicial officers require to
be highly paid, and also advocates, if they
are to be made servants of the State, as is

proposed in this paper. How advocates
as servants of the State are to work, will
be indicated later on. Soviet Russia has

made all medical practitioners servants of

the State and employed them to look
after the health of the entire body

of the people. A similar idea has been
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(e) Manufacture of Coke.
( f ) Fuel.
(g) Labour.
(n) Cost Accounting.
( i ) Electricity.
( j ) Mechanical Drawing.

Second Year Courses.

(k ) Manufacture of Pig Iron.
( I ) Manufacture of Steel.
( m ) Rolling Mill Practice.
(n) Heat Treatment of Steel.
( o ) Metallography.
( p ) Metallurgy of other metals.
(q) Economic Considerations.
( r ) Theses.

The curriculum which is given above [ with
particulars omitted ] is all that a student can be
expected to carry during the two years he is in training
and some of the courses may have to be reduced.
If it were given in lo months continuously the students
would not be able to carry such a variety of subjects
or cover so much ground. It is believed, however,
that with the alternate weeks in the mill which allow
time for the student to digest the technical work
which he has covered the previous week and which
will give him an opportunity for extra study, the
course can be carried.

XIII. Text Books.
The text bkoos required for the entire course

will cost some Rs. 300 to 403. For 25 men annually,
this would represent a total cost of Rs. 7500 to
Rs. 10,000, This cost is too high to be borne by the
students themselves without some assistance.
The text books will be loaned to the men by the

Technical Institution and each student will be debited
with their cost. If the course be successfully
completed, the students will be expected to repay the
cost of the text books during the first two years of
their contract, the cost being deducted from their
salary monthly. If the men fail, the text books will

be taken back by the Technical Institute and reissued
to incoming students at a reasonable valuation.
In addition to the 3 scholarships awarded at the

end of one year of experience, 3 additional prizes
will be given. These prizes will be the cancellation of
the charge for the text-books and the award of one
extra text-book to each prize winner.

XIV. Library.

The Technical Institute must have a thoroughly
good library relating to the metallurgy of steel. This
must include the proceedings and transactions of
the principal steel metallurgical societies in England,
America, and if possible France and Germany. It
should have a file of the best steel works journals,
and the principal steel works journals should be taken
regularly. All the courses will require some collateral
reading, particularly in the trade journals where
descriptions are given of modern mills erected in
various countries. This library will be increased
from year to year.

XV. Laboratories.

There will be two laboratories, one for chemical
work, and the other for physical testing. The
chemical laboratory, which must be well equipped,
will include various types of combustion furnaces in
addition to the usual chemical apparatus. There
will be one small research laboratory separate from
the main room in which special research may be
carried on if required.
The physical laboratory will be equipped with

machines of various kinds for testing steel. This
will include a tencile testing machine, a torsion
machine, an impact machine, an abrasion machine
and such others as might be found necessary for
special research work in the future.
Separate from the main physical laboratory will

be the laboratory for metallography, which will contain
grinding and polishing machines and the micro-
photographic camera. Attached to this will be a
Dark Room.

THE SONG

When the evening steals on western waters,
Thrills the air with wings of homeless shadows ;

When the sky is crowned with star-gemmed silence,
And the dreams dance on the deep of slumber ;

When the lilies lose their faith in morning,
And in panic close their hopeless petals,

There's a bird whieh leaves its nest in secret,
Seeks its song in tracklese path of heaven.

Rabindranath Tagore
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INDIA? It is not necessary that we
should pronounce the word fellowship
with wry faces. It is only requisite that
we should kneel down and adore the
cofhtnon mother. So loving, so praising,
we shall accomplish all else by implication.

And once more it will stand demonstrat
ed that "All that we are is the result of
what we have thought. It is founded on
our thought. It is made up of our
thought."

THE HIDDEN TREASURE
By Rabindranath Tagore.

IT
was a moonless night, and Mritunjaya
was seated before the ancestral image
of the goddess Kali. As he finished his

devotions the cawing of an early morning
crow was heard from a neighbouring
mango grove.
First seeing that the door of the temple
was shut, he bowed once more before the
image and, shifting its pedestal, took from
under it a strong wooden box. This he
opened with a key which hung on his
sacred thread, but the moment he had
looked inside he started in dismay. He
took up the box and shook it several
times. It had not been broken open, for
the lock was uninjured. He groped all
round the image a dozen times, but could
find nothing.
Mritunjaya's little temple stood on one
side of his inner garden which was sur
rounded by a wall. It was sheltered by
the shade of some tall trees. Inside there
was nothing but the image of Kali, and
it had only one entrance. Like a mad man
Mritunjaya threw open the door, and
began to roam round on all sides in search
of a clue, but in vain. By this time day
light had come. In despair he sat on some
steps and with his head buried in his hands
began to think. He was just beginning to
feel sleepy after his long sleepless night
when suddenly he heard some-one say :
"Greeting, my son !" Looking up he saw
in the courtyard before him a long-haired
sannyasi. Mritunjaya made a deep
obeisance to him and the ascetic placed

his hand on his head, saying : "My son,
your sorrow is vain."
Mritunjaya, in astonishment, replied :
"Can you read people's thoughts ? How
do you know about my sorrow ? I have
spoken of it to no-one."
The sannyasi answered : "My son,
instead of sorrowing over what you have
lost, you ought to rejoice."
Clasping his feet Mritunjaya exclaimed :
"Then you know everything ? Tell me
how it got lost and where I can recover
it."
The sannyasi replied : "If I wanted you
to suffer misfortune then I would tell you.
But you must not grieve over that which
the goddess has taken from you out of

But Mritunjaya was not satisfied and
in the hope of pleasing his visitor he spent
the whole of that day serving him in
different ways. But when early next
morning he was bringing him a bowl of
fresh milk from his own cow he found that
the sannyasi had disappeared.

When Mritunjaya had been a child his
grandfather, Harihar, was sitting one day
on those same steps ofthe temple, smoking
his hookah, when a sannyasi came into the
courtyard and greeted him. Harihar
invited him into his home and for several

days treated him as an honoured guest.
When about to go the sannyasi said to

him : "My son, you are poor, are you
not ?", to which Harihar replied : "Father,



•402 THE MODERN REVIEW FOR OCTOBER, 1921

I am indeed. Only hear what my condition
is. Once our family was the most prosper
ous in the village, but now our condition
is so miserable that we can hardly hold up
our heads. I beg you to tell me how we
can restore ourselves to prosperity
again."
The sannyasi laughing slightly said :
"My son, why not be satisfied with your
present position ? What's the use of trying
to become wealthy ?"
But Harihar persisted and declared that

he was ready to undertake anything that
would restore his family to their proper
rank in society.
Thereupon the sannyasi took out a roll
of cloth in which an old and stained piece
of paper was wrapped. It looked like a
horoscope. The sannyasi unrolled it and
Harihar saw that it had some signs in
cypher written within circles, and below
these was a lot of doggerel verse which
commenced thus :—
"For attainment of your goal
Find a word that rhymes with soul.
From the "Radha" take its "ra",
After that at last put "dha."
From the tamarind- banyan's mouth
Turn your face towards the south.
When the light is in the East
There shall be of wealth a feast."
There was much more of the same kind
of rigmarole.
Harihar said : "Father, I can't under
stand a single word of it."
To this the sannyasi replied : "Keep it
by you. Make your pujah to the goddess
Kali, and by her grace you, or some
descendant of yours, will gain the untold
wealth of which this writing tells the
secret hiding place."
Harihar entreated him to explain the
■writing, but the sann}'asi said that only
by the practice of austerity could its mean
ing be discovered.

Just at this moment Harihar's youngest
brother, Shankar, arrived on the scene and
Harihar tried to snatch the paper away
before it could be observed. But the
sannyasi, laughing, said : "Already, I see,
you have started on the painful road to
greatness. But you need not be afraid.
The secret can only be discovered by one

person. If anyone else tries a thousand
times he will never be able to solve it. It
will be a member of your family, so you
can show this paper to anyone without
fear."
The sannyasi having left them, Harihar

could not rest until he had hidden the
paper. Fearful lest anyone else should
profit by it, and above all lest his young
brother Shankar should enjoy this hidden
wealth, he locked the paper in a strong
wooden box and hid it under the seat of
the household goddess Kali. Every month,
at the time of the new moon, he would go
in the dead of night to the temple and
there he would offer prayers to the goddess
in the hope that she would give him the
power to decipher the secret writing.
Some time after this Shankar came to
his brother and begged him to show him
the paper.
"Go away, you idiot !" shouted Hari
har, "that paper was nothing. That
rascal of a sannyasi wrote a lot of non
sense on it simply to deceive me. I burnt
it long ago."
Shankar remained silent, but some
weeks afterwards he disappeared from the
house and was never seen again.
From that time Harihar gave up all
other occupations, and spent all his wak
ing moments in thinking about the hidden
treasure.
When he died he left this mysterious
paper to his eldest son, Shyampada, who
as soon as he got possession of it gave up
his business and spent his whole time in
studying the secret cypher and in worship
ping the goddess in the hope of goodluck
coming to him.
Mritunjaya was Shyampada's eldest
child, so he became the owner of this
precious heirloom on his father's death.
The worse his condition became the greater
eagerness he showed in trying to solve
the secret. It was about this time that
the loss of the paper occurred. The visit
of the long-haired sannyasi coinciding
with its disappearance Mritunjaya deter
mined that he would try to find him,
feeling sure he could discover everything
from him. So he left his home on the
quest.

neec mn
e discowoaBtb
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After spending a year in going from
place to place Mritunjaya one day arrived
at a village named Dharagole. There he
stayed at a grocer's shop, and as he
was sitting absent-mindedly smoking and
thinking, a sannyasi passed along the
edge of a neighbouring field. At first
Mritunjaya did not pay much attention,
but after a few minutes he came to himself
and it flashed across his mind that that
was the very sannyasi for whom he had
been searching. Hurrriedly laying aside
his hookah he rushed past the startled
storekeeper and dashed from the shop into
the street. But the sannyasi was nowhere
to be seen.
As it was dark and the place was strange
to him he gave up the idea of searching
further and returned to the shop. There
he asked the storekeeper what lay beyond
the village in the great forest near by. The
man replied :
"Once a great city was there, but owing
to the curse of the sage, Agastya, its
king and all his subjects died of some
dreadful pestilence. People say that
enormous wealth and piles of jewels are
still hidden there, but no-one dares to enter
that forest even at midday. Those who
have done so have never returned."
Mritunjaya's mind became restless,

and all night long he lay on his mat
tormented by mosquitoes and by thoughts
of the forest, the sanyasi, and his lost
secret. He had read the verses so often
that he could almost repeat them by heart,
and hour after hour the opening lines kept
ringing through his mind, until his brain
reeled.

"For attainment of your goal
Find a word that rhymes with soul.
From the "Kadha" take its "dha",
After that at last put "raM."
He could not get the words out of his

h«*ad. At last when dawn came he fell
asleep and in a dream the meaning of the
verse became as clear as daylight. Taking
the "ra" from "Radha" you get "Dha",
and at the end of that putting "ra" you
get "Dhara", and "gole" rhymes with
soul ! The name of the village in which

he was staying was "Dharagole" ! He
jumped up from his mat sure that he was
at last near the end of his search.

The whole of that day Mritunjaya spent
roaming about the forest in the hope of
finding a path. He returned to the village
at night half dead with hunger and fatigue,
but next day he took a bundle of parched
rice and started off again. At midday he
arrived at the side of a lake round which
there were traces of a path. The water
was clear in the middle but near the banks
it was a tangle of weeds and water lilies.
Having soaked his rice in the water by
some broken stone steps on the bank he
finished eating it and began to walk slowly
round the lake looking carefully everywhere
for signs of buildings. Suddenly when he
had reached the west side of the lake he
stood stock still, for there before him was
a tamarind tree growing right in the
centre of a gigantic banyan. He imme
diately recalled the lines :

"From the tamarind-banyan's mouth
Turn your face towards the south."
After walking some distance towards
the south he found himself in the middle
of a thick jungle through which it was
impossible to force a way. He however
determined not to lose sight of the
tamarind tree.
Turning back he noticed in the distance
through the branches of the tree the
pinnacles of a building. Making his way
in that direction he came upon a ruined
temple, by the side of which were the ashes
of a recent fire. With great caution
Mritunjaya made his way to a broken
door and peeped in. There was no-one
there, not even an image, only a blanket,
and a water pot with a sannyasi's scarf
lying beside it.
Evening was approaching, the village
was far off, and it would be difficult to
find a path back by night, so Mritunjaya
was pleased at seeing signs of a human
being. By the door lay a large piece of
stone which had fallen from the ruin.
On this he seated himself and was deep
in thought when he suddenly noticed what
appeared to be written characters on the

■
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surface of the stone. Looking closely he
saw a circular symbol which was familiar
to him. It was partly obliterated, it is
true, but it was sufficiently distinct for
him to recognise the design as that which
had appeared at the top of his lost piece
of paper. He had studied it so often that
it was clearly printed on his brain. How
many times had he begged the goddess
to reveal to him the meaning of that
mystic sign as he sat at midnight in the
dimly lit temple of his home with the
fragrance of incense filling the night air.
To-night the fulfilment of his long cherished
desire seemed so near that his whole body
trembled. Fearing that by some slight
blunder he might frustrate all his hopes,
and above all dreading lest the sannyasi
had been beforehand in discovering his
treasure he shook with terror. He could
not decide what to do. The thought came
to him that he might even at that very
moment be sitting above untold wealth
without knowing it.
As he sat repeating the name of Kali
evening fell and the sombre darkness of
the forest resounded with the continual
chirping of crickets.

Just as he was wondering what to do he
saw through the thick foliage the distant

gleam of a fire. Getting up from the stone
on which he was seated he carefully
marked the spot he was leaving and went
off in the direction of the light.
Having progressed with great difficulty
a short way he saw from behind the trunk
of a tree the very sannyasi he had been
seeking with the well known paper in his
hand. He had opened it and, by the
light of the flames, he was working out
its meaning in the ashes with a stick.
There was the very paper which be
longed to Mritunjaya, and which had
belonged to his father and his grandfather
before him, in- the hands of a thief and a
cheat ! It was for this then that this rogue
of a sannyasi had bidden Mritunjaya not
to sorrow over his loss !
The sannyasi was calculating the
meaning of the signs, and every now and
then would measure certain distances on

the ground with a stick. Sometimes he
would stop and shake his head with a dis
appointed air, and then he would go back
and make fresh calculations.
In this way the night was nearly spent
and it was not until the cool breeze of
daybreak began to rustle in the leafy
branches of the trees that the sannyasi
folded up the paper and went away.
Mritunjaya was perplexed. He was
quite sure that without the sannyasi's help
it would be impossible for him to decipher
the mystery of the paper. But he was
equally certain that the covetous rascal
would not knowingly assist him. There
fore to watch the sannyasi secretly was
his only hope ; but as he could not get
any food without going back to the village,
Mritunjaya decided he would return to his
lodgings that morning.
When it became light enough he left
the tree behind which he had been hiding
and made his way to the place where the
sannyasi had been making his calculations
in the ashes. But he could make nothing
of the marks. Nor, after wandering all
round, could he see that the forest there
differed in any way from other parts of
the jungle.
As the sunlight began to penetrate the
thick shade of the trees Mritunjaya made
his way towards the village looking
carefully on every side as he went. His
chief fear was lest the sannyasi should
catch sight of him.
That morning a feast was given to
Brahmins at the shop where Mritunjaya
had taken shelter, so he came in for a
sumptuous meal. Having fasted so long
he could not resist eating heavily, and
after the feast he soon rolled over on his
mat and fell sound asleep.
Although he had not slept all night,
Mritunjaya had made up his mind that
he would that day take his meals in good
time and start off early in the afternoon.
What happened was exactly the opposite,
for when he woke the sun had already set.
But although it was getting dark, he
could not refrain from entering the forest.
Night fell suddenly and so dense was
the darkness that it was impossible
for him to see his way through the deep
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shadows of the thick jungle. He could not
make out which way he was going and
when day broke he found that he had been
going round and . round in one part of
the forest quite near the village.
The raucous cawing of some crows

from near by sounded to Mritunjaya like
mockery.

6

After many miscalculations and correc
tions the sannyasi had at length discover
ed the path to the entrance of a subter
ranean tunnel. Lighting a torch he entered.
The brick walls were mouldy with moss
and slime, and water oozed out from the
many cracks. In some places sleeping
toads could be seen piled up in heaps. After
proceeding over slippery stones for some
distance the sannyasi came to a wall. The
passage was blocked ! He struck the wall
in several places with a heavy iron bar
but there was not the least suspicion of
a hollow sound—there was not a crack
anywhere —without a doubt the tunnel
ended there.
He spent the whole of that night study
ing the paper again, and next morning
having finished his calculations, he entered
the underground passage once more.
This time, carefully following the secret
directions, he loosened a stone from a cer
tain place and covered a branch turning.
This he followed but once more he came to
a stop where another wall blocked all fur
ther progress.
But finally, on the fifth night, the san
nyasi as he entered exclaimed, "To-night
I shall find the way without the shadow
of a doubt !"
The passage was like a labyrinth. There

seemed no end to its branches and turn
ings. In some places it was so low and
narrow that he had to crawl on hands
and knees. Carefully holding the torch he
arrived at length at a large circular room,
in the middle of which was a wide well of
solid masonry. By the light of his torch
the sannyasi was unable to see how deep
it was, but he saw that from the roof there
descended into it a thick heavy iron chain.
He pulled with all his strength at this
chain and it shook very slightly. But

there rose from the depth of the well a
metallic clang which reverberated through
that dark dismal chamber. The sannyasi
called out in excitement : " At last I have
found it !"
Next moment a huge stone rolled
through the hole in the broken wall through
which he had entered and someone fell on
the floor with a loud cry. Startled by
this sudden sound the sannyasi let his
torch fall to the ground and the room was
plunged in darkness.

He called out, "Who is there ?" but
there was no answer. Putting out his
hand he touched a man's body. Shaking
it he asked, "Who are you ?" Still he got
no reply. The man was unconscious.
Striking a flint he at last found his torch
and lighted it. In the meantime the man
had regained consciousness and was trying
to sit up though he was groaning with
pain.
On seeing him the sannyasi exclaimed :
"Why, it is Mritunjaya! What are you
doing here ?"
Mritunjaya replied : "Father, pardon
me. God has punished me enough. I was
trying to roll that stone on you when my
foot slipped and I fell. My leg must be
broken."
To this the sannyasi answered : " But
what good would it have done you to kill
me ?"
Mritunjaya exclaimed : "What good in
deed ! Why did you steal intomy temple and
rob me of that secret paper ? And what
are you doing in this underground place
yourself ? You are a thief, and a cheat !
The sannyasi who gave that paper to my
grandfather told him that one of his family
was to discover the secret of the writing.
The secret is mine by rights, and it is for
this reason that I have been following you
day and night like your shadow, going
without food and sleep all these days.
Then to-day when you exclaimed : 'At
last I have found it!' I could restrain
myself no longer. I had followed you and
was hiding behind the wall where you had
made the hole, and I tried to kill you. I
failed because I am weak and the ground

R114 o
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was slippery and I fell. Kill me if you
wish, then I can become a guardian spirit
to watch over this treasure of mine. But
if I live, you will never be able to take it.
Never! Never! Never! If you try, I will
bring the curse of a Brahmin on you by
jumping into this well and committing
suicide. Never will you be able to enjoy
this treasure. My father, and his father
before him, thought of nothing but this
treasure and they died thinking of it. We
have become poor for its sake. In search
of it I have left wife and children, and
without food or sleep have wandered from
place to place like a maniac. Never shall
you take this treasure from me while I
have eyes to see !"

8

The sannyasi said quietly: "Mritun-
jaya, listen to me. 1 will tell you every
thing. You remember that your grand
father's youngest brother was tailed
Shankar ?"
"Yes," replied Mritunjaya, "he left
home and was never heard of again."
"Well," said the sannyasi, "I am that
Shankar!"
Mritunjaya gave a gasp of despair.
He had so long regarded himself as the
sole owner of this hidden wealth that, now
that this relative had turned up and
proved his equal right, he felt as if his
claim were destroyed.
Shankar continued : "From the moment
that my brother got that paper from the
sannyasi he tried every means in his power
to keep it hidden from me. But the harder
he tried the greater became my curiosity,
and I soon found that he had hidden it in
a wooden box under the seat of the god
dess. I got hold of a duplicate key, and
by degrees, whenever the opportunity
occurred, I copied out the whole of tlie
writing and the signs. The very day I had
finished copying it 1 left home in quest of
the treasure. 1 even left my wife and only
child neither of whom is now living. There
is no need to describe all the places I visi
ted in my wanderings. I felt sure that as
the paper had been given to my brother
by a sannyasi I would be able to find out
its meaning from one, so I began to serve

sannyasis whenever I had the chance.
Many of them were impostors and tried
to steal the writing from me. In this way
many years passed, but not for a single
moment did I have any peace or happi
ness.
"At last in my search, by virtue of some
right action in a previous birth, I had the
good fortune to meet in the mountains
Swami Rupananda. He said to me: 'My
child, give up desire, and the imperishable
wealth of the whole universe will be
yours.'
"He cooled the fever of my mind. By

his grace the light of the sky and the green
verdure of the earth seemed to me equal
to the wealth of kings. One winter day
at the foot of the mountain I lit a fire in
the brazier of my revered guru and offered
up the paper in its flames. The Swami
laughed slightly as I did it. At the time
I did not understand that laugh. But
now I do. Doubtless he thought it is easy
enough to burn a piece of paper, but to
burn to ashes our desires is not so simple !
"When not a vestige of the paper
remained it seemed as if my heart had
suddenly filled with the rare joy of freedom.
My mind at last realised the meaning of
detachment. I said to myself ; 'Now I
have no more fear, I desire nothing in the
world.'
"Shortly after this I parted from the
Swami and although I have often sought
for him since I have never seen him again.
"1 then wandered as a sannyasi with
my mind detached from worldy things.
Many years passed and 1 had almost
forgotten the existence of the paper,
when one day I came to the forest near
Dharagole and took shelter in a ruined
temple. After a day or two I noticed that
there were inscriptions on the walls, some
of which I recognised. There could be no
doubt that here was a clue to what I
had spent so many years of my life in
trying to discover. 1 said to myself : 'I
must not stay here. 1 must leave this
forest.' ^^^^
"But I did not go. I thought there was
no harm in staying to see what I could
find out, just to satisfy my curiosity. 1

examined the signs carefully, but without
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result. I kept thinking of the paper I had
burnt. Why had I destroyed it? What
harm would there have been in keeping
it?
"At last I went back to the village of my
birth. On seeing the miserable condition
of my ancestral home I thought to my
self : 'I am a sannyasi, I have no need of
■wealth for myself, but these poof people
have a home to keep up. There can be no
sin in recovering the hidden treasure for
their benefit.'
"I knew where the paper was, so it was
not difficult for me to steal it.
"For a whole year since then I have been
living in this lonely forest searching for
the clue. I could think of nothing else.
The oftener I was thwarted the greater
did my eagerness become. I had the
unflagging energy of a mad man as I sat
night after night concentrating on the
attempt to solve my problem.
"When it was that you discovered me I
do not know. If I had been in an
ordinary frame of mind you would never
have remained concealed, but I was so
absorbed in my task that 1 never noticed

what was going on around me.
"It was not until to-day that I discover
ed at last what I had been so long
searching for. The treasure hidden here is
greater than that of the richest rajah
in the world, and to find it the meaning
of only one more sign had to be deciphered.
"This secret is the most difficult of all,
but in my mind I had come even to its
solution. That was why I cried out in
my delight, 'At last I have found it!'
If I wish 1 can in a moment enter that
hidden store house of gold and jewels."
Mritunjaya fell at Shankar's feet and

exlaimed : "You are a sannyasi, you have
no use for wealth— but take me to that
treasure. Do not cheat me again !"
Shankar replied : "To-day the last link
of my fetters is broken ! That stone which
you intended should kill me did not indeed
strike my body but it has shattered
forever the folly of my infatuation. To
day I have seen how monstrous is the
image of desire. That calm and incom-

lileof rav saintlv Guru has at

last kindled the inextinguishable lamp of
my soul."

Mritunjaya again begged pitifully :
"You are free, but I am not. I do not
even want freedom. You must not cheat
me of this wealth."
The sannyasi answered: "Very well
my son, take this paper of yours, and if
you can find this treasure keep it."
Saying this the sannyasi handed the

paper and his staff to Mritunjaya and left
him alone. Mritunjaya called out in
despair : "Have pity on me. Do not leave
me. Show me the treasure!" But there
was no answer.
Mritunjaya dragged himself up and
with the help of the stick tried to find his
way out of the tunnels, but they were such
a maze that he was again and again
completely puzzled. At last worn out he
lay down and fell asleep.
When he awoke there was no means of

telling whether it was night or day. As
he felt hungry he ate some parched rice,
and again began to grope for the way
out. At length in despair he stopped and
called out: "Oh! Sannyasi, where are
you?" His cry echoed and re-echoed
through the tangled labyrinth of those
underground tunnels, and when the sound

of his own voice had died away, he heard
from close by a reply, "I am near you—
what is it you want ?"
Mritunjaya answered : "Have pity on
me and show me where the treasure is."
There was no answer, and although

he called again and again all was silent.
After a time Mritunjaya fell asleep
again in this underground realm of

perpetual darkness where there was neither

night nor day. When he woke up and
found it still dark he called out beseeching
ly : "Oh ! Sannyasi, tell me where you
are ?"

The answer came from near at hand :
"I am here. What do you want ?"
Mritunjaya answered : "I want nothing
now but that you should rescue me from
this dungeon."

The sannyasi asked : "Don't you want
the treasure ?"

Mritunjaya replied : "No."
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There was the sound of a flint being
struck and the next moment there was
a light. The sannyasi said : "Well
Mritunjaya, let us go."
Mritunjaya : "Then, father, is all my
trouble to be in vain ? Shall 1 never obtain
that wealth ?"
Immediately the torch went out.
Mritunjaya exclaimed—"How cruel !",
and sat down in the silence to think.
There was no means of measuring time
and the darkness was without end. How
he wished that he could with all the
strength of his mind and body shatter
that gloom to atoms. His heart began
to feel restless for the light, for the open sky,
and for all the varied beauty of the world,
and he called out : "Oh ! Sannyasi, cruel
sannyasi, I do not want the treasure.
I want you to rescue me."
The answer came : "You no longer
want the treasure ? Then take my hand,
and come with me."
This time no torch was lighted.
Mritunjaya holding his stick in one hand
and clinging to the sannyasi with the other
slowly began to move. After twisting
and turning many times through the maze
of tunnels they came to a place where the
sannyasi said, "Now stand still."
Standing still Mritunjaya heard the
sound of an iron door opening. The next
moment the sannyasi seized his hand,
and said : "Come !"

Mritunjaya advanced into what
appeared to be a vast hall. He heard the
sound of a flint being struck and then the
blaze of the torch revealed to his asto
nished eyes the most amazing sight that
he had ever dreamed of. On every side
thick plates of gold were arranged in piles.
They stood against the walls glittering
like heaped rays of solid sunlight stored
in the bowels of the earth. Mritunjaya's
eyes began to gleam. Like a mad man he
cried : "All this gold is mine — I will never
part with it !"
"Very well," replied the sannyasi,
"here is my torch, some barley and parched
rice, and this large pitcher of water for
you. Farewell."
And as he spoke the sannyasi went out,
clanging the heavy iron door behind him.

Mritunjaya began to go round and
round the hall touching the piles of gold
again and again. Seizing some small

pieces he threw them down on the floor,
he lifted them into his lap, striking them
one against another he made them ring,
he even stroked his body all over with the
precious metal. At length, tired out, he
spread a large flat plate of gold on the
floor, lay down on it, and fell asleep.
When he woke he saw the gold glittering
on every side. There was nothing but gold.
He began to wonder whether day had
dawned and whether the birds were awake
and revelling in the morning sunlight. It
seemed as though in imagination he could
smell the fragrant breeze of daybreak
coming from the garden by the little lake
near his home. It was as if he could
actually see the ducks floating on the
water, and hear their contented cackle as
the maidservant came from the house to
the steps of the ghat, with the brass vessels
in her hand to be cleaned.
Striking the door Mritunjaya called
out : "Oh, Sannyasi, listen to me !"
The door opened and the sannyasi
entered. "What do you want ?" he asked.
"I want to go out," replied Mritunjaya,
"but can't I take away a little of this gold ?"
Without giving any answer the sannyasi
lighted a fresh torch, and placing a full
water pot, and a few handfuls of rice on
the floor went out closing the door behind
him.
Mritunjaya took up a thin plate of gold,
bent it and broke it into small fragments.
These he scattered about the room like
lumps of dirt. On some of them he made
marks with his teeth. Then he threw a
plate of gold on the floor and trampled
on it. He asked himself, "How many men
in the world are rich enough to be able to
throw gold about as I am doing !" Then
he became oppressed with a • fever for
destruction. He was seized with a- longing
to crush all these heaps of gold into dust
and sweep them away with a broom. In
this way he could show his contempt for
the covetous greed of all the kings and
mahai-ajahs in the world. ^^^^
At last he became tired of throwing the
gold about in this way and fell asleep.
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Again he saw on awakening those heaps
of gold, and rushing to the door he struck
at it with all his strength and called out :
"Oh sannyasi, I do not want this gold.
I do not want it !"
But the door remained closed. Mritun
jaya shouted till his throat was hoarse
and still the door did not open. He threw
lump after lump of gold against it, but
with no effect. He was in despair. Would
the sannyasi leave him there to shrivel up
and die, inch by inch, in that golden prison ?
As Mritunjaya watched the gold fear

gripped him. Those piles of glittering
metal surrounded him on all sides with a
terrifying smile, hard, silent, without
tremor or change, until his body began to
tremble, his mind to quake. What connec
tion had he with these heaps of gold ?
They could not share his feelings —they
had no sympathy with him in his sorrows.
They had no need of the light, or the sky.
They did not long for the cool breezes,
they did not even want life. They had
no desire for freedom. In this eternal
darkness they remained hard and bright
for ever.
On earth perhaps sunset had come
with its golden gift of limpid light, — that
golden light which cools the eyes as it bids
farewell to the fading day, falling like
tears on the face of darkness. Now the
evening star would be gazing serenely
down on the courtyard of his home where
his young wife had tended the cows in the
meadow and lit the lamp in the corner of
the house, while the tinkling of the temple
bell spoke of the closing ceremony of the
day.
To-day the most trifling events of his

home and his village shone in Mritunjaya's
imagination with overpowering lustre.
Even the thought of his old dog lying
curled up asleep in front of the stove
caused him pain. He thought of the grocer
in whose shop he had stayed while he was
at Dharagole and imagined him putting
out his lamp, shutting up his shop and
walking leisurely to some house in the
village to take his evening meal, and as he
thought of him he envied him his happi
ness. He did not know what day it was,
hut if it were Sunday he could picture to

himself the villagers returning to their
homes after market, calling their friends
from over the fields and crossing the river
together in the ferry boat. He could see
a peasant, with a couple of fish dangling
in his hand and a basket on his head,
walking through the meadow paths, or
making his way along the dikes of the
paddy fields, past the bamboo fences of
the little hamlets, returning to his village
after the day's work in the dim light of
the star-strewn sky.
The call came to him from the world of
men. But layers of earth separated him
from the most insignificant occurrences of
life's varied and unceasing pilgrimage.
That life, that sky, and that light appealed
to him now as more priceless than all the
treasures of the universe. He felt that if
only he could for one moment again lie
in the dusty lap of mother earth in her
green clad beauty, beneath the free open
spaces of the sky, filling his lungs with
the fragrant breeze laden with the scents
of mown grass and of blossoms, he could
die feeling that his life was complete.
As these thoughts came to him the door
opened, and the sannyasi entering asked :
"Mritunjaya, what do you want now ?"
He answered, "I want nothing further.
I want only to go out from this maze of
darkness. 1 want to leave this delusive
gold. I want light, and the sky ; I want
freedom !"
The sannyasi said : "There is another
storehouse full of rarest gems of incalculable
value, tenfold more precious than all this
gold. Do you not wish to go there ?"
Mritunjaya answered: "No."
"Haven't you the curiosity just to

see it once ?"
"No, I don't want even to see it. If
I have to beg in rags for the rest of my
life I would not spend another moment
here."
"Then come," said the sannyasi, and
taking Mritunjaya's hand he led him in
front of the deep well. Stopping here he
took out the paper and asked : "And
what will you do with this ?"
Taking it Mritunjaya tore it into
fragments and threw them down the well.

( Translation by W. W. Pearson. )
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at the corner of Dinu's tea party. But I
must not grumble, for our corporeal
existence has its own joy because of its
obstacles and pain and the devious process
of the fulfilment of its hope.

P.S. I havejust written this about Dr.
Patrick Geddes.
What so strongly attracted me in Dr.
Patrick Geddes when I came to know him
in India, was not his scientific achieve
ments^ but, on the contrary, the rare fact
of the fulness of his personality rising far

above his science. Whatever he has
studied and mastered has become vitally
one with his humanity. He has the
precision of the scientist and at the same
time, the vision of the prophet. He has
also the power of an artist to make
his ideas visible through the language of
symbol. His love of man has given him
the insight to see the truth of man, and
imagination to realise in the world the
infinite mystery of life, not merely its
mechanical aspect.

THE CALL OF TRUTH
By Rawndkanath Tagoke.

'

PARASITES
have to pay for their ready,

made victuals by losing the power of
assimilating food in its natural form.

In the history of man this same sin of laziness
has always entailed degeneracy. Man be
comes parasitical, not only when he fattens
on others' toil, but also when he becomes
rooted to a particular set of outside conditions
and allows himself helplessly to drift along
the stream of things as they are ; for the out
side is alien to the inner self, and if the
former be made indispensable by sheer habit,
man acquires parasitical characteristics, and
becomes unable to perform his true function
of converting the impossible into the possible.
In this sense all the lower animals are

parasites. They are carried along by their
environment ; they live or die by natural
selection ; they progress or retrogress as
nature may dictate. Their mind has lost the
power of growth. The bees, for millions of
years, have been unable to get beyond the
pattern of their hive. For that reason, the
form of their cell has attained a certain per
fection, but their mentality is confined to the
age-long habits of their hive-life and cannot
soar out of its limitations. Nature has devel
oped a cautious timidity in the case of her
lower types of life ; she keeps them tied to her
apron strings and has stunted their minds,
lest they should stray into dangerous experi
ments,^

But Providence displayed a sudden acces
sion of creative courage when it came to man;
for his inner nature has not been tied down,
though outwardly the poor human creature
has been left naked, weak and defenceless.
In spite of these disabilities, man in the joy
of his inward freedom has stood up and
declared; "I shall achieve the impossible."
That is to say, he has consistently refused to
submit to the rule of things as they always
have been, but is determined to bring about
happenings that have never been before. So
when, in the beginning of his history, man's
lot was thrown in with monstrous creatures,
tusked and taloned, he did not, like the deer,
simply take refuge in flight, nor, like the tor
toise, take refuge in hiding, but set to work
with flints to make even more efficient weapons.
These, moreover, being the creation of his
own inner faculties, were not dependent on
natural selection, as were those of the other
animals, for their development. And so man's
instruments progressed from flint to steel.
This shows that man's mind has never been
helplessly attached to his environment. What
came to his hand was brought under his
thumb. Not content with the flint on the
surface, he delved for the iron beneath. Not
satisfied with the easier process of chipping
flints, he proceeded to melt iron ore and ham
mer it into shape. That which resisted more
stubbornly was converted into a better ally*
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Man's inner nature not only finds success in
its activity, but there it also has its joy. He in

sists on penetrating further and further into
the depths, from the obvious to the hidden,

from the easy to the difficult, from parasitism
to self-determination, from the slavery of his

passions to the mastery of himself. That is

how he has won.

But if any section of mankind should say,
"The flint was the weapon of our revered
forefathers ; by departing from it we destroy
the spirit of the race," then they may succeed
in preserving what they call their race, but

they strike at the root of the glorious tradition
of humanity which was theirs also. And we find
that those, who have steadfastly stuck to their
flints, may indeed have kept safe their pristine
purity to their own satisfaction, but they have

been outcasted by the rest of mankind, and so
have to pass their lives slinking away in jungle
and cave. They are, as I say, reduced to a
parasitic dependence on outside nature, driven

along blindfold by the force of things as they
are. They have not achieved Swaraj in their
Inner nature, and so are deprived of Swaraj
In the outside world as well. They have
ceased to be even aware, that it is man's true
function to make the impossible into the

possible by dint of his own powers ; that it is
not for him to be confined merely to what has

happened before ; that he must progress to

wards what ought to be by rousing all his in
ner powers by means of the force of his soul.
Thirty years ago I used to edit the Sadhana
magazine, and there I tried to say this same

thing. Then English-educated India was fright
fully busy begging for its rights. And I
repeatedly .endeavoured to impress on my
countrymen, that man is not under any neces

sity to beg for rights from others, but must

create them for himself ; because man lives

mainly by his inner nature, and there he is the

master. By dependence on acquisition from
the outside, man's inner nature suffers loss.

\nd it was my contention, that man is not so
hard oppressed by being deprived of his out

ward rights as he is by the constant bearing

of the burden of prayers and petitions.
Then when the Bangadarshan magazine

came into my hands, Bengal was beside herself

at the sound of the sharpening of the knife for
her partition. The boycott of Manchester, which
was the outcome of her distress, had raised the

profits of the Bombay mill-owners to a super-
foreign degree. And I had then to say: "This

will not do, either; for it is also of the outside
Your main motive is hatred of the foreigner,
not love of country." It was then really
necessary for our countrymen to be made con
scious of the distinction, that the English
man's presence is

'
an external accident

—mere mayd—but that the presence of our
country is an internal fact which is also an
eternal truth. M&ya looms with an exagge
rated importance, only when we fix our

attention exclusively upon it
,

by reason of

some infatuation —be it of love, or of hate
Whether in our passion we rush to embrace it

or attack it ; whether we yearn for it
,

or

spurn it ; it equally fills the whole field of our
blood-shot vision.

Maya is like the darkness. No steed
however swift, can carry us beyond it ; no
amount of water can wash it away. Truth

is like a lamp ; even as it is lit tniyd
vanishes. Our shastras tell us that Truth
even when it is small, can rescue us from thr
terror which is great. Fear is the atheism of
the heart. It cannot be overcome from the side
of negation. If one of its heads be struck off

it breeds, like the. monster of the fable, a

hundred others. Truth is positive : it is the
affirmation of the soul. If even a little of it

be roused, it attacks negation at the very
heart and overpowers it wholly.

Alien government in India is a veritable
chameleon. Today it comes in the guise of
the Englishman ; to-morrow perhaps as some
other foreigner ; the next day, without abat

ing a jot of its virulence, it may take the
shape of our own countrymen. However
determinedly we may try to hunt this monster
of foreign dependence with outside lethal
weapons, it will always elude our pursuit by
changing its skin, or its colour. But if we can
gain within us the truth called our country,
all outward ntayl will vanish of itself.
The declaration of faith that my country is

there, to be realised, has to be attain
ed by each one of us. The idea that our
country is ours, merely because we have
been born in it

,

can only be held by those who
are fastened, in a parasitic existence, upon
the outside world. But the true nature of
man is his inner nature, with its inherent
powers. Therefore that only can be a man's
true country, which he can help to create by
his wisdom and will, his love and his actions.
So, in 1905, I called upon my countrymen to
create their country by putting forth -th
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vu powers from within. For the act of
reation itself is the realisation of truth.
The Creator gains Himself in His universe.

7o gain one's own country means to realise
sne's own soul more fuljy expanded within
it. This can only be done when we are
engaged in building it up with our service,
jur ideas and our activities. Man's country
eing the creation of his own inner nature,
rhen his soul thus expands within it

,
it is

5re truly expressed, more fully realised. In
»y paper called 'Swadeshi Samaj', written in
1905, I discussed at length the ways and
leans by which we could make the country

>
f

our birth more fully our own. Whatever
may have been the shortcomings of my words
then uttered, I did not fail to lay emphasis
on the truth, that we must win our country,
not from some foreigner, but from our own
inertia, our own indifference. Whatever be
the nature of the boons we may be seeking
for our country at the door of the foreign
Government, the result is always the same, —
it only makes our inertia more densely inert.
Any public benefit done by the alien Govern
ment goes to their credit, not to ours. So
whatever outside advantage such public
benefit might mean for us, our country will
only get more and more completely lost to us
thereby. That is to say, we shall have to pay
out in soul value for what we purchase as
material advantage. The Rishi has said :

' The son is dear, not because we desire a

son, but because we desire to realise our own
soul in him.' It is the same with our country.
It is dear to us, because it is the expression
of our own soul. When we realise this, it

will become impossible for us to allow our
service of our country to wait on the pleasure
. of others.
These truths, which I then tried to press

on my countrymen, were not particularly new,
nor was there anything therein which need
have grated on their ears ; but, whether any
one else remembers it or not, I at least am
not likely to forget the storm of indignation
which I roused. I am not merely referring to
the hooligans of journalism whom it pays to
be scurrilous. But even men of credit and
courtesy were unable to speak of me in
restrained language.
There were two root causes of this. One

was anger, the second was greed.
Giving free vent to angry feelings is a

species of self-indulgence. In those days
ictically nothing to stand in the

thorns in the
was not ours,
in language or

way of the spirit of destructive revel, which
spread all over the country. We went about
picketing, burning, placing
path of those whose way
acknowledging no restraints
behaviour,—all in the frenzy of our wrath.
Shortly after it was all over, a Japanese
friend asked me : "How is it you people
cannot carry on your work with calm and

deep determination ? This wasting of energy
can hardly be of assistance to your object."

I had no help but to reply : " When we have
the gaining of the object clearly before our
minds, we can be restrained, and concentrate
our energies to serve it ; but when it is a

case of venting our anger, our excitement
rises and rises till it drowns the object, and
then we are spend-thrift to the point of
bankruptcy." However that may be, there
were my countrymen encountering, for the
time being, no check to the overflow of their

outraged feelings. It was like a strange
dream. Everything seemed possible. Then
all of a sudden it was my misfortune to
appear on the scene with my doubts and my
attempts to divert the current into the path
of self-determination. My only success was
in diverting their wrath on to my own devot
ed head.

Then there was our greed. In history, all
people have won valuable things by pursuing
difficult paths. We had hit upon the device
of getting them cheap, not even through the
painful indignity of supplication with folded
hands, but by proudfy conducting our beggary
in threatening tones. The country was in
ecstasy at the ingenuity of the trick. It felt
like being at a reduced price sale. Every
thing worth having in the political market
was ticketed at half-price. Shabby-genteel
mentality is so taken up with low prices that

it has no attention to spare for quality, and
feels inclined to attack anybody who has the
hardihood to express doubt6 in that regard.

It is like the man of worldly piety who
believes that the judicious expenditure of coin
can secure, by favour of the priest, a direct
passage to heaven. The dare-devil who
ventures to suggest that not heaven but
dreamland is likely to be his destination
must beware of a violent enJ.
Anyhow, it was the outside may l which

was our dream and our ideal in those days.

It was a favorite phrase of one of the leaders
of the time that we must keep one hand at
the feet and the other at the throat of thy
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'

Englishman, — that is to say, with no hand
left free for the country ! We have since
perhaps got rid of this ambiguous attitude.
Now we have one party that has both
hands raised to the foreigner's throat, and
another party which has both hands down
at his feet ; but whichever attitude it may be,
these methods still appertain to the outside
way/. Our unfortunate minds keep revolving
round and round the British Government,
now to the left, now to the right ; our affir
mations and denials alike are concerned with
the foreigner.
In those days, the stimulus from every

side was directed towards the heart of
Bengal. But emotion by itself, like fire, only
consumes its fuel and reduces it to ashes ; it
has no creative power. The intellect of man
must busy itself, with patience, with skill,
with foresight, in using this fire to melt that
which is hard and difficult into the object of
its desire. We neglected to rouse our intellec
tual forces, and so were unable to make use
of this surging emotion of ours to create any
organisation of permanent value. The reason
of our failure, therefore, was not in anything
outside, but rather within us. For a long
time past we have been in the habit, in our
life and endeavour, of setting apart- one place
for our emotions and another for our practi
ces. Our intellect has all the time remained
dormant, because we have not dared to allow
it scope. That is why, when we have to
rouse ourselves to action, it is our emotion
which has to be requisitioned, and our intel
lect has to be kept from interfering by the
hypnotism of some magical formula,—that is
to say we hasten to create a situation
absolutely inimical to the free play of our

intellect.
The loss which is incurred by this conti

nual deadening of our mind cannot be made
good by any other contrivance. In our
desperate attempts to do so we have to in
voke the magic of tnayd and our impotence
jumps for joy at the prospect of getting hold
of Aladin's lamp. Of course everyone has
to admit that there is nothing to beat Ala-
din's lamp, its only inconvenience being that
it beats one to get hold of. The unfortunate
part of it is that the person, whose greed is
great, but whose powers are feeble, and who
has lost all confidence in his own intellect,
simply will not allow himself to dwell on the
difficulties of bespeaking the services of some
genie of the lamp. He can only be brought

to exert himself at all by holding out the
speedy prospect of getting at the wonderful
lamp. If any one attempts to point out the
futility of his hopes, ;he fills the air with wail
ing and imprecation, as at a robber making
away with his all.
In the heat of the enthusiasm of the parti

tion days, a band of youths attempted to
bring about the millennium through political
revolution. Their offer of themselves as the
first sacrifice to the fire which they had lighted
makes not only their own country, but other
countries as well, bare the head to them in re
verence. Their physical failure shines forth as
the effulgence of spiritual glory. In the midst
of their supreme travail, they realised at
length that the way of bloody revolution is
not the true way ; that where there is no poli
tics, a political revolution is like taking a
short cut to nothing ; that the wrong way
may appear shorter, but it does not reach the
goal, and only grievously hurts the feet. The
refusal to pay the full price for a thing leads
to the loss of the price without the gain of
the thing. These impetuous youths offered
their lives as the price of their country's deli
verance ; to them it meant the loss of their
all, but alas ! the price offered on behalf of the

country was insufficient. I feel sure that those
of them who still survive must have realised

by now, that the country must be the creation
of all its people, not of one section alone.
It must be the expression of all their forces
of heart, mind and will.
This creation can only be the fruit of that

■y°ga* which gives outward form to the inner
faculties. Mere political or economical yoga
is not enough ; for that all the human powers
must unite.
When we turn our gaze upon the history

of other countries, the political steed comes

prominently into view ; on it seems to depend
wholly the progress of the carriage. We for
get that the carriage also must be in a lit con
dition to move ; its wheels must be in agreei
ment with one another and its parts well fitted

together ; with which not only have fire and
hammer and chisel been busy but much

thought and skill and energy have also been
spent in the process. We have seen some
countries which are externally free and inde

pendent; when, however, the political carriage
is in motion, the noise which it makes arouses
the whole neighbourhood from slumber and the

jolting produces aches and pains in the limbs
of the helpless passengers. It comes to pieces
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In the middle of the road, and it takes the
whole day to put it together again with the

help of ropes and strings. Yet however loose
the screws and however crooked the wheels,
still it is a vehicle of some sort after all. But
for such a thing as is our country, —a mere
collection of jointed logs, that not only have
no wholeness amongst themselves, but are

contrary to one another, — for this, to be
dragged along a few paces by the temporary
pull of some common greed or anger, can
never be called by the name of political
progress. Therefore, is it not, in our case,
wiser to keep for the moment our horse in
the stable and begin to manufacture a real

carriage ?

From the writings of the young men, who
have come back out of the valley of the
shadow of death, I feel sure some such thoughts
must have occurred to them. And so they
must be realising the necessity of the practice
of yoga as of primary importance ; — that form
which is the union in a common endeavour
of all the human faculties. This cannot be
attained by any outside blind obedience, but
only by the realisation of self in the light
of intellect. That which fails to illumine the
intellect, and only keeps it in the obsession of
some delusion, is its greatest obstacle.
The call to make the country our own

by dint of our own creative power, is a great
call. It is not merely inducing the people
to take up some external mechanical exercise;
for man's life is not in making cells of uniform
pattern like the bee, nor in incessant weaving
of webs like the spider ; his greatest powers
are within, and on these are his chief reliance.
If by offering some allurement we can induce
man to cease from thinking, so that he may
go on and on with some mechanical piece of
work, this will only result in prolonging the
sway of Maya, under which our country has
all along been languishing. So far, we have
been content with surrendering our greatest
right— the right to reason and to judge for
ourselves —to the blind forces of shastric
injunctions and social conventions. We have
refused to cross the seas, because Manu has
told us not to do so. We refuse to eat
with the Mussulman, because prescribed usage
is against it. In other words, we have
systematically pursued a course of blind
routine and habit, in which the mind of man
has no place. We have thus been reduced to
the helpless condition of the master who is
together deDendent on his servant. The

real master, as f have said, is the internal
man ; and he gets into endless trouble, when
he becomes his own servant's slave—a mere
automaton, manufactured in the factory of
servitude. He can then only rescue himself
from one master by surrendering himself to
another. Similarly, he who glorifies inertia
by attributing to it a fanciful purity, becomes,
like it

,

dependent on outside impulses, both
for rest and motion. The inertness of mind,
which is the basis of all slavery, cannot be

got rid of by a docile submission to being
hoodwinked, nor by going through the mo
tions of a wound-up mechanical doll.
The movement, which has now succeeded

the Swadeshi agitation, is ever so much

greater and has moreover extended its in
fluence all over India. Previously, the vision
of our political leaders had never reached

beyond the English-knowing classes, because
the country meant for them only that bookish

aspect of it which is to be found in the pages
of the Englishman's history. Such a country
was merely a mirage born of vapourings in
the English language, in which flitted about
thin shades of Burke and Gladstone, Mazzini
and Garibaldi. Nothing resembling self-sacri
fice or true feeling for their countrymen was
visible. At this juncture, Mahatma Gandhi
came and stood at the cottage door of the
destitute millions, clad as one of themselves,
and talking to them in their own language.
He're was the truth at last, not a mere quota
tion out of a book. So the name of Mahatma,
which was given to him, is his true name.
Who else has felt so many men of India to be
of his own flesh and blood ? At the touch of
Truth the pent-up forces of the soul are set
free. As soon as true love stood at India's
door, it flew open : all hesitation and holding
back vanished. Truth awakened truth.
Stratagem in politics is a barren policy, — ■

this was a lesson of which we were sorely in
need. All honour to the Mahatma, who made
visible to us the power of Truth. But reliance
on tactics is so ingrained in the cowardly and
the weak, that, in order to eradicate it

,

the

very skin must be sloughed off. Even today,
our worldly-wise men cannot get rid of the
idea of utilising the Mahatma as a secret and
more ingenious move in their political gamble.
With their minds corroded by untruth, they
cannot understand what an important thing

it is that the Mahatma's supreme love should

have drawn forth the country's love. The
thing that has happened is nothing less than
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the birth of freedom. It is the gain by the

country of itself. In it there is no room for

any thought, as to where the Englishman is,

or is not. This love is self-expression. It is
pure affirmation. It does not argue with
negation : it has no need for argument.
Some notes of the music of this wonderful

awakening of India by love, floated over to
me across the seas. It was a great joy to me
to think that the call of this festivity of
awakening would come to each one of' us ;
and that the true shakti of India's spirit, in
all its multifarious variety, would at last find

expression. This thought came to me because I
have always believed that in such a way India
would find its freedom. When Lord Buddha
voiced forth the truth of compassion for all

living creatures, which he had obtained as the
fruit of his own self-discipline, the manhood
of India was roused and poured itself forth in
science and art and wealth of every kind.
True, in the matter of political unification
the repeated attempts that were then made as
often failed ; nevertheless India's mind had

awakened into freedom from its submergence
in sleep, and its overwhelming force would
brook no confinement within the petty limits

of country. It overflowed across ocean and
desert, scattering its wealth of the spirit over

every land that it touched. No commercial
or military exploiter, to-day, has ever been

able to do anything like it. Whatever land
these exploiters have touched has been ago
nised with sorrow and insult, and the fair face

of the world has been scarred and disfigured.
Why ? Because not greed but love is true.
When love gives freedom it does so at the
very centre of our life. When greed seeks

unfettered power, it is forcefully impatient.
We saw this during the partition agitation.
We then compelled the poor to make sacri
fices, not always out of the inwardness of
love, but often by outward pressure. That
was because greed is always seeking for a

particular result within a definite time. But

the fruit which love seeks is not of to-day or
tomorrow, nor for a time only : it is sufficient

unto itself.
So, in the expectation of breathing the

buoyant breezes of this new found freedom,
I came home rejoicing. But what I found in
Calcutta when I arrived depressed me. An
oppresive atmosphere seemed to burden
the land. Some outside compulsion seem
ed to be urging one and all to talk in the
same strain, to work at the same mill. When

I wanted to inquire, to discuss, my well-
wishers clapped their hands over my lips,
saying : "Not now, not now. To day, in the
atmosphere of the country, there is a spirit
of persecution, which is not that of armed
force, but something still more alarming,
because it is invisible." I found, further, that
those who had their doubts as to the present
activities, if they happened to whisper them
out, however cautiously, however guardedly,
felt some admonishing hand clutching them
within. There was a newspaper which one
day had the temerity to disapprove, in a
feeble way, of the burning of cloth. The
very next day the editor was shaken out of
his balance by the agitation of his readers.
How long would it take for the fire which
was burning cloth to reduce his paper to
ashes ? The sight that met my eye was, on
the one hand, people immensely busy ; on the
other, intensely afraid. What I heard on
every side was, that reason, and culture as
well, must be closured. It was only necessary
to cling to an unquestioning obedience.
Obedience to whom ? To some mantra,
some unreasoned creed !
And why this obedience ? Here again

comes that same greed, our spiritual enemy.
There dangles before the country the bait of
getting a thing of inestimable value, dirt
cheap and in double-quick time. It is like
the faqir with his goldmaking trick. With
such a lure men cast so readily to the winds
their independent judgment and wax so
mightily wroth with those who will not do
likewise. So easy is it to overpower, in the
name of outside freedom, the inner freedom
of man. The most deplorable part of it is
that so many do not even honestly believe in
the hope that they swear by. "It will serve
to make our countrymen do what is neces
sary"—say they. Evidently, according to
them, the India which once declared : "In
truth is Victory, not in untruth" — that India
would not have been fit for Swaraj.
Another mischief is that the gain, with

the promise of which obedience is claimed,
is indicated by name, but is not defined.
Just as when fear is vague it becomes all the
more strong, so the vagueness of the lure
makes it all the more tempting ; inasmuch as
ample room is left for each one's imagination
to shape it to his taste. Moreover there is
no driving it into a corner because it can
always shift from one shelter to another. In
short, the object of the temptation has been
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jnified through its indefiniteness, while the
le and method of its attainment have been
ide too narrowly definite. When the
son of man has been overcome in this way,
i easily consents to give up all legitimate
ttestions and blindly follows the path of
bedience. But can we really afford to
arget so easily that delusion is at the
Dt of all slavery —that all freedom means
reedom from miy >? What if the bulk
our people have unquestioningly accepted
the creed, that by means of sundry practices
swaraj will come to them on a particular
te in the near future, and are also
dy to use their clubs to put down all
rther argument, — that is to say, they have
urrendered the freedom of their own minds
ad are prepared to deprive other minds of
beir freedom likewise, — is not this by itself a
eason for profound misgiving? We were
seeking the exorciser to drive out this very
ghost ; but if the ghost itself comes in the
guise of exorciser then the danger is only
heightened.
The Mahatma has won the heart of India

with his love; for that we have all acknow
ledged his sovereignty. He has given us a
vision of the shakti of truth ; for that our
gratitude to him is unbounded. We read
about truth in books : we talk about it : but
►It is indeed a red-letter day, when we see it
face to face. Rare is the moment, in many
a long year, when such good fortune hap
pens. We can make and break Congresses
every other day. It is at any time possible
for us to stump the country preaching poli
tics in English. But the golden rod which
'can awaken our country in Truth and Love
s not a thing which can be manufactured
by the nearest goldsmith. To the wielder of
that rod our profound salutation ! But if

,

hav
ing seen truth, our belief in it is not con-

. firmed, what is the good of it all ? Our mind
"•must acknowledge the truth of the intellect,
"jost as our heart does the truth of love. No
Congress or other outside institution succeed-

1 in touching the heart of India. It was
roused .only

'
by the touch of love.

Having had such a clear vision of this
Wonderful power of Truth, are we to cease

to believe in it
,

just where the attainment of
wraj is concerned ? Has the truth, which
is needed in the process of awakenment, to
* got rid of in the process of achievement ?"'
Let me give an illustration. I am in
rch of a Vina .player. I have tried East

have not found
are all experts,
resound to a

prices, but for
they can strike

come

and I have tried West, but
the man of my quest. They
they can make the strings
degree, they command high
all their wonderful execution
no chord in my heart. At last
across one whose very first notes melt away
the sense of oppression within. In him is

the fire of the shakti of joy which can light
up all other hearts by its touch. His appeal
to me is instant, and I hail him as Master. 1

then want a Vina made. For this, of course,
are required all kinds of material and a different
kind of science. If

,

finding me to be lacking
in the means, my master should be moved to
pity and say : "Never mind, my son, do not go
to the expense in workmanship and time
which a Vina will require. Take rather this
simple string tightened across a piece of wood
and practise on it. In a short time you will
find it to be as good as a Vina." Would that
do ? I am afraid not. It would, in fact, be a

mistaken kindness for the master thus to take
pity on my circumstances. Far better if he
were to tell me plainly that such things can
not be had cheaply. It is he who should teach
me that merely one string will not serve for a

true Vina ; that the materials required are
many and various ; that the lines of its mould
ing must be shapely and precise; that if there
be anything faulty, it will fail to make good
music, so that all laws of science and technique
of art must be rigorously and intelligently
followed. In short, the true function of the
master player should be to evoke a response
from the depths of our heart, so that we may
gain the strength to wait and work till the
true end is achieved.
From our master, the Mahatma, —may our

devotion to him never grow less !—we must
learn the truth of love in all its purity, but the
science and art of building up Swaraj is a

vast subject. Its pathways are difficult to
traverse and take time. For this task, aspi
ration and emotion must be there, but no less
must study and thought be there likewise.
For it

,

the economist must think, the mecha
nic must labour, the educationist and states
man must teach and contrive. In a word,
the mind of the country must exert itself in
all directions. Above all, the spirit of Inquiry
throughout the whole country must be kept
intact and untrammelled, its mind not made
timid or inactive by compulsion, open or
secret.
We know from past experience that it is
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lion-

not any and every call to which the Country
responds. It is because no one has yet been
able to unite in Yoga all the forces of the

country in the work of its creation, that so
much time has been lost over and over again.
And we have been kept waiting and waiting
for him who has the right and the power to
make the call upon us. In the old forests of
India, our Gurus, in the fulness of their
vision of the Truth had sent forth such a call
saying: "As the rivers flow on their down
ward course, as the months flow on to the
year, so let all seekers after truth come from
all sides." The initiation into Truth of that
day has borne fruit, undying to this day,
and the voice of its message still rings in the
ears of the world.
Why she ild not our Guru of to-day, who

would lead us on the paths of Karma, send
forth such a call ? Why should he not say :
"Come ye from all sides and be welcome. Let
all the forces of the land be brought into
action, for then alone shall the country
awake. Freedom is in complete awakening,
in full self-expression." God has given the
Mahatma the voice that can call, for in him
there is the Truth. Why should this not be
our long-awaited opportunity ?
But his call came to one narrow field

alone. To one and all he simply says :
Spin and weave, spin and weave. Is this
the call : "Let all seekers after truth
come from all sides" ? Is this the call
of the New Age to new creation ? When
nature called to the Bee to take refuge in
the narrow life of the hive, millions of bees
responded to it for the sake of efficiency, and

Sxepted
the loss of sex in consequence,

ut this sacrifice by way of self-atrophy led
to the opposite of freedom. Any country,
the people of which can agree to become
neuters for the sake of some temptation, or
command, carries within itself its own prison-
house. To spin is easy, therefore for all men
it is an imposition hard to bear. The call to
the ease of mere efficiency is well enough for
the Bee. The wealth of power, that is Man's,
can only become manifest when his utmost
is claimed.
Sparta tried to gain strength by narrow
ing herself down to "a particular purpose, but
she did not win. Athens sought to attain per
fection by opening herself out in all her ful
ness,— and she did win. Her flag of victory
still flies at the masthead of man's civilisa
tion. It is admitted that European military

camps and factories are stunting man, that
tkeir greed is cutting man down to the mea
sure of their own narrow purpose, that for
these reasons joylessness darkly lowers over
the West. But if man be stunted by big
machines, the danger of his being stunted by
small machines must not be lost sight of. The
charka in its proper place can do no harm,
but will rather do much good. But where,
by reason of failure to acknowledge the
differences in man's temperament, it is in the
wrong place, there thread can only be spun
at the cost of a great deal of the mind itself.
Mind is no less valuable than cotton thread.
Some are objecting : "We do not propose

to curb our minds for ever, but only for a
time." But why should it be even for a
time ? Is it because within a short time
spinning will give us Swaraj ? But where is
the argument for this ? Swaraj is not
concerned with our apparel only— it cannot
be established on cheap clothing ; its
foundation is in the mind, which, with its
diverse powers and its confidence in those
powers, goes on all the time creating Swaraj
for itself. In no country in the world is the
building up of Swaraj completed. In some
part or other of every nation, some lurking
greed or illusion still perpetuates bondage.
And the root of such bondage is always within
the mind. Where then, I ask again, is the
argument, that in our country Swaraj can be
brought about by everyone engaging for a
time in spinning? A mere statement, in lieu
of argument, will surely never do. If once
we consent to receive fate's oracle from
human lips, that will add one more to the
torments of our slavery, and not the least
one either. If nothing but oracles will serve
to move us, oracles will have to bs
manufactured, morning, noon and night, for
the sake of urgent needs, and all other
voices would be defeated. Those for whom
authority is needed in place of reason, will
invariably accept despotism in place of
freedom. It is like cutting at the root
of a tree while pouring water on the
top. This is not a new thing, I know. Wt
have enough of magic in the country, —
magical revelation, magical healing, and all
kinds of divine intervention in mundane
affairs. That is exactly why I am so anxious
to re-instate reason on its throne. As I have
said before, God himself has given the mind

sovereignty in the material world. And I say
to-day, that only those will befable to get and
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keep Swaraj in the material world who have
realised the dignity of self-reliance and self-
mastery in the spiritual world, those whom
no temptation, no delusion, can induce to
surrender the dignity of intellect into the
keeping of others.
Consider the burnnig of cloth, heaped up

before the very eyes of our motherland
shivering and ashamed in her nakedness.
What is the nature of the call to do this ? Is
it not another instance of a magical formula ?
The question of using or refusing cloth of a
particular manufacture belongs mainly to
economic science. The discussion of the
matter by our coutrymen should have been
in the language of economics. If the country
has really come to such a habit of mind that
precise thinking has become impossible for
it, then our very first fight should be against
such a fatal habit, to the temporary exclusion
of all else if need be. Such a habit would
clearly be the original sin from which all our
ills are flowing. But far from this, we take
the course of confirming ourselves in it by
relying on the magical formula that foreign
cloth is 'impure'. Thus economics is bundled
out and a fictitious moral dictum dragged
into its place.
Untruth is impure in any circumstances,

not merely because it may cause us material
loss, but even when it does not ; for it makes
our inner nature unclean. This is a moral
law and belongs to a higher plane. But if
there be anything wrong in wearing a

particular kind of cloth, that would be an
offence against economics, or hygiene, or
aesthetics, but certainly not against morality.
Some urge that any mistake which brings
sorrow to body or mind is a moral wrong.
To which I reply that sorrow follows in the
train of every mistake. A mistake in
geometry may make a road too long, or a
foundation weak, or a bridge dangerous.
But mathematical mistakes cannot be cured
by moral maxims. If a student makes a
mistake in his geometry problem and his
exercise book is torn up in consequence, the
problem will nevertheless remain unsolved
until attacked by geometrical methods. But
what if the schoolmaster comes to the con
clusion that unless the exercise books are
condemned and destroyed, his boys will
never realise the folly of their mistakes ? If
such conclusion be well-founded, then I can
only repeat that the reformation of such
moral weakness of these particular boys

should take precedence overall other lessons,
otherwise there is no hope of their becoming
men in the future.
The command to burn our foreign clothes

has been laid on us. I, for one, am unable to
obey it. Firstly, because I conceive it to be
my very first duty to put up a valiant fight
against this terrible habit of blindly obeying
orders, and this fight can never be carried on
by our people being driven from one injunc
tion to another. Secondly, I feel that the
clothes to be burnt are not mine, but belong
to those who most sorely need them. If
those who are going naked should have given
us the mandate to burn, it would, at least,
have been a case of self-immolation and the
crime of incendiarism would not lie at our
door. But how can we expiate the sin of
the forcible destruction of clothes which
might have gone to women whose nakedness
is actually keeping them prisoners, unable
to stir out of the privacy of their homes ?
I have said repeatedly and must repeat

once more that we cannot afford to lose our
mind for the sake of any external gain.
Where Mahatma Gandhi has declared war

against the tyranny of the machine which is

oppressing the whole world, we are all en
rolled under his banner. But we must refuse
to accept as our ally the illusion-haunted
magic-ridden slave-mentality that is at the
root of all the poverty and insult under which
our country groans. Here is the enemy
itself, on whose defeat alone Swaraj within

and without can come to us.
The time, moreover, has arrived when we

must think of one thing more, and that is this.
The awakeningof India is apart of the awak
ening of the world. The door of the New
Age has been flung open at the trumpet
blast of a great war. We have read in the
Mahabharata how the day of self-revelation
had to be preceded by a year of retirement.
The same has happened in the world today.
Nations had attained nearness to each other

without being aware of it
,

that is to say, the

outside fact was there; but it had not pene
trated into the mind. At the shock of the
war, the truth of it stood revealed to man

kind. The foundation of modern, that is

Western, civilisation was shaken ; and it has
become evident that the convulsion is

neither local nor temporary, but has traversed
the whole earth and will last until the
shocks between man and man, which have
extended from continent to continent, can be
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brought to rest, and a harmony be establish
ed.

From now onward, any nation which
takes an isolated view of its own country
will run counter to the spirit of the New Age,
and know no peace. From now onward,
the anxiety that each country has for its own
safety must embrace the welfare of the world.
For some time the working of the new
spirit has occasionally shown itself even in
the Government of India, which has had to
make attempts to deal with its own problems
in the light of the world problem. The war
has torn away a veil from before our minds.
What is harmful to the world, is harmful to
each one of us. This was a maxim which
we used to read in books. Now mankind
has seen it at work and has understood that
wherever there is injustice, even if the
external right of possession is there, the
true right is wanting. So that it is worth
while even to sacrifice some outward right in
order to gain the reality. This immense
change, which is coming over the spirit of
man raising it from the petty to the great,
is already at work even in Indian politics.
There will doubtless be imperfections and
obstacles without number. Self-interest is
sure to attack enlightened interest at every
step. Nevertheless it would be wrong to
come to the decision that the working of
self-interest alone is honest, and the larger-
hearted striving is hypocritical.
After sixty years of self-experience, I have

found that out and out hypocrisy is an almost
impossible achievement, so that the pure
hypocrite is a rarity indeed. The fact is,
that the character of man has always more
or less of duality in it. But our logical
faculty, the trap-door of our mind, is unable
to admit opposites together. So when we find
the good with the bad, the former is promptly
rejected as spurious. In the universal
movement, as it becomes manifest in differ
ent parts of the world, this duality of man's
character cannot but show itself. And when
ever it does, if we pass judgment from past
experience, we are sure to pronounce the
selfish part of it to be the real thing ; for the
spirit of division and exclusion did in fact
belong to the past age. But if we come to
our judgment in the light of future promise,
then shall we understand the enlightened
large-heartedness to be the reality, and the
counsel which will unite each to each to be
the true wisdom.

I have condemned, in unsparing terms,
the present form and scope of the League of
Nations and the Indian Reform Councils.
I therefore fell certain that there will be no
misunderstanding when I state that, even in
these, I find signs of the Time Spirit, which
is moving the heart of the West. Although
the present form is unacceptable, yet there
is revealed an aspiration, which is towards
the truth, and this aspiration must not be
condemned. In this morning of the world's

awakening, if in only our own national
striving there is no response to its univer
sal aspiration, that will betoken the poverty
of our spirit. I do not say for a moment that
we should belittle the work immediately to
hand. But when the bird is roused by the
dawn, all its awakening is not absorbed in its
search for food. Its wings respond unwearied-

ly to the call of the sky, its throat pours
forth songs for joy of the new light. Uni
versal humanity has sent us its call to-day.
Let our mind respond in its own language ;
for response is the only true sign of life.
When of old we were immersed in the poli
tics of dependence on others, our chief busi
ness was the compilation of others' short

comings. Now that we have decided to
dissociate our politics from dependence, are
we still to establish and maintain it on the
same recital of others' sins ? The state of
mind so engendered will only raise the dust
of angry passion, obscuring the greater world
from our vision, and urge us more and
more to take futile short cuts for the
satisfaction of our passions. It is a sorry
picture of India, which we shall display
if we fail to realise for ourselves the greater
India. This picture will have no light. It
will have in the foreground only the business
side of our aspiration. Mere business talent,

however, has never created anything.
In the West, a real anxiety and effort of

their higher mind to rise superior to business

considerations, is beginning to be seen. I
have come across many there whom this
desire has imbued with the true spirit of the
Sannyasin, making them renounce their
home-world in order to achieve the unity of
man, by destroying the bondage of nation
alism ; men who have within their own
soul realised the Advatta of humanity.
Many such have I seen in England who
have accepted persecution and contumely
from their fellow c >untrymen in their
struggles to free other peoples from the
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oppression of their own country's pride of
power. Some of them are amongst us here
in India. I have seen sannyasins too in
France—Romain Rolland for one, who is an
outcast from his own people. I have also
seen them in the minor countries of Europe.
I have watched the faces of European students
all aglow with the hope of a united mankind,
prepared manfully to bear all the blows,
cheerfully to submit to all the insults, of the
present age for the glory of the age to come.
And are we alone to be content with telling
the beads of negation, harping on others'

faults and proceeding with the erection of
swaraj on a foundation of quarrelsomeness?
Shall it not be our first duty in the dawn to
remember Him, who is One, who is without
distinction of class or colour, and who with
his varied shakti makes true provision for
the inherent need of each and every class ;
and to pfcay to the Giver of Wisdom to
unite us all in right understanding —
Yo ekovarno vahudha shakti yogat
Varnananekan nihitarthodadhati
Vichaiti chante vishwamadau
Sa no buddhya subhaya samyunaktu !

SIAM TO-DAY
By Dr. Sudhindra Bosk of the State University oe Iowa, U. S. A.

THE
kingdom of Siam affords a striking
illustration of the political principle
that a country possessing its own

government, even though it is imperfect,
may be happy and contended. His Majesty
king Rama VI rules over the Siamese
nation as an absolute autocrat. He is
"the absolute sovereign lord of all of us"
is the way a Siamese put it. Nevertheless,
there is little or no com
plaint by the Siamese

people as a whole against the
present form of government.
They prefer their own Sia
mese monarch with unlimit
ed power of veto and ini
tiative to, say, a foreign
viceroy who may give them
a few sham legislative and
executive councils to play
with.
Formerly Siam was a
large kingdom ; but in com

paratively recent years
France on the east and
England on the west,
under one pretext or an
other, swallowed up huge
portions of her territory. Siam is now
a small buffer state between her two for
midable neighbours. "We are like a

m

little house," said a Siamese, "with two
vicious dogs on either side of us. These
beasts not only bark, but they frequently
break into our house with savage
ferocity."
Even in its reduced condition, Siam has
a physical area of over 200,000 square
miles. In other words, it is as large as the
State of Hyderabad, or a trifle larger than

'

Cambodian Man. Annamite Woman.

the Republic of France. The population of
Siam is relatively small, being estimated at
10,000,000. Siam is called Huang Thai,



THE MODERN REVIEW

VOL. XXX
No. 5

NOVEMBER, 1921 WHOLE
No. 179

THE UNION OF CULTURES
By Rabindranath Tagore.

IT
cannot but be admitted that this is a
day of victory for the people of the
West. The world is theirs to draw

upon as they please and their stores are
overflowing. We are left standing at a
distance, agape, watching our share grow
ing less and less ; and with the fire of our
hunger blazes the fire of our wrath. We
wish we could have the opportunity of
getting hold of the man who has been
eating our share of the food. But so far
he has got hold of us, and the opportunity
still remains in his hands, and has not
reached us at all.
But why does the chance not come to

us ? Why is the enjoyment of the earth's
plenty for them alone ? Surely because of
some underlying truth. It is not a case
of banding ourselves together in a
particular way so as to be able to deprive
them and provide for ourselves. The
matter is not quite so simple as that. It
is mere folly to expect to get the locomo
tive under control by hitting the driver on
the head : for it is not the man but his
science which makes the engine go. So
the fire of our wrath will not serve the
purpose ; we must acquire the requisite
science, if we covet the boon which Truth
has in her gift.
It is like a father with two sons. The
father drives his own motor car and has
promised it to the son who learns first
how to drive. One of the sons is alert and
full of curiosity. His eye is always on the
driving to see how it is done. The other
one is excessively good natured. His

reverent gaze is always on his father's
face. He pays no regard to what the
hands are doing with lever and wheel. The
clever one soon picks up the science of
motor driving, and one fine day he drives
off all by himself, with exultant toots of
the horn. So absorbed does he become in
the joy of his new acquisition that he
forgets even the existence of his father.
But the father does not punish him for the
liberty he is taking, nor take the car away
from him ; for he is pleased that his son
should succeed. The other son, when he
sees his brother careering madly over his
fields, playing havoc with his corn, dare
not stand in the way to protest, even in
the name of their father ; for that would
mean certain death. So he keeps his gaze
fixed on his father's face, saying that this
is all in all to him.
But whoever contemns the useful, say

ing he has no use for it, simply courts suffer
ing. Every utility has its rightful claim,
the ignoring of which entails a permanent
slavery in the way of payment of interest
until its dues are fully met. The only way
to get rid of the schoolmaster's importu
nity is to do one's lessons properly.
There is an outside aspect of the world

where it is simply an immense machine. In
this aspect, its laws are fixed and do not
yield by a hair's breadth either this way
or that. This mechanical world gets in
our way at every step ; and he who,
through laziness or folly, tries to evade its
laws, does not succeed in cheating the

y
machine, but only himself. On the oth'

_
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hand, he who has taught himself its work
ing is able not only to avoid its obstruc
tion, but to gain it for an ally, and so is
enabled to ride swiftly over the paths of
the material world. He reaches the place
of his quest first, and has his fill of the
good things there. But those who have
lagged behind, jogging along unaided,
arrive late to find very little left over for
themselves.
Since these are the facts, merely to re

vile the science by which Westerners have
gained their victory in the modern world,
will not tend to relieve our sufferings, but
will rather add to the burden of our sins.
For this science which the West has master
ed is true. If you say, it is not their
science, but their satanic abuse of it to
which you object, that point need not dis
turb us ; for we may be certain that the
satanic part of it will be the death of them,
because Satan's way is not true.
The beasts live if they get food, and

die if they get hurt. They accept what
comes, without question. But one of the
greatest traits of man is his habit of pro
testing. Unlike the beast, he is a rebel
by nature. Man has achieved his glorious
position in the history of the world be
cause he has never been able to accept as
final what has been imposed upon him
without his concurrence or co-operation.
In short, man is by no means a mild crea
ture only ; he is ever in revolt. From the
beginning of his career, man has sworn to
sway the world of events. How ? By con
quering it

,

or else coming to an under
standing with the forces of which it is the
resultant. He will never be content to be
merely a fact ; he needs must be a factor.
Me began with magical practices, because
at first it seemed to him that„whatever
was happening was due to some wonder
ful magic at work behind the scenes. He
felt that he also could take a hand in
it, if he could but master the art. The
activities which began as magic ended in
science, but the motive in both cases has
been the refusal to be subservient to the
blind forces of nature. Those, whose
efforts were successful, attained the mastery
over the material world, and were no
longer its slaves.

The belief in universal, immutable laws,

is the basis of science, and loyalty to this
belief has led to victory. Secure in this
loyalty, the people of the West are winning
their way through the obstructions and
difficulties of the material world. Bat
those who have held on to a lingering
faith in magic have failed to acquire con
trol over the world's mechauism, and are
being defeated at every turn. At a time
when we were still busy invoking the ex-
orciser against ill and the fortune-teller
against poverty and misfortune, while we
were content to seek protection against
small-pox from Sitala Devi, and relied on
charms and spells for the destruction of
our enemies, in Europe a woman asked
Voltaire, whether it was true that incan
tations could kill a flock of sheep. She
got the reply that doubtless they could,
provided there was enough arsenic. I do
not mean that there is no belief in magic
in any corner of Europe today ; but cer
tainly belief in the efficacy of arsenic is

universal. That is why they can kill when
they want to, and we have to die even
when we do not.
It is a platitude to be saying today that
the phenomenal world is only a manifes
tation of universal law, and that, through
the law of reason, we realise the laws of
the material world. It is because we
know such power to be inherent in as,
that we can take our ultimate stand on
our own selves. But he who, in his com
merce with the universe, cannot get rid of
the habit of looking to accidental inter
ventions, tends to rely on anything and
everything except himself. One who doubts
that his intelligence will avail, ceases to
question, or to experiment. He casts about
for some external master, and as a result

is exploited, right and left, beginning
from police officers and ending with mala
ria-breeding mosquitos. Cowardliness o!
intellect is a fertile source of feebleness
of power.
From what period did political liberty
begin to evolve in the West ? Iu other
words, when did the people of the West
begin to realise, that political power was
not the privilege of special individuals
or classes, but depended on their otto
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consent ? It was from the time that their
pursuit of Science freed them from name
less fears, and they discovered that only
those laws were true which could not be
distorted or diverted by anyone's whim or
fancy.
Giant Russia was so long the slave of
her Czars, because her people relied in every
matter on Providence and not in their
own powers. Even now, when her Czar
is gone that power which has taken his *
place is but dragging her through a sea of
blood to the barren shore of starvation.
The reason is that self-rule cannot be es
tablished through outside agency, but
must be based on that self-reliance which
is born of trust in one's own intellect.
I was once engaged in trying to improve

one of our Bengal villages. There had
been a fire and I asked the villagers how
it was they had not been able to save a
single homestead ? "It was our fate !"
they exclaimed. "Not fate," said I, "but
the lack of wells. Why not make wells ?"
"That will be as the master pleases," was
the reply. So it comes to pass that the
people, whose homesteads are gutted by
fate and whose wells await the master's
pleasure, may lack all else but never a
master.
From the very beginning God has given
us Swarajya in His universe. That is to
say He has given us for ourselves univer
sal laws independent of Himself. We can
not be prevented from bringing these under
our control by anyone or anything except
our own folly. So the Upanishat has it

,

that God has given us laws for our own
material provisions, immutable for all
time. That is to say those laws hold
good for all people, and all periods, and
all occasions. Had this not been so,
man would have remained weakly depen
dent on God at every step, all his ener
gies exhausted in propitiating, now this
intermediary, now the other, in a chronic
state of abject fear. But our God-given
Magna Charta of Swaraj sets us for ever
free from the wiles of all pretending inter
mediaries,—with our freedom firmly based
on well-ordered and enduring laws. In the
glowing letters of sun, moon and stars,
God gives us his message : "You have no

need of my help at every turn in the mate
rial world. I stand aside. On the one
hand, you have the laws of matter ; on
the other, the laws of your mind. Use
them together, and grow in greatness.
The empire of the universe is yours ;

yours its wealth, yours its armoury of
forces. May yours be the victory !"
He who accepts this charter of material
Swaraj has the opportunity to achieve all
other kinds of Swaraj and also to keep
them when achieved. But those, who sur
render their intellect to the slave-driver,
have no help but to be slaves in politics as
well. Those who insist on invoking mas
ters, where God Himself has refrained
from asserting His own mastery, those
who court insult where God has granted
them dignity,— their self-rule will certainly
mean rule after rule, the only doubt being
as to that little prefix "self ".
The science of material existence is in
the keeping of the professors of the West.
This is the science which gives us food and
clothing, health and longevity and pre
serves us from the attacks of matter,
brute and barbarian. This is the science
of the unchangeable laws of matter, and
self-rule can only be achieved when these
are brought into harmony with the laws
of our mind. There is no other way.
Let us consider the case of a departure
from this truth. Take the idea that, if a
Mussalman draws water from the well
of a Hindu, the water becomes impure.
This is a confusion indeed ! For, water
belongs to the world of matter, and im
purity to the realm of the spirit. Had it
been said, that if the Hindu contemns the
Mussalman, this shows the impurity of his
mind, the proposition would have been
intelligible, it would be wholly a spiritual
question. But when impurity is imputed to
the Mussalman's vessel, then that which
belongs to the category of the material is

taken entirely outside the scope of mate
rial laws. The intellect is defrauded of its
legitimate scope. The Hindu disciple of
the West will urge that this imputation of
impurity is only a religious way of promul
gating a sanitary doctrine. Sanitation,
however, takes no account of moral purity.
The answer is given us: "But it is only
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put thus in order to induce people, who
have no faith in Science, to obey its laws."
This is not a right reply. For if external
compulsion be once brought in, it comes
to stay. Those for whom it is made neces
sary, lose all initiative of their own and
get into the habit of depending on injunc
tions. Furthermore, if truth has to be
bolstered up by untruth, it ends by getting
smothered. By using the phrase ' morally
impure' where 'physically unclean' is
meant, truth is made* difficult of apprehen
sion. Whether a thing is unclean or not
can be proved. And if uncleanliness be the
charge, a comparative inquiry into the
vessels and wells of Hindu and Moslem
should be made, and we should find out if
there is anything less sanitary in the Mos
lem water arrangements than in those of
the Hindu. Uncleanliness itself being an
external fault, it can be remedied by exter
nal means. But an allegation of impurity
takes the question out of the jurisdiction
of the ordinary mind, and makes it a
matter of religion. Is that a sound method
of achieving the desired object? To keep
the intellect in a state of delusion cannot
be the way to attain high moral excel
lence. Untruth from the teacher, together
with blindness in the pupil, will never
create a spiritually healthy society.
So if we call Western Science 'impure',

merely because it was discovered in the
West, we shall not only be unable to
master it, but shall also be placing in a
bad light that Eastern Science which
teaches of moral purity.
Here 1 am apprehensive of another
argument. Many will ask, Whether, when
the West was still savage, clothed in skins
and living by hunting, we in the East had
not been able to feed and clothe ourselves ?
When they fared forth merely for plunder,
had we not evolved a political common
wealth ? Certainly, we were then far
more advanced than the West. But the
reason was that, in those days, we in the
hast had a superior knowledge of Science
and its laws. We had then the knowledge
of cultivation and weaving. That scienti
fic knowledge went far further than mere
skill in hunting which the West then
possessed. It requires more science to con

duct a stable government than to hunt
wild beasts. How then did the parts
become reversed ? It was not by any
trick of fate. It was by no luck or magic.
Rather it was due to the West learning
tbe same Science which the East had learnt
before, and to a still more useful purpose.
Therefore, it is not by looking to some
external force that we can now compete
with the West. We can resist their on
slaught only if we make their Science our
own. To say this implies thatthe great
est of our problems in India is the problem
of Education.
But at this point in the argument, I
have to answer the further question, whe

ther I have found satisfaction in that
aspect of power, which the West is now
presenting to mankind. My answer
would be, 'No'. Wrhat I saw did not
satisfy me. The picture was that of self-
aggrandisement, not that of happiness.
For seven months at a stretch I have
lived in the giant's Castle of Wealth,

in America. Through my hotel window,
sky-scrapers frowned on me. They only
made me think of the difference between
Lakshmi, the Goddess of grace, who
transmutes wealth into well-being, and
the ugly god Mammon, who represents
the spirit of insensate accumulation. The
process of piling up has no ultimate end
in view. Twice two are four, twice
four are eight, twice eight are sixteen,
the figures leap frog-like over increasing
spans. He, who is obsessed by their stride,
becomes intoxicated by it and revels in the
glory of mere multiplication. But, what
oppressiveness it produces in the mind of an
onlooker, I can best explain by an analogy.
Once I was in a house-boat on the brim
ming autumn river, seated at the window
on the eve of the full moon. Not far off,
moored along-side the bank, there was an
up country cargo boat, whose crew were
enthusiastically engaged in entertaining
themselves. Some of them had tom-toms,
others had cymbals ; none of them had a
voice ;but all of them had muscles beyond
any possibility of question ! And the beats
of their clanging sped on from double-quick
to quadruple-quick time, with the stimulus
of its own frenzy. Ten o'clock passed,
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eleven o'clock passed ; it was well on
towards midnight, yet they would not
stop. Why should they ? Had there been
a song, there would have been some natural
pause. Anarchic rhythm, on the other hand,
has movement, but no rest : excitement,
but no satisfaction. Those rhythm-maniacs
on the cargo boat had no doubt that they
were scaling the topmost heights of enjoy
ment. But what of poor me ?
I was much in the same plight over there
on the other side of the Atlantic. The
crescendo of their rhythmic advance like a
wilderness of bricks and mortar was obvi
ous. But where was the song ? That was
the burdening question. And standing
before the forbidding might of their tower
ing opulence, the son of indigent down
trodden India was left cold, murmuring—
"What then ?"
I am not for emptiness, in the garb of
renunciation. External restraint is true,
only when it is the expression of internal
fulness,—just as time and tune are kept
properly regulated because the artist is
full of his song. Unmitigated noise has no
occasion for disciplined restraint. If there
be the truth called Love, at the heart, enjoy
ment must be restrained, service must be
true, that is to say, such a process of
realisation needs the spirit of charity to
help it. The renunciation, which is in the
chastity of love, is the true renunciation.
The union of the Goddess of Plenitude with
the God who needs no wealth is the true
union.
When I was in Japan, the spirit of old
Japan gave me a profound pleasure. Old
Japan had found Beauty reigning on the
lotus throne of her heart. In her dress and
ornament, in her dwellings and furniture,
in her work and play, in her rites and
ceremonials, she expressed in various forms
the One who is beauty. Utter penury is as
unmeaning as lavish profusion. The spirit
of old Japan represented neither, but
rather the fulness of perfection. Such fulness
makes man's heart hospitable, — its passion
is for welcome and not for rejection. Side
by side with the old, 1 have also seen the
modern Japan. Here the spirit' of the
rhythm-maniac has assumed control, and
its din blocks the moonlight.

By all this, I do not mean that railways
and telegraphs are not needed. They have
their use, but not their message. Where
man has needs, he must furnish himself
with materials ; but where he has fulness,
there is manifest his immortality; Man's
envy and hatred are in the region of his
material needs, the region where he is in
want. Here he erects his barricades and
maintains his guards. Here he is for self-
aggrandisement and for the exclusion of
others. But where he is immortal he
displays, not things, but his soul. He
invites all to enter. His distribution does
not mean diminution ; and so peace reigns.
When Europe was opening out the mys
tery chambers of the Universe with the keys
of Science, she found at every "step fixed
laws. And their constant presence in her
field of vision ever since has caused her to
forget that there is something more behind
these laws, which has its harmony of delight
in accord with our complete humanity.
By the help of natural laws we achieve
success, but man aspires to gain something
greater than success. The laws which the
tea-garden manager imposes on his coolies,
if well devised, tend to increase his output.
But where the manager's friends are con
cerned, he does not dream of efficient laws.
In dealing with his friends he does not
increase his output ; he spends his tea in
entertainment. It is well to believe in the
laws which make for efficiency. But if ever
it is believed, that the truth of friendship
is not a part of an infinite truth, then that
belief tends to destroy our humanity itself.
We cannot make friends with a machine.
Therefore, if we cease to be aware of any
thing beyond mechanism, then our persona
lity which is ever seeking its own affinity
in other persons, finds no permanent refuge.
The West, in its one-sided pursuit of Science,
has been steadily thrusting personality
further "and further into the back-ground
till hardly any room has been left for it.
If our own one-sided spiritual tendency of
mind has made us lose our way and left us
stranded in the quagmire of weakness and
poverty, the limping gait of the West has
taken it no nearer, from its own side, to
humanity's goal.
True, it is difficult to cope with those
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who consistenly keep to the tea-garden-
manager outlook on the universe ; for they
have enlisted the services of the genie of
efficiency. The good natured man invariably
gets caught by their recruiters, and once
in their net, there is no escape. He has no
conception of the value of fixed laws of
the world. He insists on pinning his faith
just where he should not, whether it be on
the unluckiness of Thursday, the virtue of
talismans, the trustworthiness of touts, or
the honesty of tea-garden recruiters. But
even the most helplessly good natured man
has a place, beyond the reach of laws,
where hecantake his stand and say : "God
grant I may never be born, despite my
trials and troubles, to be a tea-garden
manager !" .
And yet the tea-garden manager also

has his own methods of benevolence. He
makes sanitary dwellings for his coolies,
soundly and symmetrically built, and his
arrangements for their supplies are admir
able. But this non-human benevolence is
but an appendage of efficiency. It helps to
increase the profits; it bestows a kind of
benefit upon the human tools. But from
that springs not even a fraction of true
happiness.
Let no one imagine that I am referring
to the relations between the Western mas
ters and their Eastern servants only. The
undue stress laid on the mechanical side of
the world, both in external and internal
relations, has similarly created a split in
the polity of the West. If the mechanical
bonds of association be made into a fetish,
the living bonds of voluntary fellowship
slacken. And this, in spite of the fact that
these mechanical bonds make for extraor
dinary mechanical efficiency. Commodities
multiply, markets spread, tall buildings
pierce the sky. Not only so, but in educa
tion, healing and the amenities of life, man
also gains real success. That is because
the machine has its own truth. But this
very success makes the man, who is obsess
ed by its mechanism, hanker for more and
more mechanism. And as his greed conti
nually increases, he has less and less com
punction in lowering man's true value to
the level of his own machine.
Greed is not an ideal,— it is a passion.

Passion cannot create. So when any civili
sation gives the first place to greed, the soul
relation between man and man is severed ;
and the more luxurious such a civilisation
grows in pomp and power, the poorer it
becomes in truth of soul. A picture is a
creation, because it is the harmony of
many lines, related to one another. An
engineer's plan is not a picture, because
the lines there are bound to each other by
some external necessity. When greed of
success is the main nexus between man and
man, Society becomes a huge plan and
ceases to be a picture of 'the ideal. Man's
spiritual relations are lost sight of ; money
becomes the prime mover ; the capitalist
the driver; and the rest of mankind merely
the fuel for the running of the machine. It
is possible to measure the value of such
civilisation in terms of the speed of its pro
gress. But man, at the bottom of his
heart, does not worship Mammon, and so
has no real happiness in the triumphal pro
gress of his car. Because his faith in
Mammon is wanting, the cords, by which
man is bound to Mammon's service, are
not bonds of loyalty, but shackles. And
man ever revolts when he feels himself
shackled. The dark clouds of this social
revolt lower only too dismally over the
West. There the union, devised for exploi
tation, has ended in disruption. In India
the union, imposed by customary rule, has
resulted in emasculation. Because tradi
tional customs and professional dealings
are not ideals, therefore they make their
arrangements by keeping man's soul out
of the account.
What is the ideal ? Jesus Christ
"I and my father are one." Here is one
ideal. "My unity with my father," is a
true unity. But the unity of the coolie
with the manager is not true. Again 4
great ideal has been given utterance to in
the Isha Upanishat. "All that moves ii
this moving world is enveloped by God
Therefore enjoy by renunciation ; nevci
covet others' possessions." I have alrcadj
referred in terms of condemnation to tin
greed which has become the dominant x
tive in the West. Why do we coudcum
The Rishi tells us the reason,—
covet." Why should wc not
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cause truth cannot be obtained through
greed. But if I say, "I want my enjoyment
rather than" truth.-" Well, the Kishi also
says, "Enjoy." But there can be no enjoy
ment outside truth. What then is the
truth ? It is this : "All that moves in this
moving world is enveloped by God." Had
"all that moves in the world" been itself
the ultimate truth, then to keep piling up
would have been the best thing to do ;
and greed would have been the most effi
cient of man's virtues. But the truth
being this, that God is there, enveloping
all things, we have to enjoy this truth
with our soul, and for such enjoyment
renunciation is needed, not greed. During
my seven months' stay in America, the
land of mountain-high piles of lucre, I
have watched this striving in the reverse
direction. There, "all that moves in this
moving world" has become prominent.
God, who "envelops all things" has become
obscured in the thick dust of dollars.
Therefore, in America, the injunction to
enjoy is not observed with the help of
truth, but with the help of money. Truth
gives us Unity. Money sets up separation.
Furthermore, it keeps our soul empty.
Therefore, it causes in us a hankering to
fill that emptiness from outside, and we
pursue the path of multiplying numbers
in hot haste. While our desire runs at a
break-neck pace, jumping from one figure
to another in the multiplication table, we
grow dizzy and forget that whatever else
we may have been acquiring, it is not
happiness.
Our Kishis have told us that satisfac
tion is only to be found in the One. Apples
fall one after another. The truth about
their falling cannot be arrived at by count
ing them : arithmetical progression march
es on indefinitely and the mind turns away
unsatisfied from each fresh enumeration,
saying: "What does it all mean?" But
when innumerable falls find their unity in
the principle of gravitation, the intellect at
last finds satisfaction and can say :
"Enough, I have found the truth."
And what of the truth of Man. It is
not in the Census Report, not in an inter
minable series of figures. Man is expressed,
says the Upanishat, when he realises all

creation in himself and himself in all crea
tion. Otherwise his truth is obscured. There
is a telling example of this in our history.
When the Lord Buddha realised humanity
in a grand synthesis of unity, his message
went forth to China as a draught from
the fountain of immortality. But when
the modern empire-seeking merchant,
moved by his greed, refused allegiance to
this truth of unity, he had no qualms in
sending to China the deadly opium poison,
nay, in thrusting it down her throat at
the cannon's mouth. What could be a
better illustration of how the soul of man
is revealed, and how it is obscured ?
Many at the present moment will ex»
claim: "That is just what we were
saying. How can we possibly maintain
relations with those, who only know how
to divide, whose rapacious maw conti
nually opens wider and wider ? They
know nothing of the spirit of the Infinite
which is all in all to us. They follow the
cult of the finite. Must we not keep at
arm's length their pernicious teaching and
culture?"
But this attitude is also one of division,
while it has not even the merit of worldly
prudence behind it. India's ancient teach
ing was not this. Manusays: "Restraint
cannot be practised so well by leaving the
world, as by remaining in it purified by
wisdom." That is because the responsibi
lity of the material world is also on us and
cannot be shirked, if we would do justice
to the responsibilities of the world of the
spirit. So the Upanishat says: "Rescue
yourself from death by the cult of the
finite, and then by the cult of the infinite
you shall attain immortality." Shukra,
the preceptor of the Titans, was master of
the art of material existence ; and in his
school Kacha, the emissary of the Gods,
had to gain admission in order to learn
the secret of immortality.
One of the first steps in the culture of

the Soul is to free it from the tyranny of
matter. This is the basic effort which
must be made to start with ; and unless
the foundation be thus well and truly laid,
the powers of the majority of men will be
exhausted in their struggles to stave off
sheer physical starvation. It is quite true,
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that the West has kept its head bent to
the ground and become so absorbed in the
spade work that no time has been left to
lift its head upwards. Nevertheless, it
will not do for those, who aspire to live in
the light and air of the upper storey, to
despise the spade work itself. In the
region of the spirit, our seers have told us,
ignorance is bondage, knowledge is freedom.
The same is true in the material world.
Those who do not know its laws are its
slaves, those who do are emancipated.
The bondage of external forces is an illu
sion which science alone can dispel.
Anyhow, the Western continents have

been striving for liberation from the maya
of matter, striking hard whenever they
encounter any of the roots of that igno
rance which breeds hunger and thirst,
disease and want, or other ills of mun
dane life. In a word, they have been
engaged in securing for man protection
against physical death. On the other
hand, the striving of the Eastern peoples
has been to win for man his spiritual
kingdom, to lead him to immortality. By
their present separateness, East and West
alike are now in danger of losing the fruits
of their age-long labours. That is why
the Upanishat, from the beginning, has
enunciated the principle, which yet may
serve to unite them. "Gain protection,"
it says, "from death by the cult of the
finite, and then by the cult of the
infinite you shall attain immortality."
"All that moves in the moving world"
is the province of Science. "God envelops
all this" is the province of the philosophy
of the Infinite. When the Rishi enjoins
us to combine them both, then that
implies the union of the East and the
West. For want of that union, the East
is suffering from poverty and inertia
and the West from lack of peace and happi
ness.
There is a danger of my being misunder
stood as to what I mean by Union. I
should like to make that point quite plain
to my readers. Uniformity is not unity.
Those who destroy the independence of
other races, destroy the unity of all races
of humanity. Modern Imperialism is that
idea of Unity, which the python has in

swallowing other live creatures. I hav.
said before, that, if the spiritual altogether
swallows up the material interest of man
that cannot be called harmony. But when
the spiritual and the material Jteep
separate, in their own respective provinces,
then they can find their unity. In like
manner, when we respect the true indivi
duality of men, then we can discover their
true unity.
While Europe, after the great war, has
been syearning for peace, the smaller
nations have been more and more insistent
in claiming self-determination. If a new
era is really to be ushered in, it must be
signalised by the overthrow of the mon
ster, Wealth, and the monster, Empire,
and also of the enormity of organisations.
The true unity must be established upon
true units. Those who co-operate with
the New Age must cultivate their own
individuality in order to attain successfully
the spirit that shall unite. They must re
member that Freedom (which is the gteat
quest) is not of this or that nation, bat of
universal man.
The truth that "the man who knows
others as himself is truly revealed" is not
only to be found in the pages of man's
scriptures. Its working can be seen
throughout human history. In the begin
ning, we see man gathered into separate
groups within barriers of mountain and
ocean. As soon as man came into touch
with man, the problem of his truth as a
member of the human jrace demanded
attention. Whenever men came together,
but were unable to unite, they lost their
truth. Those of them, who, having come
into contact, hit out wildly against one
another, none trusting the other, each try
ing to gain the advantage, have all dis
appeared from the face of the earth. And
those, who have tried to realise the one
Soul in the souls of all, have developed
into great peoples.
Thanks to Science, so many vehicles of
communication are speeding over land
and water and even through the air, that
today there are no longer any geographi
cal barriers. Now, not only individual
men, but whole nations have come into
contact, and the problem has become
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acute. Those whom -Science has brought
together how shall man put asunder ? If
the conjunction of man is a real union,
then all goes well, otherwise nearness
produces conflict. Such an age of univer
sal conflict has come. The outward forces
which are bringing men together are
running at a great speed ; the inner forces
which make men united are lagging
behind. It is as if a locomotive were to
rush on with its train, the driver left
behind wringing his hands in despair, while
a cheering crowd of onlookers are lost in
admiration at its headlong speed, crying
"This is progress indeed V\ And we, the
mild men of the East, who are in the habit
of trudging along on foot, how can we
possibly bear the brunt of the collision ?
Things which are near us and yet keep
aloof, if they have their movement, always
give us shocks. Such a conjuction of shocks
may not be comfortable, but, in certain
circumstances, it may be wholesome.
However that may be, nothing is more
obvious than the fact, that nations have
come together, but yet are not united. The
agony of this presses on the whole world.
Why is it

,

that, in spite of its torture, the
world can find no solution ? Because even
those, who had mastered the art of uniting
within their own boundaries, have not yet
learnt the secret of uniting outside them.
The barrier, by limiting truth, makes truth
itself at first easier of comprehension ; so
man is apt to give the credit to the barrier
and not to the truth ; he worships the
priest to the exclusion of the divinity, and
fears the policemen more than the king.
Nations have risen on the strength of
truth, but it was not their Nationalism
which was true. And yet human sacrifices
are being offered to this barrier-god. So
long as the victims were of alien race no
question arose • but all of a sudden, in
1914, the votaries developed a mania for
sacrificing one another. Then the doubt
arose : "Is this after all the right kind of
household god, who fails to distinguish
between kindred and stranger ?" While
he was fastening his fangs on the limbs of
the offerings irom the East, sucking out
their substance, the festivity of the sacri
ficial rites waxed fast and furious, for

stimulants were not lacking either. Today
some of them are to be seen with bowed
heads, oppressed with the misgiving, that
perhaps this kind of riotous worship might
not be altogether healthy. While the war
was at its height, there was some hope
that the orgy of Nationalism might soon
be brought to an end. But the war, which
disappeared in one aspect came back wear
ing the mask of peace. The thinkers of the
West are bemoaning the tragic fact, that,
the infatuation from which this disaster
has been caused, is still as vigorous as ever.
This infatuation is Nationalism, the collec
tive Egotism of the whole nation. It is a
passion whose tendency is against the
ideal of Unity. Its pull is towards itself.
The peoples have come together. This
great truth cannot be crushed beneath the
triumphal car of any imperialistic ambi
tion. Then we must establish relations,
with this truth. Otherwise there will be
no end to these wars of annihilation. Since

it is essential that education should fit in
with the spirit of the time, the high priests
of Nationalism will avail themselves of
every pretext and opportunity to inculcate
by means of education the doctrine of
national pride in the growing generation.
When Germany frankly made her Univer
sities the servitors of her political
ambitions, other European nations con
demned her. But which of the greater
European nations has not followed suit ?

The only difference has been that Germany
being the greater master of scientific
method, carried on the nationalistic propa
ganda more thoroughly. She made her
education into a scientific incubator for
hatching the eggs of Nationalism, and the
chickens produced have been more vigorous
than those of the neighbouring nations.
The same has become the function of the
press,— the unremitting circulation of
plausible national untruths.
An Education which can free the nations
from this ungodly fetish of Nationalism is

what is chiefly needed today. Tomorrow

is to begin the chapter of the federation
of races. Any evil tendencies of thought
and sinful habits, which militate against
the spirit of federation will unfit us to
take our part in the history of tomorrow
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I hope I can claim to be duly conscious
of the glories of my own country, but my
fervent prayer is that such consciousness
may never make me forgetful of the earliest
message of our seers, the message of unity,
in which the forces of disruption have no
place.
I can hear, from over the seas the wail
ing of men questioning themselves :

"Wherein was our sin, — in what part of
our thoughts, of our education, —that this
terrible suffering is ours today ?" May
the reply of our Rishis reach them :
"There can be no blindness and sorrow,
where all beings are known as oneself
and the Unity is realised." I can hear,
from over the seas, the cry for Peace.
We must give them the message of our
great forefathers : "Peace is where the
Good is ; the Good is where there is
Unity." '

Shantam, Shivam, Adyaitam.

Unity is peace ; for Unity is the Good.
I am fully conscious of the glories of
my motherland, so it shames me even
to think, that now, on the eve of the new
age, when the command of Rudra, the
Terrible, has gone forth to sweep away
the rubbish of decayed ages, this same rub
bish should be piled up into an altar for
her worship. He who is Peace, who is
Good, is^the One Universal Refuge of all
the different Nations of men. Cannot the
chanting of the mantra, —Shantam,
Shivam, Advaitam, —with the first fresh
glow of the dawning era, rouse in us once
more our ancient love of truth ?
It is the dream of my heart, that the
culture-centre of our country should also
be the meeting ground of the East and
West. In the field of business, antagonism
still prevails ; it struggles hard against
reconcilement. In the field of culture,
there is no such obstacle. The householder,
who is exclusively occupied with his
domestic concerns and is chary of his
hospitality, is poor in spirit. No great
country can afford to be confined to its
kitcb*n, it must have its reception room
where it can do honour to itself by invit
ing the world.

Jias only government institutions,
rototypes, for her education.

Oy govvog
otypesMa3qy

By far the greater - part of it consists in
begging for the crumbs of other people's
attaining. When begging becomes a habit,
the lack of hospitality ceases to cause
shame. So the Indian Universities have
no compunction in proclaiming themselves
mendicants with nothing to offer in return
for what they receive. It is not true,
that nothing is expected from them. I
have often been confronted in Europe with
the question : "Where is India's voice V
But when the enquirer from the West
comes to India, and listens at her door,
he says : "The words which we hear are
only the feeble echoes of our own words,—
the mere parodies, of things preached by
us." To me, it has always seemed that,
when the Indian disciple of Max Muller
boasts in strident tones of his Aryan
descent, there is heard all the blatant
noise of the Western brass band ; and
also when in a frenzy of condemnation
he rejects the West, there is heard only
the most discordant sounds of the West
ern tunes.
It is my prayer that India should, ii
the name of all the Tiast, establish a

centre for the culture of Truth to which
all may be invited. I know she lacks
material wealth, but she has no lack of

spiritual wisdom. On the strength of the
latter she may invite the world, and be
invited into every part of the world, not
to hang round the threshold, but to take
the seat prepared for her in the inmost
chamber. But even that honour may be
left out of sight. The real object of our
endeavour should be to realise truth in
our inner nature and then to manifest
it in the outer world,— not for the sake
of expediency : not for gaining honour, but
for emancipating man's 9pirit from its

obscurity. The ideal revelation of soul
must be expressed, through all our educa
tion and through all our work, and then
by honouring all men we shall ourselves
be honoured, and by welcoming the new

age we shall ourselves be l;reed from tl

burden of senility. The mantra of that
education is this : •

"He, who realises ail ireiatures in bio
self and himself in all ereaitures, is nevf

obscured."
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THE MODERN AGE

By Rabinbranath Tagore.

( 1 )

WHEREVER
man meets man in a

living relationship, the meeting
finds its natural expression in

works of art, the signatures of beauty in
which the mingling of the personal touch
leaves its memorial.
On the other hand the relationship of
pure utility humiliates man, it ignores the
rights and needs of his deeper nature ; it
feels no compunction in maltreating and
killing things of beauty that can never be
restored.
Some years ago, when I set out from
Calcutta on my voyage to Japan, the first
thing that shocked me, with a sense of
personal injury, was the ruthless intrusion
of the factories for making gunny bags on
both banks of the Ganges. The blow it
gave to me was owing to the precious
memory of the days of my boyhood when
the scenery of this river was the only great
thing near my birthplace reminding me of
the existence of a world which had its
direct communication with our innermost
spirit. You all know that Calcutta is an
upstart town with no depth of sentiment
in her face and in her manners. It may
truly be said about her genesis, in the
beginning there was the spirit of the Shop
which uttered through its megaphone,
"Let there be the Office ! " and there was
Calcutta. She brought with her no dower
of distinction, no majesty of noble or ro

mantic origin ; she never gathered around
her any great historical association, annals
of brave sufferings, or memory of mighty
deeds. The only thing which gave her the
sacred baptism of beauty was the river. I
was fortunate enough to be born before
the smoke-belching iron dragon had de
voured the greater part of the life of its
banks ; when the landing stairs descending
into its waters, caressed by its tides, ap
peared to me like the loving arms of the
villages clinging to it ; when Calcutta, with
her tilted-up nose and stony stare, had
not completely disowned her fostertnother,
rural Bengal, and had not surrendered
body and soul to her wealthy paramour,
the spirit of the ledger, bound in dead
leather.
But as an instance of the contrast of
the different ideal of a different age, incar
nated in the form of a town, the memory
of my last visit to Benares comes to my
mind. What impressed me most deeply,
while I was there, was the mother-call
of the river Ganges, which ever filled the
atmosphere with an "unheard melody",
attracting the whole population to its
bosom every hour of the day. I am proud
of the fact, that India has felt a most
profound love for this river, which nourish
es her civilisation on its banks, guiding
its course from the silence of the hills to
the sea with its myriad voices of solitude.
The love of this river, which has become
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one with the love of the best in man, has
given rise to this town as an expression of
reverence. This is to show, that there are
sentiments in us which are creative, which
do not clamour for gain, but overflow in
gifts, in spontaneous generosity of self-
sacrifice.
But our minds will nevermore cease to
be haunted by the perturbed spirit of the
question,— "What about gunny bags ?" I
admit they are indispensable, and am will
ing to allow them a place in society, if my
opponent will only admit that even gunny
bags should have their limits, and will
acknowledge the importance of leisure to
man, with space for joy and worship, and
a home of wholesale privacy, with associa
tions of chaste love and mutual service.
But if this concession to humanity be
denied or curtailed, and if profit and pro
duction are allowed to run amuck then they
play havoc with our love of beauty,
of truth, of justice, and also with our
love for our fellow-beings. So it comes
about that the cultivators of jute, who
live on the brink of everlasting famine,
are combined against, and driven to lower
the price of their labours to the point of
blank despair, by those who earn more
than cent per cent profit and wallow in the
infamy of their wealth. The facts that man
is brave and kind, that he is social and
generous and self-sacrificing, have some
aspect of the complete in them ; but the
fact that he is a manufacturer of gunny
bags is too ridiculously small to claim the
right of reducing his higher nature to in
significance. The fragmentariness of util
ity should never forget its subordinate
position in human affairs. It must not be
permitted to occupy more than its legiti
mate place and power in society, nor to
have the liberty to desecrate the poetry of
life, to deaden our sensitiveness to ideals,
bragging of its own coarseness as a sign
of virility. The pity is that when in the
centre of our activities we acknowledge,
by some proud name, the supremacy of
wanton destructiveness, or productiveness,
not less wanton, we shut out all the lights
of our souls, and in that darkness our
conscience, and consciousness of shame, are
hidden and our love of freedom i? killed.

I do not for a moment mean to imply
that in any particular period of history-
men were free from the disturbance of their
lower passions. Selfishness ever had its
share in their government and trade. Yet
there was a struggle to maintain a bal
ance of forces in society ; and our passions
cherished no delusions about their own
rank and value. They contrived no clever
devices to hoodwink our moral nature.
For, in these days our intellect was not
tempted to put its weight into the balance
on the side of over-greed.
But in recent centuries a devastating
change has come in our mentality with
regard to the acquisition of money.
Whereas in former ages men treated it
with condescension, even with disrespect,
now they bend their knees to it. That it
should be allowed a sufficiently large place
in society, there can be no question ; but
it becomes an outrage when it occupies
those seats which are specially reserved
for the immortals, by bribing us, by tam

pering with our moral pride, by recruiting
the best strength of society on its side in
a traitor's campaign against human
ideals, disguising, with the help of pagean
try and pomp, its true insignificance.
Such a state of things has come to pas9,
because, with the help of science, the possi
bilities of profit have suddenly become
immoderate. The whole of the human
world, throughout its length and breadth,
has felt the gravitational pull of a giant
planet of greed, with its concentric rings
of innumerable satellites, causing to our
society a marked deviation from its moral

orbit. In former times, the intellectual
and spiritual powers of this earth upheld
their dignity of independence and were not
giddily rocked on the tides of the money
market. But, as in the last fatal stages of
disease, so this fatal influence of money
has got into our brain and affected our
heart. Tt has like a usurper, occupied the

throne of higher social ideals, using every
means, by menace and threat, to take
away our right and by offer of temptation
even the desire to judge it. It has not
only science for its ally, but other forces
also that have some semblance of religion,
such as nation-worship and the idealizing
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of organised selfishness. Its methods are
far-reaching and sure. Like the claws of a
tiger's paw they are softly sheathed. Its
massacres are invisible, because they are
fundamental, attacking the very roots of
life. Its plunder is ruthless behind a scien
tific system of screens, which have the
formal appearance of openness and respon
sibility to enquiries. By whitewashing
its own stains it keeps respectability
unblemished. It makes a liberal use of false
hood in diplomacy, only feeling embarras
sed when its evidence is disclosed by others
of the trade. An unscrupulous system of
propaganda paves the way for widespread
misrepresentation. It works up the crowd
psychology through regulated hypnotic
doses at repeated intervals ; administered
in bottles with moral labels upon them of
soothing colours. In fact, man has been
able to make his pursuit of power easier
today by his art of mitigating the obstruc
tive forces that come from the higher
region of his humanity. With his cult of
power and his idolatry of money, he has,
in a great measure, reverted to his primi
tive barbarism, —a barbarism whose path
is lit up by the lurid light of intellect.
For, barbarism is the simplicity of a super
ficial life. It may be bewildering in its
surface adornments and complexities, but
it lacks the ideal to impart to it the depth
of moral responsibility.

( 2 )

Society suffers from a profound feeling
of unhappiness, not so much when it is in
material poverty, as when its members
are deprived of a large part of their huma
nity. This unhappiness goes on smoulder
ing in the subconscious mind of the com
munity till its life is reduced to ashes, or a
sudden combustion is produced. The
repressed personality of man generates an
inflammable moral gas deadly in its explo
sive force.
We have seen in the late war, and also
in some of the still more modern events of
history, how human individuals, freed from
moral and spiritual bonds, find a boister
ous joy in a debauchery of destruction.
There is generated a disinterested passion
of ravage. Through such catastrophe we

can realize what formidable forces of
annihilation are kept in check in our com
munities by bonds of social ideas, nay,
made into multitudinous manifestations
of beauty and fruitfulness. Thus we know
that evils are, like meteors, stray fragments
of life, which need the attraction of some
great ideal in order to be assimilated with
the wholesomeness of creation. The evil
forces are literally outlaws ; they only need
the control and cadence of spiritual laws
to change them into good. The true good
ness is not in the negation of badness ;
it is in the mastery of it. Goodness is
ihe miracle which turns the tumult of
chaos into a dance of beauty.
In modern society, the ideal of whole

ness has lost its force. Therefore its differ
ent sections have become detached and
resolved into their elemental character
of forces. Labour is a force ; so also is
Capital ; so are the Government and the
People ; so *are Man and Woman. It is
said that when the forces lying latent in
even a handful of dust are liberated from
their bond of unity, they can lift the build
ings of a whole neighbourhood to the
height of a mountain. Such disfranchised
forces, irresponsible freebooters, may be
useful to us for certain purposes ; but
human habitations, standing secure on
their foundations, are better for us. To
own the secret of utilizing these forces is a
proud fact for us, but the power of self-
control and self-dedication of love is a
truer subject for the exultation of mankind.
The genii of the Arabian Nights may have
in their magic their lure and fascination
for us. But the consciousness of God is of
another order, and infinitely more precious
in imparting to our minds ideas of the
spiritual power of creation. Yet these
genii are abroad everywhere ; and even
now, after the late war, their devotees are
getting ready to play further tricks upon
humanity, by suddenly spiriting it away
to some hill-top of desolation.

( 3 )

We know that when at first any large
body of people in their history became
aware of their unity, they expressed it in
some popular symbol of divinity. For they
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felt that their combination was not an
arithmetical one ; its truth was deeper
than the truth of number. They felt that
their community was not a mere aggluti
nation, but a creation, having upon it the
living touch of the infinite Person. The
realisation of this truth having been an
end in itself,— a fulfilment,— gave meaning
to self-sacrifice, to acceptance even of death.
But our modern education is producing
a habit ofmind which is ever weakening
in us the spiritual apprehension of truth,
the truth of a person as the ultimate
reality of existence. Science has its true
sphere in analysing this world as a
construction ; just as grammar has its
legitimate office in analysing the syntax
of a poem. But the world as a creation
is not a construction ; it is also more than
a syntax. It is a poem, which we are apt
to forget, when grammar takes exclusive
hold of our minds.
Upon the loss of this sense of a univer
sal personality, which is religion, the reign
of the machine and of method has been
firmly established, and man, humanly
speaking, has been made a homeless tramp.
And, as nomads, ravenous and restless,
the men from the West have come to us.
They have exploited Eastern humanity
for sheer gain of power. This meeting of
men has not yet received the blessing
of God. For it has kept us apart, though
railway lines are laid far and wide, and
ships are plying from shore to shore to
bring us together.

It has been said in the Upanishads :—
Yastu sarvani bhutani Stmanyevanupa-

shyati
Sarva bhuteshu chatmanam na tato

vijugupsate.
*
"He who sees all things in AtmS, in the
infinite spirit, and the infinite spirit, in
all beings, remains no longer unrevealed."
In the modern civilization, for which
an enormous number of men are used as
materials, and human relationships have
in a large measure become utilitarian, man
is imperfectly revealed. His revelation
does not lie in the fact that he is a power
but that he is a spirit. The prevalence of
the theory which realises the power of the

machine in the universe, and organizes
men into a machine, is like the eruption of
Htna, tremendous in its force, in the out
burst of fire and fume ; but its creeping
lava covers up human shelters made by
the ages and its ashes smother life.

(4)
The terribly efficient method of repress
ing personality in the individuals and the
races who have failed to resist it, has in the
present scientific age spread all over the
world ; and in consequence there have
appeared signs of a universal disruption
which seems not far off. Faced with the
possibility of such a disaster, one which is
sure to affect the successful peoples of the
world in their intemperate prosperity, —
the great Powers of the West are seeking
peace, not by curbing their greed, or by
giving up the exclusive advantages which
they have unjustly acquired, but by concen
trating their forces for mutual security.
But can powers find their equilibrium
in themselves ? Power has to be made
secure not only against power, but also
against weakness ; for there lies the peril
of its losing balance. The weak are as
great a danger for the strong, as quick
sands for an elephant. They do not assist
progress, because they do not resist ; they
only drag down. The people who grow
accustomed to wield absolute power over
others are apt to forget that by doing so
they generate an unseen force which some
day rends that power into pieces. The
dumb fury of the down-trodden finds its
awful support from the universal law of
moral balance. The air, which is so thin
and unsubstantial, gives birth to storms
that nothing can resist. This has been
proved in history over and over again, and
stormy forces arising from the revolt of
insulted humanity are openly gathering
in the air at the present time. Yet the psy
chology of the strong stubbornly refuses
the lesson and despises to take count of the
terribleness of the weak. This is the latent
ignorance, that, like an unsuspected worm,
burrows under the bulk of the prosperous.
Have we never read of the castle of power,
securely buttressed on all sides, in a mo
ment dissolving in air, at the explosion
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caused by the weak and outraged be
siegers ? Politicians calculate upon the
number of mailed hands that are kept on
the sword-hilts ; they do not possess the
third eye to see the great invisible hand
that clasps in silence the hand of the help
less, and waits its time. The strong form
their league by a combination of powers,
driving the weak to form their own league
alone with their God. 1 know I am crying
in the wilderness, when I raise the voice
of warning and while the West is busy
with its organisation of a machine-made
peace, it will still continue to nourish
with its iniquities the undergound forces
of earthquake in the Eastern Continent.
The West seems unconscious that science,
by providing it with more and more powert
is tempting it to suicide, encouraging it to
accept the challenge of the disarmed, not
knowing that the challenge comes from a
higher source.
Two prophecies about the world's

salvation are cherished in the hearts of
the two great religions of the world. They
represent the highest expectation of man
thereby indicating his faith in a truth
which he instinctively considers as
ultimate, the truth of love. These prophe
cies have not for their vision the fetter
ing of the world, and reducing it to tame-
ness, with the closelinked power forged in
the factory of a political steel trust. One
of these religions has for its meditation
the image of Buddha who is to come,

Mailrcy a, the Buddha of love. And he is
to bring peace. The other religion waits
for the coming of Christ. For Christ
preached peace when he preached love,
when he preached the oneness of the Father
with the brothers who are many. And
this was the truth of peace. He never held
that peace was the best policy. For
policy is not truth. The calculation of self-
interest can never successfully fight the
irrational force of passion, the passion
which is perversion of love, and which can
only be set right by the truth of love. So
long as the powers build a league on the
foundation of their desire for safety and the
securest enjoyment of gains, for the conso
lidation of past injustice, for putting off
the raparation of wrongs, while their
fingers still wriggle for greed, and still reek
of blood, rifts will appear in their union,
and conflicts in future will take greater
force and magnitude. It is the political
and commercial egoism which is the evil
harbinger of war. By different combina
tions, it changes its shape and dimensions
but not its nature. This egoism is still
held almost as sacred as religion ; and such
a religion, by a mere change of temple,
and by new committees of priests, will
never save men. We must know that, as,
through science and commerce, the reali
sation of the unity of the material world
gives us power, so the realisation of the
great spiritual Unity of Man alone can
give us peace.

LETTERS FROM ABROAD

Antwerp,
October 3rd, 1920.

You must have heard by this time, from
different sources, that our American tour
has been cancelled. The atmosphere of
our mind lias been cleared, at a sweep, of
the dense fog of the contemplation of secur
ing money. This is deliverance. In the
meanwhile I have spent about a fortnight
in Holland. This fortnight has been most

generous of its gifts to me. It has condens
ed the love and fellowship of fifteen years
into fifteen d ays and has made it mine. It
is so wonderful to think that I had so
completely occupied the heart of this
people before I had ever known them.
Yet, by nature, they are not quick in their
mind and not easily moved. They are
phlegmatic, but they have their idealism
protected and kept pure by this external
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LETTERS FROM THB ATLANTIC

By Rabindranatii Tagore.

S. S. Rhyndam.

THE
very fact that we have turned our
face towards the East fills my heart
with joy. For me my East is the'

poet's Hast, not that of a politician or a
scholar. It is the East of the magnanimous
, sky and exuberant sun-light, where once
upon a time a boy found himself straying
in the dim twilight of child-consciousness
peopled with dreams. That child has
grown, but never grown out of bis child
ness. I realise it all the more strongly
when some problem, political or otherwise,
becomes clamorous and insistent, trying
to exact its answer from me. I rouse
myself up, I strain my mind, I raise my
voice for prophetic utterances and in every
way try to be worthy of the occasion, but
in my heart of hearts I feel exceedingly
small and to my utter dismay discover I
am not a leader, not a speaker, not a
teacher, and farthest of all away from
being a prophet. The fact becomes fully
evident to me, that I had forgotten to
grow. It comes of an incorrigible absent-
mindedness. My mind has ever wandered
away from those things that mature one
into wisdom and old age,— I have neglected
my lessons. And this utter want of train
ing makes me such a wretchedly bad
reader of journals dealing with the
practical questions of the day ! But 5 am

afraid the present time is a tremendously
difficult one in India for the child, for the
poet. It is no use protesting that he is
lacking in understanding, —that he is con
genially incapable of paying attention to
anything urgent and serious. No, he must
attend meetings, or write editorials ;
cultivate cotton-fields, or accept some
responsibility of grave and national
import, in order to make a fool of himself.
And yet my heart is aching in longing to
meet with proper ceremony the first day
of the rainy season or fill every pore of my
mind with the smell of mango blossoms.
Is that allowable at the present moment ?
Does our south breeze still enjoy all the
frivolities of spring days ? Have our
sunset hours taken the vow of discarding
all traces of colours from their cloud
turbans ? But what is the use of com
plaining ? The poets are too primitive
for this age. If. they had not igno-
miniously been discarded by the law of
evolution, they would long ago have
grown into their career as politicians,
but the mischief is,— they have been left
behind in a world which has stopped
growing, where things are still important
which have no use or market value. The
more the call for action grows loud from
across the sea, the more I feel conscious
of the poet in me, who cries, "I am of no
use,— leave me alone to my utter inutility."
But I know, when I reach India, the poet
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in me will be defeated and I shall piously
study the newspapers—every paragraph. of
them. But, for the present, even the poet
in me is at a disadvantage, —for the sea
is rough, my head is swimming and the
English language is extremely difficult to
manage in a rolling ship.

II
S. S. Rhyndam.

Sometimes it amuses me to observe the
struggle for supremacy that is going on
between the different persons within me.
In the present condition of India, when
the call is sure to come to me to take
some part, in some manner or other, in
some political affairs, the Poet in me at
. once feels nervous, thinking that his
claims are likely to be ignored, simply
because he. is the most useless member in
the confederacy ' of my personality. He
fully anticipates that argument against
him, and takes special pains to glorify
his deficiency even before any complaint
has been submitted by anybody on this
point. He has proudly begun to assert :
"I belong to the great brotherhood of
the supremely Useless. I am the cup
bearer of the Gods. I share the common
privilege with all divinities to be mis
understood. My purpose is to reveal
Purposelessness to the children of the
Immortal. I have nothing to do with
committee meetings or laying of found
ation stones for structures that stand
against the passage of time and are sure
to be trampled to dust. I am to ply the
ferry boat that keeps open the traffic
between this shore and the shore of
Paradise,— this is our King's mail-boat for
the communication of messages, and not
for carrying cargo to the markets." I say
to him : "I fully agree with you ; but, at
the same time, take- my warning, that
your mail-boat may have to be command
eered for other urgent purposes, wholly
unconnected with the Celestial Postal
Department." His cheeks pale ; his eyes
become bemisted, his frail body shivers like
a cypress at the first breath of winter, and
he says to me : "Do I deserve to be treated
like this ? Have you lost all your love
for me, that you can talk of putting me

under martial law ? Did you not drink
your first cup of Amrita from' my hand,
and has not the Citizenship of the Sphere
of Music been conferred upon you through
my persuation ?" I sit dumb, and muse
and sigh, when sheaves of newspaper-
cuttings are poured upon my table, and a
leer is spread upon the face of the Practical
man ; he winks at the Patriotic man
sitting solemnly by his side ; and the man
who is Good, thinks it his painful duty to
oppose the Poet, whom he is ready to treat
with some indulgence within proper limits.
As for me, who am the President of this
Panchayet, I have my deepest sentiment
of tenderness for this poet, possibly because
he is so utterly good-for-nothing and
always the first to be ignored in the time
of emergency. The timid Poet, avoiding
the observation of the Practical and the
Good comes to my side and whispers :
"Sir, you are not a man made for the
time of emergency, —but for the time that
transcends it on all sides." The rascal
knows how to flatter and generally wins
his case with me,— especially when others
are too cocksure of the result of their
appeal ; and I jump up from my judgment .
seat, and, holding the Poet by the hand,
dance a jig dance and sing : "I shall join
you, Comrade, and be drunk, and be
gloriously useless." Ah, my evil luck ! I
know why the Presidents of meetings hate
me, newspaper editors revile me, the virile
call me effeminate ; and I try to take my
shelter among children, who have the gift
of being glad with things and men that
have no value.

Ill
S. S. Rhyndam.

My difficulty is that when, in my
environment, some intense feeling of pride
or resentment concentrates its red light
within a certain limited area, I lose my
true perspective of life and the world
and it deeply hurts my nature. It is not
true that I do not have any special love
for my own country, but when it is in its
normal state it does not obstruct outside
reality ; on the contrary, it offers a stand
point and helps me in my natural relation
ship with others. But when that stand-
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point itself becomes a barricade, then
something in me asserts that my place is
somewhere else. I have not yet attained
that spiritual altitude from which I can
say, with perfect assurance, that such
barricading is wrong, or even unnecessary ;
but some instinct in me says, that there is
a great deal of unreality in it, as there is
in all passions that are generated through
contractions f consciousness, through rejec
tion of a great part of truth I remember
your wondering why Christ gave no ex
pression to his patriotism, which was so
intense in the Jewish people. It was be
cause the great truth of man, which he
realised, through his love of God, would
only be cramped and crushed within that
enclosure. I have a great deal of the
patriot and the politician in me, and there
fore I am frightened of them, and I have
an inner struggle against submitting my
self to their sway. But I must not be
misunderstood, —there is such a thing as
moral standard of judgment. When India*
suffers from injustice, it is right that we
should stand against it ; and the respon
sibility is ours to right the wrong not as
'Indians, but as human beings. There your
position is higher than most of our
countrymen's. You have accepted the
cause of India for the sake of humanity.
But I know that most of our people will
accept your help as a matter of course,
and yet reject your lesson. You are fight
ing against that patriotism with which
the West has humiliated the East— the
patriotism which is racial egoism, national
egoism, which is a comparatively later
growth in European history and a far
greater cause of misery and injustice in
the human world than the blood-thirsty
ferocity, the nomadic savagery in the pri
mitive history of man. The Pathans came
to India and the Moghals, and they perpe
trated misdeeds in their heedlessness,
but simply because they had no taint of
patriotism, they did not attack India at
the very root of her life, keeping them
selves superciliously aloof. Gradually
they were growing one with us; and just
as the Normans and Saxons combined into
a nation, our Muhammadan invaders
would ultimately have lost their line of

separateness and contributed to the rich
ness and strength of Indian civilization.
We must remember that Hinduism is not
the original Aryanism, in fact a greater
portion of it is non-Aryan. Another great
mixture had been awaiting us, the mixture
with the Muhammadans. I know there
were difficulties in its way,— but the great
est of all difficulties was lacking, the
patriotism, the sacrilegious idolatry of
Geography. Just see what hideous crime9
are being committed by British patriotism
in Ireland ;—it is a python which refuses ■
to disgorge this live creature which strug
gles to live its separate life. Kor patrio
tism is proud of its bulk, and in order to
hold in a bond of unity the units that
have their own distinct individualities, it
is ever ready to use means that are" in
human. Our own patriots would do just
the same thing, if the occasion arose.
When a minority of our population
claimed its right of inter-caste marriage,
the majority cruelly refused to allow it
that freedom ; it would not acknowledge
a difference which was fundamental, and
was willing to perpetrate a moral torture
far mure reprehensible than a physical one.
Why ? Because power lies in number and
in extension. Power, whether in the
patriotic or in any other form, is no lover
of freedom. It talks of unity— -but forgets
that unity is unity of freedom, uniformity
is unity of bondage. Suppose, in out
Swaraj, the anti-Brahmin community
refuses to join hands with us ; suppose for
the sake of its self-respect and self-expres^
sion, it tries to keep an absolute independ
ence,—patriotism will try to coerce it into
an unholy union. Because patriotism has
its passion of power ; and power builds
its castle upon arithmetic. I love India,
but my India is an idea and not a geogra
phical expression, and therefore I am not
a patriot,— I shall ever seek my com
patriots all over the world. You are one
of them, and I am sure there are many
others.

IV
S. S. Khyndam.

Plato threatened to banish all poets
from his republic. Was it. in pity or in
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anger, I wonder ? Will our Indian
Swaraj, when it comes to exist, pass a
deportation order against all those feckless
creatures, who are pursuers of phantoms
and fashioners of dreams, who neither dig
nor sow, bake nor boil, spin nor darn,
neither move nor second nor support
resolutions ? I have often tried to ima
gine the banished hordes of poets estab
lishing their own Republic in the near
neighbourhood of that of Plato. Naturally,
as an act of reprisal, His Excellency the
Poet President is sure to banish from the
Rhymers' Republic all philosophers and
politicians. Just think of the endless
possibilities arising from feuds and truces
of these rival Republics, —peace conferences,
deputations of representatives, institu
tions with busy secretaries and permanent
funds having for their object the bridging
of the gulf between the two adversaries.
Then think of a trivial accident through
which'a hapless young man and a melan
choly maiden coming from the opposite
territories meet at the frontier and owing
to the influence of the conjunction of their
respective planets fall in love with each
other. There is no harm in supposing
that the young man is the son of the
President of the Philosphers' Republic
while the maiden is the daughter of that
of the Poets. The immediate consequence
is the secret smuggling of forbidden love—

lyrics by the desperate youth into the
very heart of the commentaries and con
troversies of the two contradictory schools
of Philosophy, —the one professed by the
yellow turbanned sages proclaiming that
one is true and two is nought, and the
other, which is the doctrine of the green-
turbanned sages, asserting that two is
truth and one is an illusion. Then came
the day of the great meeting, presided over
by the Philosopher President, when the
Pandits of opposite factions met to fight
their dialectic duels finally to decide the
truth. The din of debates grew into a
tumultuous hubbub, the supporters of
both parties threatened violence and
the throne of truth was usurped by
shouts. When these shouts were about
to be transmuted into blows, there
appeared in the arena the pair of lovers,

who, on the full moon light of April
were secretly wedded, though such inter
marriage was against the law. When
they stood in the open partition between
the two parties, a sudden hush fell upon
the assembly. How this unexpected and
yet ever to be expected event, mixed with
texts liberally quoted from the proscribed
love-lyrics, ultimately helped to reconcile
the hopeless contradiction in logic, is a
long stqry. It is well-known to those
who have had the privilege to pursue the
subsequent verdict of the judges, that both
doctrines are held to be undoubtedly true,
that, one is in two and therefore two
must find itself in one. The acknowledg
ment of this principle helped to make the
intermarriage valid, and since then the
two Republics have successfully carried
out their disarmament, having discovered
for the first time, that the gulf between
them was imaginary. Such a simple and
happy ending of this drama has caused
, widespread unemployment and consequent
feeling of disgust among the vast number
of secretaries and missionaries belonging
to the institutions maintained, with the
help of permanent funds, for the preaching
of Union — those organisations which were
so enormously perfect in their machinery
that they could well afford to ignore the
insignificant fact of their barrenness of
result. A large number of these indivi
duals gifted with an ineradicable passion
for doing good are joining the opposite
organisations, which have their permanent
funds in order to help them to prove and
to preach that two is two and never the
twain shall meet.
That the above story is a true one will,
I am sure, be borne out by the testimony
of even the 'august shade of Plato himself.
This episode of the gatae of hide and seek
of one in two should be sung by some poet,
and therefore I request you to give it,

with my blessings, to Satyendranath
Datta that he may set it in those inimi
table verse forms of which he is a master—
and make it ring with the music of happy
laughter. . •

V

S. S. Rhyndam.

The sea has been exceedingly rough—
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the wild East wind, playing its snake-
charmer's bagpipe, has made a myriad of
hissing waves raise their hoods to the sky.
The rude handling by the sea does not
affect me much, but the gloom and unrest
and the tremendous rise and fall of the
waves, like a giant's beating of the breast
in despair, depress my mind. The sad
thought very often comes to me, with an
imaginary supposition, that I may never
reach the Indian shore and my heart
aches with a longing to see the arms of
my motherland extended into the sea with
the palm leaves rustling in the air. It is
the land where I gazed into the eyes of my
first great sweetheart —my muse— who
made me love the sunlight, touching the
top of thecocoanut row through a pale mist
of the serene autumn morning and the
storm-laden rain-clouds rolling up from
some abyss behind the horizon, carrying
in their dark folds a thrilling expectation
of a mad outburst of showers. But where
is this sweetheart of mine, who was
almost the only companion of my boyhood,
and with whom I spent my idle days of
youth exploring the mysteries of dream
land ? She, my Queen, has died ; and my
world has shut against me the door of
that inner apartment of beauty, which
gives the real taste of freedom. I feel like
Shah-Jehan when his beloved Mumtaz
was dead—and now I have left to me my
own progeny a magnificent plan of an
International University,— but it will be
like Aurangzeb, who will keep me impris
oned and become my lord and master to
the end of my days. Every day my fear
and distrust against it are growing in
strength. For it has been acquiring
power from outside my own resources,
and it is material power. Shantiniketan
has been the playground of my own spirit.
What I created on its soil was made of
my own dream-stuff. Its materials are
few; its regulations are elastic; its freedom
has the inner restraint of beauty. But the
International University will be stupen
dous in weight and rigid in construction,
and if we try to move it

,
it will crack.—

It will grow up into a bully of a brother,
and browbeat its sweet elder sistef into

a cowering state of subjection. Beware

of organisation, my friend ! They say
organisation is necessary in order to give
a thing its permanence, but it may be the
permanence of a tombstone. This letter
of mine will seem to you pessimistic. The
reason is I am unwell and utterly home
sick ; and the vision of home, which
haunts my mind, night and day, is

ItTfoni "ttfaftc*^ [ Amader Shantiniketan
=Our Shantiniketan ], and the big towers
of International University obstruct its
view. I am tired to the marrow of my
bones trying all these months for a pur
pose and working in a direction which is

against the natural current of my inner
being.

VI

S. S. Rhyndam.

You, who are given a stable and solid
surface to work out your problems of
daily life, cannot fully realise what a trial

it has been for us, these two days, to be
tossed upon a wild sea every moment of
our existence. I do not feel sea-sick, —but
the great fact for us is, that we are the
children of the land,— this is an immovable
fact,—and yet, when this fact begins to move,

it is not only misery but an affront to us.
The whole sea seems to laugh loud at the
conceited creatures who only have a pair
of tottering legs and not even a fraction
of a fin. Every moment, the dignity of
man is outraged in making him helplessly
tumble about in an infinite variety of
awkwardness. He is compelled to take
part in a very broad farce : and nothing
can be more humiliating for him than to
exhibit a comic appearance in his very
sufferings,— it is like making the audience
roar with laughter by having the clown
kicked into all manner of helpless absurdi
ties. V

>
>

hile sitting, walking, taking meals
we are constantly being hurled . about
into unexpected postures, which are
shamefully inconvenient. When Gods
try to become funny in their sublime
manner of perpetrating jokes, we, mortal
creatures, find ourselves at a terrible
disadvantage ; for their huge laughter,
carried by the millions of roaring waves,
in flashing foam, keeps its divine dignity
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unimpaired, while we, on our side, find
our self-respect knocked into pieces. I afn
the only individual in this steamer, who
is vying with the Gods by fashioning my
misery into laughing words and refusing
to be a mere passive instrument of
an elemental foolery. A laughter, which
is tyranny, has to be answered by another
laughter which is rebellion. And this letter
of mine carries the laughter of defiance. I
had no other object in sitting down to
write this morning ; I had nothing parti
cular to say to you,— and to try to think
when the ship is rolling in such an insane
manner, is like trying to carry a full
vessel of water while one is drunk, —the
greater part of the content is spilt. And
yet I must write this letter, merely to
show, that, though at the present moment
I cannot stand erect on my legs, I can
write. This is to assert, in the face of
the ironical clapping of hands of the
mighty Atlantic, that my mind, not
only can stand up straight in its world

of language, but can run, and even dance.
This is my triumph.
To-day is Tuesday,— on the morning of
Thursday we are expected to reach
Plymouth. 1 had been nourishing in my
heart the expectation of finding your
letters waiting for me in London ; for I
had hoped that R — had cabled to Thos.
Cook's about our movements. But I find
that he has not, and a number of your
letters will take nearly a month to find
me. I cannot tell you what a disappoint
ment it is for me. Your letters have
helped me more than anything else during
these, extremely trying months of my
exile, — they have been like food and water
to a soldier who is dragging his wounded
and weary limbs, counting every step,
across a difficult and doubtful road back
to his camp-fire. However, I am coming
to my journey's end and intensely hoping
to see you, when I reach home. ,What I
have suffered God only knows. — I am
l»nging for rest.

ON THE TEACHING OF APPLIED CHEMISTKY

( A paper read before the Students' Society, Lucknow. )
By Dr. E. R. Watson, m.a., d.sc,

Principal, Technological Institute, Cawnpore.

I HAVE now
been in this province nearly

two years. I came to start a Research
Institute whose primary function was
to be chemical research for the assistance
•and development of the industries of this
province. But at the request of the
Legislative Council the function of the
Institute was reconsidered, it has been
re-named the Technological Institute and
in addition to the work originally intended
we shall now teach students applied
chemical research and we shall also train
works chemists for the oil, leather and
textile industries. We have already made
a start in the teaching world by admit
ting a few students for the research course
and a few to train as oil chemists. The

Institute has now a definite connection
with the Universities because the B. Sc.,
degree is our entrance qualification.
I have chosen for the object of my
address one .which is not only of great
interest to the Technological Institute
but is also at the present time receiving
the attention of nearly all Universities.
At the present time it is generally
admitted that a knowledge of chemistry
is of considerable practical value. In the
past the recognition of this fact has been
by no means so general as at present.
Germany has always been the foremost
country in recognising the practical value
of Chemistry and in the Great War. she
utilised her chemical resources and her
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and September last. This also explains
their demand to be taken into the South
African Union as an integral part of that
Union. For they were ready to sacrifice

everything else, if only the white race
supremacy itself remained unbroken.

C. F. Andrews.
Calicut.

A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS
By Rabindranath Tagore.

I

THE UNCLE.

WHEN
I first met Satish he appeared to

me like a constellation of stars, his#
eyes shining, his tapering fingers like

flames of fire, his face glowing with a youthful
radiance. I was surprised to find that most
of his fellow students hated him for no other
fault than that he resembled himself more than
he resembled others. With men, as with
insects, taking the colour of the surroundings
is often the best means of self-protection.
The students in the hostel, where I lived,

could easily guess my reverence for Satish.
This caused them discomfort and they never
missed an opportunity of reviling him in my
hearing. If you have a speck of dust in your
eye, it is best not to rub it. And when words
smart, it is best to leave them unanswered.
But, one day, the calumny against Satish

was so gross that I could not remain silent.
Yet the trouble was, that I hardly knew

anything about Satish ; we seldom even .had a
word between us ; while some of the other
students were his close neighbours, and some
his distant relatives. These affirmed, with
assurance, that what they said was true ; and
I asserted, with even greater assurance, that it
was incredible. Whereupon all my fellow
inmates of the hostel bared their arms, and
cried : "What impertinence !"
That night I was vexed to tears. Next

day, in an interval between lectures, when
Satish was reading a book, lying at full length
on the grass in College Square, I went up to
him and, without a word of introduction,
blurted out my agitation in a confused manner,
scarcely knowing what I said.
Satish shut his book and looked in my

face. Those who have not seen his eyes
will not know what that look was like. He
said to me : "Those who libel me do so,

not* because they love to know the truth,
but because they love to believe evil of me.
Therefore it is useless to try to prove to them
that the calumnv is untrue."J
"But," I protested, "must not the liars
be— "

"They are not liars," interrupted Satish.
"I had a poor young neighbour," he went

on, "who had epileptic fits. Last winter I
gave him a blanket. My servant came to
me, in a furious temper, and told me that
the boy only feigned the disease. These
students, who malign me, are like that
servant of mine. They believe what they say.
Possibly my fate has awarded me an extra
blanket which they think would have suited
them better."
I ventured on the question: "Is it true what

they say, that vou are an atheist ?"
He 'said : "Yes."

I had to hang my head. What about my
vehement assertion that Satish could not
possibly be an atheist ?

I had received two severe blows at the
outset of my short acquaintance with Satish.
I had imagined that he was a Brahman, but
came to know that Satish belonged to a Bania
family, and I in whose veins flowed a bluer
blood was bound duly to despise all Banias.
Secondly, I had a rooted belief that atheists
were worse than murderers, nay, worse even
than beef-eaters.

Nobody could have imagined, even in a
dream, that I would ever sit down and take
my meals with a Bania student, or that my
fanatical zeal in the creed of atheism would
surpass even that of my instructor. Yet both
these things came to pass.
Wilkins was our Professor in the College.
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His learning was as high as his opinion of
his pupils was low. He felt that it was a
menial occupation to teach literature to
Bengali students. That is why, even in our
Shakespeare class, he would give us the
synonym for 'cat' as "a quadruped of the feline
species." But Satish was excused from
taking down these notes. The Professor told
him : "I will make good to you the hours
wasted in this class, when you come to my
room."
The other less favoured students used to

ascribe this partiality for Satish to his fair
complexion and to his profession of atheism.
Some of the more worldly-wise among them
went to Wilkins' study, with a great show of
enthusiasm, to borrow from him some book on
Positivism. But he refused, saying that it
would be beyond their understanding. That
they, should be held unfit even to cultivate
atheism, made their minds all the more bitter
against Satish.

(2 )
Jagamohan was Satish's uncle. He was a

notorious atheist of that time. It would be
inadequate to say that he did not believe in
God, — rather he vehemently believed in 'No
God.' As the business of a Captain in the
Navy is more to sink ships than to steer clear,
so it was Jagamohan 's business to sink
the creed of theism, wherever it put its head
above water.

The order of his arguments ran like this :
If there be a God, then we must owe our intelligence
to him.
But our intelligence clearly tells us that there is no
God.
Therefore God himself tells us that there is no God.

"Yet you Hindus," he would conclude,
"have the effrontery to contradict God by
asserting that he exists. For this sin, three
and thirty million gods and goddesses rightly
serve you people, by twisting your ears for
your presumption."
Jagamohan was married when he was a

mere boy. Before his wife died he had
read Malthus. He never married again.
His younger brother, Harimohan, was

the father of Satish. Harimohan's nature
was so exactly the opposite of his elder
brother's, that people might suspect me of

fabricating it for the purpose of writing this
story. But only stories have to be always
on their guard to sustain their reader's con
fidence. Facts have no such responsibility

and laugh at incredulity. So, in this world,
instances of two brothers, as exactly the

opposite of one another as morning and

evening, are by no means lacking.
Harimohan, in his infancy, had been a

weakly child. His parents had tried to keep
him safe from the attacks of all maladies
by barricading him behind amulets and
charms, dust taken from holy shrines, and
blessings bought from innumerable Brahmans
at enormous expense. When Harimohan
grew up, he was physically robust enough,
yet the tradition of his poor health lingered
on in the family. So nobody claimed from
him anything more arduous than that he
should continue to live ; and right dutifully
did he fulfil all expectations by holding on
to his life. At the same time, he never
ceased to display the label that life in his
case was more fragile than in most other
mortals, and thus managed to divert towards
himself the undivided attention of all his aunts
and his mother. He had specially prepared
meals served to him, and had less work, and
* more rest, than other members of the family.
He was not allowed to forget for a moment
that he was under the special protection, not
only of his aforesaid mother and aunts, but
also of the countless gods and goddesses
presiding in the three regions of earth, sky
and heaven. He thus acquired an attitude
of prayerful dependence towards all the
powers of the world, both seen and unseen :
from police sub-inspectors, wealthy neighbours,
and highly placed officials, to sacred cows and
Brahmans.
Jagamohan's anxieties went altogether in

the opposite direction. He would give a wide
berth to men of power, lest the slightest
suspicion of snobbishness should come near
him. It was this same sentiment which had
greatly to do with his defiance of the gods.
His knees were too stiff to bend before those
from whom favour could be expected.
Harimohan got himself married at the

proper time,—that is to say, long before the
time. After three sisters and three brothers,
Satish was born. Everybody was struck by
his resemblance to his uncle, and Jagamohan
took possession of him as if he were his
own son.
At first, Harimohan was glad of this,

having regard to the educational advantage
of the arrangement ; for Jagamohan had the
reputation of being the most eminent scholar
of that period. He seemed "to live within the
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shell of his English books. It was easy to find
the rooms he occupied in the house, by
the rows of books about the walls ; just
as it is easy to know the bed of a stream

by its lines of pebbles.
Harimohan petted and spoilt his eldest

son, Purandar, to his heart's content. He
had an impression that Purandar was too
delicate to survive the shock of being denied
anything he wanted. His education was
neglected. No time wes lost in getting
him married ; but that did not help to keep
him within the connubial limits. Hari-
mohan's daughter-in-law did not fail to
express her emphatic disapprobation of
her husband's excursions out of bounds,
but Harimohan would only get angry with
her and ascribe his son's conduct to her
want of tact and charm.
Jagamohan took entire charge of Satish

to save him from similar paternal solicitude.
Satish acquired a mastery of the English
language while he was still a child, and
the inflammatory doctrines of Mill and
Bentham set his brain on fire, till he began
to burn like a living torch of atheism.
Jagamohan treated Satish, not as a ward,

but as his boon companion. He held the
opinion that veneration in human nature
was a superstition, specially designed to
make men into slaves. Some son-in-law of
the family happened to write him a letter,
with the usual formal beginning :

To the gracious feet of —

Jagamohan, in answer, proceeded to ins
truct him in this wise : •

Jagamohan used to discuss with Satish
subjects which are usually kept out of
sight in polite conversation. If people
objected to this plainness of speech with
one so young, he would say that, just as
you can only drive away hornets by break
ing up their nest, so you can only get
rid of the shamefulness of certain subjects
by breaking through the shame itself.
When Satish had completed his college

course, Harimohan tried his best to extri
cate him from his uncle's influence. But
when once the noose is round the neck,
it only grows ti hter by pulling at it.
Harimohan became more and more annoyed
with his brother, the more Satish proved
recalcitrant. If this atheism of his son
and elder brother had been merely a mat
ter of private opinion, Harimohan could have
tolerated it. He was quite ready to pass
off dishes of fowl as 'kid curry'.* But
matters had now become so desperate, that
even lies were powerless to whitewash the
culprits. What brought things' to a head
•was this.
The positive side of Jagamohan's atheis

tic creed consisted in doing good to

others. He felt a special pride in it
,

because doing good, for an atheist, was a

matter of unmitigated loss. It had no
allurements of merit, and no deterrents
of punishment, in the hereafter. If he
was asked, what concern he had in

bringing about ' the greatest happiness
of the greatest number,' he used to
answer that his best incentive was, that
he could expect nothing in return. He would
say to Satish : "Baba,f we are atheists, so
the very pride of it should, keep us stain
less. Because we have no respect for any
being higher than ourselves, we must all

'
the more respect ourselves."
There were some leather shops in the

neighbourhood kept by Mussalman dealers.
The uncle and nephew bestirred themselves
with great zeal and at considerable expense
in doing good to these untouchable leather
dealers. This made Harimohan beside him
self with indignation. Since he knew that
any appeal to scriptures, or to tradition,

would have no effect upon these two

My dear Noren,

Neither you, nor I, know what special significance

it gives to the feet to call them 'gracious'. There
fore the epithet is worse than useless and had
better be dropped. And then it is apt to give your
correspondent a nervous shock when you address
your letter only to his feet, completely ignoring
their owner. Please to understand that, so long as

my feet are attached to my body, you should
never dissociate them from their context. Next,
you should bear in mind that human feet have
not the advantage of prehensibility, and it is sheer
madness to offer anything to them, confounding
their natural function. Lastly, your use of the word
'feet' in the honorific plural instead of the dual inflec
tion, may denote special reverence on your part

( because there are animals with four feet which
have your particular veneration ) but I consider it

my duty to disabuse your mind of all errors
concerning my own zoological identity.

i Yours,
* Jagamohan.

* In Bengal, kid curry may be eaten by
Hindus without blame, but the flesh of the domes
tic fowl is one of the prohibited meats.

+ A term of endearment, literally "father'.
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renegades, he complained to his brother

concerning such wasting of their patrimony.
"When my expenditure," his brother

answered, "comes up to the amount you
have spent upon your full-fed Brahman

priests, we shall be quits."
One day, Harimohan's people were sur

prised to find preparations going on in

Jagamohan's quarters for a grand feast.
The cooks anc] waiters were all Mussalmans.
Harimohan called for his son and taxed
him angrily : "I hear that you are going
to give a feast to your respected friends,
the leather-dealers."
Satish replied that he was far too poor

to think of such a thing. It was his uncle
who had invited them.
Satish's elder brother, Purandar, was

equally indignant. He threatened to drive
all these unclean guests away.
When Harimohan expressed his protest

to his brother the latter answered : ''1 never
make any objection to your offering food
to vour idols'. You should make none to
my offering food to my gods."
"Your gods !" exclaimed Harimohan.
"Yes, my gods," his brother repeated.
"Have you turned Theist* all of a sudden?"

sneered Harimohan.
"No !" retorted his brother. " Theists

worship a God who is invisible. You idola-
tors worship gods who are visible, but
dumb and deaf. The gods I worship are
both visible and audible, and it is impossible
not to believe in them."
"Do you mean to say," cried Harimohan,

"that these mussulman leather-dealers are
really your gods ?"
"Yes, indeed," said Jagamohan. "You

shall see their miraculous power when I put
food before them. They will actually swallow

it
,

which I defy your gods to do. It delights
my heart to see my gods perform such divine
wonders. Jf you have not become morally
blind, it will delight your heart also."
Purandar came to his uncle and swore

in a high-pitched voice that he was prepared
to take desperate measures to put a stop to
the proceedings.
Jagamohan laughed at him: "You monkey !

Just you try to lay hands on my gods, and
you will instantly discover how powerful they

* Meaning monotheist, i.e., one who does not
believe in caste or ritualistic observances and thus is

looked upon as a non-Hindu by the orthodox.

are. I shall not have to trouble to defend
them."
Purandar was even a greater coward than

his father. He played the tyrant only where
he felt sure of receiving submission. In this
case he could not screw up courage enough
to risk a quarrel with his Mussalman neigh
bours. So he went over to Satish, instead,
and reviled him. Satish gazed at him with
those wonderful eyes of his, and remained
silent.
The feast was a great success.

( 3 )

Harimohan could not take this insult
passively. He declared war. The property
on whose income the whole family subsisted
was a temple endowment. Harimohan brought

a suit in the law court against his brother,
accusing him of grave breaches of orthodox
propriety which made him unworthy of con
tinuing as a beneficiary of a Hindu religious
endowment. Harimohan had as many witness
es as ever he wished. The whole Hindu neigh
bourhood was readv to support him.
Jagamohan professed in open court, that

he had no faith in gods or idols of any descrip
tion whatever : that all eatable food was for
him food to be eaten : that he never bothered
his head to find out the particular limb of
Brahma from which the Mussalmans had
issued, and so had not the smallest hesitation in
taking food in their company.
The judge decreed Jagamohan to be unfit

to take any benefit from this temple property.
Jagamohan's lawyers assured him that this
decision could be upset by an appeal to the
higher court. But Jagamohan refused to
appeal. He said he would rather not cheat
even the gods whom he did not believe in.
Only those, who had the intelligence to
believe such things, could have the conscience
to betray them.
His friends asked him: "How are you go
ing to maintain yourself ?"
He answered : "if I have nothing else left

to swallow, I shall be content to gulp down my
last breaths."
After this, a partition was made of the

family house. A wall was raised from the
ground floor to the uppermost story, dividing
the house into two parts.
Harimohan had great faith in the solfish

sanity of prudence in human nature. He was
certain that the savour of good living would
'•'tempt Satish into his golden trap, away
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from the empty nest of Jagamohan. But
Satish gave another proof that he had inherited
neither his father's conscience, nor his
sanity. He remained with his uncle.
Jagamohan had become .co accustomed to

look upon Satish as his own, that he took it
as a matter of course when he found him
remaining on his side after the partition.
But Harimohan knew his brother's tempera

ment very well. He went about explaining
to people that the reason why Jagamohan did
not let go his hold on Satish was in order
to make a good thing out of his brother by
keeping his son as a kind of hostage.
Harimohan almost shed tears as he com
plained to his neighbours: "Could my brother
ever imagine that I was going to let him
starve, that he should go to the length of
concocting this diabolical plot against me ?
However, I shall now wait and see whether
he is cleverer than I am."
Harimohan's insinuations, helped oh by

mutual friends, duly reached his brother's
ears. Jagamohan was surprised at his own
stupidity in not anticipating such a move on

*

his brother's part.
He said: "Good bye, Satish."
Satish was absolutely certain that nothing

could make Jagamohan change his mind, so
he had to take his leave, after having spent
his eighteen years of life in his uncle's
company.
When Satish had put his books and things

on the top of the carriage and driven away,
Jagamohan shut the door of his room and flung
himself on the floor. When evening .came,
and the old servant knocked at the door with
the lighted lamp, he got no answer.
Alas for the greatest happiness of the

greatest number ! The estimate in number is
not all that counts in human affairs. The man
who gains 'one' may go beyond all arithmetic,
when the heart does the sum. When Satish
took his departure, he at once became infinite
to Jagamohan.
Satish went into a students' lodging to

share a room with one of his friends. Hari
mohan shed tears while meditating on
the neglect of filial duties in this god-for
saken age. Harimohan had a very tender heart.
After the partition, Purandar dedicated a

room in their portion of the house to the family
god. It gave him a peculiar pleasure to know-
that his uncle must be execrating him for the
noise raised every morning and evening by
the sacred conches and prayer gongs.

In order to maintain himself, Satish se
cured a post as a private tutor. Jagamohan
obtained an appointment as headmaster of
a high school. And it became a religious
duty with Harimohan and Purandar to per
suade parents and guardians to take away
their boys from the malign influence of the
atheist, Jagamohan.

(4) .

One day, after a long interval of absence,
Satish came to Jagamohan. These two
had given up the usual form of greeting*
which passes between younger and elder.

Jagamohan embraced Satish and led him to a
chXir and asked him for the news.
There was news indeed !
A girl named Nonibala had taken shel

ter with her widowed mother in the house
of the mother's brother. So long as her
mother lived, there was no trouble. But a
short time ago her mother had died. Her
cousins were rascals. One of. their friends
had taken away this girl. Then after a
while, suspecting her of infidelity, he made
her life a constant torture. This had happened
in the house next to the one where Satish had
his tutorship. Satish wanted to save her
from this misery, but he had no money or

shelter of his own. Therefore he had come
to his uncle. The girl was about to give birth
to a child.
Jagamohan, when he heard the story, was

filled with indignation. He was not the man
to calculate coldly the consequence of his
deeds, and he at once said to his nephew :
"I have the room in which I keep my books.
I can put the girl there."
"But what about your books ?" Satish

asked in surprise.
Very f°w books, however, were now re

maining. During the time while he had been
unable to secure an appointment, he had
been obliged to eke out a living by selling
his books. »

Jagamohan said : "Bring the girl here at
once."
"She is waiting downstairs, I have brought

her here."
Jagamohan ran downstairs, and found the

girl crouching in a corner, wrapped in her
sari, looking like a bundle of clothes.

* This greeting in Pengal is for the younger to
touch the feet of the elder and for the latter to give
his blessing in return.
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Jagamohan, greeted her at once in his
deep bass voice : "Come, little mother * why
do you sit in the dust ?".
The girl covered her face and burst into

tears. Jagamohan was not a man to give way
to emotion, but his eyes were wet as he
turned to Satish, and said : "The burden
that this girl is bearing is ours."
Then he continued to the girl : "Mother,

don't be shy with me. My schoolfellows used
to call me 'Mad Jagai', and I am the same
madcap even now."
Without the least hesitation, he took the

girl by both her hands and raised her. The
veil dropped from off her head. Her face
was fresh and infantile in its youthfulness,
— there was no line of hardness or vice in
it. The inner purity of her heart had not
been stained, just as a speck of dust does
not soil a flower.
Jagamohan took Nonibala to his upper

room, and addressed her thus : "Mother, look
what a state my room is in ! The floor is all
unswept. Everything is upside down ; and
as for myself, I have no fixed hour for'
my bath or my meals. Now that you have
come to my house, everything will be put
right ; and even this mad Jagai will be
made respectable."
Nonibala had never felt before, even when

her mother lived, how much one person could
be to another ; because her mother had
looked upon her, not so much as a daughter,
but as a young girl who had to be watched.
Jagamohan employed an elderly woman

servant to help Nonibala. At first Noni was
afraid, lest Jogamohan should refuse to take
food from her hand, because of her impurity.
But as it turned out, he refused to take his
meals unless

'
they were cooked and served

by his little mother.
Jagamohan was aware that a great wave

of calumny was about to break over his head.
Noni also felt that it was inevitable, and she
bad no peace of mind. Within a day or
two it began.
The servant who waited on her had at

first supposed that Noni was Jagamohan's
daughter. But she came one day and said
hard things to Noni, and resigned her service
in contempt. Nani became pale with fear,
thinking of Jagamohan.
Jagamohan said to her : "My little mother,

* Way of addressing a daughter, or one situated
as a daughter.

the full moon is up in the horizon of my
life, so the time is ripe for the flood tide of
revilement. But, however muddy the water
may become, it will never stain my moon
light."
An aunt of Jagamohan's came from Hari-

mohan's quarters muttering : "Jagai, what
a disgrace, what a disgrace ! Wipe off this
stain of sin from your house."
Jagamohan answered : "You are pious

people, and this feeling is worthy of you. But,
if I drive away all relics of sin, what will
become of this sinner ?"
Some old woman of a grandmother came

to him with the advice : "Send the wench
away to the hospital. Harimohan is ready to
bear all the cost."
"But she is my mother," replied Jagamohan.

"Because someone else is ready to pay the
expenses, should I send my mother to the
hospital ?"
The grandmother opened her eyes wide.
"Who is this you call your mother ?" she
asked, in surprise.
Jagamohan replied : "One who nourishes

life within her womb and is risking her own
life to give birth to a child. I cannnot call
the other scoundrel-parent of the child
'Father'. He can only cause trouble, keeping
himself safely out of it."
Harimohan's whole body shrank at the

utter infamy of the thing. That a fallen
woman should be sheltered only on the other
side of the wall, and in the midst of a house
hold sacred to the memory of generations of
mothers and grandmothers ! The disgrace
was intolerable.
Harimohan at once surmised that Satish

was mixed up in this affair, and that his uncle
was encouraging him in his shameful conduct.
He was so sure of his facts that he went about
spreading the news. Jagamohan did not say
a single word to contradict him.
"For us, atheists," he said, " the only

heaven waiting for good deeds is calumny."
The more the rumour of Jagamohan's

doings became distorted, the more he seemed
to enjoy it

,

and his laughter rang loud in the
sky. It was hardly possible for Harimohan,
and respectable people of his class, to imagine
that the uncle could go so far as to jest
openly on such a subject and indulge in loud
unseemly buffoonery about it with his own
nephew.
Though Purandar so long had been care

fully avoiding his uncle's part of the house, he
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vowed that he would never rest now till he
had driven the girl away from her shelter.
At the time when Jagamohan had to go

to his school, he would shut up all access to
his quarters, and he would come back the
moment he had any leisure, to see how Noni
was faring.
One day, at noon, Purandar, with the help

of a bamboo ladder crossed the boundary
parapet over the terrace roof and jumped
down on Jagamohan's side of the house.
Nonibala was resting after the mid-day
meal. The door of her room was open.
When Purandar, coming down from the terrace,
caught sight of her sleeping figure he gave
a great start and shouted : "Ah, I see, so
you are here, are you ?"
Noni woke up and saw Purandar before

her. She went pale as death and her limbs
stiffened, leaving her powerless to rise, or to
utter a single word.
Purandar, trembling with rage, shouted

again : "Noni !"
Just then Jagamohan entered the room

from behind. "Get out of this house,'' he
commanded.
Purandar's whole body began to swell up

like an angry cat. Jagamohan insisted :
"If you don't get out at once, I will call in
the police."
Purandar darted a terrible glance at Noni

as he went away. Noni fainted.
Jagamohan now understood the whole

situation. He found out by his questions that
Satish had been aware that Purandar had
seduced Noni : but fearing an angry outbreak
he had not informed Jagamohan of the fact.
For days after this incident Noni trembled
like a bamboo leaf. Then she gave birth
to a dead child.
One midnight Purandar had driven Noni

from the room kicking her in a lit of
temper. Since then he had sought her in vain.
When he suddenly found her in his uncle's
house, he was seized with an uncontrollable
passion of jealousy. He was sure that
Satish had enticed her away from him,
to keep her for his own pleasure, and had
then put her in that very house in order
to insult him. This was more than any
mortal man could bear.
Harimohan heard all about it. Indeed,

Purandar never took any pains to hide these
doings from him : for the father looked
upon the son's moral aberrations with a
kindly indulgence. But Harimohan thought

it contrary to all notions of decency for
Satish to snatch away this girl whom his
elder brother, Purandar, had looked upon
with favour. He devoutly hoped that Puran
dar would be successful in recovering his

spoil.
It was the time of the Christmas holidays.

Jagamohan attended Noni night and day.
One evening he was translating a novel of
Sir Walter Scott's to her, when Purandar
burst into the room with another' young man.
On Jagamohan threatening to call for

the police, the young man said : "I am
Noni's cousin, j have come to take her
with me."
Jagamohan caught hold of Purandar by

the neck and shoved him out of the room
and down the stairs. He then' turned to the
other young man, shouting : "You are a
villain and a scoundrel ! Y'ou assert this
cousin's right of yours in order to wreck her
life, not to protect her.''
The young man hurried away. But when

he had got to a safe distance, he swore
• that he would take legal proceedings in order
to rescue his ward.
"Open, O earth, and hide me away !" was
Noni's prayer. *
Jagamohan called Satish and said to him :
"Let me leave this place and go to some up-
country town with Noni. It will kill her if
this is repeated."
Satish pointed out that his brother was

certain to follow her, once he got the clue.

"Then what do you propose ?" asked
Jagamohan.
"Let me marry Noni."
"Marry Noni !"
"Yes, according to the civil marriage rites."
Jagamohan stood up, went to Satish and

pressed him to his heart.
Since the partition of the house, Hari

mohan had not ouce been over to see his

elder brother. But that day he came in,
dishevelled, and said : "Dada.t what

disaster is this you are planning ?"
"I am saving everybody Irom disaster,"

replied Jagamohan.
"Satish is just like a son to you," Hari

mohan pleaded. "Yet you can have the heart
to let him be married to that woman of the

street !"

* Sita, in the Ramayan, uttered this cry in the
extremity of her insult.

+ Elder brother.
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"Yes," rejoined Jagamohan, "I have
brought him up as my own son, and I consider
that my pains have borne fruit at last."
"Dada," said Harimohan, "1 humbly ac

knowledge defeat at your hands. I am will
ing to write away half my property to you,
if only you will not take revenge on me like
this."
Jagamohan started up from his chair as he

bellowed ou,t : "You want to throw me your
dirty leavings, as you throw a dog a bone !
I am an atheist,— remember that ! I am not
a pious man like you ! I neither take
revenge, nor beg for favours."
Harimohan hastened round to his son's

lodgings. He cried out to him : "Satish !
What in the world are you about to do ? Can
you think of no other way of ruining
yourself ? Are you determined to plunge the
whole family into this hideous shame ?"
Satish calmly answered : "I have no

particular desire to marry. I am doing it in
order to save the family from hideous shame."
Harimohan was shocked : "Have you not

the least spark of conscience left in you ?'
That girl, who is almost like a wife to your
brother —"
Satish caught him up sharply : "Wife !"

he exclaimed. "Pollute not that word, sir, I
pray you."
After that Harimohan became wildly

abusive, and Satish remained silent.
What troubled Harimohan most was that

Purandar openly advertised his intention to
commit suicide, if Satish married Noni.
Purandar's wife merely told her husband
with her compliments that this would be the
best solution of a difficult problem, if only he
could muster up the courage to do it !
Satish had sedulously maintained a

distance from Noni all these days, but when
the proposed marriage was settled, Jagamohan
suggested that Satish and Noni should try to
know each other better, before they were
united in wedlock. Satish consented.
Jagamohan fixed a day for their first talk

together. He said to Noni : "My little

mother, you must dress yourself up for the

occasion."
Noni bent her eyes to the ground, hesitat

ing.
"No, no," he insisted, "don't be shy, Noni.

I have a great longing to see you nicely
dressed, and you really must satisfy my

desire." fie had specially selected a Benares
silk sari with a suitable bodice and veil for
Noni. These he now handed her.
Noni prostrated herself at his feet. This

made Jagamohan get up hurriedly.
He snatched away his feet from her embrace,

protesting : "I am afraid, Noni, I have
miserably failed in clearing your mind of all

this superstitious reverence. I may be your
elder in age, but don't you know you are

greater than I am, for you are my mother ?"

He then kissed her on the forehead, telling
her : "I have an invitation to dine out,
and 1 shall be late coming back-this evening.''
Noni clasped his hand.. "Baba, I want

your blessing to-night," was all she said.
"Mother," replied Jagamohan, "I see that

you are determined to turn me into a believer

in my old age. I wouldn't give a brass

farthing for a blessing, myself. Yet I cannot
help blessing you, every time I look on you."

Jagamohan put his hand under her chin,

and raised her face, and gazed into it silently,
while the tears ran down her cheeks.

(5)
In the evening a man ran up to the place

where Jagamohan was having his dinner, and

brought him back to his house.
He found the dead body of Noni, stretched

on the bed, dressed in the things he had

given her. In her hand was a letter. Satish

was standing by her head. Jagamohan

opened the letter and read :

Raba, forgive me. I cannot do what you wanted.
I have tried my best, for your sake, but I could never

forget him. My thousand salutations to your gracious
feet.

Nonibala, the sinner,

(To be continued)

CHANCE AND PLAN

CHANCE
brings fortune to some men and we

have got into the habit of overvaluing it.
The difference between depending on luck,

and relying upon an intelligent plan, is just
the difference between waiting in a boat for a

fish to jump in, and going to a good place to
fish with all the proper tackle and bait. Some
times fish iutnp into boats, but a heap more are

caught in the regular way on hooks.
—The American Buy.
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class, which, constitutes 95 percent of the
people, have nothing whatever to say about
the imperial policy of the country. As he says,
"Where the subject peoples or smaller states

attempt to assert their rights of self-determina
tion or of independence, the Empire will act
as preat Britain has acted in Ireland and in
India ; as Italy and France have acted in Africa;
as Japan has acted in Korea ; as the United
States has acted in the Philippines, in Hayti, in
Nicaragua andjn Mexico."
A few significant passages are given here to
show the opinions held by Nearing upon the
last war-opinions such as led to his trial for
"sedition".
"The Chicago Tribune, in one of its charm
ingly frank editorials, thus describes the gains
to the British Empire as a result of the war.
'The British mopped up. They opened up their
highway from Cairo to the Cape. They reached
out from India and took the rich lands of the
Euphrates. They won Mesopotamia and Syria
in the war. They won Persia in diplomacy.
They won the east coast of the Red Sea. They
put protecting territory about Egypt and gave
India bulwarks. They make the eastern dream
of the Germans a British reality....'
"Egypt and India helped to win the late war,
and by that very process they fastened the
shackles of servitude more firmly upon
their own hands and feet. The imperialists of
the world never had less intention than they
have today of quitting the game of empire-
building."
The American Empire, says the author, will
travel the same path as other Empires have
trodden before. Preparations are being made
now for another contest with the great world
powers in the game of "grab". The same old
story will be told, from the "preparedness"
campaigns, the brutal oppressions and re
pressions, down to the time when "the killing
is over and a few old men, sitting around a table
will carve the world— stripping the vanquished
while they reward the victors."
Against this world imperialism, this strangl

ing capitalism, there is one protest— the revo
lutionary protest. The author traces this
protest from the Russian revolution of 1905
down to the present Russian revolution, and
of the revolutionary movements of Europe.
Speaking of it, he says—
"This is the real struggle for the possession

of the earth. Shall the few own and the many
labor for the few, or the many own and labor
upon jobs they themselves possess ? The struggle
between the capitalist nations is incidental.
The struggle between the owners of the world
and the workers of the world is fundamental."
For the American workers to travel any
other road than the road of revolution means
that they must pay the price of Empire. And
what is this price, queries Nearing. He gives
the answer, here summarized briefly:
1. It will cost them their liberties. 2. It
will cost them not only their own liberties, but
they will be compelled to take liberties away
from the peoples that are brought under the
domination of the Empire. 3. They will be
compelled to produce surplus wealth for the
imperial ruling class. 4. They must be pre
pared to create and maintain an imperial class.
5. They must be prepared, in peace time as
well as in war time, to provide the " sinews of
war". 6. In return for these sacrifices, they
must be prepared to accept the poverty of a
subsistence wage ; to give the best of their
energies in war and in peace, and to stand aside
while the imperial class enjoys the fat of the
land.
The new system, he says, " may establish a
new economic order—a system belonging to the
workers, and managed by them for their benefit.
The workers of Europe have learned the way.
It was no longer a question of wages or a job
in Europe. It was a question of life or
death."
Such* are the opinions of a professor of econo
my and sociology, an avowed Pacifist, and at
the same time, a Pacifist-revolutionary.

Alice Bird.

A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS

By Rabindranath Tagore.

II.

SATISH

THE
last words of Jagamohan, the atheist, to
his nephew, Satish, were : "If you have a
fancy for funeral ceremony, don't waste

it on your uncle,— reserve it for your father."
This is how he came by his death.

When the plague first broke out in
Calcutta, the poor citizens were less afraid
of the epidemic than of the preventive staff
who wore its badge. Satish'^ father, Hari-
mohan, was sure that their Mussulman neigh-
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bours, the untouchable leather dealers, would
be the first to catch it

,

and then defile him
and his kith and kin by dragging them along
into a common end. Before he fled from his
house, Harimohan went over to offer refuge
to his elder brother, saying : "I have taken

a house on the river at Kalna, if you — "

"Nonsense !" interrupted Jagamohan.
"How can I desert these people ?"
"Which people ?"
"These leather dealers of ours."
Harimohan made a grimace and left his

brother without further parley. He next pro
ceeded to his son's lodgings, and to him

simply said : "Come along."
Satish's refusal was equally laconic. "I

have work to do here," he replied.
"As pall bearer to the leather dealers, I

suppose ?"
"Yes sir, that is, if my services be

needed."
"Yes sir, indeed ! You scamp, you

scoundrel, you atheist ! If need be you're
quite ready to consign fourteen generations
of your ancestors to perdition, I have no
doubt I"

Convinced that the Kali Yuga* had touch
ed its lowest depth, Harimohan returned
home, despairing of the salvation of his next
of kin. To protect himself against contamina
tion he covered sheets of foolscap with the
name of Kali, the protecting goddess, in his
neatest handwriting.
Harimohan left Calcutta. The plague

and the preventive officials duly made their
appearance in the locality ; and for dr.ead of
being dragged off to the plague hospital, the
wretched victims dared not call in medical
aid. After a visit to one of these hospitals,
Jagamohan shook his head and remarked :

"What if these people are falling ill,—that
does not make them criminals."

Jagamohan schemed and contrived till
he obtained permission to use his own house
as a private plague hospital. Some of us
students offered to assist Satish in nursing :

there was also a qualified doctor amongst us.

The first patient in our hospital was a

Mussulman. He died. The next was Jaga
mohan himself. He did not survive either.
He said to Satish : "The religion I have all

along followed has given me its last reward.
There is nothing to complain of."
Satish had never taken the dust t of his

uncle's feet while living. After Jagamohan's
death he made that obeisance for the first and
last time.
"Fit death for an atheist !" scoffed Hari

mohan when he first came across Satish after
the cremation.
"That is so, sir !" agreed Satish, proudly.

Just as, when the flame is blown out, the

light suddenly and completely disappears, so
did Satish after his uncle's death. He went
out of our ken altogether.
We had never been able to fathom how

deeply Satish loved his uncle. Jagamohan
was alike father and friend to him and, it

may be said, son as well ; for the old man had

been so regardless of himself, so unmindful
of worldly concerns, that it used to be one of

the chief cares of Satish to look after him and

keep him safe from disaster. Thus had Satish
received from and given to his uncle, his all.
What the bleakness of his bereavement

meant for Satish, it was impossible for us to

conceive. He struggled against the agony of

negation, refusing to believe that such ab

solute blankness could be true : that there

could be emptiness so desolate as to be void

even of Truth. If that which seemed one vast
'No' had not also its aspect of 'Yes', would not
the whole universe leak away, through its

yawning gap, into nothingness ?
For two years Satish wandered from place to
place, — we had no touch with him. We threw
ourselves with all the greater zeal into our

self-appointed tasks. VVe made it a special
point to shock those who professed belief in
any kind of religion, and the fields of good
work we selected were such that not a good
soul had a good word left for us. Satish had

been our flower ; when he dropped off, we,

the thorns, cast off our sheaths and gloried in

our sharpness.

3

Two years had passed since we lost sight
of Satish. My mind revolted against
harbouring the least thing evil against him,
nevertheless I could not help suspecting that

* According to the Hindu Shastras the present
age, the Kali Yuga, is the Dark Age when Dharma

( civilisation ) will be at its lowest ebb.

f Touching the feet of a revered elder, and then
one's own head, is called taking the dust of the feet.

It is the formal way of doing reverence.
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the high pitch, at which he used to be
kept strung, must have been flattened down
by this shock.
Uncle Jagamohan had once said of a

sannyasin : "As the money changer tests
the ring of each coin, so does the world test
each man by the response he gives to shocks
of loss and pain, the resistance he offers to
the craze for cheap salvation. Those who
fail to ring true are cast aside as worthless.
These wandering ascetics have been so
rejected, as being unfit to take part in the
world's commerce,—yet the vagabonds swag
ger about, boasting that it is they who have
renounced the world ! The worthy are per
mitted no loophole of escape from duty—
only withered leaves are allowed to fall off
the tree."
Had it come to this, that Satish, of all

people, had joined the ranks of the withered
and the worthless ? Was he, then, fated to
leave on the black touchstone of bereavement
his mark of spuriousness ?
While assailed with these misgivings,

news suddenly reached us that Satish ( our
Satish, if you please ! ) was making the
welkin resound with his cymbals in some out
of the way village, singing frenzied kirtatts*
as follower of Lilananda Swami, the Vaish-
nava revivalist !
It had passed my comprehension, when

I first began to know Satish, how he could ever
have come to be an atheist. I was now
equally at a loss to understand how Lilananda
Swami could have managed to lead him such
a dance with his kirtans.
And how on earth were we to show our

faces ? What laughter there would be in the
camp of the enemy — whose number, thanks
to our folly, was legion ! Our band waxed
mightily wroth with Satish. Many of them
said they had known from the very first, that
there was no rational substance in him, — he
was all frothy idealism. And I now discov
ered how much I really loved Satish. He
had dealt his ardent sect of atheists their death
blow,—yet I could not be angry with him.

4
Off I started to hunt up Lilananda Swami.

River after river I crossed, and trudged
* The kirtan is a kind of devotional oratorio sung

to the accompaniment of drums and cymbals, the
libretto ranging over the whole gamut of human
emotions, which are made the vehicle for communion
with the Divine Lover. As their feelings get worked
up, the singers begin to sway their bodies with, and
finally dance tolhe rhythm.

over endless fields. The nights I spent in
grocers' shops. At last in one of the villages
I came up against Satish's party.
It was then two o' clock in the afternoon.

I had been hoping to catch Satish alone.
Impossible ! The cottage which was honour
ed with the Swami's presence was packed
round with crowds of his disciples. There
had been kirtans all the morning ; those who
had come from a distance were now waiting
to have their meal served.
As soon as Satish caught sight of me, he

bounded up and embraced me fervidly. I was
staggered. Satish had always been extreme
ly reserved. His outward calm had ever been
the only measure of his depth of feeling. He
now appeared as though intoxicated.
The Swami was resting in the front room,

with the door ajar. He could see us. At
once came the call, in a deep voice :
"Satish !"
Satish was back inside, all in a flurry.
"Who is that ?" inquired the Swami.
"Srivilas, a great friend of mine, " Satish

reported.
During these years I had managed to

make a name for myself in our little world.
A learned Englishman had remarked on
hearing one of my English speeches : "The man
has a wonderful — " but let that be, why add
to the number of my enemies ? Suffice it to say
that, from the students up to the students'
forbears, the reputation had travelled round
that I was a rampaging atheist who could be
stride the English language and race her over
the hurdles at break-neck speed in the most
marvellous manner.
I somehow felt that the Swami was pleas

ed to have me here. He sent for me. I
merely hinted at the usual salutation as I
entered his room,— that is to say, my joined
hands were uplifted, but my head was not
lowered. Staunch pupils of Uncle Jagamohan
as we were, our reverence was not directed
to any outward object, as from a bent bow,
but remained defiantly erect, like a bayonet
on guard.
This did not escape the Swami. " Here,

Satish I" he ordered. "Fill me that pipe of
mine "

Satish set to work. But as he lit the
tinder, it was I who was set ablaze within.
Moreover, I was getting fidgety, not knowing
where to sit. The only seat in the room was
a wooden bedstead on which was spread the
Swami's carpet. Not that I confessed to any
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qualms about occupying a corner of the same
carpet on which the great man was installed,
but somehow my sitting down did not come
off. I remained standing near the door.
It appeared that the Swami was aware of

my having won the Premchand-Roychand*
scholarship. " My son," he said to me, " it is
good for the pearl diver if he succeeds in
reaching the bottom, but he would die if he
had to stay there. He must come up for the
free breath of life. If you would live, you
must now come up to the light, out of the
depths of your learning. You have enjoyed
the fruits of your scholarship, now try a taste
of the joys of its renunciation."
Satish handed his master the lighted pipe

and sat down on the bare floor near his feet.
The Swami leant back and stretched his legs
out towards Satish, who began gently to
massage them. This was more than I could
stand. I left the room. I could of course see
that this ordering about of Satish and making
him fag, was deliberately directed at me.
The Swami went on resting. All the

guests were duly served by the householder
with a meal of kedgeree. From five o'clock
the kirtans started again and went on till ten
in the night.
When I got Satish alone at last, I said to

him: "Look here, old fellow! You have
been brought up in the atmosphere of free
dom, from infancy. How have you managed
to get yourself entangled in this kind of
bondage to-day ? Is Uncle Jagamohan, then,
so utterly dead ?"
Partly because the playfulness of affection

prompted it
,

partly, perhaps, because precision
of description required it

,

Satish used to
reverse the first two syllables of my name
and call me Visrit.
" Visri, " he replied, " while Uncle was

alive he gave me freedom in life's field of
work, — the freedom which the child gets in
the playground. After his death it is he,
again, who has given me fieedom on the high
seas of emotion,—the freeiom which the child
gains when it comes back to its mother's
arms. I have enjoyed to the full the freedom
of life's day-time ; why should I now deprive
myself of the freedom of its evening? Be
sure that both these are the gift of that same
uncle of ours."

* The highest prize at the Calcutta University,

t Ungainly, ugly.

" Whatever you may say,
" I persisted,

" Uncle could have nothing to do with this
kind of pipe filling, leg-stroking business.
Surely this is no picture of freedom.

"
" That, " argued Satish, " was the freedom

on shore. There Uncle gave full liberty of
action to our limbs. This is freedom on the
ocean. Here the confinement of the ship is
necessary for our progress. That is why my
Master keeps me bound to his 'service. This
massaging is helping me to cross over.

"

" It does not sound so bad, " I admitted,
" the way you put it. But, all the same, I

have no patience with a man who can thrust
out his legs at you like that.

"
" He can do it

, " explained Satish,
" because he has no need of such service.
Had it been for himself, he might have felt
ashamed to ask it. The need is mine. "

I realised that the world into which Satish
had been transported had no place for me, .
his particular friend. The person, whom
Satish had so effusively embraced, was not I,

Srivilas, but a representative of all humanity,
just an idea. Such ideas are like wine. When
they get into vthe head, anyone can be em
braced and wept over, — I, only as much as
anybody else. But whatever joys may be the
portion of the ecstatic one, what can such
embrace signify to me, the other party ?

What satisfaction am I to get, merely to be
accounted one of the ripples on a grand,
difference-obliterating flood, - I, the indi
vidual I ?

However, further argument was clearly
useless. Nor could I make up my mind to
desert Satish. So, as his satellite, I also
danced from village to village, carried along
the current of kirtan singing.
The intoxication of it gradually took hold

of me. I also embraced all and sundry, wept
without provocation, and tended the feet of
the Master. And one day in a moment of
curious exaltation, Satish was revealed to me
in a light, for which there can be no other
name than divine.

With the capture of two such egregious,
college-educated atheists, as we were, the
fame of Lilananda Swami spread far and
wide. His Calcutta disciples now pressed
him to take up his head-quarters at the
metropolis.
So Swami Lilananda came on to Calcutta.
Shivatosh had been a devoted follower
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of Lilananda. Whenever the Swami visited
Calcutta, he had stayed with Shivatosh. And
it was the one delight of Shivatosh's life to
serve the Master together with all his dis
ciples, when they thus honoured his house.
When he died he bequeathed all his property
to the Swami, leaving only a life-interest in
the income to his young childless widow. It
was his hope that this house of his would
become a pilgrim-centre for the Sect.
This was the house where we now went

into residence.
During our ecstatic progress through the

villages I had been in an elated mood, which
I now found it difficult to keep up in Calcutta.
In the wonderland of emotion where we had
been revelling, the mystic drama of the
courting of the Bride within us and the Bride
groom who is everywhere, was being played.
And a fitting accompaniment to it had been
the symphony of the broad grazing greens,
the shaded ferry landing-places, the enrapf-
tured expanse of the noon-day leisure, the
deep evening silences vibrant with the tre
molo of cicadas. Ours had been a dream
progress to which the open skies of the coun
try side offered no obstacle. But with our
arrival at Calcutta, vve knocked our heads
against its hardness, we got jostled by its
crowds, and our dream was at an end.
Yet, was not this the Calcutta where,

within the confines of our students' lodgings,
we had once put our whole soul into our
studies, by day and by night ; where we had
pondered over and discussed the problems of
our country with our fellow students in the
College Square; where we had served as
volunteers at the holding of our National
Assemblies ; where we had responded to the
call of Uncle Jagamohan, and taken the vow
to free our minds from all slavery imposed by
Society or State ? Yes, it was in this self
same Calcutta that, in the flood tide of our
youth, we had pursued our course, regardless
of the revilement of stranger and kindred
alike, proudly breasting all contrary currents
like a.boat in full sail. Why, then, should
we now fail, in this whirlpool of pleasure-and-
pain ridden, hunger-and-thirst driven, much-
suffering humanity, to keep up the exaltation
proper to our tear-saturated cult of Emotional
Communion ?
As I manfully made the attempt, 1 was

beset with doubts at every step. Was I then
a mere weakling: unfaithful to my ideal : un
worthy of strenuous endeavour ? When I

turned to Satish, to see how he fared, I
found on his countenance no sign to show
that Calcutta, for him, represented any geo
graphical reality whatsoever,— in the mystic
world where he dwelt, all this city life meant
no more than a mirage.

We two friends took up our quarters, with
the Master, in Shivatosh's house. We had
come to be his chief disciples, and he would
have us constantly near his person.
With our Master and our fellow disciples,

we were absorbed day and night in discussing
emotions in general and the philosophy of
Spritual Emotion in particular. Into the very
thick of the abstruse complexities which thus
engaged our attention, the ripple of a
woman's laughter would now and again find
its way from the inner apartments.* Some
times there would be heard, in a clear, high-
toned voice, the call : "Bami !"— evidently
a maid-servant of that name.
These were doubtless but trivial interrup

tions for minds soaring, almost to vanishing
point, into the empyrean of idea. But to me
they came as a grateful shower of rain upon
a parched and thirsty soil. When little
touches of life, like shed flower petals, were
blown across from the unknown world be
hind the wall, then all in a moment I could
understand that the wonderland of our quest
was just there : there, where the keys jingled,
tied to the corner of Bami's sari ; where
from the floors rose the sound of the broom,
and from the kitchen the savour of the cook
ing,—all trifles, but all true. That world,
with its commingling of fine and coarse,
bitter and sweet,— that itself was the heaven
where Emotion truly held sway.
The najne of the widow was Damini. We

could catch momentary glimpses of her
through opening doors and flapping curtains.
But the two of us grew to be so much part
and parcel of the Master, that very soon
these doors and curtains were no longer
barriers in our case.
Daminif was the lightning which gleams

within the massed clouds of July. Without,
the cuives of youth enveloped her in their
fulness : within, flashed fitful fires. Thus
runs an entry in Satish's diary :

* The women's part of the housE.

■
)• Damini means Lightning.
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In Nonibala I have seen the Universal Woman in
one of her aspects, —the woman who lakes on herself
the whole burden of sin, who gives up lite itself for the
sinner's sake, who in dying leaves for the world the
balm of immortality. In Damini I see another
aspect of Universal Woman. This one has nothing
to do with death,—she is the Artist of the art of Life.
She blossoms out, in limitless profusion, in form and
scent and movement. She is not for rejection ; refuses
to entertain the ascetic ; and is vowed to resist the
least farthing of payment to the tax-gathering Winter
Wind.

It is necessary to relate Damini's previous
history.
At the time when the coffers of her father

Annada, were overflowing with, the proceeds
of his jute business, Damini was married to
Shivatosh. So long, Shivatosh's fortune had
consisted only in his pedigree : it could now
count a more substantial addition. Annada
bestowed on his son-in-law a house in Calcutta
and sufficient money to keep him for life.
There were also lavish gifts of furniture and
ornaments made to his daughter.
Annada, further, made a futile attempt to

take Shivatosh into his own business— but
the latter had no interest in worldly concerns.
An astrologer had once predicted to Shiva
tosh that, on the happening of a special con

junction of the stars, his soul would gain its

emancipation whilst still in the flesh. From
that day he lived in this hope alone, and
ceased to find charm in riches, or even in
objects still more charming. It was while in
this frame of mind that he had become a

disciple of Lilananda Svvami.
In the meantime, with the subsidence of

the Jute boom, the full force of the adverse
wind caught the heavy-laden bark of Annada's
fortune and toppled it over. All his property
was sold up and he had hardly enough left
to make a bare living.
One evening, Shivatosh came, into the

inner apartments and said to his wife : "The
Master is here. He has some words of
advice for you, and bids you attend. "
" I cannot go to him now,

" answered
Damini. " I haven't the time. "

What ? No time ! Shivatosh went up
nearer and found his wife seated in the

gathering dusk, in front of the open safe, with
her ornaments spread out before her. "What
in the world is keeping you ?" inquired he.
" I am arranging my jewels, " was the

reply.
So that was the reason for her lack of

time. Indeed !
*

The next day, when Damini opened the

safe, she found her jewel box missing. " My
jewels?" She exclaimed, turning inquiringly
to her husband.
" But you offered them to the Master.

Did not his call reach you at the very
moment? —for he sees into the minds of men.
He has deigned, in his mercy, to save you
from the lure of pelf. "

Damini's indignation rose to white heat.
" Give me back my ornaments !

" she com
manded.
" Why, what will you do with them ? "
" They were my father's gift to me. I

would return them to him. "
" They have gone to a better place, " said

Shivatosh. '' Instead of pandering to worldly
needs they are dedicated to the service of
devotees. "

That is how the tyrannical imposition of
faith began. And the pious ritual of exorcism,
in all its cruelty, continued to be practised in
order to rid Damini's mind of its mundane
affections and desires.
So, while her father and her little brothers

were starving by inches, Damini had to pre
pare daily, with her own hands, meals for the
sixty or seventy disciples who thronged the
house with the Master. She would some
times rebelliously leave out the salt, or
contrive to get the viands scorched, but that
did not avail to gain her any respite from her
penance.
At this juncture, Shivatosh died : and in

departing he awarded his wife the supreme
penalty for her want of faith : he committed
his widow, with all her belongings, to the
guardianship of the Master.

7

The house was in a constant tumult with
rising waves of fervour. Devotees kept
streaming in from all quarters to sit at the
feet of the Master. And yet Damini, who
had gained the Presence without effort of her
own, thrust aside her good fortune with
contumely.
Did the Master call her for some special

mark of his favour ?— she would keep aloof

pleading a headache. If he had occasion to
complain of some special omission of personal
attention on her part, she would confess to
have been away at the theatre. The excuse
was lacking in truth, but not in rudeness.
The other women disciples were aghast at

Damini's ways. Firstly, her attire was not
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such as widows* should affect. Secondly, she
showed no eagerness to drink in the Master's
words of wisdom. Lastly, her demeanour
had none of the reverential restraint which
the Master's presence demanded. " What a
woman ! " exclaimed they. " Many a hoyden
have we seen, but not one so outrageous.

"

The Swami used to smile. " The Lord, "

said he, '.'takes a special delight in wrestling
with a valiant .opponent. When Damini will
have to own defeat, her surrender will be
absolute."
He began to display an exaggerated toler

ance for her contumacy. That vexed Damini
still worse, for she looked on it as a more
cunning form of punishment. And one day
the Master caught her in a tit of laughter,
mimicking to one of her companions the ultra-
suavity of his manner towards herself. Still
he had not a word of rebuke, and repeated
simply that the final denouement would be
all the more extraordinary, to which end the
poor thing was but the instrument of provi
dence and so herself not to blame.
This was how we found her* when we first

came. The denouement was indeed extra
ordinary. I can hardly bring myself to write
on further,— what happened, moreover, is so
difficult to tell. The net-work of suffering,
which is woven behind the scenes, is not of
any pattern set by the scriptures, nor of our
own devising either. Hence the frequent
discords between the inner and the outer life
— discords that hurt, and wail forth in tears.
There came, at length, the dawn when

the harsh crust of rebelliousness cracked and
fell to pieces, and the flower of self-surrender
came through and held up its dew-washed
face. Damini's service became so beautiful
in its truth, that it descended on the devotees
like the blessing of the very Divinity of
their devotions.
And when Damini's lightning flashes had

matured into a steady radiance, Satish looked
on her and saw that she was beautiful ; but
I say this, that Satish gazed only on her beauty,
failing to see Damini herself.
In Satish's room there hung a portrait of

the Swami sitting in meditation, done on a
porcelain medallion. One day he found it
on the floor — in fragments. He put it down
to his pet cat. But other little mischiefs began
to follow, which were clearly beyond the
• Hindu widows in Bengal are supposed to dress

in simple white, ( sometimes plain brown silk, without
border, or ornamentation.

powers of the cat. There was some kind of
disturbance in the air which now and again
broke out in unseen electric shocks.
How others felt, I know not, but a growing

pain gnawed at my heart. Sometimes I
thought that this constant ecstacy of emotion
was proving too much for me. I wanted to
give it all up and run away. The old work
of teaching the leather dealers' children seem
ed, in its unalloyed prose, to be now calling
me back.
One wintry afternoon, when the Master

was taking his siesta, and the weary disciples
were at rest, Satish for some reason went off
into his own room at this unusual hour. His
progress was suddenly arrested at the thres
hold. There was Damini, her thick tresses
dishevelled, lying prone on the floor, beating
her head on it as she moaned : "Oh you stone,
yon stone, have mercy on me, have mercy
and kill me outright !"
Satish, all a-tremble with a nameless fear,

fled from the door.

8

It was a rule with Swami Lilananda to
go off once a year to some remote, out of the
way place, away from the crowd. With the
month of Magh* came round the time for
his journey. Satish was to attend on him.
I asked to go too. I was worn to the

very marrow with the incessant emotional
excitement of our cult ; and felt greatly in
need of physical movement as well as of
mental quiet.
The master sent for Damini. "My little

mothe'r," he told her, "I am about to leave
you for the duration of my travels. Let me
arrange for your stay meanwhile, with your
aunt as usual."
"I would accompany you," said Damini
"You could hardly bear it

, I am afraid.
Our journeying will be troublesome."
"Of course I can bear it," she answered.
"Pray have no concern about any trouble of
mine."
Lilananda was pleased at this proof of

Damini's devotion. In former years this
opportunity had been Damini's holiday time,—
the one thing to which she had looked for
ward through the preceding months. "Mira
culous !" thought the Swami. ' How wond-
rously does even stone become as wax in the
Lord's melting-pot of emotion."

*

• J snuary- February.
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So Damini had her way, and came along
with us.

9
The spot at which we arrived, after hours

of tramping in the sun, was a little, cocoanut-
palm-shaded promontory on the sea-coast.
Profound was the solitude and the tranquillity
which reigned there, as the gentle rustle of
its palm tassels merged into the idle plash of
the girdling sea. It looked like a tired hand
of the sleepy shore, limply fallen upon the
surface of the waters. On the palm of this
hand, stood a bluish-green hill ; and inside
the hill was a sculptured cave-temple of yore,- being, for all its serene beauty, the cause
of much disquiet amongst antiquarians as to
the origin, style and subject matter of its
sculptures.
Our intention had been to return to the

village where we had made our halt, after
paying a visit to this temple. That was now
seen to be impossible. The day was fast
declining and the moon was long past its full.
Lilananda Swami at length decided that we
should pass the night in the cave.
All four of us sat down to rest on the

sandy soil beneath thecocoanut groves fringing
the sea. The sunset glow bent lower and
lower over the western horizon, as though
Day was making its parting obeisance to
approaching Night.
The Master's voice broke forth in song

one of his own composition —
The day has waned, when at last we meet

at the turning,
And as I try to see your face, the last ray of evening

fades into the night.
We had heard the song before, but never

with such complete rapport between singer,
audience and surroundings. Damini was
affected to tears. The Swami went on to the
second verse —
I shall not grieve that the darkness comes •

between thee and my sight,—
Only, for a moment, stand before me that I may kiss

thy feet and wipe them with my hair.

When he had come to the end, the placid
eventide, enveloping sky and waters, was
filled, like some ripe, golden fruit, with the
bursting'sweetness of melody.
Damini rose and went up to the Master.
As she prostrated herself at his feet, her loose
hair slipped off her shoulders and was scatter
ed over the ground on either side. She
remained lonjj thus, before she raised her
h°ad.

io

[From Satish's Diary :]
There were several chambers within the

temple. In one of these I spread my blanket
and laid myself down. The darkness pent up
inside the cave seemed alive, like some great
black monster, its damp breatb bedewing my
body. I began to be haunted by the idea
that this was the first of created animals, born
in the beginning of time, with no eyes or
ears, but just one enormous appetite. Confin
ed within this cavern for endless ages, it
knew nothing, having no mind : but having
sensibility, it felt ; and wept and wept, in
silence.
Fatigue overpowered my limbs like a

dead-weight, but sleep came not. Some bird,
or perhaps bat, flitted in from the outside,
or out from the inside, — its wings beating
the air as it flew from darkness to darkness ;
when the draught reached my body it sent a
shiver through me, making my flesh creep.
I thought I would go and get some sleep

outside. But" I could not recollect the
direction in which the entrance was. As I
crawled on my hands and knees along the
way which appeared the right one, I knocked
against the cave wall. When I tried a
different side I nearly tumbled into a hollow
in which the water dribbling through the
cracks had collected.
I crawled back to my blanket and stretched

myself on it again. Again was I possessed
with the fancy that I had been taken right
into the creature's maw, and could not
extricate myself ; that I was the victim of a
blind hunger which was licking me with its
slimy saliva, through which I would be sucked
and digested noiselessly, little by little.
I felt that only sleep could save me. My

living, waking consciousness was evidently
unable to bear such close embrace of this
horrible, suffocating, obscurity —fit only for
the dead to suffer. I cannot say how long
after it came, —or whether it was really sleep
at all,—but a thin veil of oblivion fell at last
over my senses. And while in such half-
conscious state I actually felt a deep breathing
somewhere near my bare feet.— Surely not
that primeval creature of my imagining !
Then something seemed to cling about

my feet. Some real wild animal this time !—
was my first thought. But there was nothing
furry in its touch. What if it was some
species of serpent or reptile, of features and
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body unknown to me, of whose method of

absorbing its prey I could form no idea ? All
the more loathsome seemed the softness of it

,

— of this terrible, unknown, mass of hunger.
What between dread and disgust, I could

not even utter a cry. I tried to push it away
with ineffectual leg thrusts. Its face seemed
to be touching my feet, on which its panting
breath fell thickly. What kind of a face had

it
,
I wondered. I launched a more vigorous

kick, as the stupor left me. I had at first
supposed there was no fur, but what felt like

a mane now brushed across my legs. I

struggled up into a sitting posture.
Something went away in the darkness.

There was also a curious kind of a sound.
Could it have been sobbing ?

( To be continued}

HYDRO-ELECTRICITY IN MYSORE
By St. Nihal Singh.

FROM
an unpretentious wooden frame

hanging against an unpapered wall
in the power station at Siva-samud-

ram, Mysore, the figure of a simply-garb
ed, venerable Brahman statesman, Sir
Seshadri Iyer, looks down upon the elec
tric switches controlling the current which,
at a distance of some 60 miles, sets machi
nery at work digging gold from the bowels
of the earth, and lights up the cities of
Bangalore and Mysore, each less distant
than the Kolar Gold Fields.
Only a little more than two decades
have passed since that statesman, then
Dewan of Mysore, first dreamed a dream
of generating power from "Siva's Sea".
He had never left the shores of India, ex
cept for a trip to Ceylon, if that be leav
ing India's shore. Nor had he come into
intimate contact with electric engineers.
All that he knew of hydro-electricity was
gleaned from books and journals he had
chanced to read.
It is said that when the subject was
first broached to the Government of India,
the Earl ( now Marquis ) Curzon, then
Viceroy and Governor-General, did not
appear to be keen upon incurring heavy
expenditure upon works whose utility had
not been tested in India. As His High
ness the Maharaja was then a minor, and
the State was being administered under
British supervision, his hesitation to em
bark upon this project is not difficult to
understand.
Sir Seshadri, however, supported by

the far-seeing Maharani-Regent, the
mother of the Maharaja, stuck to his
scheme, and finally succeeded in convin-

'

38ya-4

cing the Governor-General that it wa9
practical. The tug of war on that and
other questions between the two seems to
have inspired great respect in Lord

Siva-samudram Falls, from whicfr Mysore
Gets Water Power.
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A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS
By Rabindranath Tagore.

Ill
DAMINI

WE
are back in our quarters in
the village, near a temple, in a
two-storeyed house belonging to

one of the Swami's disciples, which had
been placed at our disposal. Since our
return we see but little of Damini, though
she is still in charge of our household
affairs. She has made friends with the
neighbouring women and spends most
of her off time going about with them
from the house of this one to that of
the other.
The Swami is not particularly pleased.

Damini's heart, thinks he, does not yet
respond to the call of the etherial heights,
all its fondness is still for earthen walls.
In her daily work of looking after the
devotees — latterly like an act of wor
ship with her — a trace of weariness has
become noticeable. She makes mistakes.
Her service has lost its radiance.
The Master begins to be afraid of her

again, at heart. Between her brows'there
darkens a gathering frown ; her temper
is ruffled with fitful breezes ; the loosen
ing knot of her hair lowers over her
neck ; the pressure of her lips, the gleams
from the corner of her eye, her sudden
wayward gestures, presage a rebellious
storm.
The Swami turned to his kirtans with

renewed attention. The wandering bee,
he hoped, would be brought to drink
deep of the honey, once enticed in by
its fragrance. And so the short winter
days were filled to the brim with the
foaming wine of ecstatic song.
But no, Damini refused to be caught.

The exasperated Swami laughed out one
day : "The Lord is out hunting : the
resolute flight of the deer adds zest to

but succumb she must, inthe chase
the end."
When we had first come to know

Damini, she was not to be found
amongst the band of devotees clustering
round the Master. That, however, did
not attract our notice then. Her empty
place had now become conspicuous. Her
frequent absences smote us tempestuously.
The Swami put this down to her
pride, arid that hurt his own pride. As
for me,— but what does it matter what
I thought ?
One day the Master mustered up

the courage to say in his most dulcet
tones : "Damini, my little mother, do
you think you will have a little time
to spare this afternoon ? If so — "
"No," said Damini.
"Would you mind telling me why ?"
"1 have to assist in making sweetmeats
at the Nandi's."
"Sweetmeats ! What for ?"
"They have a wedding on."
"Is your assistance so indispensably—?"
"I promised to be there."
Damini whisked out of the room
without waiting for further questioning.
Satish, who was there with us, was

dumbfounded. So may men of learning,
wealth and fame had surrendered at the
feet of the Master, and this slip of a
girl,— what gave her such hardihood of
assurance ?
Another evening Damini happened
to be at home. The Master had ad
dressed himself to some specially impor
tant topic. After his discourse had
progressed awhile, something in our
faces gave him pause. He found our
attention wandering. On looking round
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lie discovered that Damini, who had
been seated in the room, sewing in hand,
was not to be seen. He understood the
reason of our distraction. She was not
there, not there, not there, — the refrain
now kept worrying him too. He began
to hose the thread of his discourse and
at last gave it up altogether.
The Swami left the room and went
off to I'amini's door. "Damini !" he
called. "Why are you all alone here ?
Will you not come and join us ?"
"I am engaged," said Damini.
The baffled Swami could see, as he
passed by the half-open door, a captive
kite in a cage. It had somehow struck
against the telegraph wires, and had
been lying wounded, when Damini rescued
it from the pestering crows ; and she had
been tending it since.
The kite was not the only object which
engaged Damini's solicitude. There was
a mongrel pup, whose looks were on a
par with its breeding. It was discord
personified. Whenever it heard our
cymbals it would look up to heaven and
voice forth a prolonged complaint. The
gods, being fortunate, did not feel bound
to give it a hearing. The poor mortals
■whose ears happened to be within reach
were wofully agonised.
One afternoon, when Damini was
engaged in practising horticulture in
sundry cracked pots on the roof-terrace,
Satish came up and asked her point
blank : "Why is it you have given Up
coming over there altogether ?"
"Over where ?"
"To the Master."
"Why, what need have you people of
me ?"
"We have no need,— but surely the

need is yours."
"No, no !" flung out Damini. "Not at
all, not at all !"
Taken aback by her heat, Satish gazed
at her in silence. Then he mused aloud :
"Your mind lacks peace. If you would
gain peace —"

"Peace from you ? You who are
consumed day and night with your
excitement, — where have you the peace
to give ? Leave me alone, I beg and

pray you. I was at peace. I would be at
peace."
"You see but the waves on the surface.
If you have the patience to dive deep, you
will find all calm there."
Damini wrung her hands as she cried :
"I beseech you, for the Lord's sake, don't
insist on my diving downwards. If only
you will give up all hope of my conversion,
1 may yet live !"

2

My experience has never been large
enough to enable me to penetrate the mys
teries of woman's mind. Judging from
what little I have seen of the surface from
the outside, I have come to the belief that
women are ever ready to bestow their
heart where sorrow cannot but be their
lot. They will either string their garland
of acceptance* for some beast who will
trample it under foot and defile it in the
mire of his passions, or dedicate it to some
idealist, on whose neck it will get no hold,
attenuated as he is, like the dream-
stuff of his imaginings.
When left to do their own choosing,
women invariably reject ordinary men
like me, made up of gross and fine, who
know woman to be just woman, — that is
to say, neither a clay doll made to serve
for our pastime, nor a transcendental
melody to be evoked at our master touch.
They reject us because we have neither
the forceful delusions of the flesh, nor the
roseate illusions of fancy : we can neither
break them on the wheel of our desire, nor
melt them in the glow of our fervour to be
cast in the mould of our ideal.
Because we know them only for what
they are, they may be friendly, but
cannot love us. We are their true refuge,
for they can rely on our devotion, but
our self-dedication comes so easy, they
forget that it has a price. So the only
reward we get is, to be used for their
purposes ; perchance to win their respect ;
. . . but I am afraid my psychological
propositions are more likely nothing but
personal grievances. The fact probably

* In the old days, when a girl had to choose
between several suitors, she signified her choice by
putting a garland round the neck of th'e accepted one.
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is, what we thus lose is really our gain,—
any way, that is how we may console
ourselves.
Damini avoids the Master because she
cannot bear him. She fights shy of Satish
because for him her feelings are of the
opposite description. I am the only
person, near at hand, with whom there is
no question of love or hate. So whenever
I am with her, Damini talks away to me
of unimportant matters concerning the
old days, the present times, or the daily
happenings at the neighbours' houses.
These talks would usually take place
on the shaded part of the roof-terrace,
which served as a passage between our
several rooms on the second storey, where
Damini sat slicing betelnuts.
What I could not understand is, how
these trifling talks should have attracted the
notice of Satish's emotion-clouded vision.
Granted that the circumstance was not
so trifling, but do I not know that, in the
world where Satish dwelt, they had no
such disturbing things as circumstances,
at all ? The Mystic Union, in which per
sonified cosmic forces were assisting, was
an eternal drama, not an historical
episode. Those who are rapt with the
undying flute strains borne along the
ceaseless zephyrs which play on the banks
of the ever-flowing Jamuna of that
mystic paradise,— one would not suppose
that they have eyes or ears left for the
ephemeral doings immediately afound
them. This much at least is certain, that
before our return from the cave, Satish
used to be much denser in his mundane
perceptions.
For this difference I may have been
partly responsible. I also had begun to
absent myself from our kirtans and dis
courses, perhaps with a frequency which
could not elude even Satish. One day he
came round on inquiry, and found me
running after Damini's mongoose — a
recent acquisition — trying to lure it into
bondage with a pot of milk which I had
procured from the local milkman. This
occupation, viewed as an excuse, was
simply hopeless. It could easily have
waited till the end of our sitting. For
the matter • of that, the best thing

clearly would have been to leave the
mongoose to its own devices, thus at
one stroke demonstrating my adherence
to the two principal tenets of our cult,—
compassion for all creatures, and Passion
for the Lord.
That is why, when Satish came up,
I had to feel ashamed. I put down the
pot then and there, and tried to edge
away along the path which led back to
self-respect.
But Damini's behaviour took me by
surprise. She was not in the least
abashed as she asked : "Where are you
off to, Srivilas Babu ?"
I scratched my head as I mumbled :
"I was thinking of joining the —"
"They must have finished by this time.
Do sit down."
This coming from Damini, in the
presence of Satish, made my ears redden.
Damini turned to Satish. "I am in awful
trouble with the mongoose," she said.
"Last night it stole a chicken from the
mussulman quarters over there. I dare
not leave it loose any longer. Srivilas
Babu has promised to look out for a nice
big hamper to keep it in."
It seemed to me that it was my
devotion to her which Damini was using
the mongoose to show oft'. I was
reminded how the Swami had ordered
about Satish to impress me. The two
were the same thing.
Satish made no reply and his departure
was somewhat abrupt. I gazed on
Damini and could see her eyes flash out as
they followed his disappearing figure ;
while on her lips there set a hard,
enigmatic smile.
What conclusion Damini had come to,
she knew best ; the only result apparent
to me was, that she began to send for me
on all kinds of flimsy pretexts. Sometimes
she would make sweetmeats, which she
pressed on me.
One day 1 could not help suggesting :
"Let's offer some to Satish as well."
"That would only annoy him," said
Damini.
And it happened that Satish, passing
that way, caught me in the act of being
tbuB regaled.
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In the drama which was being played,
the hero and the heroine spoke their

pares 'aside'. I was the one character
who, being of no consequence, had to

speak out. This sometimes made me
curse my lot ; none the less, I could not
withstand the temptation of the petty
cash with which I was paid off, from day
to day, for taking up the role of middle
man. What a. situation to be in !

For some days Satish clanged his cym
bals and danced his kirtans with added
vigour. Then, one day, he came to me
and said : 'We cannot keep Damini with
us any longer."
"Why ?" I asked.
"We must free ourselves altogether from
the influence of Woman."
"If that be a necessity," said I, "there
must be something radically wrong with
our system."
Satish stared at me in amazement.
"Woman is a natural phenomenon,"
I continued undaunted, "who will have
her place in the world, however much we,
may try to get rid of her. If your spiritual
welfare depends on ignoring her existence,

then its pursuit will be like the chasing
of a phantom, and will shame you so,
when the illusion is dissipated, that you
will not know where to hide yourself."
"Oh stop your philosophising !"
exclaimed Satish. "I was talking
practical politics. It is only too evident
that women are emissaries of Maya, and
at her behest ply on us their blandish
ments — for they cannot fulfil the design
of their Mistress unless they overpower
our reason. So we must steer clear of
them if we would keep our intellect free."

I was about to make my reply, when
Satish stopped me with a gesture, and
went on : "Visri, old fellow ! Let me
tell you plainly : if the hand of Maya is
not visible to you, that is because you
have allowed yourself to be caught in her
net. The vision of Beauty with which
she has ensnared you to-day will vanish
as soon as its purpose is accomplished,
and w,ith the beauty will disappear the

spectacles of desire through which you

now see it as greater than all the world.
Where the noose of Maya is so glaringly
obvious, why be foolhardy enough to
take risks ?"
" I admit all that, " I rejoined.
"But, my dear fellow the all-pervading
net of Maya was not cast by my
hands, nor do I know the way to escape
round it. Since we have not the power
to evade Maya, our spiritual striving
should help us, while acknowledging
her, to rise above her. Because it does
not take such course, we have to flounder
about in vain attempts to cut away the
half of Truth."
"Well, well, let's have your idea of
spiritual striving a little more clearly,"
said Satish.
"We must sail the boat of our life,"
I proceeded, "along the current of Nature,
in order to reach beyond it. Our problem
is, not how to get rid of this current, but
how to keep the boat afloat in its
channel, until it is through. For that a
rudder is necessary."
"You people who have ceased to be
loyal to the Master, — how can I make
you understand that in him we have just
this rudder ? You would regulate your
spiritual life according to your own
whims. That way death lies !" With
this Satish betook himself to Ihe Master's
chamber and fell to tending his feet with
fervour.
The- same evening, when Satish lit the
Master's pipe, he also preferred his plaint
against Maya and her emissaries. The
smoking of one pipe, however, did not
suffice for its adjudication. Evening after
evening, pipe after pipe was exhausted,
yet the Master was unable to make up
his mind.
From the very beginning, Damini had
given the Swami no end of trouble. Now
the girl had managed to set up this eddy
in the midst of the smooth current of the
devotees' progress. But Shivatosh had
thrown her and her belongings so abso
lutely on the Master's hands that he
knew not how or where to cast her off.
What made it more difficult still was,
that he harboured a secret fear of his
ward.
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And Satish — for all the doubled and
quadrupled enthusiasm which he put into
his kirtans, for all the pipe-filling and
massaging in which he tried to rest his
heart — the poor fellow was not allowed
to forget for a moment that Maya had
taken up her position right across the
line of his spiritual advance.
One day some kirtanists of repute had
arrived, and were to sing in the evening at
the temple next door. The kirtan would
last far into the night. I managed to
slip away after the preliminary overture,
having no doubt that, in so thick a crowd,
no one would notice my absence.
Damini, that evening, had completely
thrown off her reserve. Things which
are difficult to speak of, which refuse to
leave one's choking throat, flowed from
her lips so simply, so sweetly. It was as
if she had suddenly come upon some secret
recess in her heart, so long hidden away
in darkness,— as if

,

by some strange
chance, she had gained the opportunity
to stand before her own self, face to face.
Just at this time, Satish came up from
behind and stood there hesitating,
without our being aware of it at the
moment. Not that Damini was saying
anything very particular, but there were
tears in her eyes,— all her words, in fact,
were then welling up from some tear-
flooded depth. When Satish arrived, the
kirtan could not have been anywhere
near its end. I divined that he "must
have been goaded with repeated inward
urgings, to have left the temple then.
As Satish came round into our view,
Damini rose with a start, wiped her
eyes and made off towards her room.
Satish with a tremor in his voice said :

"Damini, will you listen to me ? I would
have a word with you."
Damini slowly retraced her steps and
came and sat down again. I made as
though to take myself off, but an imploring
glance from her restrained me from
stirring. Satish, who seemed to have
made some kind of effort meanwhile, came
straight to the point.
"The need," said he to Damini, "which
brought the rest of us to the Master,
was not yours when you came to him."

"No," avowed Damini, expectantly.
"Why, then, do you stay amongst his
devotes ?"
Damini's eyes flamed up as she cried :

"Why do I stay ? Did I come of my own
accord ? Was not this helpless creature,
for all her lack of faith, bound hand and
foot by your devotees into this dungeon
of devotion ? What avenue of escape have
you left me ?"
"We have now decided," stated Satish,
"that if you would go to stay with some
relative, all your expenses will be found."
"You have decided, have you ?"
"Yes."
"Well then ,— I have not !"
"Why, how will that inconvenience
you ?"
"Am I a piece in your game, that you

devotees shall play me now this way, now
the other ?"
Satish was struck dumb.
"I did not come," continued Damini,
"wanting to please your devotees. And 1

am not going away, at the bidding of the
lot of you, merely because I don't happen
to please you !"
Damini covered her face with her
hands and burst out sobbiog as she ran
into her room and slammed the door.
Satish did not return to the kirtan
singing. He sank down in a corner of the
adjoining roof-terrace and brooded there
in silence.
The sound of the breakers on the
distant sea-shore came, wafted along the
south breeze, like despairing sighs, rising
up to the watching star clusters, from the
very heart of the Earth.

I spent the night wandering round and
round through the dark, deserted village
lanes.

The World of Reality has made a
determined onslaught on the Mystic
Paradise, within the confines of which the
Master sought to keep Satish and myself
content, by repeatedly filling for us the
cup of symbolism with the nectar of idea.
Now the clash of the actual with the
symbolic bids fair to overturn the latter
and spill its emotional contents in the
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dust. The Master is not blind to this
danger.
Satish is no longer himself. Like a
paper kite, with its regulating knot gone,
he is still high in the skies, but may at
any moment begin to gyrate groundwards.
There is no falling off, as yet, in the out
ward rigour of his devotional and
disciplinary exercises, but a closer scrutiny
reveals the tbttering gait of incipient
weakening.
As for my condition, Damini has left
nothing so vague in it as to require any
guess-work. The more she notices the
fear in the Master's face, and the pain in
Satish's, the oftener she makes me dance
attendance on her.
It came to be so, that when we would
be engaged in talk with the Master,
Damini would sometimes appear in the
doorway and interrupt us with :
"Srivilas Babu, would you mind coming
over this way ?" without even condes
cending to add what I was wanted for.
The Swami would glance up at me ;
Satish would glance up at me ; I would
hesitate for a moment between them and
her ; then I would glance up at the door ;
— and in a trice I was off the fence, and
out of the room ! An effort would be
made, after my exit, to go on with the
talk, but the effort would soon get the
better of the talk, whereupon the latter
would stop.
Everything seemed to be falling to

pieces around us. The old compactness
was gone.
We two had come to be the pillars of
the sect. The Master could not give either
of us up without a struggle. So he
ventured once more to make an overture
to Damini. "My little mother," said he,
"the time is coming for us to proceed to
the more arduous part of our journey.
You had better return from here."
"Return where ?"
"Home, to your aunt."
"That cannot be."
"Why ?" asked the Swami.
"First of all," said Damini, "she is not
my own aunt at all. Why should she bear
my burden ?"
"All your expenses shall be borne by us."

"Expenses are not the only burden. It
is no part of her duty to be saddled with
looking after me."
"But Damini," urged the Swami in his

desperation, "can I keep you with me for
ever ?"
"Is that a question for me to answer ?"
"But where will you go when I am
dead ?"
"I was never allowed," returned
Damini icily, "to have the responsibility
of thinking that out. I have been made
to realise too well that in this world I
have neither father nor brother ; neither
home nor property ; nothing at all to call
my own. That is what makes my burden
so heavy to bear. It pleased you to take
it up. You shall not now cast it on
another !"
Damini went off.
"Lord, have mercy !" sighed the

Swami.
Damini had laid on me the command
to procure for her some good Bengali
books. I need hardly say, that by 'good'
Damini did not mean spiritual, of the
quality affected by our sect. Nor need I
pause to make it clear, that Damini had no
compunction in asking anything from me.
It had not taken her long to find out that
making demands on me was the easiest
way of making me amends. Some kind
of tree is all the better for being pruned :
that was the kind of person I seemed
to be where Damini was concerned.
Well, the books I ordered were unmi-
tigatedly modern. The author was dis
tinctly less influenced by Manu* than by
man himself. The packet was delivered
by the postman to the Swami. He raised
his eyebrows as he opened it, and asked :
"Hullo, Srivilas, what are these for ?"
I remained silent.
The Master gingerly turned over some
of the pages, as he remarked for my bene
fit that he had never thought much of the
author, having failed to find in his writ
ings the correct spiritual flavour.
"If you read them carefully, Sir," I
suddenly blurted out, "you will find his
writings not to be lacking in the flavour

* The Hindu law-giver.
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of Truth !" The fact is, rebellion had been
long brewing within me. I was feeling
done to death with mystic emotion. I
was nauseated with slobbering over
abstract human feelings, to the neglect of
living human creatures.
The Master blinked at me curiously

before he replied : "Very well, my son,
carefully read them I will !" with which
he tucked the books away under the
bolster on which he reclined. I could
perceive that his idea was, not to sur
render them to me.
Damini, from behind the door, must
have got wind of this, for at once she
stepped in and asked : "Haven't the
books you ordered for me arrived yet ?"
I remained silent.
"My little mother !" said the Swami.
"These books are not fit for your
reading."
"How should you know that, pray ?"
The master frowned. "How, at least,
could you know better ?"
"I have read the author : you, perhaps,
have not."
"Why, then, need you read him over
again ?"
"When you have any need," Damini
flared up, "nothing is allowed to stand
in the way. It is only I who am to
have no needs, I suppose ?"
"You forget yourself, Damini. I am a
sannyasin, I have no worldly desire^."
"You forget that I am not a sannya
sin. I have a desire to read these books.
Will you let me have them, please ?"
The Swami drew out the books from
under his bolster and tossed them across
to me. I handed them over to Damini.
In the result, the books that Damini
would have read alone by herself, she
now began to send for me to read out
to her. It was in that same shaded
verandah along our rooms, that these
readings took place. Satish passed and
re-passed, longing to join in, but could
not, unasked.
One day we had come upon some
humorous passage, and Damini was
rocking with laughter. There was a festi
val on at the temple and we had sup
posed that Satish would be there. But

we heard a door open behind us, through
which Satish unexpectedly appeared and
came and sat down beside us.
Damini's laughter was at once cut
short. I also felt awkward. I wanted
badly to say something to Satish, but
no words would come, and I went on
silently turning over page after page of
my book. He rose, and left as abruptly as
he had come. Our reading made no farther
progress that day.
Satish may, very likely, have understood
that while he envied the absence of
reserve between Damini and me, its
presence was j ust what I envied in his case !
That same day he petitioned the Master
to be allowed to go off on a solitary
excursion along the sea coast, promising
to be back within a week. "The very
thing, my son !" acquiesced the Swami,
with enthusiasm.
Satish departed. Damini did not send
for me to read to her any more, nor had
she anything else to ask of me. Neither
did I see her going to her friends, the
women of the neighbourhood. She kept
her room, with closed doors.
Some days passed thus. One afternoon,
when the Master was deep in his siesta,
and I was writing a letter seated out on
our verandah, Satish suddenly turned up.
Without so much as a glance at me,
he walked straight up to Damini's door,
knocking as he called : "i'amini, Damini."
Damini came out at once. But what
a Satish met her inquiring gaze ! Like
a storm-battered ship, with torn rigging
and tattered sails, was his condition,—
eyes wild, hair dishevelled, features drawn,
garments dusty.
"Damini," said Satish, "I asked you to
leave us. That was wrong of me. I beg
your forgiveness."
"Oh don't say that !" cried the
distressed Damini, clasping her hands.
"You must forgive me," he repeated.
"I will never again allow the pride to
overcome me, which led me to think I
could take you or leave you, according to
my own spiritual requirements. Such sin
will never cross my mind again, I promise
you. Do vou also promise me one
thing."
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" Command me!" said Damini, making
humble obeisance.
"You must join us. and not keep aloof
like this."
"I will join you," said Damini. "I
will sin no more." Then, as she bowed
low again to take the dust of his feet, she
repeated: "I will sin no more."

The stone was melted again. Damini's
bewildering radiance remained undimmed,
but it lost its heat. In worship and
ritual and service her beauty blossomed
out anew. She was never absent from
the kirtan singing, nor when the Master
gave his readings and discourses. There
was a change in her raiment also. She
reverted to the golden brown of plain
tussore,* and whenever we saw her she
seemed fresh from her toilet.
The severest test came in her intercourse
with the Master. When she made her
salutation to him, I could catch the glint
of severely repressed temper through her
half-closed eyelids. I knew very well that
she could not bear to take orders from
the Master; nevertheless, so complete was
her self-suppression, that the Swami was
able to screw up the courage to repeat his
condemnation of the obnoxious tone of
that outrageously modern Bengali writer.
The next day there was a heap of flowers
near his seat ; and under them were the
torn pages of the books of the objection
able author !
I had always noticed that the fagging
of Satish was specially intolerable to
Damini. Even now, when the Master
asked him for some personal service,
Damini would try to hustle past Satish
and forestall him. This, however, was
not possible in every case ; and while
Satish kept blowing on the tinder to get
it into a blaze for the Master's pipe,
Damini would have much ado to keep
herself in hand by grimly repeating under
* The tussore silk- worm is a wild variety, and

its cocoon has to be used after the moth has cut its
way out and flown away, thus not being killed in the
process of unwinding the silk. Hence tussore silk is
deemed specially suitable for wear on occasions of
divine worship.

her breath : "I will sin no more. I will
sin no more."
But what Satish had tried for did not
come oft". On the last occasion of Damini's
self-surrender, he had seen the beauty of
the surrender onty, not of the self behind
it. This time, Damini herself had become
so true for him that she eclipsed all strains
of music and all thoughts of philosophy.
Her reality had become so dominant, that
Satish could no longer lose himself in his
visions, nor think of her merely as an
aspect of Universal Woman. It was not
she who, as before, set off for him the
melodies which filled his mind ; rather
these melodies had now become part of the
halo which encircled her person.
I should not, perhaps, leave out the
minor detail that Damini had no longer
any use for me. Her demands on me
had suddenly ceased altogether. Of my
colleagues who used to assist in beguiling
her leisure, the kite was dead, the mon
goose fled, and as for the mongrel puppy,
its manners having offended the Master's
susceptibilities, it had been given away.
Thus, bereft both of occupation and
companionship, I returned to my old
place in the assembly surrounding the
Master, though the talking and singing
and doing, that went on there, had all
alike become horribly distasteful to me.

6
The laboratory of Satish's mind was
not amenable to any outside laws. One
day, as he was concocting therein, for
my special delectation, a weird mixture
of ancient philosophy and modern science,
with reason as well as emotion promis
cuously thrown in, Damini burst in upon
us panting :
"Oh, do come both of you, come
quick !"
"Whatever is the matter ?" I cried,
as I bounded to my feet.
"Nabin's wife has taken poison, I
think," she said.
Nabin was a neighbour : one of our
regular kirtan singers : and an ardent
disciple. We hurried after Damini, but
when we arrived, his wife was dead.
We pieced together her story. Nabin's

52%-2
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wife had brought her motherless younger
sister to live with them. She was a
very pretty girl and, when Nabin's
brother had last been home, he was
so taken with her that their marriage
was speedily arranged. This greatly
relieved her elder sister ; for, high caste
as they were, a suitable bridegroom
was not easy to find. The wedding
day had been fixed some months later,
when Nabin's brother would have com
pleted his college course. Meanwhile
Nabin's wife lit upon the discovery that
her husband had seduced her sister. She
forthwith insisted on his marrying the
unfortunate girl — for which, as it hap
pened, he did not require much persua
sion. The wedding ceremony had just
been put through, whereupon the elder
sister had made away with herself by
taking poison.
There was nothing to be done. The
three of us slowly wended our way
back, to find the usual throng round
the Master. They sang a kirtan to him and,
as was his wont, he waxed ecstatic
and began to dance with them. . . .
That evening the moon was near its
full. One corner of our terrace was over
hung by the branch of a chalta tree. At
the edge of the shadow under its thick
foliage, sat Damini lost in silent thought.
Satish was softly pacing up and down
our verandah, behind her. I had a mania
for diary-writing, in which I was indulg
ing, alone in my room, with the door
wide open.
That evening the koil could not sleep ;
stirred by the south breeze, the leaves too
were speaking out ; and the moonlight,
shimmering on them, smiled in response.
Something must have also stirred within
Satish, for he suddenly turned his steps
towards the terrace, and went and stood
near Damini.
Damini looked round with a start,
adjusted her sari* over the back of her
head, and rose as if to leave. Satish
called : "Damini !"
She stopped at once, and turning to

* A formal recognition of the presence of an
elder.

him appealingly, with folded hands she
said : "My Master, may I ask you a.
question ?"
Satish looked at her inquiringly, but
made no reply.
Damini went on : "Tell me truly, of
what use to the world is this thing with.
which your sect is occupied day and night.
Whom have you been able to save ?"
I came out from my room and stood
on the verandah.
Damini continued : " This passion,
passion, passion, on which you harp, — did
you not see it in its true colours to-day ?
It has neither religion, nor duty ; it
regards neither wife, nor brother, nor the
sanctuary of home ; it knows neither pity,
nor trust, nor modesty, nor shame. What
way have you discovered to save men
from the hell of this cruel, shameless, soul-
killing passion ?"
I could not contain myself, but cried
out: "Oh yes, we have hit upon the
wonderful device of banishing Woman
right away from our territory, so as to
make our pursuit of passion quite safe!"
Without paying any heed to my words,
Damini spoke on to Satish :

" I have
learnt nothing at all from your Master.
He has never shed a moment's peace over
my distracted mind. Fire cannot quench
fire. The road, along which he is taking
his devotees, leads neither to courage, nor
restraint, nor peace. The woman who is
dead, — her heart's blood was sucked dry
by that ogress, Passion, who killed her.
Did you not see the hideous countenance
of the murderess? For god's sake, my
Master, I implore you, do not sacrifice me
to that ogress. Oh save me, for if any
body can save me, it is you !"
For a space, all three of us kept silent.
So poignant became the silence all around,
it seemed to me that the droning vibration
of the cicadas was but a swoon-thrill of
the pallid sky.
Satish was the first to speak. " Tell
me," said he to Damini. "What is it you
would have me do for you ?"

"Be my gvrul I would follow none
else. Give me some creed — higher than
all this — which can save me. Do not let



EDUCATION WITH REFERENCE TO AGRICULTURE 413

me be destroyed, together with the
Divinity which is in me."
Satish drew himself up straight, as he
responded: "So be it."
Damini prostrated herself at his feet,
her forehead touching the ground, and
remained long thus, in reverential adora
tion, murmuring: "Oh my Master, my
Master, save me, save me, save me from
all sin."

7

Once more there was a mighty sensa
tion in our world, and a storm of vitu
peration in the newspapers — for Satish
had again turned renegade !
At first he had loudly proclaimed
active disbelief in all religion and
social convention. Next, with equal
vehemence, he had displayed active belief

in gods and goddesses, rites and cere
monies, not excluding the least of them.
Now, lastly, he had thrown to the winds
all the rubbish heaps both of religious
and irreligious cults, and had retired into
such simple peacefulness that no one
could even guess what he believed, or what
he did not. True, he took up good
works as of old ; but there was nothing
aggressive about it, this time.

There was another event over which

the newspapers exhausted all their
resources of sarcasm and virulence. That
was the announcement of Damini's

marriage with me. The mystery of this
marriage none will perhaps fathom,—
but why need they ?

( To be continued )

EDUCATION IN ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS, SECONDARY SCHOOLS AND

COLLEGES, WITH SPECIAL REFERENCE TO AGRICULTURE

Bv Principal

AN
instructive and interesting article

on Agricultural education in Denmark
has been published in 8ist volume

of the Journal of the Royal Agricultural Socie
ty of England to which the writer wishes
to invite the attention of the Government,

the University, and the people of Bengal,
whose minds are now greatly exercised on the

subject of Vocational studies. As the Jour
nal may not be available to all of them, a brief

summary is given here of contents of the

article and of the points which are of special
interest to us in Bengal where the question
of Education in Agriculture, which has been
trifled with much too long, will soon have to
be faced.
As compared with England, Denmark is

a country of small farmers. A sixth of the
whole of the land is in holdings of less than

35 acres ( ioo bighas nearly). They are
worked in many cases solely by the farmer

and his family. The parallel between
Denmark and Bengal is very close in these

respects ; hence Denmark has been chosen

G. C. Bose.

as the country which may afford Bengal some

guidance in the matter of education with spe

cial reference to agriculture. Although 90

per cent of the land of Denmark is under

arable cultivation, the agriculture of the

country is founded on cows, as there are 46

cows for every 100 heads of population ;

whereas in England and Wales the ratio is 10

to 100. The milk is sent to local creameries

to be made into butter, or cheese, for export.

In tracing- out the scheme of Agricultural

Education in Denmark and thereby formula

ting, if possible, a scheme for Bengal, it
is

desirable to start with the boy at the Elemen

tary Schools, popularly called Village
Schools,

and gradually trace his career through various

kinds of Secondary Schools, to the highly

technical Royal Agricultural College at Copen

hagen, the capital of Denmark.

The Village Schools.

Denmark is essentially an agricultural

country and the want of a strong agricultural

bias in the curriculum of the Village Schools
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A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS

By Rabindranath Tagore.

IV

1,'SRIVILAS

THERE
was once an Indigo factory

on this spot. All that now remains
of it are some tumble-down rooms

belonging to the old house, the rest having
crumbled into dust. v\hen returning
homewards, after performing Datnini's
last rites, the place as we passed by ic,
somehow appealed to me, and 1 stayed on
alone.
The road, leading from the river-side to
the factory gate, is flanked by an avenue
of sissoo trees. Two broken pillars still
mark the site of the gateway, and portions
of the garden wall are standing here and
there. The only other memento of the past
is the brick-built mound over the grave of
some Musalman servant of the factory.
Through its cracks, wild flowering shrubs
have sprung up. Covered with blossoms,
they sway to the breeze and mock at
death, like merry maidens shaking with
laughter while they chaff the bridegroom
on his wedding day. The banks of the
garaen pool have caved in and let the
water trickle away, leaving the bottom
to serve as a bed for a coriander patch.
As I sit out on the roadside, under the
shade of the avenue, the scent of the
coriander, in flower, goes through and
through my brain.
I sit and muse. The factory, of which

these remnants are left, like the skeleton
of some dead animal by the wayside,
was once alive. From it flowed waves
of pleasure and pain in a stormy succes
sion, which then seemed to be endless.
Its terribly efficient English proprietor,
who made the very blood of his sweating
cultivators run blue,— how tremen-

remaining traces
or two more to

dous was he compared to puny me

Nevertheless, Mother Earth girded up her
green mantle, undismayed, and set to
work so thoroughly to plaster over the
disfigurement wrought by him and his
activities that the few
require but a touch
vanish for ever.
This scarcely jiovel reflection, however,
was not what my mind ruminated over.
" No, no !" it protested. "' One dawn does
not succeed another merely to smear fresh
plaster* over the floor. True, the English
man of the factory, together with the
rest of its abominations, are all swept
away into oblivion like a handful of
dust,— but my Damini!"
Many will not agree with me, I know.
Shankaracharya's philosophy spares no
one.- All the world is maya, a trembling
dew drop on the lotus leaf. But
Jshankaracharya was a sannyasm. " Who
is yo'ur wife, who your son ?" were
questions he asked, without understand
ing their meaning. Not being a sannyasin
myself, T know full well that Damini is
not a vanishing dew drop on the lotus
leaf.
But, I am told, there are householders
also, who say the same thing. That -may
be. They are mere householders, who
have lost only the mistress of their house.
Their home is doubtless maya, and so
likewise its mistress. These are their own
handiwork, and when done with, any
broom is good enough for sweeping their
fragments clean away.

* The wattle-and daub cottages of a Bengal village
are cleaned and renovated every morning by a moist,

clay mixture being smeared by the housewife over the
plinth and floors. ....

70%-4
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I did not keep house long enough to
settle down as a householder, nor is mine
the temperament of a sanayasin, — that
saved me. So the Damini whom 1 gained
became neither housewife nor mava.
She remained true to herself and, to the
end, my Damini. Who dares call her a
shadow ?
Had I known Damini only as mistress
of my house, much of this would never
have been' written. It is because I knew
her in a greater, truer relation, that I
have no hesitation in putting down the
whole truth, recking nothing of what
others may say.
Had it been my lot to live with Damini
as others do in the every-day world, the
household routine of toilet and food and
repose would have sufficed for me as for
them. And after Damini's death, I could
have heaved a sigh and 'exclaimed with
Shankaracharya: "Variegated is the world
of maya !" before hastening to honour
the suggestion of some aunt or other well-
meaning elder, by another essay at samp
ling its variety. But I had not adjusted
myself to the domestic world, like a foot
in a comfortable old shoe. From the
very outset I had given up hope of happi
ness, — no, no, that is saying too much ;
I was not so non-human as that. Happi
ness I certainly hoped for, but I did not
arrogate to myself the right to claim it.
Why ? Because it was I who per
suaded I 'amini to give her consent to
our marriage. Not for us was the first
auspicious vision* in the rosy glow of
festive lamps, to the rapturous strains
of wedding pipes. We married in the broad
light of day, with eyes wide open. . . .

2

When we went away from Lilananda
Swami, the time came to think of ways
and means, as well as of a sheltering
roof. We had all along been more in
danger of surfeit than of starvation, with
the hospitality which the devotees of
the Master pressed on us, wherever we

* At one stage of the wedding- ceremony a
red screen is placed round the Bride and Bride-

froom
and they are asked to look at each other,

his is the Auspicious Vision.

went with him. We had almost come
to forget that to be a householder in
volves the acquiring, or building, or at
least the renting of a house ; so accus
tomed had we become to cast the burden
of its supply upon another, and to look
on a house as demanding from us only
the duty of making ourselves thoroughly
comfortable in it.
At length we recollected that Uncle
Jagamohan had bequeathed his share of
the house to Satish. Had the Will been
left in Satish's custody, it would by
this time have been wrecked, like a
paper boat, on the waves of his emotion.
It happened, however, to be with me ;
for 1 was the executor. There were
three conditions attached to the bequest
which I was responsible for carrying out.
No religious worship was to be per
formed in the bouse. The ground floor
was to be used as a school for the
leather-dealers' children. And after
Satish's death, the whole property was
to be applied for the benefit of that
community. Piety was the one thing
Uncle Jagamohan could not tolerate.
He looked on it as more defiling even
than worldliness ; and probably these

provisions, which he facetiously referred
to in English as 'sanitary precautions",
were intended as a safeguard against
the excessive piety which prevailed in
the adjoining half of the house.
"Come along," I said to Satish. "Let's
go to your Calcutta house."
"I am not quite ready for that yet,''
Satish replied.
I did not understand him.
"There was a day," he explained, "when
I relied wholly on reason only to find
at last that reason could not support
the whole of life's burden. There was
another day, when I placed my reliance
on emotion, only to discover it to lie

a bottomless abyss. The reason and
the emotion, you see, were alike mine.
Man cannot rely on himself alone. I

dare not return to town until I have
found my support."
"What then do you suggest ?" I asked.
"You two go on to the Calcutta
house, 1 would wander alone for a
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time. I seem to see glimpses of the shore.
If I allow it out of my sight now,
I may lose it for ever."
As soon as we were by ourselves,
Damini said to me : "That will never
do ! If he wanders about alone, who
is to look after him ? Don't you re
member in what plight he came back,
when he last went wandering ? The
very idea of it fills me with fear."
Shall I tell the truth ? This anxiety of
Damini's stung me like a hornet, leaving
behind the smart of anger. Had not
Satish wandered about for two whole
years after Uncle's death,— had that
killed him ? This question of mine did
not remain unuttered. Rather, some of
the smart of the sting got expressed with
it.
"I know, Srivilas Babu," Damini
replied. "It takes a great deal to kill a
man. But why should he be allowed to
suffer at all, so long as the two of us are
here to prevent it ?"
The two of us ! Half of that meant this
wretched creature, Srivilas ! It is, of
course, a law of the world, that in order
to save some people from suffering others
shall suffer. All the inhabitants of the
earth may be divided into two such
classes. Damini had found out to which
I belonged. It was a compensation,
indeed, that she included herself in the
same class.

I went and said to Satish : "All right,
then, let us postpone our departure to
town. We can stay for a time in that
dilapidated house on the river side. I hey
say it is subject to ghostly visitations.
This will serve to keep off human
visitors."
"And you two ?" inquired Satish.
"Like the ghosts, we shall keep in
hiding as far as possible."
Satish threw a nervous glance at
Damini,— there may have been a suggestion
of dread in it.
Damini clasped her hands as she said
imploringly : "I have accepted you as
my guru. Whatever my sins may have
been, let them not deprive me of the right
to serve von."

I must confess that this frenzied
pertinacity of Satish's quest is beyond my
understanding. »here was a time when I
would have laughed to scorn the very idea.
Now I had ceased to laugh. What Satish
was pursuing was fire indeed, no will-o-
the-wisp. When I realised how its heat
was consuming him, the old arguments of
Uncle Jagamohan's school refused to pass
my lips. Of what avail would it be to
find, with Herbert Spencer, that the
mystic sense might have originated in
some ghostly superstition, or that its
message could be reduced to some logical
absurdity ? Did we not see how Satish
was burning, — his whole being aglow ?
Satish was perhaps better oft when his
days were passing in one round of excite
ment,— singing, dancing, serving the
Master,— the whole of his spiritual effort,
exhausting itself in the output of the
moment. Now that he has lapsed into
outward quiet, his spirit refuses to be
controlled any longer. There is now no
question of seeking emotional satisfaction.
The inward struggle for realisation is so
tremendous within him, that we are afraid
to look on his face.
I could remain silent no longer.
"Satish," I suggested, "don't you think
it would be better to go to some guru
who could show you the way and make
your spiritual progress easier ?"
This only served to annoy him. "Oh
do be quiet, Visri," he broke out
irritably. "For goodness' sake, keep quiet !
What does one want to make it easier
for ? Delusion alone is easy. Truth is
always difficult."
"But would it not be better," I tried
again, "if some guru were to guide you
along the path of I ruth ?"
Satish was almost beside himself.
"Will you never understand," he groaned,
"that I am not running after any geo
graphical truth ? The Dweller within can
only come to me along my own true path.
The path of the guru can only lead to the
guru's door."
What a number of opposite principles
have 1 heard enunciated by this same
mouth of Satish. I, Srivilas, • once the
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favorite disciple of Uncle Jagamohan, —

who would have threatened me with a
big stick if I had called him Master, — I had
actually been made by Satish to massage
the legs of Lilananda Swami And now
not even a week has passed, but he needs
must preach to me in this strain ! How
ever, as I dared not smile, I maintained
a solemn silence.
"1 have now understood", Satish went
on, "why our scriptures sav that it is
better to die in one's own dharma rather
than court the terrible fate of taking the
dharma of another. All else may be
accepted as gifts, but if one's dharma is
not one's own, it does not save, but kills.
I cannot gain my God as alms from any
body else. If I get Him at all, it shall
be I who win Him. If I do not, even
death is better."
I am argumentative bv nature and
could not give in so easily. "A poet,"
said I, "may get a poem from within
him-elf. But he who is not a poet needs
must take it from another."
"I am a poet," said Satish, without
blenching.
That finished the matter. I came away.
Satish had no regular hours for meals
or sleep. There was no knowing where
he was to be found next. His body began
to take on the unsubstantial keenness
of an over-sharpened knife. One felt this
could not go on much longer. Yet I could
not muster up courage to interfere.
Damini, however, was utterly unable to
bear it. She was grievously incensed at
God's ways. * ith those who ignored
Him, God was powerless,—was it fair thus
to take it out of one who was helplessly
prostrate at His feet ? When Damini
used to wax wroth with Lilananda
Swami, she knew how to bring it home
to him. Alas, she knew not how to bring
her feelings home to God !
Anyhow, she spared no pains in trying
to get Satish to be regular in satisfying
his phys-'cal needs. Numberless and ingeni
ous were her contrivances to get this
misfit creature to conform to domestic
regulations. For a considerable space,
Satish made no overt objection to her
endeavours. But one morning he waded

across the shallow river to the broad
sand-bed along the opposite bank, and
there disappeared from sight.
The sun rose to the meridian : it gra
dually bent over to the West ; but there
was no sign of Satish. Damini waited for
him, fasting, till she could contain herself
no longer. She put some food on a tray,
and with it toiled through the knee-deep
water till she found herself on the
sand bank.
It was a vast expanse on which not a
living creature of any kind was to be seen.
The sun was cruel. Still more so were
the glowing billows of sand, one succeed
ing the other, like ranks of crouching
sentinels guarding the emptiness. As she
stood on the edge of this spreading pallor,
where all limits seemed to have been lost,
where no call could meet with any res
ponse, no question with any answer,
Damini's heart sank within her. It was
as if her world had been wiped away and
reduced to the dull blank of original
colorlessness. One vast "No" seemed to
be stretched at her feet. No sound, no
movement, no red of blood, no green of
vegetation, no blue of sky,—but only the
drab of sand. It looked like the lipless
grin of some giant skull, the tongueless
cavern of its jaws gaping with an eternal
petition of thirst to the unrelenting fiery
skies above.
While she was wondering in what
direction to proceed, the faint track of
foot-steps caught Damini's eye. These
she pursued and went on and on, over
the undulating surface, till they stopped
at a pool on the further side of a sand-
drift. Along the moist edge of the water
could be seen the delicate tracery of the
claw marks of innumerable water-fowl.
Under the shade of the sand-drift sat
Satish.
The water was the deepest of deep blue.
The fussy snipets were poking about on
its margin, bobbing their tails and flutter
ing their black and white wings. At
some distance were a flock of wild duck
quacking vigorously and seeming never
to get the preening of their feathers done
to their own satisfaction. When Damini
reached the top of the mound which
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formed one bank of the pool, the ducks
took themselves off in a body, with a
great clamour and beating of wings.
Satish looked round and saw Damini.
"Why are you here ?" he cried.
"I have brought you something to
eat," said Damini.
"I want nothing," said Satish.
"It is very late — " ventured Damini.
"Nothing at all," repeated Satish.
"Let me then wait a little," suggested
Damini. "Perhaps later on — ?"
"Oh, why will you — " burst out Satish,
but as his glance fell on Damini's face, he
stopped short.
Damini said nothing further. Tray in
hand she retraced her steps through the
sand, which glared round her like the eye
of a tiger in the dark.
Tears had always been rarer in Damini's

eyes than lightning flashes. But when I
saw her that evening, —seated on the floor,
her feet stretched out before her,—she was
weeping. When she saw me, her tears
seemed to burst through some obstruction
and showered forth in torrents. I cannot
tell what it felt like within my breast.
I came near and sat down on one side.
vn hen she had calmed herself a little
I inquired : " Why does Satish's health
make you so anxious ?"
" What else have I to be anxious
about ?" She asked simply. " All the
rest he has to think out for himself.
There I can neither understand nor help."" But consider, Damini," I said." When man's mind puts forth all its
energy into one particular channel, his
bodily needs become reduced correspon
dingly. That is why, in the presence of
great joy or great sorrow, man does not
hunger or thirst. Satish's state of mind
is now such, that it will do him no harm
even if you do not look after his
body."
" I am a woman," replied Damini.
" The building up of the body with our
own body, with our life itself, is our
dharma. It is woman's own creation.
So when we women see the body suffer,
our spirit refuses to be comforted."
" That is why, " I retorted, " those
who are busy with things of the spirit

seem to have no eyes for you, the
guardians of mere bodies!"
"Haven't they!" Damini flared up. "So
wonderful, rather, is the vision of their
eyes, it turns everything topsy-turvy."
" Ah, woman," said I to myself. " That
is what fascinates you. Srivilas, my boy,
next time you take birth, take good care
to be born in the world of topsyturvy
dom."

4

Th. wound whict Satish inflicted on
Damini, that day on the sands, had this
result that he could not remove from his
mind the agony he had seen in her eyes.
During the succeeding days he had to go
through the purgatory of showing her
special consideration. It was long since
he had freely conversed with us. Now he
would send for Damini and talk to her.
The experiences and struggles, through
which he was passing were the subject of
these talks.
Damini had never been so exercised by
his indifference as she now was by his
solicitude. She felt sure this could not
last, because the cost was too much to
pay. Some day or other Satish's atten
tion would be drawn to the state of the
account, and he would discover how high
the- price was ; then would come the
crash. The more regular Satish became
in his meals and rest, as a good house
holder should, the more anxious became
Damini, the more she felt ashamed of her
self. It was almost as if she would be
relieved to find Satish becoming rebel
lious. She seemed to be saying : " You
were quite right to hold aloof. Your
concern for me is only punishing yourself.
That I cannot bear! — I must," she ap
peared to conclude, "make friends with the
neighbours again, and see if I cannot
contrive to keep away from the house."
One night we were roused by a sudden
shout: "Srivilas ! Damini!" It must
have been past midnight, but Satish
could not have taken count of the . hour.
How he passed his nights we knew not,
but the way he went on seemed to have
cowed the very ghosts into flight.
We shook off our slumbers, and came
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out of our respective rooms to find Satish
on the flagged pavement in front of the
house, standing alone in the darkness."
1 have understood !" he exclaimed as he
saw us. " I have no more doubts."
Damini softly went up and sat down on
the pavement. Satish absently followed
her example and sat down too. I also
followed suit.
"If I keep going," said Satish, " in the
same direction along which He comes to
me, then I shall only be going further and
further away from Him. If I proceed in
the opposite direction, then only can we
meet."
I silently gazed at his flaming eyes.
As a geometrical truth what he said was
right enough. But what in the world
was it all about ?
" He loves form," Satish went on, "so
He is continually descending towards
form. We. cannot live by form alone, so we
must move on towards His formlessness.
He is free, so His play is within bonds.
We are bound, so we find our joy in
freedom. All our sorrow is, because we
cannot understand this "

We kept as silent as the stars.
" Do you not understand,' Damini ?"

pursued Satish. " He who sings proceeds
from his joy to the tune ; he who hears,
from the tune to joy. One comes from
freedom into bondage, the other goes from
bondage into freedom ; only thus can they
have their communion. He sings and* we
hear. He ties the bonds as He sings to us,
we untie them as we hear Him."
I cannot say whether Damini under
stood Satish's words, but she under
stood Satish. With her hands folded on
her lap she kept quite still.
" I was hearing His song through the
night," Satish went on, "till in a flash the
whole thing became clear to me. Then I
could not keep it to myself, and called out
to you. All this time 1 had been trying
to fashion Him to suit myself, and so was
deprived.— O Desolator ! Breaker of ties !
Let me be shattered to pieces within you,
again and again, for ever and ever. Bonds
are not for me, that is why I can hold on
to no bond for long. Bonds are yours,
and so are. you kept eternally bound to

creation. Play on, then, with our forms
and let me take my plunge into your
formlessness. — 0 Eternal, you are mine,
mine, mine. — " With this cry Satish de
parted into the night towards the river.
After that night, Satish lapsed back
into his old ways, forgetful of all claims of
rest or nourishment. As to when his mind
would rise into the light of ecstasy, or
lapse into the depths of" gloom, we
could make no guess. . May God help her,
who has taken on herself the burden of
keeping such a creature within the whole-
someness of worldly habit. . . .

5

It had been stiflingly oppressive the
whole day. In the night a great storm
burst on us. We had our several rooms
along a verandah, in which a light used
to be kept burning all night. That
was now blown out. The river was
lashed into foaming waves, and a flood
of rain burst forth from the clouds. The
splashing of the waves down below and the
dashing of the' torrents from above played
the cymbals in this chaotic revel of the
gods. Nothing could be seen of the
deafening movements which resounded
within the depths of the darkness, and
made the sky, like a blind child, break
into shivers of fright. Out of the
bamboo thickets pierced a scream as of
some bereaved giantess. From the mango
groves burst the cracking and crashing
uf breaking timber. The river-side echoed
with the deep thuds of the falling masses
of the crumbling banks. Through the
bare ribs of our dilapidated house the
keen blasts howled and howled like
infuriated beasts.
( in such a night the fastenings of the
human mind are shaken loose. The
storm gains entry and plays havoc
within, scattering into disorder its well-
arranged furniture of convention, tossing
about its curtains of decorous restraint
in disturbing revealment. I could not
sleep. But what can I write of the
thoughts which assailed my sleepless
brain ? They do not concern this story.
" V\ho is that ?" I heard Satish cry out

all of a sudden in the darkness.
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“It is I, Damini,” came the reply.
“Your windows are open and the rain is
streaming in. I have come to close
them.”
As she was doing this she found Satish
had got out of his bed. He seemed to
stand and hesitate, just for a moment,
and then he went out of the room.
Damini went back to her own room
and sat long on the threshold. No one
returned. The fury of the wind went on
increasing in violence.
Damini could sit quiet no longer. She
also left the house. It was hardly
possible to keep on one's feet in the
storm. The sentinels of the revelling gods
seemed to be scolding Damini and re
peatedly thrusting her back. The rain
made desperate attempts to pervade
every nook and cranny of the sky.—lf only
Damini could give outlet to her agony in
just such a world-drowning flood |
A flash rent the sky from end to end
with terrific tearing thunder. It revealed
Satish standing on the river brink. With
a supreme effort Damini reached him in
one tempestuous rush outvying the wind.
She fell prone at his feet. I he shriek of
the storm was overcome by her cry : “At
your feet I swear I had no thought of
sin against your God ' Why punish me
thus P’’
Satish stood silent.

“Thrust me into the river with your
feet, if you would be rid of me. But return
you must!”
Satish came back. As he re-entered the

house he said: “My need for Him whom
I seek is immense, so absolutely, that I
have no need for anything else at all.
Damini, have pity on me and leave me to
Him.”
After a space of silence Damini said:
“I will.”

6

I knew nothing of this at the time, but
heard it all from Damini, afterwards. So
when I saw through my open door, the
two returning figures pass along the
verandah to their rooms, the desolation
of my lot fell heavy on my heart and took
me by the throat. I struggled up from

my bed.
that night.
The next morning, what a Damini

was this who met my gaze? The demon
dance of last night's storm seemed to have
left all its ravages on this one forlorn girl.
Though I knew nothing of what had
happened, I felt bitterly angry with Satish.
“Srivilas Babu,” said Damini. “Will

you take me on to Calcutta ?”
I could guess all that these words
meant for her, so I asked no questions.
But, in the midst of the torture within
me, I felt the balm of consolation. It was
well that Damini should take herself away
from here. Repeated buffetting against
the rock could only end in the vessel
being broken up.
At parting, Damini made her obeisance
to Satish, saying : “I have grievously
sinned at your feet. May I hope for
pardon?”
Satish with his eyes fixed on the ground
replied: “I also have sinned. Let me
first purge my sin away and then will I
claim forgiveness.”

It became clear to me, on our way to
Calcutta, what a devastating fire had all
along been raging within Damini. I was
so scorched by its heat that I could not
restrain myself from breaking out in
revilement of Satish.
Damini stopped me frenziedly. “Don’t
you dare talk so in my presence!” she
exclaimed. “Little do you know of what
he saved me from ' You can only see my
sorrow. Had you no eyes for the sorrow
he has been through in order to save me?
The hideous thing tried to destroy the
Beautiful and got well kicked for its
pains— Serve it right!—Serve it right !—”
Damini began to beat her breast violently
with her clenched hands. I had to hold
them back by main force.
When we arrived in the evening, I left
lºamini at her aunt's and went over to a
lodging house, where I used to be well

Further sleep was impossible

known. My old acquaintances started
at sight of me. “Have you been ill 2"

they cried.
By next morning's post I got a letter
from Damini. “Take me away,” she
wrote. “There is no room for me here.”
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It appeared that her aunt would not
have her. Scandal about us was all over
the town. The P.oojah numbers of the
weekly newspapers had come out shortly
after we had given up Lilananda Swami.
The instruments for our execution had
been kept sharpened. The carnage turned
out to be worthy of the occasion. In our
shastras the sacrifice of she-animals is
prohibited. But, in the case of modern
human sacrifice, a woman victim seems
to add to the zest of the performers. The
mention of Damini's name was skilfully
avoided. But no less was the skill which
did away with all doubt as to the inten
tion. Anyhow, it had resulted in this
shrinkage of room in the house of Damini's
distant aunt.
Damini had lost her parents, iiut I
had an idea, that one of her brothers was
living. I asked Damini for his address,
but she shook her head saying they were
too poor. The fact was, Damini did not
care to place her brother in an awkward
position. What if he also came to say
there was no room ?
"Where will you stay, then?" I had to
inquire.
"I will go back to Lilananda Swami."
I could not trust myself to speak for
a time,— I was so overcome. Was this,
then, the last cruel trick which Fate* had
held in reserve ?
"Will the Swami take you back ?" I
asked at length.
"Gladly !"
Damini understood men. Sect-mongers
rejoice more in catching adherents, than
in gaining truths. Damini was quite
right. There would be no dearth of room
for her at Lilananda's, but—

"Damini," I said, just at this juncture.
"There is another way. If you promise
not to be angry, I will mention it."
"Tell me," said Damini.
"If it is at all possible for you to think
of marrying a creature, such as I am — "

"What are you saying, Srivilas Babu ?"
interrupted Damini. "Are you mad ?"
"Suppose I am," said I. "One can
sometimes solve insoluble problems by
becoming mad. Madness is like the wish
ing carpet of the Arabian Nights. It can

waft one over the thousand petty consi
derations which obstruct the every-day
world."
"What do you call petty considera
tions ?"
"Such as : What will* people think ?—
What will happen in the future ?— and so
on, and so forth."
"And what about the vital considera
tions?"
"What do you call -vital ?" I asked in
my turn.
"Such as, for instance : What will be
your fate, if you marry a creature like
me?" said Damini.
"If that be a vital consideration, I am
reassured. For I cannot possibly be in
a worse plight than now. Any movement
of my prostrate destiny, even though it
be a turning over to the other side, cannot
but be a sign of improvement."
• 'f course I could not believe that some
telepathic news of my state of mind had
never reached Damini. Such news,
however, had not, so far, come under the
head of 'Important'— at least it had not
called for any notice to be taken. Now
action was definitely demanded of her.
Damini was lost in silent thought.
"Damini," I said. "I am only one of
the very ordinary sort of men, — even less,
for I am of no account in the world. To
marry me, or not to marry me, cannot
make enough difference to be worth all
this thought."
Tears glistened in Damini's eyes. "Had
you been an ordinary man, it would not
have cost me a moment's hesitation,"
she said.
After another long silence, Damini
murmured: "You know what I am." .
"You also know what I am," I
rejoined.
Thus was the proposal mooted, relying
more on things unspoken than on what
was said.

Those who, in the old days, had been
under the spell of my English speeches had
mostly shaken off their fascination during
my absence ; except only Naren, who
still looked on me as one of the rarest
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products of the age. A house belonging
to him was temporarily vacant. In this
we took shelter.
It seemed at first that my proposal
would never be rescued from the ditch of
silence, into which it had lumbered at
the very start; or at all events that it
would require any amount of discussion
and repair work, before it could be hauled
back on the high road of 'yes' or 'no'.
But man's mind was evidently created
to raise a laugh against mental science,
with its sudden practical jokes. In the
spring, which now came upon us, the
Creator's joyous laughter rang through
and through this hired dwelling of ours.
All this while, Damini never had the
time to notice that I was anybody at all ;
or it may be that the dazzling light from
a different quarter had kept her blinded.
Now that her world had shrunk around
her, it was reduced to me alone. So she
had no help but to look on me with seeing
eyes. Perhaps it was the kindness of my
fate, which contrived that this should be
her first sight of me.
By river and hill and sea shore have I

wandered along with Damini, as one of
Lilananda's kirtan party, setting the
atmosphere on fire with passionate song,
to the beat of drum and cymbal. Great
sparks of emotion were set free as we
rang the changes on the text of the
Vaishnava poet : The noose of love hath
bound my heart to thy feet. Yet the
curtain which hid me from Damini was
not burnt away.
But what was it that happened in this
Calcutta lane ? The dingy houses, crowd
ing upon one another, blossomed out
like flowers of paradise. Verily God
vouchsafed to us a miracle. Out of this
brick and mortar, he fashioned a harp-
string to voice forth His melody. And
with His wand He touched me, the least
of men, and made me, all in a moment,
wonderful.
When the curtain is there, the sepa
ration is infinite ; when it is lifted, the
distance can be crossed in the twinkling
of an eye. So it took no time at all. "I
was in a dream," said Damini. "It
wanted this shock to wake me. Between

that 'you' of mine and this 'you' of mine,
there was a veil of stupor. I salute my
master again and again, for it is he who
dispelled it."
"Damini," I said. "Do not keep your

gaze on me like that. Before, when you
made the discovery that this creation of
God is not beautiful, I was able to bear
it ; but it will be difficult to do so
now."
"I am making the discovery," she

replied, "that this creation of God has its
beauty."
"Your name will go down in history I"
I exclaimed. "The planting of the explor
er's flag on the South Pole heights was

child's play to this discovery of yours.
'Difficult' is not the word for it. You
will have achieved the impossible !"
I had never realised before how short
our spring month of Phalgun is. It has
only thirty days, and each of the. days is
not a minute more than twenty-four
hours. With the infinite time, which God
has at his disposal, such parsimony I
failed to understand!.
"This mad freak that you are bent
on,—" said Damini, "what will your
people have to say to it?"
"My people are my best friends. So
they are sure to turn me out of their
house "

"What next ?"
"Next it will be for you and me to
build up a home, fresh from the very
foundations. That will be our own special
creation."
"You must also fashion afresh the
mistress of your house, from the very
beginning. May she also be your creation,
with no trace left of her old battered
condition !"
We fixed a day in the following month
for the wedding. Damini insisted that
Satish should be brought over.
"What for?" I asked.
"He must give me away."
Where the madcap was wandering I
was not sure. I had written several
letters, but with no reply. He could
hardly have given up that old haunted
house, otherwise my letters would have
been returned as undelivered.. The chances

71%-5
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were, that he had not the time to be
opening and reading letters.
"Damini," said I, "you must come
with me and invite him personally. This
is not a case for sending a formal invi
tation letter. I could have gone by myself,
but my courage is not equal to it. For all
we know, he may be on the other side of
the river, superintending the preening of
the ducks' feathers. To follow him there
is a desperate venture of which you alone
are capable!"
Damini smiled. 'Did I not swear I

would never pursue him there again?"
"You swore you would not go to him
with food any more. That does not
cover your going over to invite him to a
repast !"

8

This time everything passed off
smoothly. We each took Satish by one
hand, and brought him along with
us, back to Calcutta. He was as pleased
as a chi!d receiving a pair of new dolls !
Our idea had been to have a quiet
wedding. But Satish would have none of
thajt. Moreover, there were the Musalman
friends of uncle Jagamohan. When thev
heard the ne vs, they were so extrava
gantly jubilant,— the neighbours must
have thought it was for the Amir of
Kabul, or the Nizam of Hyderabad, at
the very least. But the height of revelry
was reached by the newspapers in a 'very
orgy of calumny. Our hearts, however,
were too full to harbour any resentment.
We were quite willing to allow the
blood-thirstiness of the readers to be
satisfied, and the pockets of the pro
prietors to be filled—along with our
blessings to boot.
"Come and occupy my house, Visri,
old fellow, " said Satish.
"Come with us, too," I added. "Let
us set to work together, over again."
"No, thank you," said Satish: "My
work is elsewhere "

"Y'ou won't be allowed to go, till you
have assisted at our house-warming"
•insisted Damini.
This function was not going to be a

being the onlycrowded affair, Satish

guest. But it was all very well for him
to say: "Come and occupy my house."
That had already been done by his father,
Uarimohan,— not directly, but through a
tenant. Harimohan would have entered
into possession himself ; but his worldly
and other-worldly advisers warned him,
that it was best not to risk it,— a M-usal-
man having died there pf the plague.
Of course the tenant, to whom it was
offered, ran the same . spiritual and phy
sical risks, but then why need he be told ?
How we got the house out of Hari-
mohan's clutches is a long story, The
Musalman leather-dealers were our chief
allies. When they got to know of the
contents of the Will, we found further
legal steps to be superfluous !
The allowance, which I had all along

been getting from home, was now stopped.
It was all the more of a joy to us to
undertake together the toil of setting up
house without outside assistance. With
the seal of Fremchand-'- oychand, it was
not difficult for me to secure a professor
ship. I was able to supplement my
income by publishing notes on the pres
cribed text-books, which were eagerly
availed of as patent nostrums for passing
examinations. I need not have done so
much, for our own wants were few. But
Damini insisted that Satish should not
have to worry about his own living while
we were here to prevent it.
There was another thing, about which
Damini did not say a word, and which,
therefore, I had to attend to secretly.
That was the education of her brother's
son and the marriage of his daughter,—
both mat+ers beyond the means of her
brother himself. His house was barred
to us ; but pecuniary assistance has no
caste to stand in the way of its acceptance.
Moreover, acceptance did not necessarily
involve acknowledgment. So I bad to
add the sub-editorship of a newspaper to
my other occupations.
Without consulting Damini, I engaged
a cook and two servants. Without
consulting me, Uamini sent them packing
the very next day. When I objected, she
made me conscious how ill-judged was my
attempted consideration for her, "If I
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am not allowed,” she said, “to do my
share of work, while you are slaving
away, where am I to hide my shame 2"
My work outside and Damini's work
at home flowed on together like the
confluent Ganges and Jumna. Damini
also began to teach sewing to the leather
dealers’ little girls. She was determined
not to take defeat at my hands. I am
not enough of a poet to sing how this
Calcutta house of ours became Brindaban
itself, our labours the flute strains which
kept it enraptured. All I can say is

,

that our days did not drag, neither did
they merely pass by, they positively
danced along.
One more springtime came and went ;
but never another.
Ever since her return from the cave
temple, Damini had suffered from a pain

in her breast, o
f which, however, she then

told no one. This suddenly took a turn
for the worse, and when I asked her
about it she said : “This is my secret
wealth, my touchstone. With it

,

a
s

dower, I was able to come to you. Else,

I would not have been worthy.” . -

The doctors, each o
f them, had a

different name for the malady. Neither
did they agree in their prescriptions.
When my little hoard o

f gold was blown
away between the cross fire o

f

the
doctors’ fees and the chemists' bills, the
chapter o

f

medicament came to a
n end,

and change o
f air was advised. As a

matter o
f fact, nothing else o
f changeable

value was left to us except air.
“Take me to the place from which I

brought the pain,” said Damini. “It has
no dearth of air.” .

When the month o
f Magh ended with

its full moon, and Phalgun began ; while
the sea heaved and sobbed with the wail

o
f

its lonely eternity; Damini, taking the
dust o

f my feet, bade farewell to me with
the words :

“I have not had enough of you.
you b

e
mine again in our next birth.”

May

THE END.E
RAM-LEELA*

BY Miss SEETA CHATTERJEE.

HE hot and sultry evening was drawing

to a close. It was still insufferably
warm, and the leaves o

f

the guava tree
which stood b

y

the house, were unstirred b
y

a single whiff o
f air and looked like the

creation o
f
a painter's brush, so motionless

they were. '

-

The house stood at the extreme end of a

small town o
f

the United Provinces, but one
look sufficed to tell that the inhabitants came
from Bengal. On the small verandah in

front two children sat playing. One was
about five years o

f age, another about three.
The elder was clad in a dirty and ragged
cloth, which ill became his beautiful and fair

". The annual festival in Upper India to celebrate
the deified hero Ram's victory over the Rakshas king
Ravan o
f Lanka o
r Ceylon.

appearance. The younger , was not good
looking at all. But he was dressed in a frock

o
f gaudy pink silk, profusely decorated with

black lace, whose pristine glory had become
somewhat tarnished through constant contact
with the oily body of the child.

A voice cried out shrilly from the inner
apartments : “Sheolal, why don't you bring

in baby here 2 I have been shrieking for
about half a

n hour ; are you deaf, that you
cannot hear 2"
Being thus addressed, in atrocious Hindu

stani, the boy servant, Sheolal, had reluctantly

to come down from the guava tree where he
had been hunting for edible fruits. The voice
acted like a storm signal, and with two half
ripe guavas in his hand, h

e picked u
p

the
rebellious child and proceeded to enter the
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PILGRIM

Pilgrim, the night of the weary old year is ended.
The blazing sun brings on your path the call of the Destroyer,

the fiery scourge for pollutions of the past.
A thin line of distance stretches along the road

like a fine-drawn note from the one-stringed lute of a beggar
seeking the way he has lost.

Let the grey dust of the road be like your nurse !
May she take you up in her arms,

lead you away from the clasp of clinging reluctance !
Not for you is the music of the home,

the light of the evening lamp,
the wistful gaze of the lover keeping watch.

You have ever claimed the boon of Life
which is not in pleasure nor in peace or comfort,
therefore the time has come for you for rejection at every door.

The Cruel One has come,—
the bolts and bars of your gate are broken,
your wine vessel shattered ;
take his band whom you do not know and dare not understand.

Never fear, pilgrim !
Turn not away from the terror of Truth,

or the dark phantom of the unreal,
accept your final gift from him who takes away everything.

Has the old night ended ?
then let it end !

Rabindranath Tagore.
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THE WATERFALL

By Rabindranath Tagore.

[ Scene. A mountainous country, with

a road leading to the Temple of Bhairava.*

(The Scene remains the same throughout
the play.)

In the background is represented the

upper framework of a big iron machine ;

opposite to this is the spire of the

Bhairava Temple, with its trident.

Ranajit, the king of Uttarakut, has

his royal tent in the mango grove by the

side of the road. He is resting there on

his way to celebrate the evening festival,

on the dark night of the moon. After

twenty-five years of strenuous effort, his

Royal Engineer, Bibhuti, has succeeded
in building up an embankment across the
waterfall called Muktadhara. f
The inhabitants of Uttarakut are seen

visiting the temple with their offerings
and preparing to hold in the temple

co*urt-yard the festival, which is to

celebrate the achievement of the Royal

Engineer, Bibhuti.

* One of the names of the God Shiva, meaning

'The Terrible.'

J- The Free Current.

The temple Devotees of Bhairava are

in the foreground. They are seen making

a long circuit in religious procession round

the Temple. As they sing the praises of

the God Bhairava, some are swinging

their censers, some are beating the gongs,

some are blowing the conch shells.]

The Devotees sing, in procession,—
Victory to Him, the Terrible,

The Lord of Destruction,

The uttermost Peace,

The Dissolver of doubts,

The Breaker of fetters,

Who carries us beyond all conflicts,

The Terrible, the Terrible !

[ They go in.

A stranger comes with his ofterings of

worship and meets a citizen of Uttarakut.
Stranger. What's that there put up

against the sky ? It is frightful !

Citizen. Don't you know ? You're

a stranger, I see.— It's the Machine.
Stranger. Machine! What Machine?

Citizen. The Royal Engineer, Bibhuti,

has been working at it for the last twenty-

five years. It's just been > finished. A
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festival is now being held in honour of
the occasion.
Stranger. What's the object of the
Machine ?

Citizen. It has bound up the waterfall
of Muktadhara.
Stranger. What a monster ! It looks
like a dragon's skull with its fleshless jaws

hanging down ! The constant sight of it
would make the life within you withered
and dead.

Citizen. The life within us has got a
thick hide to protect it ! You needn't have

any fear for us !
Stranger. All the same, this is n't a

thing to put up nakedly before the sun

and stars. Can't you see how it seems to
irritate the whole sky by its obtrusion ?
Citizen. But are n't you going to at
tend the evening worship of Bhairava ?
Stranger. Yes, I've come out for that

object. Every year I bring my offering
at this time. But I've never seen such a
monstrous obstruction in the sky before.

Don't you think it's a sacrilege to allow
it to overtop the spire of the Temple ?

[ He goes.

Enters a woman named Amba, with a
white veil which covers her head and body
and trails in the dust.
Amba. My Suman ! My Suman !
Won't my son Suman come back to me ?
You've all returned, but where is he ?

Citizen. Who are you ?
Amba. I'm Amba of Janai village.
Suman, my son, 's the light of my eyes,
the breath of my life,— my Suman !

Citizen. What's happened to him ?
Amba. I don't know where they've
taken him. I'd gone to worship Bhairava,
in the Temple ; and when I came back, I
found that he had been taken away.

Citizen. Then he must have been

recruited for the work of building up the

embankment.

Amba. I've heard that they've taken

him along this road to the west of the

Hill of Gauri ; and my eyesight does n't
reach so for. I can't see the way across
it.
Citizen. What's the use of grieving ?

We're going to the Temple. It's a great

day for us. You also must come.

Amba. No, no ! From that day, when

I lost my son, I've dreaded going to the
Temple. Let me tell you, our worship

never reaches Him. Someone filches it
away, as it's carried to the shrine.

Citizen. Who's that ?

Amba. The one who's taken my Suman

away' from me ! I don't know who it is.
Suman ! My Suman ! My darling !

[They go.

The messenger from Abhijit, the Crown

Prince of Uttarakut, meets Bibhuti, while
he is on his way to the Temple.
Messenger. Bibhuti ! The Crown

Prince has sent me to you.

Bibhuti. What is his wish ?
Messenger. You have been for a long

time building up an embankment across

the waterfall of Muktadhara. Over and

over again it gave way, and men perished,
smothered with sand and earth ; and

others got washed away by the flood. At
last, to-day—

Bibhuti. My object is accomplished ;

and the sacrifice of their lives has met

with its fulfilment.
Messenger. The inhabitants of Shiu-

tarai are still ignorant of this fact. They

cannot believe, that any man can deprive

them of the water, which has been to*

them the gift of God.
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Bibhuti. God has given them the
water ; but He has given me the power

to bind that water.
Messenger. They don't know that,
within a week, their fields—
Bibhuti. Why talk about their fields ?
What have I to do with their fields ?
Messenger: Was n't it your object to
devastate their fields- with drought ?
Bibhuti. My object was to make Man

triumphant over the sands and water
and stones, which conspired against him.

I had not the time to trouble my mind
about what would happen to some
wretched maize field of some wretched
cultivator in some place or other.
Messenger. The Crown Prince asks

you, if the time has not come at last for
you to trouble your mind about it.
Bibhuti. No ! My mind is occupied
with the contemplation of the majesty of
the Machine.
Messenger. Cannot the cry of hunger
interrupt that contemplation ?
Bibhuti. No ! the pressure of water
cannot break my embankment ; the cry

of hunger cannot sway my Machine.
Messenger. Are n't you afraid of
curses ?

Bibhuti. Curses ?—When labourers be
came scarce in Uttarakut, I had all the
young men of over eighteen years of age

from every house of Pattana village
brought out by the King's command, and
a great number of them never returned to

their homes. My Machine has triumphed
against the storm of mothers' curses. He
who fights God's own power, is not afrajd
of man's malediction .
Messenger. The Crown Prince says
that you have already attained, the glory
of a creation ; and now it is time for you

to attain a greater glory by demolishing
that creation.
Bibhuti. So long as my work remained

unfinished, it was mine. But now that

it is finished, it belongs to all Uttarakut.
I have no longer the right to demolish it.
Messenger. The Crown Prince dec

lares, that he will take this right into

his own hands.
Bibhuti. Are these words from our

own Crown Prince himself ? Does he not

belong to us ?

Messenger. He says, that it has yet

to be proved, whether God's Will has

found its entrance into the Government

of Uttarakut ; the Machine must not

stand between.

Bibhuti. It is my mission to prove, by
the force of the Machine, that God's

throne is ours. Tell the Crown Prince,

that no road is left open to make the

Machine slacken its grip.
Messenger. The God, who breaks,

does not need the broad road for his

passage. The smallest holes, which

escape our notice, are enough for him.

Bijvhuti. Holes ! What do you know

about them ?
Messenger. Nothing. But He knows,

who makes use of them.

[Messenger goes.

Citizens of Uttarakut, on their way to
the Temple, meet Bibhuti.

1st Citizen. Engineer, you're a

wonderful fellow ! We never noticed

when you got ahead of us !

2nd Citizen. That 's ever been his

habit. Nobody knows how he wins in

the race. That shaven-headed Bibhuti

of our Chabua village got his ears pulled

along with ourselves at the vittage school.



538 THE MODERN REVIEW FOR MAY, 1922

And yet he 's done such wonders, sur

passing us all !

3rd Citizen. Hallo, Gobru ! why d'

you stand there, basket in hand, with

your mouth wide open ? Is this the first

time you 've seen Bibhuti ? Bring out

the garlands. Let's garland him.

Bibhuti. No, no ! What's the use of

doing that ?
3rd Citizen. Why do you say 'no' ?

If the length of your neck could keep pace
with your greatness, it 'd grow like a

camel's and we'd load it up to the tip of

your nose with garlands.
2nd Citizen. Harish, our drummer,

has n't yet arrived.
1st Citizen. That man 's the very

prince of the sluggards ! He needs a good

beating on the drum of his back.

3rd Citizen. Nonsense, he can beat

the drum far better than we can.

4th Citizen. The idea came to me,
that we might borrow the chariot from

Samanta, to drive Bibhuti on it to the

Temple. But we hear that the king
himself '11 go walking to the temple. Let's

carry him on our shoulders.

Bibhuti. No, no ! This is too much !
5th Citizen. Not at all ! You were
born in the lap of Uttarakut, and now you
've got to be raised on its shoulders.

( They all take him up and sing. )
The Song of the Machine.

We salute the Machine, the Machine !

Loud with its rumbling of wheels,

Quick with its thunder flame,
Fastening its fangs

into the breast of the world.
Hurling against obstructions

its fiery defiance

That melts iron, crushes rocks,
And drives" the inert from its rest.

We salute the Machine, the Machine !

Now stolidly stable, with timber
and stones,

Now light and free, like a storm rloud

Sailing across earth, water and sky.

The Machine, whose claws wrench

bare

The entrails of the earth. '

Whose magic net captures in its meshes

The elements elusive and subtle.

We salute the Machine, the Machine !

[ They all go out.

Enter the King Ranajit and his Minister
from the Camp.

Ranajit. You ever failed thoroughly
to subdue our subjects in Shiu-tarai. And

now, Bibhuti has made it possible at last

by controlling the waterfall, Mukta-
dhara. But how is it, that you do not

show any sign of elation ? Is it jealousy ?

Minister. Pardon me, Your Majesty.
It is not our business to wrestle with the
clay and stones by the help of spades and

pickaxes. Our weapon is diplomacy. We

deal with men's minds. It was I who
advised you to send the Crown Prince to
Shiu-tarai ; and the embankment, which
could have been built up by this policy,

would have controlled a turbulent force

with greater security and permanence
than this one before us

Kanajit. Yet what was the result ?

They have not paid taxes for two years.
Famines are not unusual among them,

yet in former days they had never left

their dues unpaid.

Minister. Something more valuable
than taxes was being realised at the very
moment when you ordered the Crown

Prince back. It is not a sound policy to
despise the small. When thing9 are intol
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erable, then the small becomes great with
the power of their suffering.

Ranajit. You change the tune of your
advice, time after time. I distinctly re
member how you have often said to me
that it is easiest to put pressure upon
those, who are down below you, from the

vantage ground of the higher position ;

and that foreign subjects must always be
under that pressure.
Minister. Yes, I did say that ; but the
circumstances then were different ; there

fore my advice was timely. But now, —

Ranajit. It was against my wish to
send the Crown Erince to Shiu-tarai.
Minister. Why, Sire ?
Ranajit. Distance has its dignity.
Familiarity diminishes it. You can win
the hearts of your own people through
love ; but aliens must be won over by fear.

Minister. You forget, Sire, what was
the real reason for sending the Crown
Prince to Shiu-tarai. For some days, we
had noticed in him a spirit of restlessness,
and we suspected that, by some chance,

he had come to know that he was not
born to the royal house, but picked up
near the source of this waterfall. There

fore in order to keep his mind engaged,—

Ranajit. Yes, I know. He began to
visit the source of the waterfall alone, in
the night. Once I surprised him, and
asked him what was the matter, and why
he was there. 1 e said, "I find my
mother's tongue in the murmurs of this
water."
Minister. Once I asked him what had
come over him, and why he was so often

absent from the palace. He answered,

that he had come into the world to open
out roads : this was the inner meaning of

his life which he must fulfil;

Ranajit. The prophecy, that he would
be the ruler of a great empire, is no longer
credible.

Minister. But, Sire, it was the guru
of your guru who came here specially for
the purpose of telling you this. He made
that prediction.
Ranajit. He must have been mistaken.
The Crown Prince, in all his moods, has
always- made me suffer loss. By his last

fit of folly, wantonly destroying the wall
across the Nandi Pass, he has undone the

work in a few days which our forefathers
took years to complete. And now there
will be nothing to prevent the wool and
other products of Shiu-tarai from finding

their outlet in markets beyond our own
kingdom. This will raise the price of food
and clothing in Uttarakut.
Minister You must remember that
he is young and takes an one-sided view

of his duty, having only the good of Shiu-
tarai in view.
Ranajit. But that is what I call rebel
lion against his own people. I am sure
that Vairagi* Dhananjai, of Shiu-tarai,
whose business it is to incite our subjects
against us, must have had a hand in this

business. We must throttle this man with
his own rosary. We must capture him.

Minister. I dare not contradict. But
I am sure you know, that there are
dangers which are better left free, than

captured.

Ranajit. You need not trouble yourself
about it.
Minister. No Sire ! I want you to
trouble about it.

Enter Warder.
Warder. Sire, your uncle, Viswajit,
of Mohangarh, has come.

* A mendicant ascetic singer.
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Ranajit. There is another of them !
He is the worst of all those, who have
acted their part in spoiling the Crown
Prince. The man, who is a relation and

yet an alien, is like a hump on the back

of a hunch-back. It always follows you.
You cannot cut it off, and yet it is a
trouble to bear it. What is that ?
Minister. The devotees have come
out, and are going round the temple in
procession.

The Devotees come and sing the test
of their song.

Victory to the fearful flame,
That tears the heart of darkness,
That burns to ashes things that are dead,
Victory to him, whose voice thunders

forth Truth,
Whose right arm smites the unrighteous,
Whose guidance leads mortals across death.

The Terrible !

[They go away.

Viswajit, the uncle ofRanajil, enters.

Ranajit. My greeting to you ! I never
expected the good fortune of your coming
and joining with us to-night in our
worship.

Viswajit. I have come to warn you
that the God Bhairava will reject the
worship you bring to him to-night.
Ranajit. Such words from you are an
insult to our great Festival.
Viswajit. Festival ? For what ? For
shutting up the water, that has ever

poured forth from the cup of the God of

Gods, so that all who thirst may drink ?

Why did you do it ?
Ranajit. To defeat our enemies !
Viswajit. Are you not afraid of making
an enemy of your God himself ?
Kanajit. *Our victory is His. He is

the Patron God of Uttarakut. Therefore
He has allowed His own boon to be with
drawn for our sake. He will bring
Shiu-tarai to the feet of Uttarakut,

piercing its heart with the spear of
thirst.
Viswajit. If that is true, then the
worship you offer to Him is no worship
at all, but merely wages.
Ranajit. Uncle, you are partial to the
outsiders, and against your own kith and

kin. It is through your lessons that
Abhijit has failed fully to accept the duties
of the kingdom of Uttarakut which are
to be his hereafter.

Viswajit. Through my lessons !—Was
there not a time when 1 belonged to your
party ? After your actions had caused
a rebellion in Pattana, was it not I who
crushed it, desolating the whole place ?

Then came that boy Abhijit into my
heart. He came like a flash of light ; and

those whom I had struck, blinded by the
darkness of my heart—I could see them,
for the first time, in their full humanity.

You accepted him into your home, because

you found in him the signs of a World

Emperor ; and now you try to keep him

tied to the limits of the throne of

Uttarakut.
Ranajit. I am sure that it was you,

who divulged to him the secret ; it
was you, who told him that he was
a foundling picked up at the source of
the waterfall, Muktadhara.

Viswajit. Yes, I did. It was on the
night of the Lamp Festival in my palace.
I found him standing alone in the bal
cony, gazing at the summit of Gauri.
1 asked him, what he was looking at.

He said that he saw the vision of

the roads of the future,— the roads which



THE WATERFALL 541

had not yet been built across the difficult

passes of the mountains ; the roads that

would bring the distant near. When I
heard him, I said to myself, that nothing
could keep such a child captive, whom

some homeless mother had given birth to

near the waterfall, which seeks its home

in the Unknown. I could not contain
myself and I said to him,— *My child, that
bare mountain accepted you in its arms

when you were born by the roadside.

The welcome music of the home was not

for you at your birth.'

Ranajit. Now, I understand.
Viswajit. What do you understand ?

Ranajit. Abhijit has lost his feeling

of attachment for our royal house ever

since the time he heard this news from

you. In order to show this disaffection

the first thing he did was . to break

the wall of the fort of Nandi and open

out the road of Nandi Pass.

Viswajit. What harm was there in

that ? The open road belongs to all,

—as much to Uttarakut as to Shiu-tarai.

Ranajit. Uncle, I have borne with you
for long, but no more of this ! You

must leave my kingdom !

Viswajit. I have not the power to
leave you. But if you leave me, I shall
merely suffer it.

[ Goes.

Enters Amba.

Amba. Who are you there ? The sun

is about to set, but my Suman has

n't yet come back.
Ranajit. Who are you ?

Amba. I'm nobody. He, who was my

all in all, has been taken away from

me along this path. And has this path

no end ? Does my Suman walk and

ever walk on, into the West, across the

peak of Gauri, where the sun is sinking,

the light is sinking, and everything is

sinking ?

Ranajit ( to his minister ). It seems
that—
Minister. Yes, Sire, it must be con

nected with the building up of the em

bankment.

Ranajit ( to Amba ). Set your mind

free from all grief. I assure you, your son

has received the last great gift of life.

Amba. If that were true, he would
have brought it to my hands in 'the

evening. For I'm his mother.
Ranajit. He will bring it. That even

ing time has not yet come.

Amba. May your words turn out

to be true ! I shall wait for him on
this road leading to the temple.

[She goes.

A Schoolmaster enters, with

a group of boys.
Schoolmaster. These wretched boys
are in for a good caning, I can see.
Shout, with your loudest voices boys :

"Salve Imperator."
Boys. 'Salve Im— '

Schoolmaster. '—perator !'
Boys, '—perator !'

Schoolmaster. 'Salve Imperator Im

peratorum !'
Boys. 'Salve Imperator—'

Schoolmaster. — 'Imperatorum !'

Boys. 'Imperatorum !'

Ranajit. Where are you going ?

Schoolmaster. Your Majesty is about

to confer special honour on the Royal

Engineer, Bibhuti ; and I am taking my
boys to the festival, in order to share
in the rejoicing. I do not want my
boys to miss any opportunity of parti

cipating in the glory of Uttarakut.
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Ranajit. Do these boys know what
Bibhuti has done ?

The Boys. ( clapping their hands and
jumping ). Yes ! Yes ! We know. He
has shut up the drinking water
of the Shiu-tarai people !

Ranajit. Why has he shut it up ?
Boys. To give them a good lesson.
Ranajit. What for ?
Boys. To make them smart !
Ranajit. Why ?
Boys. Because they are bad !

Ranajit. Why bad ?
Boys. Oh they are terribly bad. »Every-

body knows it !

Ranajit. Then, you do not know why
they are bad ?

Schoolmaster. Certainly, they know
it, Your Majesty. ( To the boys ) What's

happened to you, you blockheads ? Have

n't you— Have n't you,— in your books ?—
Have n't you—in your books ?— (in a low
voice, whispering) Their religion is rotten !
Boys. Yes ! Yes ! Their religion is

rotten !

Schoolmaster. And they are not like

us,—come, answer, boys,—don't you re

member (pointing to his nose).
Boys. Yes, they haven't got high-

bridged noses.

Schoolmaster. Good ! Of course you
know what has been proved by our

Professor. What does a high-bridged nose

denote ?

Boys. The greatness of the race !

Schoolmaster. Good ! Good ! And

what is the mission of the greater races ?—

Speak out ! They conquer— speak out !—

They conquer,— the world,— for themselves.

Is not that so ?
Boys. Yes ! They conquer the world

for themselves.

Schoolmaster. Is there a single case,
in which Uttarakut has been defeated in a
war ?
Boys. No, never !

Schoolmaster. You all know how
the grandfather of our king, with only 293
soldiers, put to flight 31,700 barbarians
from the South. Isn't that true, boys ?
Boys. Yes !

Schoolmaster. Your Majesty may
rest assured that these very boys will one
day be a terror to all those who have the
misfortune to be born outside our

boundaries. I shall be false to my
vocation as a schoolmaster if this does
not happen. I never allow myself to
forget for one moment the great responsi

bility which we teachers have. We build
up men ! Your statesmen merely use

them.—And yet Your Majesty should
take the trouble to compare the pay,
which they draw, with what we get.
Minister. But those very students are

your best reward.
Schoolmaster. Wonderfully uttered !
Indeed, they are our best reward !

Beautiful ! But, Sir, food is becoming ?o

dear nowadays. For instance, the
butter from cow's milk was once—

Minister. You needn't go on. I shall
ponder over this question of the butter

from cow's milk. Now you may take

your leave.

[The Schoolmaster, with his boys, departs.]

Ranajit. Inside the skull of this
schoolmaster of yours, there is nothing

but the butter made of cow's milk.

Minister. Nevertheless, Sire, such

people are useful. He loyally repeats the
lesson, day after day, according to, the

instruction that he has received. If he had
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more brains, such a thing as this would
not be possible.
Ranajit. What is that in the sky ?
Minister. Have you forgotten about
it ? That is the top of Bibhuti's Machine.
Ranajit. I have never seen it so clear
as it is to day.
Minister. The storm this morning has
cleared the sky. That is why it is so
distinct.

Ranajit. Don't you see how the sun
from behind it looks red with anger, and
the Machine appears like the menacing fist
of a giant. It has not been at all proper
to raise it so high.
Minister. The thing appears like a
spasm of agony in the heart of the sky.
Ranajit. It is time tor us to go to the
temple.

[ They go.
A second group ot Citizens of
Uttarakut enters.

1st Citizen. Don't you notice, how
Bibbuti seeks to evade us now-a-days ?
He tries to rub off from his skin the fact
that he was bred up along with ourselves.
One day he '11 realise, that it's not good
for the sword to grow longer than the
sheath.

2nd Citizen. Whatever you may say,
Bibhuti has upheld the reputation of
Uttarakut.
1st Citizen. Stop that nonsense !
You 're making too much of him ! This
embankment, which has cost him all his
resources, has given way ten times at

least.

3rd Citizen. Who knows that it won't
give way once again ?
1st Citizen. Have you noticed the
mound on the northern side.

2nd Citizen. What about it ?

1st Citizen. Don't you know ? Every

body, who has seen it, says—

2nd Citizen. What ? Tell me.

1st Citizen. You are a simpleton !

Don't you know, that from one end to the

other, it's— Oh, rubbish !

2nd Citizen. Do explain it to me a

little more clearly.
1st Citizen. Wait a while. It '11 ex
plain itself, when all of a sudden— ( ends

with a gesture ).
2nd Citizen. Terrible ! All of a sudden ?

1st Citizen. Yes ! Jagru will be able to

tell you all about it. He has measured

every inch of it.
2nd Citizen. That's the best thing

about Jagru. He has a wonderfully cool

head. When everybody's delirious with

admiration, he quietly brings out his

measuring tape.

3rd Citizen. Some people say that all

the science of Bibhuti—

1st Citizen. Yes, yes ! It's stolen

from BenkotVarma. He was a great man,

indeed! Yes indeed, he was great ! There

was nobody like him. What brains !

What prodigious brain power !— And yet

Bibhuti gets all the rewards, and that

poor man,—he actually died of starvation.

3rd Citizen. Only of starvation ?

1st Citizen. Whether from starvation

or from some food from some hand,—

who knows ? But what's the use of dis

cussing it ? Someone may overhear what

we 're saying. There are all kinds of

scandal-mongers ia this land. Our people

can't bear to hear good of others.

2nd Citizen. Whatever you may say,

he's a—

1st Citizen. What wonder is there in

that. Just consider in what soi^ he flour

ished. ThatCbabua village of ours,— don't
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you realise, it has given birth to my great
grandfather ?—Of course you know his

name.

2nd Citizen. Of course ! Everybody
in Uttarakut knows him. He's that—
what do you call it ?
1st Citizen. Bh&skar. There was none
in the whole kingdom of Uttarakut, who
could come near to him in making snuff.
The great Rajah Satrujit could n't pass a
day without buying snuff from him.
3rd Citizen. Let's hurry to the temple
now. We belong to the same village as

Bibhuti. Our place will be on his right
side.

Batu from behind the screen cries out :—

Don't go, friends ! Don't go ! Turn away
from this path !

2nd Citizen. There he is,—old Batu !
Batu enters with a torn blanket on his
back and a crooked stick in his hand.

1st Citizen. Where are you going,
Batu?
Batu. 1 warn you, friends ! Don't

take that path ! Go back, while there's

time !

2nd Citizen. Why ? .
Batu. They'll sacrifice,—sacrifice human

beings ! They've taken away by force

two of my grandsons, who never

returned.

3rd Citizen. Sacrifice ? Before whom ?
Batu. Before the Demon Thirst !

2nd Citizen. Who's that ?

Batu. The Demon whose dry tongue

grows and grows, like a flame of fire fed

by the oil.

1st Citizen. Madman ! We're going
to Bhairava's temple. Where's your
Demon Thirst there ?
Batu. Haven't you heard the news ?

They're going to dethrone Bhairava to

day, and the Demon Thirst will occupy
his altar.

2nd Citizen. Hold your tongue,

madman ! The people of Uttarakut will
cut you to pieces, if the y hear you talk
like this.

Batu. They're throwing mud at

me, and the children are pelting me with

stones. Everybody'6 saying, that my
grandsons were fortunate in being able

to give up their lives.

1st Citizen. That's true !
Batu. True ? If the offer of life does
not bring life in return, —if with death
you gain death itself,— then Bhairava
will never allow such an utter loss!
I warn you, friends, never take that path !

[ He goes.
2nd Citizen. I must confess his

words seem to send a shiver of cold

through my blood.

1st Citizen. Ranju, you're a great
coward. Let's go !

[ They all go.
Enter the Crown Prince Abhijit and the

Prince Sanjay.

Sanjay. I cannot understand why

you are leaving our palace.

Abhijit. You will not fully under
stand it. For how are you to know that
my life is a stream which must have it

s

free course over the stones of the king's
house.

Sanjay. We all have noticed, that you
have been feeling restless for some time

past. It seemed as if the bond that kept
you tied to us was slackening every day.

Has it snapped at last ?

Abhijit. Sanjay ! Look at that image
of the sunset over the peak of Ganri !

Some bird of fire has spread its wings

and is flying towards the night. The
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setting sun has drawn in the sky the
picture of my own life's adventure.

Sanjay. To me the picture is different.
Look how the top of that Machine has

pierced the heart of this evening. It
seems like a stricken bird falling head

foremost into the valley of night ! I do
not like this omen ! Now is the time

for rest. Come into the palace.
Abhijit. Where there is an obstruction,

therecan be no rest.
Sanjay. How have you discovered,

after all these days, this obstruction of

which you are speaking ?

Abhijit. I discovered it when I heard
that they had bound the waters of Mukta-
dhara.

Sanjay. I do not understand the

meaning of these words.
Abhijit. Every man has the mystery
of his inner life somewhere written in the
outer world. The secret of my own life
has its symbol in that waterfall of
Mukta-dhara. When I saw its movements
shackled, I received a shock at the very
root of my being ; I discovered that this
throne of Uttarakut is an embankment
built up across my own life's current.
And I have come out into the road to set
free its course.
Sanjay. Take me with you as your

companion !

Abhitit. No ! You have to find out

your own course. If you follow me, then I
shall only obscure it—your own true path.
Sanjay, Do not be so hard ! You hurt

me I

Abhijit. You know my heart ; and you
will understand me even when I pain you.
Sanjay. I do not wish to question you

as to the source from which your call has
come. But, Prince, now it is evening,

and the music of the nightfall comes

floating from the palace tower. Has not

this also its call ? All that is stern and
strenuous may have its glory. But all
that is sweet has also its value.
Abhijit. The pursuit of the hard is

for paying the price of the sweet.

Sanjay. Do you remember, the other

day, you were surprised to find a white

lotus before your seat, where you have
your prayer ? Some one had gathered

that lotus early in the morning before
you were awake, and you were not told
who it was. Can you ignore, at a mo
ment like this, the divine gift which lies
hidden in the heart of that little incident ?
Does not the face of that timid creature
haunt your memory, who hid herself, but
not her worship ?

Abhijit. Yes, it does ! And for the
sake of that very love, which is in this
world, I cannot tolerate this hideousness.
It kills the music of the earth, and laughs
its sinister laughter, displaying its rows
of steel teeth in the sky. Because I love
the paradise of the Gods, I am ready to
fight the Titans who menace it.
SanjaY. Cannot you see the picture

of an infinite sorrow in the twilight
glow, clinging to that purple hill ?
Abhijit. Yes, my heart fills with tears.
I never boast of harshness as heroic.
Look at that tiny bird, sitting on the
topmost branch of the pine tree, all alone.
I do not know whether it will go to its
nest, or take its journey across the night
to a distant forest ; but the sight of that

lonely bird gazing at the last ray of the

setting sun fills my heart with a sadness

which is sweet. How beautiful is this

world ! Here is my salutation to all that

has made my life sweet*



546 THE MODBKN KEVIEW FOR MAY, 1922

Enters Bata.

Batu. They would n't let me go on,
but turned me back with blows.
Abhijit. What has happened to you,
Batu? There is a wound on your forehead,
from which blood flows.

Batu. I came out to warn them ; I
cried out to them to leave that path and

go back.

ABHrjiT. Why ?

Batu. Don't you know, Prince ?

They're going to instal, upon the altar
of the Machine, the Demon Thirst. They
will sacrifice human beings to this Demon.
Sanjay. What is this wild talk ?

Batu. They've already poured out
the blood of my own two grandsons at
the foundation of this altar. I'd hoped
that this shrine of sin would break into

pieces with its own load of evil. But that
has not yet come to pass ; and the God

Bhairava has not yet awakened out of

sleep.

Abhijit. Yes, the shrine will break in
pieces. The time has come !

Batu (coming close to him, whispers).
Then you must have heard,—hearji the

call of Bhairava ?
Abhijit. Yes, I have heard.
Batu. Then there is no escape for you ?
A bhijit. No escape for me !
Batu. Don't you see how the blood
flows from my wound ? Will you be able
to bear it, Prince, when your heart bleeds ?
Abhijit. By the grace of Bhairava, I
shall bear it.

Batu. When everybody becomes your
enemy ? When your own people renounce
you ?

Abhijit. 1 must bear it !
Batu. Then there's no fear !
Abhijit.* No fear for me.

Batu. Good ! Keep me in your mind.
I'm also bound for that path. You '1

1

b
e

able to recognise me, even in the dark, by

this mark of blood, which Bhairava Him
self has painted on my forehead.

[ Batu goes.
Enters the King's Guard, Uddhab
Uddhab ( ro the Crown'Prince ). Sire,

what made you open out the road along
the Nandi Pass ?

Abhijit. To save the people of Shiu-
tarai from perpetual famine.
Uddhab. Our King is kind ! Is b

e

not always ready to help them ?

Abhijit. When the right hand in its

miserliness shuts out the path of plenitude,
the generosity of the left hand is no help
at all. For this I have freed the passage
of provisions in Shiu-tarai. I have no
respect for that mercy, which keeps

poverty dependent on it.

Uddhab. The King says, that yon
have taken the bottom out of Uttarakut's
food vessel by breaking down the fort of

the Nandi Pass.

Abhijit. I have set Uttarakut free

from remaining for all time a parasite o
f

Shiutarai.
Uddhab. It was extremely rash o

f

you. The King has heard the news. I
dare not say any more. Leave this place
at once, if you can do so. It's not safe
for me to be seen talking with you on the
road.

[Uddhab goes.
Enters Amba.

Amba. Suman, my darling ! Have
none of you followed that path, along
which they took my Suman ?

Abhijit. Have they taken your son
away ?

Amba. Yes, towards the West, where
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the sun sinks, where the days come to

their end.
Abhijit. My journey is also along

that path.
Amiia. Then remember an unfortunate

woman like me. When you meet him,
tell him that mother is waiting.
Abhijit. "Yes, I shall tell him.

[ Amba goes out.

The Devotees of Bhairava enter singing
Victory to Him, who is Terrible !
The Lord of Destruction !
The uttermost Peace !

The Dissolver of doubts,

The Breaker of fetters !

Who carries us beyond all conflicts.

The Terrible ! The Terrible !

[ They go.

Enters a General, Bijaypal.
Bijaypal. Princes, accept my humble

salutation. I come from the King.
Abhijit. What is his command ?
Bijaypal. I must tell it to you in

secret.

Sanjay ( holding Abhijit by his hand).
Why in secret ?—Secret even from me ?
Bijaypal. Such is my instruction. I

beg you, Crown Prince, to enter the tent.
Sanjay. I must accompany him.

( Attempts to do so)
Bijaypal. No! That will be against

the wishes of the King.
Sanjay. Then I shall wait for him at
this road side.

[ Abhijit, followed by Bijaypal, goes
towards the tent.

Enters a Flower-seller.

Flower-seller (to Sanjay). Sir, who
is this man, Bibhuti, of Uttarakut ?
Sanjay. Why do you seek him ?

Flower-seller. I'm a stranger com
ing from Deotali, and I've heard that they

are throwing flowers on his path in

Uttarakut. Pie must be some saint. So
I've brought these flowers from my

own garden to offer to him.

Sanjay. He is not a saint, but a clever

man.

Flower-seller. What has he done ?
Sanjay. He has bound up our water

fall.

Flower-seller. Is all this worship
for that ? Will the binding of the water
fall serve God's purpose ?

Sanjay. No. It will fetter God's own
designs.

Flower-seller. I don't understand.
Sanjay. It is good for you not to
understand it. Go back again ! (She
starts to go.) Stay, hear me! Will you
sell that white lotus to me ?
Flower-seller. I can't sell this
flower, which I had already offered in my
mind to some saint.

Sanjay. The saint, whom I venerate
more than any one else, shall have this.

Flower-seller. Then take it. ( He
oners money.) No ! No price for this !

Give #the Father my salutation, and tell

him that I'm the poor woman of Deotali,

who sells flowers.

[She goes.

Enters Bijaypal.

Sanjay. Where is the Crown Prince ?
Bijaypal. He is a captive in the tent.
Sanjay. The Crown Prince a captive !
What arrogance !
Bijaypal. Here is the warrant from
the King.
Sanjay. Whose conspiracy is this ? Let
me go to him for a moment.
Bijaypal. Pardon me, I cannot.
Sanjay. Then arrest me, also ! I am a
rebel !



548 THE MODERN REVIEW FOR MAY, 1922

Bijaypal. I have not the instructions.
Sanjay. I go myself to force from him
the instructions. (He goes some way, and
then returns.) Give this white lotus to
the Crown Prince, in my name.

[They go out.

Enters the Bairagi, Dhananjay of Shiu-
tarai with citizens who are his
followers from Shiutarai.

Dhananjay [to one of his followers ).
You look as pale as a ghost ! Why ?

What's the matter ?

1st Shiu-tarai Citizen. Master, the
blows from Chandapal, the King's
brother-in-law, have become intolerable !

The Shin-tarai Leader, Ganesh, enters.
Ganesh. Father, give me your orders !

Let me snatch away the baton from that
scoundrel, Chandapal, and prove to him

what a blow can really mean.
Dhananjay. * You had better try to

prove what a 'no blow' can really mean !

The helm's not for beating the waves, but

for conquering them by keeping itself

steady.

2nd Shiu-tarai Citizen. Then, what's

your wish ?
Dhananjay. Raise your head ! Say

that nothing hurts you, and then the hurt

will receive its death blow.

3rd Shiu-tarai Citizen. It's difficult

to say that nothing hurts me !

Dhananjay. The true man within us is

a flame of fire. He consumes all hurts in

light. Only the brute beast is hurt. The

brute beast is flesh, and it goes whining
when it is struck. —Why do you stand

* The character o( Dhananjay and a great part of

the language he utters are taken from an earlier play

of the Poet, callejd 'Prayaschitta,' which was written

more than fifteen years ago.

with your mouths gaping wide ' open ?
Cannot you follow my words !
2nd S. Citizen. Father, we understand

You ! It doesn't matter if we fail to
understand your words.
Dhananjay. Then it's past cure.
Ganesh. It takes a most tedious

time to understand words. But when
we understand you, we are saved at
once.

Dhananjay. Saved at once? But
what about later on ?
Ganesh. We know that we must

come to you for our shelter, and that
shows that we understand.
Dhananjoy. No, not in the least.
That's why your eyes are still red with
passion, and your voice lacks music.
Shall I give you the proper tune ?

He sings.

Let your hurts come upon me, Master !
More, if you wish, and yet more !

You cowards ! In order to avoid being
hurt, you either hurt others, or else run
away. Both are the same. Both are for
the brute beasts.

He sings again.

I hide myself, I run away.
I try to avoid you in fear.

Capture me, and take all that I have !
Look here, children ! I am going to
make my final reckoning with the great
God, Mrityunjay,* the Conqueror of death.
I want to say to him, "Try me, and see
if blows hurt me, or not." I must not in
this voyage burden my boat with those
who fear and those who frighten others.

He sings again.

May this be my last stake at the game !
Let me see whether I win, or thou !
* A name of the God Shiva meaning the Death-

Conqueror.
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In the markets, in the highways, among
the crowds,

I had my mirth and I laughed.
Let me see if at last you can make me

weep !

All ( Crying out together ). Bravo,
Father.—" Let me see if at last you can
make me weep."

2nd S. Citizen. .Tell us where are you
going ?
Dhananjay. To the King's Festival.
3rd S. Citizen. But the King's Festi

val is not for you. Why do you go there

at all ?
Dhananjay. I must make my name

known in the King's Court.
4th S. Citizen. When once he catches

you, then he'll—. But, no ! that must

never be !

Dhananjay. Let it be, man ! Let it

be to the full !

1st S. Citizen. You 're not afraid

of the King, Master. But we dread him !

Dhananjay. That's only because, in

your secret hearts, you want to hurt.

But I don't want to hurt, and therefore
I never fear.
2nd S. Citizen. Very well then. We

also shall accompany you !

3rd S. Citizen, Yes ! We shall go to

the King's Court.
Dhananjay. What will you ask the

King?
3rd S. Citizen. There are so many

things to ask. But the question is
,

which

of them will be granted.
Dhananjay. Why not ask for the

kingdom ?

3rd S. Citizen. Father, you're joking !

Dhananjay. Not at all ! If the king
dom belonged to the king alone and not

also to the subj'ects, then the hopping

about of that one-legged kingdom

might make you jump with fright ; but

it would bring tears to the eyes of
God !—You must claim the kingdom for
the sake of the king himself.

2nd S. Citizen. But when they come
to push us out ?

Dhananjay. The push from the king

will come back upon the king himself,

if your claim has truth.
He sings.

I forget, and forget again, my Lord,
That Thou callest us to Thine own seat.
-Shall I tell you the truth, children ? So
long as you don't recognise the seat to be
His, your claim to the throne will be futile.

He sings again.

Thy door-keepers do not know us,

They shut the gate against our face.

We stand outside Thy house.
How are the door-keepers to recognise

us ? The dust has settled upon the mark

of royalty on our foreheads. We can
show nothing to prove our claim.

He sings once more.

Th ou hast given us life with Thine
own hand,

And with it Thy crown of honour,
But greed, fear and shame smudge it

with grimy touch,
And Thy gift is obscured day by day.
1st S. Citizen. Whatever you may

say, we don't understand why you're
going to the King's Court.
Dhananjay. Shall I tell you why ?

It's because I have misgivings in my mind
about you.

1st S. Citizen. Why, Father ?

Dhananjay. The more you cling to

me, while trying to swim, the more you
forget your lessons in swimming, and also

keep dragging me down. I must take my
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leave of you and go where nobody follows

me.

1st S. Citizen. But the king won't

easily let you go !

Dhananjay. Why should he let me go ?

2nd S. Citizen. We can never remain

quiet, if they molest you !

Dhananjay. If He, to whom I have
dedicated this body of mine, chooses to

suffer through me, you also will have
to be patient.

1st S. Citizen. Very well, then,
Father ! Let us also go, and then let

happen what may !

Dhananjay. You- must wait here for

me. This is a strange place and I must
get to know something about the neigh
bourhood.

[ He goes.

1st S. Citizen. Have you noticed the

features of these men of Uttarakut ? They

look as if the Creator, when He made them,
had begun with a big lump of flesh and

had had no time to finish His work.

2nd S. Citizen. And do you see how

they dress themselves in tight clothes.

3rd S. Citizen. They pack themselves

up tightly in bundles as though to

prevent the least leakage.

1st S. Citizen. They're born to

drudgery. They spend their lives in going

from market to market, and from one

landing place to another.

2nd S. Citizen. They 've no culture

worth speaking of. The books that they
have are worth nothing.

1st S. Citizen. Nothing at all. Havn't

you noticed the letters in them like lines of

white ants creeping across the page.

2nd S. Citizen. Well said ! White ants

indeed ! Their culture gnaws everything
to pieces.

3rd S. Citizen, And heaps up earth
mounds. They kill life with their arms
and destroy mind with their books.
2nd S. Citizen. Sin ! Sin ! Our guru

says that even to cross their shadow is a
sin. Do you know why ?
3rd S. Citizen. Tell me, why.
2nd S. Citizen. After the nectar had
been churned up by the Gods and Titans
from the sea, some drops of it were spilt
from the Gods' cups. From the clay

thus formed the ancestor of the Shiu-tarai
was made. And when the Titans licked
the nearly empty cups of the Gods and
threw them into the ditch, the broken

pieces of the cups were fashioned into the
ancestor of the Uttarakut people. That's

why they are so hard, and faugh !—so

unclean !

3rd S. Citizen. Where did you learn

all this ?

2nd S. Citizen. From our own guru !

3rd S. Citizen ( reverently bowing his

head ). Guru, you're-truth itself !

A group of Uttarakut citizens enters.
1st Uttarakut Citizen. Everything

has passed off so happily, excepting the

admission of that blacksmith, Bibhuti,

into the Kshatriya order by our king.
2nd Uttarakut Cit zen. That's all a

domestic question. We shall deal with

that, later on. Meanwhile let's cry "Long

live the Royal Engineer, Bibhuti."
3rd Uttarakut Citizen. He who has

united the Kshattriya's weapons with the

tools of the Vaishya ! "Long live

Bibhuti."
1st U. Citizen. Hallo ! There are

some men from Shiu-tarai.

2nd U. Citizen. How d' you know ?
1st U. Citizen. Don't you see their

ear-caps. How queer they look ! They
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seem like people suddenly thumped on the

head and thus stopped in their growth.
2nd U. Citizen. Of all head dresses,

why have they chosen this ? D.o they
think that ears are a mistake of the
Creator ?
1st U. Citizen. They have put an

embankment- over their ears, lest the

precious little intelligence which they have
should ooze out.

3rd U. Citizen. No, it's rather to pre
vent any common sense entering in to
trouble them.

1st U. Citizen. Some ear-pulling ghost
of Uttarakut might haunt them !

( They all laugh. )
1st U. Citizen. Hallo ! You clodhop

pers from Shiu-tarai ! What's the matter
with you ?
3rd U. Citizen. Don't you know that

to-day's our festival ? Come and join us
in our cry— "Long live the Royal Engi
neer, Bibhuti !"
1st U. Citizen. Are your throats dry ?

Shout "Long live Bibhuti."
Ganesh. Why should we cry "Long

live Bibhuti" ! What has he done ?
1st U. Citizen. Just hark at him !

"What has he done ?" The tremendous
news has not reached them yet ! That's
all the result of their ear-caps !

( The U. Citizens laugh )
3rd U. Citizen. Do you ask what he

has done ? Why ! The water to quench
your thirst is in his hands ! If he witholds
it, then you will dry up, like toads in a
time of drought !

2nd S. Citizen. Our water in Bibhuti's
hands ! Has he suddenly become a God ?

2nd U. Citizen. He has dismissed
God from service. He '11 take up God's
work himself.

1st S. Citizen. Is there any specimen
of his work ?
1st U. Citizen. Yes ! That embank

ment across Mukta-dhara.

( Shiu-tarai people laugh loudly. )
2nd U. Citizen. D' you take this to

be a joke ?

Ganesh. Why ! What else can it be ?
That son of a blacksmith to snatch away
from us the gift that comes from Bhairava
Himself !

1st U. Citizen. See with your own
eyes there in the sky !

2nd S. Citizen. Great heavens ! What
on earth is that ?
3rd S. Citizen. Good God ! It looks

like a gigantic grasshopper just going
to jump towards the stars !
1st U. Citizen. That grasshopper

is going to stop, with his legs, your water
supply !

Ganesh. Leave off that foolery,
won't you ? Some day you will be saying
that the son of this blacksmith is riding
the grasshopper in order to catch the

moon !

1st U. Citizen. That's the beauty of
their ear-caps. They refuse to listen and
thus they perish !

1st S. Citizen. We refuse to perish !
3rd U. Citizen. That sounds well !
But who is to save you ?
Ganesh. Haven't you seen our God,

our Vairagi Dhananjay ? One of his
bodies is in the temple, and one outside.

3rd U. Citizen. Listen to these men
with their ear-caps on ! Nobody can save
them from utter destruction.

[ The Citizens of Uttarakut go out.
Enters Dhananjay.

Dhananjay. Fools !• What have you -"

been saying ? Is it in my band to sa

69%-3
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you from death ?—Then you're dead

thrice over !

Ganesh. The Uttarakut people said
to us that Bibhuti has stopped the
water of Mukta-dhSri.
Dhananjay. Did they say that an

embankment had been raised ?

Ganesh. Yes, Father !
Dhananjay. You haven't listened to

them carefully !

GANesh. It is not worth listening to !
Dhananjay. Have you kept all your

ears with me alone ? Must I hear for

all of you ?
3rd S. Citizen. What is there to hear

at all, Father ?
Dhananjay. Is it a small thing, to

control the turbulent power, whether

it is outside us or within us ?
Ganesh. That may be ; but what
about this stoppage of—

Dhananjay. That's a different matter ;
and Bhairava will never suffer it to be
done. I must go and find out all about
it. This world is full of voices. To

stop listening to them is to perish.

[ Dhananjay goes out.

Another Citizen from Shiu-tarai enters.

4th S. Citizen. Bisban, what's the
news ?

Bishan. The Crown Prince has been
recalled from Shiu-tarai.

All. Impossible !
Bishan. What are you to do ?
All. We shall take him back.
Bishan. How ?
All. By force.
Bishan. What about our King ?
All. We defy him.
Enter King Ranajit and Minister.
Ranajit. Whom do you defy ?

All ( to the king ). Long live Your
Majesty !

Ganesh. We have come to you with
our prayer.

Ranajit. What is it ?
All. We want the Crown Prince for
ourselves.

Ranajit. You are modest in your
demand.

1st S. Citizen. Yes, we must take him
back to Shiu-tarai.

Kanajit. And then triumphantly forget
to pay the taxes ?

All. But we're starving.
Kanajit. Where is your leader ?

2nd S. Citizen ( pointing to Ganesh ).
Here's our leader, Ganesh.

Ranajit. No. Where is the Vairagi ?

Ganesh. There he comes. *

Enters Dhananjay.

Ranajit. It is you who make these
people forget themselves.

Dhananjay. Yes, Sir. And 1 forget

myself also.

Ranajit. Don't parry words with me !

Tell me, are you for paying taxes ?

Dhananjay. No, Sir ! Decidedly no !

Ranajit. You are insolent.
Dhananjay. I must not give you what

is not yours.

Ranajit. Not mine ?
Dhananjay. A part of our excess food

belongs to you, but not the food which

belongs to our hunger.

Kanajit. Do you prevent ray people
from paying me my dues ?

Dhananjay. Yes, they are timid and

ready to submit. But I tell them, "Give

your life only to Him, whose gift it is."
Kanajit. Their timidity you merely

repress with your own assurance ; but
when that bloated assurance is pricked
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somewhere, the fear will burst out with
double force, and then they will be lost.
You have trouble written on the tablet of
your fate.
Dhananjay. I have taken that tablet

to my heart. There dwells He, who is
above all trouble.

Ranajit (to S. Citizens). All of you
go back to your place, and the Vairagi
will remain here.
A i.i,. No, that cannot be !
Dhananjay. (Sings)

"Remain !" You cry.
But, strain hard as you may,

Only that will remain which must.
King ! You can keep nothing by straining.
He who gives all, keeps all. I hat

which your greed tries to keep, is a stolen
thing, ft will have to be given up.

(Sings) «.

"You are wilful, you are strong, in the
injuries you inflict,

There is one who suffers,

And only what he chooses to bear,
Shall be borne.

You make a mistake, King, when you
think that the world, which you take by
force, is your world. What you keep free,
you gain. But seize it

,

and it eludes
you ! (Sings) ,

You dream that you make the world dance,
To the tune of your own desire ;

Suddenly your eyes open ; you see,
That things happen which you never wish.
Ranajit. Minister, keep this Vairagi

under custody.

Minister. iMre,— (.pauses)
Ranajit. This command of mine is not

agreeable to you ?

Ministkk. A terrible engine of punish

ment is made ready. You merely weaken
it, by trying to add to its fierceness.

S. Citizens. We shall never allow this.
Dhananjay. Leave me, I tell you !

Leave me and go !

1st S. Citizen. Have n't you heard,
Father, that we have also lost our Crown
Prince ?

2nd S. Citizen. Who is there to sus

tain our strength if we lose both of you ?

Dhananjay. I am defeated ! Let me
retire.

A ix. Why, Father ?

Dhananjay. You rejoice to think, that

you gain me, and take no heed that you
lose yourself ! I cannot make good that

loss ! You put me to shame !

1st S. Citizen. Don't say that! We

shall do whatever you wish.

Dhananjay. Then leave me and go.

2.\o S. Citizen. But have you the

heart to keep away from us ? Do you not

love us ?

Dhananjay. It is better to love you
and keep you free, than to love you and

smother you b
y

my love. Go ! No more

of this ! Go, and leave me !

2nd S. Citizen. Very well, Father, we

go. But—

Dhananjay. No 'but' ! Hold your

heads high and go !

All. Very well, father, we go !

( They move slowly away. )

Dhananjoy. Is that what you call

going ? Ouick ! Begone !

Ganesh. As you wish. But you must

know, that all our hopes and thoughts

remain with you.

[ They go.

Kanajit. What are you thinking ol,

Vairagi ? Why are you so silent ?

Dhananiav. They have made me anxi

ous, King !

Ranajit. For what ?
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Dhananjay. I am afraid that I have
succeeded in doing what your own Chan-
dapll ha9 failed to accomplish with his
baton.

Ranajit. What makes you think so ?
Dhananjay. Once I chuckled to ray-

self and said,— "I am strengthening their
hopes and thoughts." But today they
brutally threw it in my face, that it was
1 who had robbed them of their hopes and
thoughts.

Ranajit. How has that been made
possible ?

Dhananjay. The more I excited them,
the less I matured their minds. By making
people run and rush, you do not lighten
their load of debts.— They believe me to be

greater even than their Providence, and

to have the power to write off the debt,
which they owe to their God. And there
fore they shut their eyes and cling to
me with all their might.
Ranajit. They have taken you to be

their God.
Dhanantay. And thus they stop at me,

and never reach their true God. He,

who could have guided them from within,
has been obscured by me, who forced

them from outside.

Ranajit. You prevent them, when

they come to pay their dues to their king.
But do not you suffer in your mind, when
they come to pay you the offering which
is for their God ?

Dhananjay. I do indeed ! I feel as if
I could sink through the ground. They
become bankrupt in their minds by spend

ing on me all their worship. The res
ponsibility for their debt will be mine ;
and I shall not be able to escape from it.
Ranajit. What is your duty now ?
Dhananjay. To remain away from

them. If it is true that I have raised
an embankment across the freedom of

their minds, then I am afraid the God
Bhairava will take both your Bibbuti

and me to account at the same time.

Ranajit. Then why delay ? Why not

move away ?— ( To Uddhab ) Take this

Vairagi to my tent and keep him there.

[ Uddhab takes Dhananjay to the tent.

Ranajit. Minister! Go and see Abhijit

in the guard house. If you find him in
a repentant mood, then—

Minister. Sire, is it not right, that

you yourself should personally —

Ranajit. No, no ! He is a traitor

against his own people. I shall not see
his face, until he confesses his guilt.
I go back to my palace. Send rue the
news there ! [ The King goes.

Enfer the Devotees, who sing,

Victory to the fearful Flame,

That tears the heart of Darkness,

That burns to ashes things which
are dead,

Victory to Him, whose voice thunders

forth Truth,

Whose right arm smites the
unrighteous,

Whose guidance leads mortals

across Death.

[ They go.

I'dhhab re-enters.

Uddhab. What is this ? The King

goes away without seeing the Crown

Prince !

Minister. He was afraid, lest his re

solution should fail him. He was prolong

ing his talk with the Vairagi, because

the conflict was going on in his mind.

He could not decide to go into the tent,

or to leave the tent. I must go and see
the Crown Prince. [ They go out.
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Some Citizens from Uttarakut enter.
1st Citizen. We must be firm. Let's

go to the King.
2nd Citizen. What's the good of it ?
The Crown Prince is the jewel of his heart.
We will never be able to judge him ; he
will only be angry with us.
1st Citizen. That does n't matter.
We must give him. a piece of our mind,

whatever may happen after. The Crown
Prince made such a fine display of his

love for us, and is this the end ? Shiu-

tarai has become greater in importance
to him than Uttarakut.
2nd Citizen. If this can come to pass,
then there's no justice in the world !
3rd Citizen. It 's impossible to trust
anybody merely .by his appearance.
1st Citizen. If our king does n't
punish him, we must do it ourselves.
2nd Citizen. What will you do ?
1st Citizen. He '11 not find his place
here. He must be sent off along the very

path he has opened out at Nandi Pass.

3rd Citizen. But that man at Chabua

village says, that he 's not at Shiu-tarai

at this moment. And he cannot b? found

in the palace here.

1st Citizen. I am sure that our King
has been hiding him from us.

3rd Citizen. Hiding him ? We'll break

down the palace walls and drag him out !

1 st Citizen. We '11 set fire to the palace.
Enter the Minister and Uddhab.

1st Citizen ( to the Minister ). Don't
you try to play the game of hide and seek
with us ! Bring out the Crown Prince !

Minister. Who am I, to bring him

out?
2nd Citizen. It must have been by
your advice.— But, I tell you— it won't do !
We '11 drag him out from his hiding place.

Minister. Then take the reins of this

government in your own hands, and re

lease him from the King's prison.
3rd Citizen. From the King's prison !

Minister. The King has imprisoned
him.

All. Long live the King ! Victory to
Uttarakut !
2nd Citizen. Come, let's go to the pri

son, and there—

Minister. What ?

2nd Citizen. We '11 take the flowers

from the garland that Bibhuti has cast

off, and put the string of it on the Crown
Prince's neck.

Minister. The Crown Prince is guilty,

you say, because he has broken the Fort.

But is there no guilt in it, when you

break the laws of the realm ?

2nd Citizen. That 's altogether a

different affair.

3rd Citizen. But if we do break the

laws ?

Minister. You may jump into the void
because you are not in love with the

ground underneath your feet. But I can

assure you, that you won't find yourself
in love with that void.
3rd Citizen. Then let's go and stand

before the Palace and shout, 'Long live
the King.'
1st Citizen. Look there ! The sun

has set, and the sky's growing dark.
But that framework of Bibhuti's machine
is still glowing. It looks as if it had got
red with drunkenness.
2nd Citizen. And on that trident,

the last sinking light of the day is held

aloft. It looks a kind of,— I don't know
how to describe it.

[ The Citizens of Uttarakut go out.
Minister. Now I understand, why
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the King has kept the Crown Prince
captive in his own camp.
Uddhais Why ?

Minister. To save him from the
hands of his people. But things look ugly.
The excitement is growing wilder every
moment.

Enters Sanjay.

Sanjay. I dare not show my eager
ness to the King, because that only helps
to make his determination stronger.

Minister. Prince, try to keep quiet.
Do not add to the complications which
are already too great.

Sanjay. I went to talk to the people.
1 knew that they loved the Crown Prince
more than life itself ; that they would not

tolerate his imprisonment. But I found

them flaming with anger at the news of
the opening out of Nandi Pass.

Minister. Then you ought to under
stand, that the Crown Prince's safety
lies in his imprisonment itself.

Sanjay. I have ever followed him,

from my childhood. Let me follow him

into the prison.

Minister. What good will that do ?
Sanjay. Every man is but half a man

by himself. He fiuds his unity only when
he is truly united with someone else. Vfy
unity I find in my union with the
Crown Prince.
Minister. But where the union is
true, a mere outward meeting is super
fluous. The cloud in the sky, and the
water in the sea, are truly one, in spite
of their distance from each other. Our
Crown Prince must manifest himself

through you, where he is absent.

Sanjay. These words do not seem
like your own. They sound like his.
Minister. • His words arc everywhere

in the air of this place. We make use
of them, and yet forget that they are
his.

Sanjay. You have done well to re
mind me of this. I shall serve him bv
living away from him. I must now go to
the King.
Minister. Why ?
Sanjay. I shall ask the King to give

me the Governorship of Shiu-tarai.
Minister. But the times are verv
critical.
Sanjay. And therefore, this is the
best time.

[ They go.

Enters Vishwajit, the King's Uncle.

VishwajIT. Who is there ? Is that
Uddhab ?

Uddhais. Yes, Sire !

Vishwajit. I was waiting for it to
grow dark. Have you received my letter ?
Uddhais. I have.

Vishwajit. Have you followed my
advice ?

Uddhau. You will know within a
short time. But—

Vishwajit. Have no misgivings in

your mind. The King is not ready to
give him freedom : but if

,

by some
chance, someone without his knowledge
effects it, it will be a great relief to the
King.
Uddhais. But he will never forgive

the man who does it.

Vishwajit. My soldiers will take you
and your guards captive. The responsi
bility is mine.

A voice from outside, "Fire! Fire!"
Uddhab. There it is ! They have set
on tire the kitchen tent, which is near
the guard-room. This is the opportunitv
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for me to release Dhananjay and the
Crown Prince.

( He goes out, and Abhijit comes in later. )
Abhijit ( to Vishwajit). Why are you

here ?

Vishwajit. I have come to capture
you. You must come to Mohangarh.
Abhijit. Nothing will be able to keep

me captive today, —neither anger, nor affec

tion. You think that you are the agents
who set this tent on fire ? No ! This fire
has been waiting for me ! The leisure has
not been granted to me to remain in
captivity.
Vishwajit. Why, child ? What work

have you to do ?

Abhijit. I must pay off the debt of
my birthright. The current of the water
fall has been my first nurse and I must
set her free.

Vishwajit. There is time enough for
that, but not today !
Abhijit. All that I know is this, that

the time has come ! And no one knows

when that time will ever come again.
Vishwajit. We also shall join you.
Abhijit. No, the quest is mine ; it has

never reached you.

Vishwajit. The people of Shiutarai,
who love you and are eagerly waiting to
join hands in your work,— will you not
call them to your side ?
Abhijit. If my call had come to them

also, they would never sit waiting for me.
My call will only lead them astray.
Vishwajit. It is growing dark, my

child.

Abhijit. The light comes from that
direction, from whence comes the call. •

Vishwajit. I have not the power to
turn you from your own path. Though
you are taking a plunge into the dark

ness, I will trust in God to guide you.
I must leave you in His hands. Only
let -me hear one word of hope. Tell me,

that we shall meet again.
Abhijit. Keep it ever in your mind,

that we can never be separated.

[ They go in opposite directions.
Enter Batu and Dhananjay.
Batu. Father, the day is ended and
it grows dark.
Dhananjay. My son, we have formed

the habit of depending upon the light
which is outside us, and therefore we are

blinded when it is dark.
Batu. 1 had thought that the dance
of the God, Bhairava, would commence
from to-day. But has the Engineer,

Bibhuti, bound up even His hands and feet

with the machine ?
Dhananjay. When Bhairava begins

His dance, it is not visible Only when it
comes to its end, is it revealed.
Batc. Give us confidence, Master. We

are afraid ! Awake Bhairava ! Awake !
The light has gone out ! The path is dark !

We find no response ! Lord of all conquer
ing Life ! Kill our fear with something
still more dread ! Bhairava, awake !
Awake ! [ He goes.
Enter Citizens of Uttarakut.
IstCitizkn. It was a lie! He's not

in the prison house ! They have bidden

him somewhere.

2nd Citizen: V c shall see how they
can hide him.

Dhananjay. No ! They will never be
able to hide him. The walls will break
down; the gate will be shattered. The
light will rush into the dark corner, and

everything will be revealed.
1st Citizen. Who's this ?—He gave

me such a sta t
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3rd Citizen. All's right ! We must
have some victim ! This Vairagi will
serve us quite well. Bind him !

Dhananjay. What is the use of catching
one, who has always surrendered

himself ?

1st Citizen. Leave your saintliness
behind you ! We are not your followers.
Dhananjay. You are fortunate ! I

know some miserable wretches, who have
lost their teacher by following him,

1st Citizen. Who is their teacher ?
Dhananjay. Their true teacher is he,

from whom they get their blows.

Enter the Devotees, who sing,

Victory to the fearful Flame,

That, tears the heart of Darkness,

That burns to ashes things which are dead,

Victory to Him, whose voice thunders

forth Truth,

Whose right arm smites the unrighteous,
Whose guidance leads mortals across death,

Victory to Him !

3rd Citizen. Look there ! Look at

that ! The evening is darkening and that

machine is looking blacker and blacker.

J st Citizen. In the day time, it tried
to outmatch the sunlight, and now it's

rivalling the night itself in blackness. It
looks like a ghost !

2nd Citizen. I can't understand why
Uibhuti built it in that fashion. Wherever
we are in the town, we cannot help look

ing at it. It's like a shriek rending the

sky.
Enters 4th Citizen.

4th Citizen, unr King's uncle has
carried away by force the Crown Prince

along with the guards who guarded his

prison.

1st Citizen. VNhat's the meaning of

that ?

3rd Citizen. It shows he has the
blood of Uttarakut in his veins. He must

have done it, for fear lest the Crown

Prince should fail to get his proper punish

ment from our King.
1st Citizen. <'utrageous ! Think of it !

To encroach upon our right to punish our

own Prince ourselves !

2nd Citizen. The. best thing to do,

friend, is to—you understand ?

1 st Citizen. Yes, Yes. The gold mine

which he has in his territory, —

3rd Citizen. And I've heard from a

most reliable source that he has at least

fifty thousand head ot cattle in his stall.

We must take possession of them, count

ing every head. Ibis is insufferable !

4th Citizen. And then again, the
yearly yield of his saffron field must

amount at least to—

2nd Citizen. Yes ! yes ! His State
must be made to disgorge it. What an

affront !

1st Citizen. Come ! Let us inform

the King about it.

[ They all go.
Enters a Traveller, who shouts out.

1st Traveller. Budhan ! Sambhu I
Budha-an ! Sambhu-u-u! What a nuisance!

They sent me in advance, saying they 'd

overtake me, following the short cut.

But there's no sign of them.—(Looking- up)

That black iron monster over there ! It's

making grimaces at me ! It makes me
shiver with fear.—

Enters another Traveller.

Who's there ? Why don't you answer?

Are You Budhan ?

2nd Traveller. I'm Nimku, the lamp-
seller. They 've got an all night festival in

the Capital, and lamps will be needed.—

Who are vou ?
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1st Traveller. I'm Hubba. I
belong to a band of strolling players.

Did you meet with our party on the way,

and their leader Andu ?

Nimku. There are crowds of men

coming up. How could I recognise them ?
Hubba. But our Andu is an entire

man by himself. You don't have to put

on glasses to pick him out of the crowd.

He's not a mere fraction.— I say ! What a
quantity of lamps you have in your

basket ! Can't you spare one for me ?

Those who are out in the street have

greater need of lamps than those who

are in their houses.

Nimku. How much will you pay for

it?
Hubba. If I could afford to pay, I

should order you in a loud voice, and not

waste my sweet tones on you !

Nimku. You seem to be a humorist !

[ He goes.

Hubba. I failed to get my lamp ; but I
got my recognition as a humorist ! That's

something ! Humorists have the knack of

making themselves felt, even in the dark.

Confound this chirping of the crickets !
It is like pins and needles in the limbs of
the sky, made audible.— I wish I had used
my muscle with that lamp-seller, instead
of displaying my humour.

Enters a Recruiter.

Recruiter. Up ! up !
Hubba. Oh, goodness ! Why on earth

d'you go and frighten me in that way ?
.Recruiter. Get ready to start !
Kubba. That was exactly my intention,

my friend. And now I am trying to digest
the lesson how to get stuck, when one

tri:s to go ahead.
Recruiter. Your party is ready. Only

you are wanting.

Hubba. What do you say ? We, in

habitants of Tin Mohana are remarkably

inept at understanding words, when their

meaning is not clear. What do you mean

by my party ?

Recruiter. We inhabitants of Chabua

village have become wonderful adepts in

making our meaning clear by other means

than words. ( Gives him a push ) Now

you understand !

Hubba. H'm ! Yes ! The simple

meaning is, I must start, whether I wish
it or not. But for what place ? Please

make your answer a little more gentle this

time. That first push of your talk has

cleared my mind greatly.

Recruiter. You have to go to Shiu-

tarai.
Hubba. To Shiutarai ? On this dark

night ? What is the subject of the play

there ?

Recruiter. The subject is 'The

rebuilding of the fort of Nandi Pass*.

Hubba. You mean to rebuild the

Fort with my help ? My dear friend, it's

only because you can't get a good sight

of me, in this darkness, that you could

ever" utter such an absurdity as that!

I'm—

Kecruiter. I don't care who you
are ! You've got your two hands.

Hubba. That's only because I could
not help it. But can you call these—

Recruiter. The proof of the use of

of your hands doesn't come from your
'
mouth. We shall discover it at the right

time. Come now ! Get up !

Enters 2nd Recruiter.

2nd Recruiter. Here's another man,

Kankar.
Kankar. Who is he 1
Wayfarer. I'm nobody, Sir ! I am

69%-3A
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.Lachman. I sound the gong in the Temple
of Bhairava.

Kankar. That means your hands are
strong. Come to Shiu tarai !
Lach.man. But the gong ?

Kankar. Bhairava will sound His
own gong himself.

Lach.man. Pray, have pity on me !
My wife's ailing !
Kankar. She'll either be cured or

dead, when you're absent. And the same

thing '11 happen if you're present.
Hubba. Lachman, my good fellow !

Don't make a fuss. The work has its
risk,. I know. But your objection also
has its own risk, and I've had some taste
of it already.
Kankar. Listen ! I can hear the voice

.of Narsingh. .

Narsingh enters with a gang of men.
Kankar. Is the news good, Narsingh ?
Narsingh. I've gathered these men for

our purpose. And some have already
been despatched.

;.
■ One of the Party. I refuse to go.

Kankar, Why? What's the matter
with you ?

One of the Party. Nothing.* But
I'm not going.
Kankar. What's his name, Narsingh ?

Narsjngh.. His name's Banwari, He

, makes rosaries out of lotus seeds.

Kankar. Let me settle with him.
(To Banwari) Why do you refuse to go ?

Banwari. I've no quarrel with the
Shiu-tarai people. They 're not our
enemies. . ...
Kankar. But l^t's suppose that we
are their enemies ! Hasn't that also its

responsibility ?

Banwari. I'd hate to take part in

, wrongrdoiug. ..... ...'. .. .. .... .

Kankar. Wrong's only wrong where
you've the right to judge. Uttarakut is a

great body, you're only a part. What
ever you do as a part of it—you can have
no responsibility for that !

Banwari. There's a greater body, whose
part's Uttarakut as well as Shiu-tarai.
Kankar. I say, Narsingh ! This man
argues ! Nobody's a greater nuisance for

the country than the man who argues !

Narsingh. Hard work is the best cure
for that ! This is why I'm taking him

along with us.
Banwari. I'll be only a burden to you,
and of no use for your work.
Kankar. You 're a burden to Uttara
kut, and we're trying to get rid of

you.

Hubba. My dear friend Banwari, you
seem to belong to that class of men who
are rational and you won't accept the fact
that there's another class of men who are
powerful. And you two always clash !

Either learn their method, or else give up
your own and keep quiet.
Banwari. What's your method ?

Hubba. I usually sing. But that
would only be useless now, and therefore

I keep silence.
Kankar ( to Banwari ). Now tell me
what you're going to do.

Banwari. I shan't move a step further.
Kankar. Oh ! Then we'll have to make
jou move. 1 say there ! Bind him with
this rope.

Hubba (intervening).. My dear sir,
please let me say one word. Don't be

angry with me ! The force you spend in
carrying this man can be better used, if

you save it.

Kankar. Those who are unwilling to
serve Uttarakut— we've got,, our ..an
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pleasant duty towards them, and we can't

neglect it. D' you understand ?
Hi:bba. H'm, yes ! Very clearly in-

deed !

[ They all go out except Narsingh and
Kankar.

Narsingh, Here comes Bibhuti. Long
live Bibhuti ! '

Enters Bibhuti.

Kankar. We 've made great progress.
Our party's grown strong. Why are you
here ? They 're waiting for you at their
Festival.
Bihhuti. I have no heart for this
Festival.
Narsingh. Why ?
Bibhuti. The news about the Nandi
Pass has deliberately been sent to us
to-day, in order to take away from the

glory of my reception. There is a rivalry
against me.
Kankar. Who's the rival ?

. Bibhuti. I do not want to utter his
name. You all know it. I he problem
has become acute with him,—whether
he shall have more honour in this country
than I. I have not told you one fact.
A messenger came to me from the other
party, to lure me away, and he also
gave me a hint that they are ready to
break the embankment.
Narsingh. Wh at impudence !
Kankar. How could yon bear it,
Bibhuti ?
Bibhuti. It is useless to contradict
the ravings of madness.

Kankar. But is it right to feel too
secure ? I remember how you said once
that there are one or two weak spots,
which can easily be—

Bibhuti. Those who have any infor
mation about these, weak spota^also

know, that they themselves will be carried

away by the flood, if they meddle with
them.

Narsingh. W ouldn't it be wise to

keep guards at those places ?

Bibhuti. Death itself is keeping guard
there. There is not the least fear for

my embankment. If only I can shut

up once again the Nandi Pass, I shall

die happy.

Kankar. It's not at all difficult for

you to do that.

Bibhuti. My appliances are ready.

Only the Pass is so narrow, that it can

be defended by a very few men.

Kankar. That means we shall require
men who must die.
From behind the scene, the cry comes,
Awake, Bbairava ! Awake !

Enters Dhananjay.

Kankar. This is an evil sight for us
at the moment of starting for our

adventure.

Bibhuti. Vairagi, saints like you have

never succeeded in awakening Bhairava.

But men like myself, whom you call

infidels, are on our way to give Him

a good rousing up.

Dhananjay. I have no doubt in my
mind, that it's for you to awaken Him.

Bibhuti. Our process of awakening

Him is not through sounding temple

gongs and lighting temple lamps.

Dhananjay. No ! When you bind Him

with your fetters, l e will wake up to

break them.

Bibhuti. Our fetters are not easy to

break. The evils are innumerable, and

there are an infinite number of knots.

Dhananjay. His time comes when

the obstacle becomes insurmountable.



558d THE MODEkN REVIEW FOR MAY, 1922

The devotees come, singing,

Victory to Him, the Terrible,
The Lord of Destruction,
The Uttermost Peace,

The Dissolver of doubts,

The Breaker of fetters,

Who carries us beyond all conflicts,

The Terrible ! The Terrible !

Enter Ranajit and Minister.
Minister. Sire, the camp is deserted

and a great part of it is burnt away.
The few guards, who were there—

Ranajit. Never mind about them.
Where is Abhijit ? I must know !
Kankar. King ! We claim punishment

for the Crown Prince.
Ranajit. Do 1 ever wait for your claim,

in order to punish the one who deserves
it?
Kankar. The people harbour suspi

cions in their minds, when they cannot

find him.

Ranajit. Suspicions ? Against whom ?
Kankar. Pardon me, Sire ! You

must understand the state ofmind of your
subjects. Owing to the delay in finding
the Crown Prince, their impatience has
grown to such a degree, that they will
never wait for your judgment, when he
is discovered.

Bibhuti. Of our own accord we have
taken in hand the duty of building up
again the Fort of Nandi Pass.
Ranajit. Why cuuld you not leave
it in my hands ?
Bibhuti. We have the right to suspect
your secret sanction to this outrage done
by the Crown Prince.
Minister. Sire, the mind of the public

is excited by their self-glorification on the

one hand and by their anger on the other.

Do not add to their impatienee, and make

it still more turbulent by your impatience.
Ranajit. Who is there ? Is it Dhanan-
jay?
Dhananjay. I am happy to find that

you have not forgotten me !

Ranajit. You certainly know where

Abhijit is.
Dhananjay. I can never keep secret,
what I know for certain.
Ranajit. Then what are you doing

here ?

Dhananjay. I am waiting for the
appearance of the Crown Prince.
From outside, the voice is heard 01 Amba:
Sutnan ! Suman, my darling ! It's

dark. It's so dark !
Ranajit. V* ho is that calling ?

Minister. It is that mad woman,
Amba.

Enters Amba.

Amba. He has not yet come back.

Ranajit. Why do you seek him ? The

time came, and Bhairava called him away.
Amba. Does Bhairava only call away

and never restore,—secretly ? In the depth

of the night ?—My Suman ! •

[ Amba goes out.

Enters a Messenger.
Messenger. A multitude of men from

Jshiu-tarai is marching up.

Bibhuti. How is that ? We had
planned to disarm them, by falling on

them suddenly. There must be some

traitor among us ! Kankar ! Very few
people knew, except your party. Then
how was it,— ?
Kankar. Bibhuti ! You suspect even

us !

Bibhuti. Suspicion knows no limits.
Kankar. Then we also suspect you.
BrBHUTi. You have the right 1 Bat
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when the time comes, there will be a
reckoning.

RANAJIT (to the Messenger). Do you
know, why they are coming 2
MESSENGER. They have heard that

the Crown Prince is in prison, and they
have come to seek him out and rescue him.

BIBHUTI. . We are also seeking him, as

well as they. Let us see who can find
him |

DHANANJAY. Both of you will find him.
He has no favourites.

MESSENGER. There comes Ganesh, the
leader of Shiu-tarai.

Enters Ganesh.

GANESH ( to Dhananjay ).
shall we find him 2

DHANANJAY. Yes.
GANESH. Promise us !

DHANANJAY. Yes, you shall find him.

Father,

RANAJIT. Whom are you seeking 2

GANESH. King ! You must release
him.

RANAJIT. Whom 2
GANESH. Our Crown Prince | You do

not want him, but we do | Would you

shut up everything that we need for
our life, even him 2

DHANANJAY. Fool Who has the power

to shut him up 2
GANESH. We shall make him our King.

DHANANJAY. Yes, you shall !
coming with his King's crown.

He is

Enter the devotees, singing.

Victory to the fearful Flame,

That tears the heart of Darkness,

That burns to ashes things
which are dead.

Victory to Him whose voice
thunders forth Truth,

Whose right arm smites
the unrighteous,

Whose guidance leads mortals
across Death.

From outside there is heard the cry of
Amba.

AMBA. Mother calls, Suman Mother
calls | Come back, Suman come back

(A sound is heard in the distance. )
BIBHUTI. Hark! What is that ? What
is that sound 2

DHANANJAY. It is laughter, bubbling up
from the heart of the darkness.

BIBHUTI. Hush | Let me find out from
what direction the sound comes.

In the distance, the cry is faintly heard,
“Victory to Bhairava l’’

BIBHUTI (listening with his head bent
towards the ground ). It is the sound of

Water.

DHANANJAY. The first beat o
f

the drum
in the dance—

BIBUUti. The sound grows in strength !

|KANKAR. It seems—
-

NARSINGH. Yes! It certainly seems—
BIBHUti. My God here is n
o

doubt
of it ! The water of Muktadhárà is freed
—Who has done it 2–Who has broken the

embankment 2 He shall pay the price

There is no escape for him
-

[He rushes out.
[Kankar and Narsingh rush out, follow
ing him.

RANAJIT. Minister | What is this
DHANANJAY. It is the call to the Feast

o
f

the Breaking o
f Bondage—(Sings)

The drum beats ;

It beats into the beatings of my heart.
MINISTER, Sire, it is—
RANAJIT. Yes, it must be his
MINISTER. It can be no other man
than— - - -
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Ranajit. Who is so brave as he ?
Dhananjay. (Sings)
His feet dance,

The)' dance in the depth of my life.

Ranajit. I shall punish him, if
punished he must be. But these people,

maddened with rage,—0 my Abhijit ! He
is favoured of the Gods ! May the Gods
save him !

Ganesh. I do not understand what
has happened, Master !

Dhananjay. ( Sings )
The night watches,

And watches also the Watchman.

The silent stars throb with dread.
Ranajit. I hear some steps !—Abhijit !
Abhijit !
Minister. It must be he, who comes.
Dhananjay. ( Sings )
My heart aches and aches,

While the fetters fall to pieces.

Enters Sanjay.

Ranajit. Here comes Sanjay !—Where

is Abhijit ?
Sanjay. The waterfall of Muktadhara

has borne him away, and we have lost

him.

Ranajit. What say you, Prince ?
Sanjay. He has broken the embank

ment.

Ranajit. I understand ! And with this
he has found his freedom ! Sanjay ! Did

he take you with him ?

Sanjay. No ! But I was certain he
would go there. And so I preceded him,
and waited in the dark.— But there it ends.

He kept me back. He would not let me go.

Ranajit. Tell me more !
Sanjay. Somehow he had come to

know about a weakness in the structure,

and at that point he gave his blow to the
monster Machine. The monster returned

that blow against him. Then Mukta
dhara, like a mother, took up his stricken

body into her arms and carried him away.
Ganesh. We came to seek our Prince !

Shall we never find him again !

Dhananjay. You have found him for
ever !

Enter the Devotees ofBhairava, singing:
Victory to Him, who is .Terrible,

The Lord of Destruction,
The Uttermost Peace !

The Dissolver of doubts,

The Breaker of fetters,
V\ ho carries us beyond all conflicts,

The Terrible ! the Terrible !

Victory to the fearful Flame,

That tears the heart of Darkness !

That Turns to ashes things that are dead !

Victory to Him, whose voice thunders
forth Truth,

Whose right arm smites the unrighteous,
Whose guidance leads mortals across

death !

The Terrible ! the Terrible !

( The End. )

Note by the Author.

[ The waterfall round which the action

of this play revolves is named Mukta

dhara— the Free Current. Such a descrip

tive name may sound strange in English,

but those who are familiar with geogra

phical names prevalent in India, will at

once be reminded of the Pagla-jhora—the

waterfall of Darjeeling, whose meaning is

the Mad Stream.
The name Free Current is sure to give

rise in the readers' minds to the suspicion

that it has a symbolic meaning ; that it

represents all that the word 'freedom' signi

fies in human life. This interpretation
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will appear to be still more obvious when
it is seen that the Machine referred to in
the play has stopped the flow of its water.

While acknowledging that there is no

great harm in holding the view that this

play has some symbolical element in its
construction, I must ask my readers to
treat it as a representation of a concrete
fact of psychology. The Crown Prince

Abhijit, who is one of the principal
characters in this drama, suddenly comes

to learn that he is a foundling, picked
up near the source of MuktadhSra. This

unexpected revelation profoundly affects

his mind, making him believe that His
life has a spiritual relationship with
this waterfall ; that its voice was the
first voice which greeted him with a

message when he came to the world.
From that moment the fulfilment of
that message becomes the sole aim of
his life, which is to open out paths for

the adventurous spirit of Man. Just
at this time the news reaches him that
the Royal Engineer Bibhuti with his
machine has stopped the flow of Mukta-
dhara. It comes as a challenge to
himself personally ; for to him the

current of this waterfall has become an

objective counterpart of his inner life.
The fact that it was the King's policy
which for its political purposes utilised

this machine, makes him realise that the
palace and its responsibilities are the
real hindrances to his spiritual freedom, —

they are the machine obstructing the
flow of his soul for a purpose which
is alien to his inner being. He rejects
the palace ; he comes out with the
object of emancipating the prisoned water

and his life at the same time. He

achieves this through a supreme act of
renunciation. ]

VAISHNAVA LYRICS DONE INTO ENGLISH VERSE

The night is dark ; the sky is overcast.
Only the lightnings flash in the sky's ten

corners.
And down the rain pours, thick and cold and

fast ;

Yet Radha, the darling, now with maidens few,
Hasteneth to the grove to meet her Lover;

And she is muffled in clinging scarf of blue.

Since Love, new-wakened, maketh strong
the weak,

Radha hath kept the tryst, but not her
Lover.

Him, therefore, Jninadasa goeth to seek.

2

So the Maid speaketh, looking at the trees :
"How the twigs do quiver in the gentle

breeze !"

Startled anon, she looketh wistfully ;
Then "Krishna is coming ! Madhava !"

says she.

"At your tricks again ! Hiding there behind
The tall tamala tree—'but is it really kind
To keep a Maid waiting whom you swore to

please?"

So the Maid speaketh ; for it was not he ;
"What can the meaning be ? Is it done to

tease ?

Nay, I will walk about ; indeed I cannot stay.
I wonder if Krishna can have lost his way.
If the jingling music of the nupur I could hear,
Then I should know that he was really near."
Govindadasa, the poet, singeth so
Of Krishna and a Maiden long long ago.

3 .
The night is dark ; clouds thunder overhead.

How will he come to me,'
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THE FOURFOLI) WAY ()F INDIA

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE,

N artist carefully selects his lines and
colours and harmonises them in such a man
ner that they no longer remain a sum total

of lines and colours. They transcend them
selves to form a picture in which the artist's
ideal of perfection finds it

s

release in a final
attainment. Similarly, India in pursuit of her
ideals o

f liberation, a liberation in the bosom

o
f

the Perfect, tried to train and manipulate
life's forces towards a deliberate end. Life,
according to her, must not only grow within
itself but outgrow itself into a higher meaning

which is beyond it
,

a
s

the flower outgrows
itself into the fruit. Lines through their
discipline o

f

limits lead the form to the region

o
f beauty which is the expression o
f

the
Limitless. India's aim has been to guide life's
current through its boundaries o

f

banks to
wards an unbounded sea o

f

freedom. The
object o

f

this paper is to discuss the principles
and method o

f such a
n art o
f living which

once India taught her children to follow.
The flesh is impure, the world is vanity,

therefore renunciation in the shape o
f self

mortification is necessary for salvation,-this
was the ideal o

f spiritual life held forth in

mediaeval Europe. Modern Europe, however,
considers it unwholesome to acknowledge an
everlasting feud between the human world o

f

natural desires and social aims on the one
hand, and the spiritual life with it

s discipline

and aspiration o
n the other. According to

her, we enfeeble the moral purpose o
f our

existence if we put too much stress on the
illusoriness o

f
this world. T
o drop down

dead in the race course o
f life, while running

a
t full speed, is acclaimed b
y

her to b
e the

most glorious death.

It is true that Europe has gained a certain
strength b

y pinning it
s

faith o
n

the world, by
refusing to dwell o

n its evanescence, on the
certainty o

f death, condemning the oppo
site frame o
f

mind a
s morbid. Her children

are, perhaps, thereby trained to b
e more
efficient in competition, to gain victory in

the struggle which, in their view, represents

the whole o
f

life. But, whatever may b
e

the
practical effect o

f leading this life a
s if its

connection with u
s were interminable, that is

not a fact.

Doubtless Nature, for it
s

own biological
purposes, has created in u

s
a strong faith in

life, by keeping u
s

unmindful o
f

death.
Nevertheless, not only our physical existence,

but also the environment which it builds u
p

around itself, desert us in the moment o
f

triumph. The greatest prosperity comes "to it
s

end, dissolving into emptiness ; the mightiest
empire is overtaken by stupor amidst the
flicker o

f

it
s

festival lights. All this is none
the less true because the truism bores
us to be reminded o

f

it
.

Therefore all our
works which make for the composition o

f our
life have to be judged according to their.
harmony with their background, the back
ground which is death.
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And yet, it is equally true that, though
a
ll

our mortal relationships have their end,
We cannot ignore them with impunity while
they last. If we behave a

s if they d
o not exist,

merely because they will not persist, they
will all the same exact their dues, with a

great deal over b
y

way o
f penalty. We cannot

claim exemption from payment o
f

fare because
She railway train has not the permanence o

f

the dwelling house. Trying to ignore bonds
that are real, albeit temporary, only strengthens

and prolongs their bondage.
That is why the spirit of attachment and

that o
f

detachment have to be reconciled in

harmony, and then only will they lead u
s

to

fulfilment. Attachment is the force which
draws u

s

to the truth in it
s

finite aspect,
the aspect o

f

what is
,

while detachment leads

u
s

to freedom in the infinity o
f

truth which

is the ideal aspect. In the act of walking,
attachment is in the step that the foot takes
when it touches the earth ; detachment is in

the movement o
f

the other foot when it

raises itself. The harmony o
f bondage and

freedom is the dance o
f

creation. According

to the symbolism o
f

Indian thought, the god
Siva, the male principle o

f Truth, represents
freedom which is o

f

the spirit, while the
goddess Sivani, it

s

female principle, repre
sents the bonds which are o

f

the real. In

their union dwells the ideal o
f perfection.

In order to achieve the reconciliation o
f

these opposites, we must first come to a true
understanding o

f

man ; that is to say, we
must not cut him down to the requirement

o
f any particular duty. To look o
n

trees
only a

s firewood, is not to know the tree in

its completeness. Similarly, to look o
n

man
merely a

s

the protector o
f

his country, o
r

the producer o
f

its wealth, is to reduce him

to soldier o
r

merchant o
r diplomat, to make

his efficiency a
s such the measure o
f

his
manhood. Not only is such a view limited,

it is destructive. And those whom we would
thus glorify are but assisted to a rocket-like
descent.

How India once looked o
n

man a
s greater

than any purpose h
e could serve, is shown by

the well-known couplet o
f

a Sanskrit poet
which may b

e translated thus : For the
family, sacrifice the individual ; for the
community, the family; for the country, the
community ; for the soul, all the world.

A question will be asked ; “What is this
soul ?” Let us first try to answer a much
simpler question : “What is life 2'
'

Certainly

life is not merely the facts o
f life that are
evident to u
s,

the breathing, digesting and

various other functions o
f

the body ; not
even the principle o

f unity which comfºre
hends them. In a mysterious manner it

contains within it a future which conti
nually brings itself out from the envelopment

o
f

it
s present, dealing with unforeseen circum

stances, experimenting with new variations.

If its presence, with dead materials, chokes the
path o

f

it
s ever-unfolding future, then it is a

traitor that betrays it
s

trust. The soul, which

is our spiritual life, contains our infinity

within it
. It has a
n impulse that urges, our

consciousness to break through the dimly
lighted walls o

f

animal life where our
turbulent passions fight and scream to find
their throne within that narrow enclosure.
Though, like animals, man is dominated b

y

h
is

self, h
e

has a
n instinct that fights against it
,

like the rebel life within a seed that breaks
through the dark prison bringing out its flag

o
f

freedom in the realm o
f light. Our

sages in the East have always maintained
that self-emancipation is the highest form o

f

freedom for man,—because it is his fulfil
ment in the heart o

f

the Eternal, and not
merely some reward achieved through some
process o

f

what is called salvation.
That was what had been preached and

practised in India. Our sages saw n
o end

to the dignity o
f

the human spirit which found
its consummation in the Supreme Spirit itself.
Any limited view o

f

man would therefore b
e

a false view. He could not be merely Citizen

o
r Patriot, for neither city nor country, nor,

for the matter o
f that, the bubble called the
world, could contain his infinity.

A poet of classical India, who was once a

King, has said : What if you have secured
the fountain-head o

f

all desires ; what if
got have put your foot on the neck of your
enemy, o

r by good fortune gathered friends
around you ; that, even, if you have succeeded

ſi
n keeping mortal bodies alive for ages,

what then 2

The realm o
f

our desires is for the creature
who is imprisoned within his self. These
desires not having their perspective o

f

the
eternal have some fanciful value for which
the prisoners scramble in the dark and break
each other's skulls. You can only direct
man's life towards it

s perfection if you re
mind him that there is something for him
which is ultimate and those who stop short

o
f

that can never find the answer to the
question : What then 2

Europe is
,

incessantly singing paeans to

Freedom, which to her means freedom to

acquire, freedom to enjoy, freedom to work.
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This freedom is by no means a small thing,
and much toil and care are required to main
tain it in this world.
h the process of attaining freedom a man

must bind his will in order to save its forces
from distraction and wastage, so as to gain
for it the velocity which comes from the
bondage itself. Those who seek liberty in a
purely political plane must constantly curtail
it and reduce their freedom of thought and
action to that narrow limit which is necessary
for making political liberty secure, very often
at the cost of liberty of conscience. Are
the soldiers of England free men, or are they

not merely living guns 2 And what of the
toilers in her mines and factories—mere
appendages of the machines they work, -who
assist with their life's blood to paint red the
map of England's Empire. How few are the
Englishmen who really participate in this
political freedom of theirs 2 Europe may

have preached and striven for the rights of
the individual, but where else in the world
is the individual so much of a slave 2
The only reply to this is the paradox to
which I have already referred. Freedom can
only be attained through bonds of discipline,
through sacrifice of personal inclination. Free
dom is a profit which can only be gained if
you lay out a commensurate capital of self
restriction.
Individualism was also the object of

India's quest,-not of this narrow kind,
however, for it stretched up towards self
emancipation,-so it tried to gain this larger
individual freedom through every detail of
life, every relation of family and society.
And as in Europe her ideal of freedom has
manifested itself in the full rigour of mecha
nical and military bonds, so the ideal of
India found its expression in the strict
regulation of the most intimate details of the
daily life. If we fail to see the ideal behind
and focus our view on its external mani
festations which are of the present age, then
indeed in India individual liberty appears
most thoroughly fettered. It has happened
over and over again in the history of man
when the means have got the better of the
end. It occurs either when some passion like
greed lures away our mind from the ideal
end to the material means itself, making us
blind to their relative value, or when
through lassitude of spirit our endeavour
falls short of it

s

aim and takes pride in

conforming to regulations that n
o longer

have their meaning, that exact our sacrifices
without giving u
s anything in return.

That is what has happened in our country.

We still submit to the bondage of all kinds

o
f

social restrictions, but the emancipation

which was the object is no longer in our
view. So that if now the looker-on should
come to the conclusion that the social
system o

f India is only a device for keeping
down it

s people b
y

unmeaning prohibitions,
we may get angry, but we shall find it

difficult to give a
n

effective contradiction.

It is not my object to lament our downfall.
What I wish to point out is that India had
originally accepted the bonds o

f

her social
system in order to transcend society, a

s the
rider puts reins o

n his horse and stirrups on
his own feet in order to ensure greater speed
towards his goal. India knew that society

was not the ultimate end o
f man, but through

the mutual help and collective endeavour o
f

individuals it was the best means of training
him for and leading him to liberation. And
her bonds were even more severe than those
which Europe has imposed o

n herself. That
was because an even greater freedom was in

contemplation. Her present plight only shows
that the deeper the lake, the more cavernous

is its hollow when it has dried up.
The reconciliation o

f

these opposite aspects

o
f bondage and freedom, o
f

the means and
the end, is thus referred to in one o

f

our
sacred scriptures:

“In darkness are they who worship only

the world, but in greater darkness they who
worship the Infinite alone. He who
accepts both, saves himself from deathi by the
knowledge o
f

the former, and by that o
f

the
latter attains immortality.”
That is to say, we must first have our

fulness o
f worldly life before we can attain
the Infinite. Desire must be yoked to work
for the purpose o

f transcending both desire
and work, and then only can union with the
Supreme b

e thought o
f. The mere renuncia

tion o
f

the world does not entitle to

immortality.
The same scripture says:
“Performing work in this world, must thou

desire to live a hundred years, O man, n
o

other way is open to thee. His work • never
absolutely attaches itself to man.”

->

A full life with full work can alone
fulfil the destiny of man. When his worldly
life is thus perfected, it comes to it

s

natural
end, and the fetters o

f

work are loosened and
drop off.

In Europe we see only two divisions o
f

man's worldly life-the period of training and
that o

f

work. It is like prolonging a straight
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line till, wearied, you drop off your brush.
Such elongation of a straight line can never
produce a picture; it can have no design; so
it is unmeaning. Work is a process and
cannot really be the end of anything ; it must
have some gain, some achievement, as its
object. And yet Europe has omitted to put
before man any definite goal in which its
work may find its natural termination and
gain it

s

rest. To acquisition, whether o
f

material o
r

o
f knowledge, there is n
o limit.

And European civilisation puts all its emphasis

o
n

the progress o
f

this cumulative acquisition
forgetting that the best contribution which
each individual can make to the progressive

life of humanity is in the perfection o
f

his
own life. So their end comes in the middle

o
f things ; there is no game, but only the

chase.
We, also, say that the desire is not

exhausted, but rather increases, with the
getting. How then is one to come to the
end o

f

work 2 The reply that India o
f

old
gave was, that there is an exception to this
general rule, that there is a plane wherein
getting does arrive a

t it
s terminus, whereto

if we strive to attain, our work shall come to

an end, and rest be ours. The Universe
cannot b

e

so madly conceived that desire
should b

e

a
n interminable singing with no

song to which it can b
e completed.

India has not advised us to come to a

sudden stop while work is in full swing. It is

true that, the unending procession o
f

the world
has gone on, through its ups and downs, from
the beginning o

f

creation till to-day , but it is

equally obvious that each individual's connection
therewith does get finished. Must h

e necess
arily quit it without any sense o

f

fulfilment 2

Had that been so, h
e would have been

unfortunate indeed.
On the one hand, I represent in me an

endless current o
f generations ; with my life

I add to its flow, I contribute a
s much a
s I

can to its store o
f

ever increasing experience

o
f knowledge and possibilities o
f power. On

the other hand, I represent the individual
whose life has a beginning and end in itself
and therefore who must find some ideal o

f

perfection in that limited period o
f

time.
The unending stream can have no idea o

f

completeness, it
s

nature is movement. To
remain for a moment its part and then to

vanish means struggle and n
o realisation.

Those who say that the world is a humming
top o
f absurdity which only hums and whirls

for n
o

reason whatever, should not preach
their gospel o
f work and help this madness o
f

movements. As in the heart of all thing

there is the impulse o
f unending progress, "so

there must also b
e

the ideal o
f

fulfilment
which only gives meaning to a

ll

movements.
Who is to realise it if not the individual 2

The movement which is in the finite has it
s

claims from him, but the fulfilment which is

in the infinite has also its call to him. When
we respond to that call, then death does not
come a

s

a
n abrupt interruption to our world

o
f reality. Directly we know the truth which

is ultimate, we enter the realm o
f

the ever
lasting yes.
In the division o

f

man's world-life which
we had in India, work came in the middle,

the freedom a
t

the end. As the day is divided
into morning, noon, afternoon and evening,
so India has divided man's life into four
parts, following the indication o

f

his nature.
The day has the waxing and waning o

f

it
s

light, so has man o
f

his bodily powers ; and
acknowledging this, India gave a connected
meaning to his life from start to finish.
First came Brahmacharya, the period o

f

education ; then garhasthya, that o
f

the world's
work ; then ranaprasthya, the retreat for the
loosening o

f

bonds ; and finally, pracrajya, the
expectant awaiting o

f freedom through death.
Nowadays we have come to look upon

life a
s
a conflict with death, the intruding

enemy, not the natural ending, in impotent
quarrel with which we spend every stage o

f

it
.

When the time comes for youth to depart,
we would hold it back by main force. When
the fervour o
f

desire slackens, we would re
vive it with fresh fuel of our own devising.
When our sense organs weaken, we urge them

to keep u
p

their efforts. Even when our grip
has relaxed, we are reluctant to give up
possession. We fain would ignore all the
rest o

f

our life except only it
s morning and

noon. And when a
t last the growing dusk

compels us to acknowledge its afternoon and
evening, we are either in a rebellious o

r

in a

despairing frame o
f mind, and so unable to

make due use o
f

them. We are not trained

to recognise the inevitable a
s natural, and so

cannot give up gracefully that which has to

go, but needs must wait till it is snatched
from us. The truth comes a

s conqueror only

because we have lost the art o
f receiving it

a
s guest.

The stem o
f

the ripening fruit becomes
loose, its pulp soft, but its seed hardens with
provision for the next life. Our outward
losses, due to age, likewise have corresponding
inward gains. But, in man's inner #

.

his
will plays a dominant part, so that these
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gains depend on his own disciplined striving ;
that is why, in the case of undisciplined man,
it is so often seen that his muscles slacken,
his ſegs totter, and yet his stern hold on life
refuses to let go its grip, so much so that he
is anxious to exercise his will in regard to
worldly details even after his death. This
kind of tenacity is coming to be regarded,
even in our country, as something to be proud

of ; but what is there so glorious in it 2
Renounce we must, and through

renunciation gain, -that is the truth of the inner
world.
Man leaves the refuge of the womb in

order to achieve the further growth of body
and mind in which consists the whole of the
child life : next, he has to leave the self
centred security of this narrow world and
enter the fuller which has varied relations
with the multitude ; lastly comes the decline
of the body, and enriched with his experiences,
man should now leave the narrower life for
the universal life, to which he must dedicate
his accumulated wisdom on the one hand and,
on the other, should himself enter into
relations with the Life Eternal ; so that, when
finally the decaying body has come to the
very end of it

s tether, the soul views its
breaking away quite simply and without
regret, in the expectation o

f

it
s

own rebirth
into the infinte.
From individual body to community, from

community to universe, from universe to

Infinity,+this is the soul's normal progress.
Our sages, therefore, keeping in mind the

goal o
f

this progress, did not, i
n life's first

stage o
f education, prescribe , merely the

learning of books o
r things, but brahma

charya, the living in discipline, whereby both
enjoyment and it

s

renunciation would come
equally easy to the strengthened character.
Life being a pilgrimage, with liberation in

the Supreme Being a
s it
s object, the living

o
f

it was a spiritual exercise to b
e carried

through it
s

different stages, humbly, reverently
and vigilantly. And the pupil, from his very
initiation, has this final consummation kept
in his vew.
The series o

f adjustments between within
and without which constitute the physical
life, have become automatic ; but in the case

o
f

man, his mind comes in as a disturbing
factor which is still in the stage o

f

conscious
experimentation and which therefore may
involve him in endless trouble before it
s

activities can b
e attuned to universal law.
For instance, the body may have come to the
end o
f

its requirement o
f

food for the time,

whereas the mind will not have it so, but,
seeking to prolong the enjoyment o

f

its
satisfaction, even beyond actual need, spurs

o
n

the tongue and the stomach to greater
efforts, thus upsetting age-long adjustments
and creating widely ramified trouble in the
process o

f

the superficial effort required for
procuring needless material.
Once the mind refuses to b

e bound by

actual requirements, there ceases to b
e any

reason why it should cry halt at any particular
limit, and so, like trying to extinguish fire
with oil, it

s acquisitions only make it
s

desires
blaze up all the fiercer. That is why it is so

essential to habituate the mind, from the very
beginning, to be conscious of, and desirous o

f

keeping within, the natural limits, in other
words, to attune itself to the universal nature,

so that, with every liberty to play its varied
tunes, it may learn to avoid discord with the
Good and the True.
After the period of such education comes

the period o
f worldly life. Our law-giver

Manu tells us that

“It is not possible to discipline ourselves so

effectirely ºf out of touch with the world,

a
s while pursuing the world-life with wisdom.”

That is to say, wisdom does not attain
completeness except through the living o

f

life ; and discipline divorced from wisdom is

not true discipline, but merely the meaning
less following o

f custom, which is only a

veil for ignorance.

Work becomes true, only when desire
has learnt to control itself. Then alone does
the householder's state become a centre o
f

welfare for the society, and instead o
f being
an obstacle helps on the final liberation.
When a

ll

his work is true, having the
detachment o

f unselfishness, it
s obligations

cannot curtail the freedom o
f

his spirit. .
When the second stage o

f life has thus
been spent, when the crops that were raised
on the field o

f youth have been harvested
and garnered and done with, life's evening
comes, the time to leave the enclosure o

f

labour for the open road ; to set out for home
where peace awaits us. Have we not been
toiling through the live-long day for this
very home, the Home which is fulfilment
itself P

After the infant leaves the womb, it still
has to remain close to its mother for a time,
remaining attached in spite o

f

its deliverance,
until it can adapt itself to its new freedom.
Such is the case in the third stage o

f life,
when man, though aloof from the world, remains

in touch with it
.

He still gives to the world
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-

of his store of wisdom, as the ripe fruit dropped
from it

s stem, gives food to the world before its
seed finds soil for its further life. His wisdom
comes to the world like a shower o

f

rain
which is for all, because it is taken up in the
upper air of disinterested detachment.
Then a

t last comes a day when even such
free relations have their end, the emancipated
spirit steps out o

f

a
ll

bonds to face the

sºme Spirit. Just a
s
a good housewife,

while dealing with diverse men and things

in the course o
f

her duties, is after all
doing the work o

f

her husband's household

a
ll

the time, openly and tacitly acknowledg
ing at every step her relationship with him,
yet at the end o

f

the day she puts aside a
ll

her work and betakes herself with her hus
band to the solitude o

f

their union, so does
the soul, whose world-work is done, put away

a
ll

finite matters and come a
ll

alone to it
s

communion with the Eternal.
Only in this way can man's world-life b

e

truly lived from one end of it to the other,
without being engaged a

t every step in trying
conclusions with death and without being
overcome when death arrives in due course,

a
s b
y
a conquering enemy.

This fourfold way o
f

India attunes the
life of man to the sublime harmony o

f

the uni
verse, leaving n

o room for untrained desires

to forget their simple relations therewith and

to pursue their destructive career unchecked,
but leading them o

n

to their final relations
with the Supreme.

I feel that the doubt may arise here : how
far is it possible so to mould the whole
people o

f any country? To which I would
reply that when the wick is ablaze at it

s tip,
the whole lamp is said to be alight. What
ever may b

e

the ideal o
f

the righteous life,

it finds luminous expression only in the top
most few. If in any country even a small
number o

f

it
s people succeed in realising a
n

ideal, that is a gain for the whole o
f

it
.

However dire may b
e

the outward
degeneration which has overtaken u

s in India,
there is an inmost core still alive within us,
which refuses to acknowledge anything less
than the Supreme a

s

the highest gain. Even
now when any great soul strikes a higher
note, our whole being responds, and n

o lesser
consideration o

f

worldliness can stop it from

so doing.
Now-a-days, o

n occasions o
f festivity in

our country, we have acquired the habit o
f

adding a foreign brass band to the usual
set o
f

our own festive pipes, thereby creating

a terrible confusion o
f

sound. Nevertheless,

the plaintive Indian note o
f

our real yearn
ing may b

e discerned b
y

the sensitive far,
through a

ll

it
s

clash and clang. But while,

in the public part o
f our homes, the foreign

big drum and blatant trumpet proclaim the
pride o

f

wealth and the emulation o
f fashion,

those who are in touch with the privacy o
f

our inner life, know that this deafening din
does not penetrate there.
We were not always this kind of a market

crowd, jostling and elbowing one another

so vulgarly, quarrelling over privileges and
titles, advertising our own worth in unashamed
exaggeration. The whole thing is sheer
imitation and mostly sham. It has no
redeeming feature o

f courtesy o
r graceful

ness. But, before this age o
f

make-believe
overtook us, we had a

n inherent dignity o
f

our own, which was not impaired by plain
living o

r poverty. This was for u
s

like a

congenital armour which used to protect
u
s against all the insults and trials o
f our

material vicissitudes. But this natural
protection has been wheedled away from
us, driving u

s

to take our stand behind
bluster and bluff. Dignity has now become
an outside thing which we must bolster up
by outward show. As we n

o longer reckon
inward satisfaction to be the fulness of
wealth, we have to hunt for its paraphermalia

in foreign shops, and never can gather
together enough.
But, in spite o
f

all this, I say that it

has not worked its way into the core o
f our

being. It is yet of the outside and therefore,
perhaps, so excessively obvious. Just because
we have not become really used to our new
acquisitions, d

o we make so much o
f

a

turmoil about them, like the loisterol s move
ments of the inexpert swimmer.
Moreover, I cannot at all admit that there

can b
e anything in man's higher life which

is only good in a particular geographical
latitude. It is never true that we must take
refuge in meekness because we are weak, o

r

that we want righteousness only a
s
a con

venient cloak for hiding our indigence.
Ideals preached by great personalities o

f the
world need for their acceptance more steady
courage, perfect training, power o

f sacrifice,

than those which are needed to make good
our school-learnt lessons o

n

the profits o
f

insensate competition and the duplicity and
carnage o

f
a hungry nationalism thriving o
n

human flesh.
To prepare, in a spirit o

f

reverence and
by a life o

f discipline, for the world-life in

which the soul is to attain maturity amidst
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her daily -work of self-dedication and find
atºthe serene end of her physical existence
her own perfect revelation in a world of
ineffable light and life, is the only way
through which a human being can attain to
consistency and fulness of meaning.
If we believe this, then we must also

recognise that each and every people must
strive to realise it

,

overcoming their respec

tive obstacles in their own way. If they
would live in truth, then everything else,

—the luxury o
f

individual riches, the might

o
f nations,—must be counted a
s subordinate.

The spirit o
f

man must triumph and liberate
itself, if man's incessant endeavour during all
these ages is to attain its fulfilment.

If that is not to be, and yet if by the
help o

f

some magic wand o
f progress men

find an inexhaustible source o
f incessant

profit, some weapon that in a second can
kill millions o

f enemies, some potion that
can keep their mortal bodies alive for agés,
—what then 2

DAIL EIREANN: THE IRISH HOUSE ()F COMMONS
—A (ENERAL IMPRESSION

By St. NIHAI, SINGH

I

JST a
s I chºol, for the first time, the

chan') b
y

in which DAFL EIREANN
correspondinº to the British House o

f

Commons—holls it
s sittings, and took my seat

in the Press G \llery, a Deputy sitting a
t

some
distance to the left o

f

the Speaker's chair
rose to his feet and began to address the
Assem')'v. T to distance between us could
not h 1'

.'
* h >>n more than 20 o
r possibly 30

feet. Yo'. I could not understand a word he

was saying. His voice was audible enough :

in fact, he spoke loudly.

I was on the point of asking my neighbour
an oldish, stoutish man representing one o

f

the news agencies, what the Deputy was
saying, when I suddenly began to follow the
speech without difficulty. It then dawned
upon me that he had been speaking in Irish,

and possibly finding that he was not being
followed by some o

f

his fellow-Deputies o
r

by some o
f

the reporters in the Gallery a
s

well a
s

he wished, had turned to English,

which h
e spoke almost like a foreigner who

thought in another language. On subsequent
inquiry I learned that Gaelic was his native
tongue.

A similar experience must have fallen to

the lot of other visitors from abroad, for it

is not a
t

all tuncommon for some o
f

the Deputies

to start off in Irish and continue in English.

Every one o
f them, whether Gaelic-speaking

o
r not, in any case, begins with the phrase

“A Ceann Comhairle” (pronounced "A Kin
Korle”), which is the Irish equivalent of the
English “Mr. Speaker.”
Some persons among the Irish, while

undoubtedly patriotic, fell disposed to laugh

a
t

the attempt to revive the Irish language,
and even seek to obstruct it
.

Some o
f the
Deputies object, on the score o
f expense, if

for no other reason, to the printing o
f the
Dail documents and Acts of Parliament in

Irish side by side with English.
This attitude is scarcely to b

e wondered

a
t when it is remembered that for many

centuries a systematic endeavour was made

to overlay Irish culture with English civiliza
tion. So successful, indeed, proved the effort

to kill the Irish language that it has ceased

to b
e spoken over the larger part o
f

the island,

“native speakers” being confined to remote
districts along the southern and western sea
board—about 600,000 persons out o

f
a total

population o
f

over 4,000,000 persons taking
the whole of Ireland.

II
The green tint o

f

the Order Paper
(symbolic o

f

the Emerald Isle, though blue

is the traditional Irish colour) which attracted
my eye a

s

soon a
s I sat down, the use of

Gaelic b
y

the Deputy who proceeded to speak
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THE SCHOOLMASTER

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE

F fifty years ago some prophet had come
and told me that I was to be invited to
a meeting of the teachers of Japan to

discuss my ideas of education, it would have
startled even the imagination of a poet. For,

I suppose, some of you at least know that,
since I was thirteen, I have hardly ever
been inside an educational institution until
latterly when I have my reputation as a poet
and am invited to lecture.
Thus, when I felt it my duty to start a

school for the children, I had hardly any ex
perience of education. This was possibly an
advantage for me. Not being tied down by cut
and dried doctrines of education, I had to
find my own experience through experiment
and failure. I was made intensely conscious
when I was young of what was wrong in
education. It drove me away from school,
and it was that which made me decide, when
quite old, to found an institution where some
of these mistakes should not be made, mistakes
from which I had suffered as a boy.
When, at about the age of five, I was

forced to attend school, my whole heart
rose in rebellion against an arrangement
where there was no tinge of colour, no play

of life, where the lessons had no context
with their surroundings, and where I was
banished from that paradise, to which I had
been born, where Nature dwells full of beauty,
—and this for no crime but that of being
born ignorant. I was banished into a cage
where education was provided from outside
as birds are fed. My whole heart felt the
indignity of "treatment, even though I was so
young.

Our system of education refuses to admit
that children are children. Children are
punished because they fail to behave like
grown-up people and have the impertinence

to be noisily childish. Their educators do
not know, or they refuse to acknowledge

that this childishness is Nature's own provi
sion and that the child through its restless
mind and movements should always come
into touch with new facts and stumble upon
new information. Thus the child becomes
the battle-ground for a fight between the
schoolmaster and mother Nature herself.
The schoolmaster is of opinion that the

best means of educating a child is by con
centration of mind, but Mother Nature knows
that the best way is by dispersion of mind.
When we were children, we came to gather

facts by such scattering of mental energy,
through unexpected surprises. The surprise
gave us that shock which was needed
to make us intensely conscious of the facts
of life, of the world. Facts must come fresh
to children to startle their minds into full
activity. But such activity itself was held to
be intolerable by the schoolmaster who reigned
in the class I was compelled to attend. The
master insisted that I should have to be
passive and my mind rebelled every moment ;
for Mother Nature encouraged me never to
accept this tyranny from that man.
It is the utter want of purpose in child

life which is important. In adult age, having
made our life a bundle of a few definite pur
poses, we exclude all facts outside their
boundaries. Our purpose wants to occupy

a
ll

the mind's attention for itself, obstructing
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the full view of most of the things around
us; it cuts a narrow bed for our deliberate
mind which seeks its end through a restricted
passage. The child, because it has no con
cious object of life beyond living, can see all
things around it

,

can hear every sound with

a perfect freedom o
f attention, not having

to exercise choice in the collection o
f infor

mation. It gives full rein to its restlessness
which leads its mind into knocking against
knowledge. Like a stream going over pebbles,
its hurls itself against obstructions,

and through them finds more and more
velocity.
But the schoolmaster, a

s I have said, has
his own purpose. He wants to mould the
child's mind according to his ready-made
doctrines and therefore wants to rid the
child's world o

f everything that h
e thinks

will g
o against his purpose. He excludes

the whole world o
f colour, o
f movement,

o
f life, from his education scheme, and

snatching the helpless creature from the
mother heart o

f Nature, shuts it in his prison
house, feeling sure that imprisonment is the
surest method o

f improving the child mind.
This happens only because h

e himself is a

grown-up person who, when he wants to

educate himself has to take the deliberate
course o

f choosing his own subject and mate
rial. Therefore he naturally thinks that in edu
cating children that kind o

f

choice is good
which is exclusive, that children should attain
special facts and that they should have a

special manner o
f acquiring facts. He does

not understand that the adult mind in many
respects not only differs from, but is contrary

to the child mind.

It is like forcing upon the flower the mis
sion o

f

the fruit. The flower has to wait for
its chances. It has to keep its heart open to

the sunlight and to the breeze, to wait its
opportunity for some insect to come seeking
honey. The flower lives in a world o

f sur
prises, but the fruit must close its heart in

order to ripen its seed. It must take a differ
ent course altogether. For the flower the
chance coming o

f

a
n insect is a great event,

but for the fruit its intrusion means a
n injury.

The adult mind is a fruit mind and it has no
sympathy for the flower mind. It thinks that
by closing up the child mind from outside,
from the heart o

f

Nature and from the world

o
f surprise it can enable it to attain true

maturity. It is through this tyranny o
f

the
adult mind that the children are everywhere
suffering, and when I was about forty I

thought I must save some of them, so far as

lay in my power, from these mistakes made by
prudent people o

f

adult age.

º

There is no room for surprises in the --
schoolroom, only the perfect symmetry which
can b

e o
f

non-life. Every morning, exactly

on the stroke o
f

the clock, the pupil must
attend school, must come to a particular class,

to hear the same subject taught by the same
teacher o

f forbidding aspect. Exactly a
t

a

particular hour h
e finds his freedom. The holi

days are all on the calendar long beforehand,

and everything is mechanically accurate and
perfect.

This is all right for grown-up people.

It is profitable for a business man to b
e steady

and punctual in his work, in his routine. It

is even enjoyable when h
e

has a prevision o
f

the profit at the end o
f

the month; h
e is re

warded when h
e finds something a
t

its mark

e
t value.

But the child has no such reward of ex
pectation. From day to day, from month to

month he goes on through the routine, not know
ing what he is to get from his unmeaning
sufferings. At the end of the year he comes to the
terrible trial o

f

examinations. Then comes
injustice, for boys who work hard, but fail

to get full marks, are deprived of the reward

o
f

their labour, the consolation o
f

the prize.
This is a cruel slavery in which to drill the
child mind. It is demoralising. It exacts
perfect obedience a

t

the cost o
f individual

responsibility and initiative of mind.
Has it any great or real value? We are

saved from trouble when the children, who
have their restless wings given them by
Nature are a

t

last put into this cage. But
we kill that spirit of liberty in their mind,

the spirit of adventure, which we all bring
with us into the world, the spirit that every
day seeks for new experiences. This freedom

is absolutely necessary for the intelligent
growth o

f

the mind, as well as for the moral
nature o

f

children.
Eventually the whole scheme goes

wrong, the police have to come and take
the place o

f

conscience. We are drilling
prisoners for our prison-houses, imbeciles
for our lunatic asylums; we are kill
ing the mind o

f

the children by crushing their
inherent power o

f gathering facts for them
selves, by generalisation and analysis, through
breaking things and being naughty. This
spirit of naughtiness is the greatest gift the
child of man brings with him.
When I started my school, I was fortunate

in having almost all the naughty boys from
the neighbourbood and even from distant
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parts of the country. Because our parents

were not used to sending their boys to
- boarding-schools, only the most intractable
boys came so that I had an interesting
gathering of just those children who are
most preached against in the Sunday-school
books.

Who were these naughty boys 2 Those
who had a special gift of energy which the
whole spirit of discipline prevailing in res
pectable society could not wholly still into
absolute passivity. Therefore they were
considered troublesome and therefore the
parents often asked me to punish them,

—even when they did nothing wrong.
They believed in the code of punishment
itself as though it were some bitter medicine
for the liver, a regular dose of which was
good for the moral health of wicked boys.
But you must know that vigour and

energy are Nature's best gifts to children,

and there is always a fight between this
vigour and the code of respectability in our
civilised homes. Through this eternal conflict
have been born all kinds of aberration and
real wickedness, through an unnatural re
pression of what is natural and good in
itself. -

I never used any coercion or punishment
against my unruly boys. Most of us think that
in order to punish boys who are wicked, a
restraint of their freedom is necessary. But
restriction itself is the cause of Nature going
wrong. When mind and life are given full
freedom they achieve health. I adopted the
system of freedom cure, if I can give it the
name. The boys were allowed to run about,
to climb difficult trees, and often to come to
grief in their falls. They would get drenched
out in the rain, they would swim in the pond.
Through Nature's own method a cure came
to these boys who were considered wholly

bad and when they returned home, their
parents were surprised to find the immense
change effected.
Freedom is not merely in unrestricted

space and movement. There is such a thing
as unrestricted human relationship which is
also necessary for the children. They have
this freedom of relationship with their mother,
though she is much older in age, in fact
through her human love, she feels no
obstruction in their communion of hearts,
and the mother almost becomes a comrade
to her children. This gift of love which
Nature has given the mother is abso
lutely necessary for children because this
love is freedom, and so I felt, in this Insti

tution, that our young pupils who came away
from their mothers, should have their freedom
of relationship with their teachers.
I became the playmate of my students

and shared their life completely. When I
had a few, I was almost the only teacher they
had, and yet they were not frightened at the
disparity of age between them and myself.
They felt the spirit of home in this place.
What is the spirit of the home 2 It is the
natural kinship of a boy with his brothers,

his family, and the resulting atmosphere
in which the heart finds its full amount of
space.

Most teachers do not know that in order
to teach boys they have to be boys. Unfor
tunately schoolmasters are obsessed with
the consciousness of their dignity as grown
up persons and as learned men, and therefore
they always try to burden the children with
their grown-up manners and their learned
manners, and that hurts the mind of the
students unnecessarily.

I try to let them realise that though we have our
difference of age, yet, like wayfarers, we are
travelling the same path together-old and young,
we are working for the same goal. It is not
that we, the teachers, have reached that goal and
they the pupils, are immensely away from us.
This immensity of difference is a frightful
thing. It should never be allowed to work
on the minds of children.

There is a lack of living growth in our
educational institutions. These institutions are
things completed. They are made with iron bars
and skilfully built for the accommodation of chil
dren within them. But I wanted to let the boys
feel that it was not their cage but their nest
—that is to say, they also had to take part
in building it themselves. The edifice of edu
cation should be our common creation, not
only the teachers', not only the organisers', but
also the students’. The boys must give part of
their life to build it up and feel that they
are living in a world which is their very own
and that is the best freedom which man can
have.

If we live in an arrangement which is
not our own, but which is made by
somebody else, however wise he may be, it
is no real world of freedom for us. For our
creative mind craves expression for itself
in building it

s

own world. I wanted to

give that satisfaction to my students, and to

give them freedom to manage their own affairs

a
s much a
s was possible. I always urged

them to realise that this school was not mine,

but theirs ; that the school was not com
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its activity of soul which

pleted—that it waited for its completion
through their co-operation ; that they have
come to learn, by collaborating with their
teacher. And I think that students in my
institution understood my idea and, because
they understood it

,

they developed a
n intense

love for this institution which they
always take occasion to visit whenever they
find time and opportunity after they have
left it.

I had to consider these significant facts :

The birds and animals and men are born
with an active mind which seeks its freedom.
This activity which they bring with them
seeks its world o

f

freedom for its self-educa
tion. Then it also has its activity o

f heart,
which seeks for its freedom in the natural
relationship o

f sympathy. Then also it has
seeks its oppor

tunity to create the world for itself—a world

o
f

freedom. All these we have to keep in

mind in our effort to educate children.
This active mind o

f

theirs must not be
thwarted by constant imposition from outside;
and their active heart must not be restricted
through the unsympathetic obstruction o

f arti
ficial relationship ; and the active creative will
must not be allowed to dwindle away into
utter passivity through want o

f opportunity.

So in my institution I try to make provision
for these three aspects o

f

freedom—freedom
of
mind.

freedom o
f

heart and freedom o
f

Will.

I have a deep-rooted conviction that
only through freedom can man attain his
fulness o

f growth, and when we restrict that
freedom it means that we have some pur
pose o

f

our own which we impose o
n the

children, and we have not in mind Nature's
own purpose o

f giving the child its fulness

o
f growth. When we want to have more

Heaves from a tree, we try to train it in

such a manner as to suppress its energy o
f

producing flowers and fruit and then all its
energy can b

e utilised in producing leaves,
but that does not really give completeness o

f

life for the tree.

Jf we have some purpose expressed
through our educational institutions—that
children should b

e producing patriots, prac
tical men, soldiers, bankers, then it may b

e

necessary that we have to put them through
the mechanical drill of obedience and disci
pline ! but that is not the fulness o

f life, not
the fulness o
f humanity. He who knows

that Nature's own purpose is to make the
boy a full man when h
e grows up—full in

all directions. mentallv and mainlv snirit

ually—he who realises this, brings up the
child in the atmosphere o

f

freedom. Unfortu
nately we have our human weakness, and we
have our love o

f power, and some teachers—
most schoolmasters—have that inherent love

o
f power in them, and they find this field

ready-made for its exercise upon these help
less children.

I have noticed this fact, that those teach
ers who pride themselves o

n being disci
plinarians are really born tyrants, as so many

men are, and in order to give outlet to their
inherent lust for tyranny, they make use o

f

these helpless children and impose o
n them

their own code o
f

behaviour. They try to

crush their minds with tasks which are life
less, which are mechanical, which kill the
intellectual mind, the fresh mind. They
impose all kinds o

f

torture because these
tyrants take pleasure at the very sight o

f it
,

and such a great opportunity for such enjoy
ment they can never hope to attain outside
their school premises.

-

This is not only torture and misery for
the pupils, but it causes the greatest mis
chief possible in the human world,—this
choice o

f

the schoolmaster's profession by
people who ought to have for their vocation
that o

f

executioner o
r prison-warder o
r some

thing o
f

that kind. An immense amount

o
f sympathy and understanding and

imagination are needed to bring up human
children. They are not produced and trained
for some purposes of display, they are not
dancing bears o
r monkeys. They are human
beings, with the treasure o
f

their mind and
their spirit. And that work should never b

e

left to the care o
f

those who have no
imagination, n

o

real sympathy for children,
who cannot be a child. He who has lost
the child in himself is absolutely unfit
for this great work o

f educating human
children.
Unfortunately for me the language I am

using is not yours nor mine, and it is taking

a long time. I cannot g
o fully into details

about my system and manner o
f

education
owing to this obstruction. But I have given
you the general principles o

f

the education
which I believe to be true, and it is this—
that as God himself finds his own freedom in

his own creation and then his nature is ful
filled, human beings have to create their own
world and then they can have their freedom.
And for that they must be trained, not to be
soldiers, not to be clerks in a bank, not to b

e

merchants, but to be the makers o
f

their own
world and their own destinv. And for that
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they must have all their faculties fully deve
loped in the atmosphere of freedom.
We, who only believe in book education,

distort the minds of those boys who have their
natural gift of teaching themselves through
their work, through their direct observation.
We force them to accept book lessons, and
by doing it we kill for good their power to
create their own world. This is happening
to most of the human boys. We impose upon
them our ideas and also those which are
secondhand ideas for us.
That to create our own world has

been the purpose of God, we see when
we find that, even as children we had our
one and only pleasure in that play where,

with trifling materials, we gave expres
sion to our imagination. That is more
valuable to us as children than gold or bank
notes or anything else. The same thing is

true with regard to every human individual.
We forget this value of the individual crea
tive power because our minds become obsessed
with the artificial value which is made
prevalent in society by other peoples’ valua
tion of a particular manner of living, a parti
cular style of respectability. We force our
selves to accept that imposition and we kill
the most precious gift that God has given us,
the gift of creation, which comes from His
own nature.
God is creator, and as His children

we, men and women, also have to be creators.
But that goes against the purposes of the
tyrant, of the schoolmaster, of the educa
tional administration, of most of the
governments, each of whom want the children
to grow up according to the pattern which
they have set for themselves,

NATIONHOOD OF DOMINIONS WITHIN THE BRITISH COMMON
WEALTH OF NATIONS AND INDIA

BY TARAKANATH DAS. M. A
.,

Ph. D
.,

AUTHOR o
f

“INDIA IN world Politics”, Etc.

ELF-governing dominions within the British
Empire are every day asserting their
rights a

s independent nations associated
with the British Commonwealth o

f

Nations
enjoying equal rights with Great Britain in

every respect even in matters of defence and
foreign relations. This assertion has been in
creasingly evident since the conclusion o

f

the
World War. The Dominion o

f

Canada is

asserting her rights more persistently without
making much fuss about it

.

Lately a few incidents happened in inter
national affairs which marked the stand o

f

Canada that the British Empire must have to

hear Canada in dealing with foreign nations

if the latter is to abide b
y

the decision; and if

there b
e any international negotiation with

another nation in which purely Canadian in
terest is involved, then it would b

e

the Cana
dian representative who would conduct the
negotiations and sign the agreement o

n behalf

o
f

Canada, a member o
f

the British Com
monwealth f Nations. Canada asserted this
right in concluding the so-called Halibut

Treaty (regarding fishing rights between the
United States and §."; When Lloyd
George called upon the dominions to respond

to the call to arms against Turkey, Canada
paid n

o

attention to it
,

because she was not
consulted in the matter. Recently when the
question o

f

ratification o
f

the Laussane Treaty

b
y

Canada was asked for b
y

the British
Government, the Canadian premier refused to

refer the question to the Canadian Parliament,

because n
o Canadian representative participated

in the Laussane Conference. Canada ratified
the treaty merely a

s
a matter o
f

form. The
following press despatch shows that a moment
ous change has come in matters o

f

transaction

o
f foreign relations o
f

Canada.

Ottawa, July 5

A Commercial treaty between Belgium and Canada
wherein each grants to the other most favored nation
treatment o

n its whole tariff schedule, has been signed

a
t Laurier House, the home o
f

the prime Mini
$ter. W. L. Mackenzie King, b

y

Baron d
e Selys, the

Belgian Cousul-General, and James A
.

Robb, acting
Minister of Finance, and Dr. Henry Beland, Minister

o
f

the Soldiers Civil Re-establishment.
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means of expiation.- Sin may be due to 
one's own actions, CIne's own depraved will, 
or the characteristic imperfection of one's 
lower nature. hut redemption is attainable 
only through the mercy of God. This idea 
of Divine mercy brings Vaishnavism very 
near to Christianity -. so much so, that some 
scholarI' seriously' sUJ.!.l!est that it is derived 
from a Christian source 1 The settlement of 
a Christian colony in Malabar coast in the 
second century supplies the necessary his
torical hasi!'> for their astounding theory. 
But the idea of Divine l\,lercy and Love 
can be traced to much earlier sources in 
Hinduism, only they were caM into the 
shade by the prevailing Pantheism of the 
time--somehow or other Pantheism is more 
congenial to the Indian mind. 

• ~.~ qRl'!I~ ~lit!li' 'I[~~' 1f:,r I-#hl1 I 

The Hindu philosophers generally speak 
of knowledge as the true means of attain
ing salvation. There can be little doubt 
that to know one-self properly and to know 
God is the most rational way of combating 
with the evil principle in our nature. The 
Upanishads mention the Sun as the symbol 
of Brahma l Cf. Puruf>ha ill the Sun, Purusha 
in the Eye). The knowledge of Brahma 
dispels the darkness and removes the 
imperfection of our na ture. But so far as 
the conception of sill is concerned, mercy 
seems to be more in demand. When the 
heart is sore, the healing virtue of mercy 
IS more necess<Jry. Knowledge delays, but 
nwrcv hastens the union between man and 
and his Maker. 

KHAGENDRANATH MITRA. 

TO RABINDRANATH TAGORE 

Habindra, lord of a new world of song, 
Heir of tlw sacred rishis of old time, 
This homage comes from a far distant clime 

To hail thee crowned amid the immortal throng, 

Whose words have power to make man's ~pirit strong: 
For thou hast reared a citadel of rhyrne 
Great and majestic, with its towers suhlime 

Above the lower mists, which to this world belong._ 

Heaven sends to every people one pure soul, 
Filled with the spirit of music, who can sway 
The hearts of countless multitudes, till thcv 

Move at his bidding, Age on age may roll " 

Voiceless, hut when the singer comes, the whole 
People awake to greatness. Nought can stay 
The might of song on that victorious day, , 

When nations find at length their own appointed goal. 

So wast thou sent to give thy nation birth, 
Such was the power that brought back life again 
To thy dear country. Like a gracious rain 

Thy songs poured forth upon the weary earth, 

And thirsting souls parched dry with arid dearth 
Revived. The magic of thy mighty strain 
Echoed in all men's hearts and swept amain 

Darkness and gloom away, and wakened joy and mirth •. 

DEl-ttl. C. F. ANPRBWS. 
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE

(A LECTURE DELIVERED IN SIMLA)

By the Rev. C. F. Andrews

Part II

The Personality of the Poet.

lave been obliged to tax your patience by
describing in brief outline the chief fea
tures of the Bengal Renaisance, for
herwise the appearance of such a poet
id musician as Rabindranath would have
i air about it of unreality. It is true, as
i shall now go on to see, that both his
:rsonality and his art have qualities which
lly belong to the highest order of genius ;
it Rabindranath is no isolated and in-
plicate phenomenon of nature, standing
)art from his own age and country as a
nd of accident in human history. No
>et with a universal message was ever
lis ; and Rabindranath is not an excep-
on to the rule. Rather, to use an appo-
te metaphor, he has come forward on the
est of a great wave, with the surging tide
his own nation's life behind him. Others
ho are still today the masters of Bengali
:erature, were borne on bj' the same tide, —
[ichael, Torn, Hem Chandra, Bankim,
avin Chandra, —but Rabindranath has
:ached the topmost wave of all. He is
le national poet of Bengal in the sense
lat Shakespeare was the national poet of
ngland in the days of Queen Elizabeth,
his fact is a remarkable one in the present
:ntury. Indeed, of all the poets living in
le world today, there is none, as far as
am able to judge, who holds the same
lace in the affection of his own people, and
is this which gives a freshness, a spon-
ineity, a width of humanity, to his work,
rhich is altogether refreshing in our some
what artificial age.
I think I shall bring before you most
ividly the second part of my subject, the
•ersonality of the poet, if I describe as
imply and as clearly as I can one unfor-
etable day in London when my friend told
ic his own life-story, marking out for my
enefit the chief points in his own literarv

career. There is much of course that must
remain untold, for it was too sacred and
intimate for publication, but that which I
am able to tell you without reserve will,
I trust, disclose" the poet and reveal his
message. He was good enough to allow
me to take full notes at the time and in
many cases I shall quote to you his own
very words.
You must picture, therefore, (and most
of my present audience know the spot well!)
a house just outside the entrance to South
Kensington underground station. The time
of the incident was a morning in October,
and a dark and thick London fog filled the
air during the first part of Rabindranath's
narrative. But strangely enough, and very
beautifully, just as he came to the end of
his life-story and spoke of Death and Immor
tality, the fog rolled away and the warm
sunshine bathed the air. The glory of the
radiant, sunlit mists could be seen from the
upper-window, where we were sitting, and
the gloomy London streets were enveloped
for a short space in all the glory of a poet's
dream.
He told me first about his father,— the
great Maharshi— how all the household
became still and hushed when he was pre
sent in the house, anxious not to disturb
his spiritual meditations. He spoke to me
also, with great tenderness, about his
mother,— how she died when he was quite
young ; and as he saw her face for the last
time, calm and beautiful in death, it awak
ened in him no childish terror nor even a
childish wonder ; all seemed so peaceful
and even natural. It was only later, as he
grew older, that he learnt DeatVs meaning.
The account he gave me of his own life
in early childhood was as follows :—

"I was verv lonely — that was the chief feature of
my childhood — I was very lonely. I saw my father

seldom : he was away a great deal, but his presence

pervaded the whole house and was one of the deepest

influences on my life. 1 was kept in charge of the ser
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vants after my mother died , and I used to sit, day
after day, in front of the window, and picture to my
self what was going on in the outer world. From the
very first time I can remember I was passionately fond
of Nature. Oh ! it used to make me mad with joy
when I saw the clouds come up in the sky one by
one. I felt, even in those very childish days, that I was
surrounded with a friend, a companionship, very
intense and very intimate, though I did not know how
to name it. I had such an exceeding love for Nature,
I can not tell how to describe it to you ; but Nature
was a kind of loving companion always with me, and
always revealing to me some fresh beauty."
This was how he pictured his childhood
to me on that foggy day in London, and
a passage in his Jivan-smriti nakes the pic
ture still more vivid.
"In the morning of Autumn," he writes, "I would run
into the garden the moment I got up from sleep. A
scent of leaves and grass, wet with dew, seemed to
embrace me, and the dawn, all tender and fresh with
the new awakened rays of the sun, held out its face to
me to greet me beneath the trembling vesture of palm-
leaves. Nature shut her hands and laughingly asked
every day 'what have Igot inside?' and nothing seemed
impossible."

I must break off for a moment to read you
one of his later songs addressed to light. I
recall to mind as I begin to read it to you
how in the sunless days of last summer in
England he seemed to lose his own bright
ness and vivacity, and to long intensely for
the sunlight of 'Golden Bengal'. Here is the
poem itself :—

Light, my light, the world-filling light, the eye-kiss
ing light, heart-sweetening light !
Ah, the light dances, my darling, at the centre of my
life : the light strikes, my darling, the chords of my
love ; the sky opens, the wind runs wild, laughter
passes over the earth.

The butterflies spread their sails on the sea of light.
Lilies and jasmines surge up on the crest of the waves
oflight.
The light is shattered into gold on every cloud, my
darling, and it scatters gems in profusion.
Mirth spreads from leaf to leaf, my darling, and
gladness without measure. The heaven's river has
drowned its banks and the flood of joy is abroad."

Rabindranath went on to tell me that
his first literary awakening came from rea
ding the old Bengali poets, Chandidas and
Vidyapati. These had recently been selected
and published by Sarada Charan Mittra
and Akshay Chandra Sircar, and, to his
great joy, he found a copy, when he was
twelve or thirteen, and revelled in their
beauty. He went still further, and, with
the precocity of youth, imitated their style
and published some poems under the name
of Bhanu Sinha. Literary Bengal wondered
for a time who this Bhanu Sinha could be.
He laughed as he told me of this exploit of
his boyhood, and went on to say that

these and many other juvenile poems we
merely conventional and imitative : the
were exercises in the technical skill of vers
making ; that was all their value. Whe
he wrote, however, the poems pnl

lished later under the name of 'Sandhr
Sangit' (Evening Songs) hebroke awa
from the archaic and convention,
style and became purely romantic. A
first he was derided by the older genen
tion for his bad metres and lack of classic?
form ; but the younger generation was wit
him. He chose no English model, but td
early Vaishnava literature was the soim
of his deepest inspiration. This ever afte
wards remained intimately endeared t
him : its influence is marked in the Gitanjn
translations, which are now becomin:
familiar to English readers.
His school life, he told me, was a failure
and he learnt most of his knowledge throng
association with the older members o
the Tagore family and by his own eage
interest in all that had to do with poetr
and art. He was also passionate^ fond o
music and acting. But the whole of thi
period of boyhood and youth was extreme!;
subjective and this mood is represented «
all his earliest works.
The time of his real birth as a poet h
dates from a morning in Free School Street
Calcutta, when with dramatic suddennes;'
the veil seemed to be removed from his eye
and saw the inner soul of realit}\ Here I sha
quote his own very words, for the phenomt
noln was one of the most remarkable v
literary history. He told me the story a'
follows :—

It was morning I was watching the sunrise i
Free School Street. A veil was suddenly drawn, ait
everything I saw became luminous. The whole s«i
was one perfect music, one marvellous rhythm. Tfe
houses in the street, the men moving, the children pk'
ing, all seemed parts of one luminous whole,— inexprt*
sibly glorious. The vision went on for seven or eip
days. Every one, even those who bored me, seemedt

lose their outer barrier of personality ; and I was fo
of gladness, full of love, for every person and even
tiniest thing. Then I went to the Himalayas, ar»
looked for it there, and I lost it That morning inFrc
School Street was one of the first things which gave if
the inner vision, and 1 have tried to explain it in "'
poems. I have felt, ever since, that this was my goal ir
life : to express the fullness of life, in its beauty, *
perfection. — if only the veil were withdrawn."
I copied this account down word f<

r

word, as the poet told it on that foggj
London morning ; and I can rememl*'
distinctly even now the quiet laugh he g;'vi
as he said, "And I lost it" and also the «"
phasis he laid upon the words "fullness o

l
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life," In Rabindranath's own prose work
Jivan-smriti the same incident is also recor
ded. You will like to compare this passage
with the word-picture he gave me in Lon
don. They corroborate and explain one
another.
"Where the Sadar Street ends trees in the
garden of Free School Street are visible. One mor
ning I was standing in the verandah, looking at them.
The sun was slowly rising above the screen of their
leaves ; and as 1 was watching it, suddenly, in a
moment, a veil seemed to be lifted from my eyes. I found
the world wrapt in an inexpressible glory with its
waves of joy and beauty bursting and breaking on all
sides. The thick shroud of sorrow that lay on my heart
in many folds was pierced through and through by the
light of the world which was everywhere radiant.
That very day the poem known as "The fountain
awakened from its dream" flowed on like 'a fountain
itself. When it was finished still the curtain did not fall on
that strange vision of beauty and joy. There was
nothing and no one whom 1 did not love at that
moment I stood on the verandah and watched the
coolies as they tramped down the road. Their move
ments, their forms, their countenances seemed to be
strangely wonderful to me, as if they were all moving
like waves in the great ocean of the world. When one
young man placed his hand upon the shoulder of
another and passed laughingly by, it was a remarkable
event to me I seemed to witness, in the wholeness
of my vision, the movements of the body of all huma
nity, and to feel the beat of the music and the rhythm
of a mystic dance.
"For some time I was in this ecstatic mood. My
brothers had made up their minds to go to Darjeeling
and I accompanied them. 1thought I might have a fuller
vision of what I had witnessed in the crowded parts of
the Sadar Street, if once I reached the heights of the
Himalayas.
"But when I reached the Himalayas the vision all
departed. That was my mistake. I* thought 1 could
get at truth from the outside. But however lofty and
imposing the Himalayas might be, they could not put
anything real into my hands. But God, the Great
Giver Himself, can open the whole Universe to our
gaze in the narrow space of a single lane."

Thevolume of lyrics, "Prabhat Sangit,"
( Morning Songs ) was the direct outcome
of this time of vision and illumination. It
contains the poem 'The fountain awakened
from its dream' referred to above. There
is in these poems a romantic longing to
come in touch with, to know intimately, the
meaning of the world and human life. The
poet feels the stirrings of love within himself
and strives to get freed, as it were, from the
bondage of his own narrow individuality,
and to merge himself in the larger life of
nature and humanity. But as yet he has not
the deep-laid basis of practical experience on
which to build. Prabhat Sangit contains
some of Rabindranath's purest lyrics: they
are, however, like the lyrics of Shelley, mainly
in the realm of the imagination, and not so
closely related to common human ex

perience as those of his later powers. To
poetic natures which have had even a
glimpse of what Rabindranath saw that
morning and have themselves witnessed
even for a fleeting moment,

The earth and every common sight
Apparelled in celestial light.
The glory and the freshness of a dream,

these songs of sunrise will have a rapture
and an intimacy which no other forms of
his poetry can equal. But this gift of poetic
vision(like the kindred gifts of a highly sensi
tive ear for music, or an artist's apprecia
tion of colour and form) is not granted to
everyone; and if Rabindranath had
remained absorbed and entranced in this
palace of imaginative splendour he could
never have become the national poet of
Bengal.
But outer circumstances, as well as his
own inner spirit, prevented the young
writer from remaining too long in that
enchanted garden of the soul. As he went
on with his story that morning, he marked
the next stage of his own literary career
from the date of his wedded life (which
began when he was twenty -three) and
from the change which came to him when
his father, Maharshi, insisted (much against
his own inclination) that he should go
down to Shilaida, on the banks of the
Ganges, and supervise there the large
family zemindari. This work brought him
into closest touch with the village life
of Bengal, and he had to deal each day
with the practical affairs of men ; to under
stand and appreciate the elemental passions
of mankind, stripped of all convention
and artificiality; to study with a heart
brimming over with tenderness and love the
homelife' of his own Bengali people. To
his own great good fortune, also as a poet,
his joj' in communing with nature found
at the same time its fullest and freest expres
sion. During pauses in his active, business
life, he would live all alone on the sand-flats
of the Ganges moving up and down from
village to village in his boat.
"Sometimes," he told me, "I would pass
many months without speaking, till my
own voice grew thin and weak through
lack of use. I used to write from my boat
the stories of the village life, which I had
witnessed in the course of my work, and
put into written words the incidents and
conversations which I had heard. This
was my 'short story' period ; and some
think these stories better than the poems."
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Rabindranath was anxious, while I was
staying with him in England, that I should
help him in selecting from among these
short stories such as would repay transla
tion into English. He was eager that those
who could not understand Bengali should
be able to appreciate the soul of goodness
that was to be found among his own Ben
gali people. He often returned to this sub
ject, and it was only the shortness of the
time that 1 was with him, which prevented
it from being accomplished.
It was during this period in Shilaida, he
told me, that an intense and burning love
for Bengal, his mother-land , seemed to
take possession of his soul. The national
movement had not yet come into actual
outward shape and form ; but the forces
which were to break forth later were al
ready acting powerfully in the hearts of
leading Bengali thinkers, and Rabindra-
nath's soul caught the flame of patriotism,
not in Calcutta itself, but among the villa
gers of Bengal. His unshaken faith in the
destiny of his own country, its glorious
past and its still more glorious future,
received its strongest confirmation from
what he saw in the country life of his own
people. He was not unaware for a moment
of the dangers which threatened that life
through its contact with the new social
forces from the west. Indeed this forms the
theme of many of his short stories. But he
believed, with all his heart, from what he
had witnessed with his own eyes, that the
stock from which the new national life was
to spring forth was sound at the core. He
spoke to me, that morning, with the great
est possible warmth and affection of the
Bengali villagers, and of the many lessons
he owed to them of patience, simplicity and
human kindliness and sympathy. Time
will not allow me to enter more fully into
this part of his narrative, but it was clear
ly nearest his own heart.
I will give at this point Rabindranath's
own ideal for his nation :—
"Where the mind is without fear and the head is

held high :
Where knowledge is free :
Where the world has not been broken up into frag
ments by narrow domestic walls :
Where words come out of the depth of truth :
Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards

perfection :
Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its

way into the dreary desert sand of dead habit :
Where the mind is led forward by Thee into ever-
widening thought and action :—
Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my
country awake."

And side by side with this I would give
his own prayer for strength :—
"This is my prayer to thee, my Lord—strike, strike
at the root of penury in my heart.
Give me the strength lightly to bear my joys and
sorrows.
Give me the strength to make my love fruitful in
service.
Give me the strength never to disown the poor or
liend my knees liefore insolent might.
Give me the strength to raise my mind high above
daily trifles.
And give me the strength to surrender my strength
to thy will with love."

As an instance of his dramatic power of
seizing a common-place incident in his own
country and giving it the saving touch of
humanity I select the following —
"The workman is busy with his wife digging clay to
make bricks for the kiln. Their little daughter goes
to the landing place by the river. There she has end
less scouring and scrubbing of pots and pans.
Her baby brother, with bald head and brown naked
limbs, sits patiently on the high bank at her bidding.
She goes back, when her work is done, to her home,
with the full pitcher poised on her head, the shining
brass water-vessel in her left hand, and with her right
she holds the child, ...she the tiny 'mother,' grave with
the weight of all her household cares."

Rabindranath dated the next great land
mark in his own literary career from the
time when he was nearly forty. He left the
work of the estate in the country, and there
seemed to come to him, so he told me, the
strongest and deepest impression that there
was about to arrive in his life a Varsha
Shesha, a close oftbe year. He seemed to
anticipate some vast sorrow and change,
for which these quiet unbroken years in the
country had been a solemn preparation. A
restlessness took hold upon him. He was
in great doubt what to do. It has always
appeared to me, though I may be mistaken,
that the mood of the poet at this time is
represented in that which is perhaps the
most dramatic of all the poems in
Gitanjali,
"Light, ah where is the light ? Kindle it with burn
ing fire of desire.
There is the lamp but never a flicker of flame— is
such thy fate, my heart ? Ah ! death were better by
far for thee !
Misery knocks at thy door and her message is that
thy lord is wakeful and he calls thee to the love-tryst
through the darkness of the night.
The sky is overcast with clouds and the rain is cease
less. I know not what this is that stirs in me — I
know not its meaning.
A moment's flash of lightning drags down a deeper
gloom on my sight, and my heart gropes for the path
to where the music of the night calls me.
Light, oh where is the light? Kindle it with the
burning fire of desire ! It thunders and the wind rushes
screaming through the void. The night is black as a
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black stone. . Let not the hours pass by in the dark.
Kindle the lamp of love with thy life."
Slowly there came to Rabindranath, so he
tried to explain to me, the clear and unmis
takable call to- give up his life somehow
(he knew not how) more wholly for his
country. He went to Calcutta, and pre
pared to start a school. His own school
life, as I have said, had been an unhappy
one,—too wooden and conventional. He
longed to work out a new educational
model which should bring the young into
closer touch with nature and also inspire
them with nobler ideals of their own coun
try and their own country'spast traditions.
This he actually accomplished later at
Shantiniketan, Bolpur, about which I hope
to speak before the conclusion ofmy lecture.
But on his arrival in Calcutta to take up
the work he was handicapped for want of
funds. "I sold my books," he said to me
pathetically. "I sold all my books, my copy
rights, everything I had, in order to carry
on the school. I cannot possibly tell you
what a struggle it was, and what difficul
ties I had to go through. At first the object
in view was purely patriotic, but later on
it grew more spiritual. Then in the very
midst of all these outer difficulties and
trials, there came the greatest change of
all, the true Varsha Sesha, the change in
my own inner life."
He went on to tell me of that change,
how, when he was forty j'ears old, his
wife died, and almost immediately after
his daughter showed signs of consumption.
He left the school in the care of Mohit
Chandra Sen and went away with his
daughter to nurse her and tend her, but
after six months of mingled hope and
anguish she passed away from his arms and
left his heart still more desolate. Then
came the third overwhelmiug wave of
sorrow. His youngest son, to whom he
had learnt to be father and mother in one,
was taken suddenly ill with cholera and
died in his presence,— the child of his love.
I cannot speak, in a public lecture such
as this, of all that Rabindranath told me
about that time of suffering and death.
He referred to it, in speaking to me that
morning, with the wonderful unreserve and
freedom of truest friendship, and what he
said has left a mark on my own life that
nothing can efface. As I have told you,
while he was still speaking, the darkness
of the London mists rolled away and
athwart them as they passed into" space

there appeared the sunlit vision of an
eternal glory. This outward scene was
but a faint symbol of the story that was
being told me so simply, so quietly, in that
upper room. He spoke of the days and
hours wherein death itself became a loved
companion, an infinite illumination —no
longer the king of terrors, but altogether
transformed into a loved and cherished
friend. "You know," he said to me (and
these words I can repeat), "this death was a
great blessing to me. I had through it all,
day after day, such a sense of fulfilment, of
completion, as if nothing were lost. I felt
that if even an atom in the universe seemed
lost, it could not be lost. It was not mere
resignation that came to me, but the sense
of a fuller life. I knew now at last what
Death was. It was perfection, —nothing
lost, nothing lost."
Through what long-drawn agony that
peace and joy came out at last triumphant
the lines in his face told me as he spoke
these words, as well as the radiance that
filled it. We can enter into his sorrow
through the veil of poetry ( for he has
opened his heart to us ) in that most simple
of his h'rics which rises to the height of
a solemn and majestic faith. It runs as
follows :—

"In desperate hope I go and search for her in all the
corners ofmy room ; I find her not.
My house is small and what has once gone from it
can never be regained.
But infinite is thy mansion, my Lord, and seeking
her I have come to thy door.
I stand under the golden canopy of thine evening sky
and I lift my eager eyes to thy face.
I have come to the brink of eternity from which
nothing can vanish —no hope, no happiness, no vision
of a face seen through tears."

We may learn also how the goal of infinite
illumination was at length attained from
the companion lyric which follows :—
"On the day when death will knock at my door
what wilt thou offer to him ?
Oh, I will set before my guest the full vessel of my

life— I will never let him go with empty hands.
All the sweet vintage of all my autumn days and
summer nights, all the earnings and gleanings of my
busy life will I place before him at the close of my days,
when death will knock at my door."
It was during this period of Varsha
Sesha that Gitanjali was written. The
English translation now published contains
also some poems from other works, Naivedya,
Shishu and Kheya. They all mark the
great transition, during which the poet's
national and social longings, so deep and
ardent in themselves, became more and
more spiritual and merged in the universal,
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just as in the earlier period his passion for
beauty and his almost physical companion
ship with nature had become more intimate
ly spiritual as life advanced. It is this
realization of the spiritual in and through
the material, —the material becoming
luminous and transparent through life's
inner experience, —that appears to me the
glory and the wonder of Rabindranath.
He has attempted ( to repeat his own
words to me that morning ) to "express the
fullness of life in its beauty as perfection—if
only the veil were withdrawn." And the
glory and the wonder is this, that he has
withdrawn the veil so far.
Rabindranath has now fared forth as a
voyager, a pilgrim. This is the last phase
of all. It was his own health which first
compelled him to set out to the West. There
was also the natural longing to be with
the only son that now remains to him
among his children during his University
career. But here again, as in the former
period mentioned, the outward circum
stance has brought with it a new poetic and
spiritual experience. "As I crossed the
Atlantic," he wrote to me only a week ago
' 'and spent on board ship the first of Vaishakh,
the beginning of the new year, I realized that
a new stage in my life had come, the stage
of a voyager. To the open road ! To the
emancipation of self ! To the realization
in love!"
In another letter which he wrote earlier
to me, dealing with the union of the con
flicting races of the world, the 'making of
man,' he uses these words : "This is the one
problem set before this present age, and
we must be prepared to go through the
martyrdom of sufferings and humiliations
till the victor}' of God in man is achieved."
Such are some of Rabindranath's inner
thoughts and longings at the present time.
During this 'voyaging' period he has been
dwelling more and more upon the universal
aspects of humanity. Heisfacingthe larger
international problems of mankind. He is
attempting also to comprehend the harmony
of his own life's work and to read its inner
meaning: to account for those wonderful
currents of emotion which have welled up
from the pure fountain of song. Whether
his true and original poetic spirit can be
kept free, and breathe freely, in this new
philosophic atmosphere, remains yet to be
seen. It may be that the dramatic instinct,
which has again and again come to his aid
in the past, will return ; and in that case,

we may find that the unity of life, which he
is now seeking to express, will be worked
out in a drama ofaction rather than uttered
in a lyrical outburst of song.

When Rabindranath first came to Eng
land he placed before his English friends
some translations of his poems. He did this
with the greatest modesty and diffidence,
and without realizing the supreme value of
his own achievement. "I-found," he said,
"that I had to strip my Bengali verses
of all their gaudy ornaments and
clothe them in the simplest dress."
That 'simplest dress' has now been
seen to represent the most beautiful and
rhythmical English prose,—a new form of
English composition which has actually
enlarged the bounds of our own literature.
The triumph has been won, a triumph never
before, I believe, achieved in literary his
tory, of a poet transcribing his own imagi
native thoughts into a wholly new medium,
and giving his own spiritual message in
perfect poetic form to two peoples speak
ing two different tongues.

Of the effect of the little book 'Gitanjali'
on the mind of the thinking West it would
be difficult to speak in strong enough terms.
It has been already confidently declared bv
men of the highest literary reputation that
its publication is likely to introduce an epoch
in thought and style comparable with the
Italian influence of the sixteenth century,—
an epoch in which the English mind will
find a fresh creative impulse from abroad.
However this may be,—and the future alone
can show the value of the prediction, —the
translations of Rabindranath have already
afforded a common meeting-ground of ap
preciation between East and West, such as
in modern times has not been realized in
anj' other sphere. It has led to the great
hope that in the higher phases of life and
thought East and West may become wholly
and intimately one. Where the disruptive
forces and jealous rivalries of race and
colour and intolerant creeds, of commerce
and trade and party politics, are so seeming
ly strong and outwardly powerful, it is in
deed no small blessing to mankind, if even a
single voice can be heard above their dis
cordant tumult, speaking a message which
East and West alike acknowledge to be true
and great. The sovereignty of the poet,
which I mentioned in the beginning of my
lecture, is no shadowy thing. It is already
heralding the downfall of ancient tyrannies
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and the coming in of new world forces
which make for peace.
If it is felt by Rabindranath's own fellow-
countrymen in Bengal that the price of
this gain which has come to the West
through their own poet's absence is too high
to pay, then I would urge, with all candour,
that this is taking a too short-sighted view.
Nations as well as individuals need to
leave the narrow groove of self and merge
themselves in the Universal. Of them, it is
true, as of individuals, that to lose self is to
find it. The deeply laden barque of Bengali
literature must not hug too closely its own
inland waters. It must put forth gallantly
in this auspicious morning prime to cross
the perilous seas with a rich argosy of song.

Its spreading sails white-gleaming in the sun
Its freight of human hearts, how beautiful!

It may be that it will "touch the Happy
Isles" —the famed Hesperides of the West,—
and unladen there its precious treasures,
receiving in return fruit all golden for the
homeward voyage. If this come to pass,
Bengal will be none the poorer, but all the
richer, for having given of its own bount}'
to far-off lands.
I had intended to speak in detail of
Rabindranath's great and noble concep
tions of the spirit of God in man ; to deal
specially with his leading idea of the Jivan-
Devata, that singularly rich and original in
terpretation of the atma and paramatma
of the Vedanta. I had also intended to
speak of my visit to his wonderful school at
Shantiniketan, Bolpur, where music and
song have been made, asin Plato's 'Republic,'
the very warp and woof of the texture of
education. But time will not allow me to
linger in these tempting meadows of
thought. I would only add one word in
conclusion.
Many have found in the newly transla
ted poems of Gitanjali resemblances extra
ordinarily akin to Christian teaching and
have hastily assumed that Rabindranath
has borrowed these wholly and directly
from the Christiana^- of the West. The
more, however, I have considered the
matter, the more I have felt certain that
the main source of these spiritual concep
tions of the poet has been the great store
house of thought contained in the ancient
Indian classics and in the Vaishnava litera
ture of medieval Bengal. Even such a poem
as that beginning 'Here is thy footstool and
there rest thy feet where live the poorest,

and lowliest, and lost', which is so wholly
Christian in spirit, may be found, symboli
cally expressed, in a hundred passages ir

,

the early Vaishnava hymns. And again
the thought, so alien to popular Hinduism
of today, 'Deliverance is not for me in re
nunciation', combined with the conception o!

'the fullness ot life' as the true pathway to
salvation, is not foreign to that ancient
Hindu thought which could picture Janaka,
the Rajarshi. It was also worked out fully
before the poet's own eyes in the life of hi*
father, Maharshi, who was at one and the
same time a grihastha and a sannyasin.
Not for one moment do I wish to imply
that the Christian spirit has not been pro
foundly appreciated by the Bengali poet, or
that it has not profoundly influenced his
work. The atmosphere of modern Bengal
has been deeply permeated with Christian
ideals and the sensitive nature of a great
and noble poet could not live in that atmos
phere without feeling their power. In all
Rabindranath's writings I have found an
appreciation of the Christian spirit in its
purest form, and this has been, if I may make
a personal confession, the deepest j'03' of my
friendship and fellowship with him. But, as.
have said, the main source of his reHgiou;
conceptions, the source indeed of his appre
ciation of Christianity itself, — I find, not in

the vague and diffused mental atmosphere
of modern Calcutta, but in his own deep
study of the Upanishads, in the Buddhist
ideal, in the Vaishnava hymns, and in the
sayings of Kabir. These all, as I have reason
to know, have intimately affected his spirit
at different periods of his career. Perhaps
the two influences that have left their
deepest marks on Gitanjali itself have been
the Upanishads and the Vaishnava writings
May it not come to pass that, in the
higher ranges of ancient Hindu thought
on the one hand, and in the higher ranges
of primitive Christianity on the other, there
will be found a great mountain chain,
which, when fully explored, will unite the
East and West together, and offer at length
an unbroken highway for the great on
ward march whereby humanity shall reach
those shining tablelands,
To which our God Himself is Moon and Sun.

At the conclusion of the lecture H
.

E. the Viceroy stated that the sovere
ignty of Rabindranath Tagore, o

l
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which the lecturer had spoken, had
already passed far be3rond the bounds
of Bengal and had reached to Western
as well as Eastern shores. He might
be named, without fear- of any rival
claim, as the Poet-laureate of Asia.
From reading Rabindranath's tran
slations and from hearing the touching
story of his life, the note left most
deeph' impressed upon his own mind
was the large humanity of the Bengali

poet. His affections, his interests,
his emotions, were as large as

humanity itself. He rejoiced, along
with those present, to honour a
poet whose sympathies were so deep
and wide, and whose poetry was so
true to nature and profound in spirit.

( Note. A few passages in the lecture
had to be

omitted when reading, as it was found too long : the

lecture is here given, in full, exactly as it was written.
C. F. A.)

THE RELATIVE CLAIMS OF THE FACTORY, THE WORKSHOP

AND THE COTTAGE INDUSTRY IN THE ECONOMIC

LIFE OF INDIA

By Professor Radhakamal Mukerjee.m.a.

THERE
is also a rich field for the

utilisation of our existing resources
in attempting small industries. The

small industries comprehend two types
of organisation— (1) the workshop,

(2) the cottage industry. By the side
of the industries which are carried on
entirely in the cottage by one or more
members of the family or of a couple of
labourers, there are the industries in which
the artisan keeps a small workshop
attached to his house and works in it with
a few apprentices and labourers. Or else, the
artisan has a small workshop often with
hired wheel power in which he employs
some five to ten artisans who are paid in
wages. The variety of these small work
shops is indeed great and there is no reason
to suppose that their number will decrease
as factory organisation is more developed.
On the other hand, it is probable that- their
number and variety will increase in future.
Even in England, which may be consider

ed to represent the highest development
of large scale production, the number of
persons employed in small workshops at
the present day continues to be immense.
270,000 work-people are found employed in

small factories having less than 50 and even

20 workers each, The result being that the
verv big industries (the factories employing
more than 1,000 work-people per factory)

and the very small ones (having less than

10 workers each) employ nearly the same

number of operatives. Thus the small

industries are as much a distinctive feature

of British Industry as its few immense
factories and iron-works.
In the continent of Europe the small
industries are met with in a much greater
variety than in England. In France, it has
been estimated that while one-half of
the population live upon agriculture and

one-third upon industry, this third

part is equally distributed between the

great industry and the small one more

than 99 per cent, of all the industrial

establishments in France— that is, 571,940
out of 575,529,—have less than 100 work
men each. They give occupation to
20 00,000 persons and represent an army

of 5,71,978 employers. More than that.

The immense majority of that number
(5,68,075 employers) belong to the cate-

corv of those who employ less than 50

workmen each. Of these latter, 5,20,000
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or le!>s in a ~tate of captivity. The strict regulated life 
of the shastras and the shard, the rule of the priest, the 
lack of opportunities for education, the constantly 
dl.~turbed conditions of the country, the philosophical 
pe~'iimism of the creeds and the cults. the belittling of 
He by centuries of monasticism and asceticism. all had 
for sometime combined to make life in India static 
rather than dynamic. Voices were from time to time 
laised against the gross forms of worship and ritual 
fullowed by the people, but they were not powerful 
enough to make an effective crusade against ignorance. 
The result is that the India of the last thousand years 
has been more decadent than progressive-often going 
backward, rather than f~rward." 

We must remember that llnot being popu
lations, but sound, efficient, integrated popu
lations, are potentially progressive," and that 
as the Rt. Hon'ble Mr. Fisher, President of 
the Board of Education, said, Hthe capital of 
a country does not constst in cash or paper, 
but in the brains and bodies of the people who 
inhabit it." 

On the subject of patriotism, the author 
remarks. 

"No scheme of national education in India could 
be complete without including the active teaching of 
patriotism and nationalism as a regular SUbject~"f 
study. In this matter we should borrow a.leaf 
of the book of Europe. Every European count • 
and the United States also. makes it a. point 0, 

cultivate the spirit of patriotism through its schoo .' 
. ".In every living community inspired by national 
ideas and ambitions the national consciousness ex
presses itself through the school as perhaps through 
no other institution." , 

Mr. Lajpat Rai quotes from a book show
ing how patriotism is taught in French schools, 

by giving direct in~truction on the following 
pOints: (I) love of France. (2) the military 
spirit and the obligatory service, (3) the duty 
of cultiyating physical courage, (4) the neces· 
sity of taxation for national welfare, (5) loyalty 
to republican principles and ideas of democracy 
and the like. On the question of Indian loyalty. 
Mr. Lajpat Rai observes as follows: 

"Our loyalty must be rational, reasoned, and 
sincere. l.et me make it clear that any attempt to 
enforce the teachin~ of loyalty to the established 

; British Government In India as such, without point ng 
out· the rOad to make it truly national and truly 
democratic, will end in fiasco." 

. We shan conclud~ our extracts with 
the following observations of the author on 
cosmopolitanism 'Versus nationalism; " , 

"Vague, undefined. indeterminate cosmopolitanism 
is often a disguise for gross selfishness and a life of 
sensuous inactivity. "Ve cannot do better than 
caution the younger generations of Indians against 
the fallaci~s of the cult of vague cosmopolitanism. 
Sometime ago, when addressing a meeting of a Cosmo
politan Club' attached to one of the famous Universi
ties Df America. (Columbia), the present writer took 
occasion to point out that while cosmopolitanism 
meant sometning noble when coming from the mouth 
'of an, Englishman or American, in~ the mouth of a 
. Hindu or a Chinese (the'r~ were Hindus and Chinese 
in the gatherin~ ) it means only all attempt to escape. 
the duties which pa'triotism lays on them. While I 
respect the former. I added, for their cosmopolitanism. 
1 despise the latter for their lack of patriotism. For 
them it will be time to become cosmopolitan after 
they have cultivated patriotism and raised their res
pective countries to t,he level of other independent, 
self-col)scious, . self-respecting nations." 

P.OLlTlCU'S. 

TO RABINDRA~ATH TAGORE 
Mine be eyes of youth 
That have seen the western sun 
Through cold skies his long course run ; 
Seeking after Truth. . 
They have watched the western noon, 
Reach and pass her highest moon. 
But those deeper skies 
Of the East, where. poets say, 
Phcebe turns the night to day, 
Are wrapt by distance far away 
From my wond'ring eyes. 

==; = 

Thou hast lived full years, 
Thou hast climbed up Wisdom's hilt 

, And thY,lnind is calm and still. 
Youth is full oHears, 

, Nor pain nor trouble brooking 
Goes, like a lover, looking , 
For the golden day. 
Yet, 0 Seer, declare it now, 
jDost thou see the dawn's red glow 
Turning into gold the snow 
On hills far away ? ~ 

. x. 



underta king 
The "Super-Ter
restrial" is not 
yet an accom
plished fact, but 
It seems to be 
well on the way. 
Major Schroed
er, l-aving re
covered fro m 
the effects of his 
recent flight, is 
laid to be in
terested in the 
construction of 
such a machine 
in which he 
hopes to reach 
an altitude of 
50,000 feet. It 
is furtherreport
ed that Louis 
Breguet, a 
French aeronau
tical engineer, 
has announced 
that an engine 
has been per
fected capable 
o f ascending 
100,000 f(!et or. 
nearly nineteen 
miles, and that 
flight to that al
titude is imme
diately in pros
pect. The main 
feal-ure of the 

THB "SUPBR-TERRESTRIAL" 

In hermetically .6ea1ed airplanes of this general description men are planning to rise 
into u~per air strata where. with the assistance of winds already known to blow there, trans
portatlOn may be possible at"several hundred miles per hofll. 

new type of aircraft will be an enclosed fuse
lage or cabin to protect the aviator. It will be 
fitted out with oxygen tanks, heating appara
tus, and air compressors which will feed the 
car bureton air at the same pressure as prevails
at sea-leveL In such a machine equipJ?ed with 
adjustible propellers capable of increasmg their 
purchase on the rarefied atmospheres, an air
man could push his way to levels now entirely 
beyond reach. . 

The situation presented to those who are 
planning the Super-Terrestrial and arranging 
to launch man on his greatest adventure in the 
air is this. ' 

They know the conditions as they exist up 
to six or seven miles. It is there that nature 
plays the parts with which we are most 
familiar. There thunders ron, lighbUng flashes, 
clouds gather, and elements clash i~ never 
ending strife. It is from there that we get 
wmtry storms, and where the humble drama 
of rain, snow, sleet and weather unfolds itself. 

They know, too, that "atmosphere," as 
we know it, altho in constantly thinnin§ 
quality, extends above the "weather strip' 
to a height of about twenty to thirty miles, 
but.beyond that, what P 

It is here that real deffi.culties will begin, 
and the Super-Terrestrial will encounter its 
greatest Qbstacles. Here new danger will 
appear in the shape of drifting "ice clouds," 
which for imaginative purposes may be likened 
to icebergs; the void will assume a totally 
alien aspect; meteors and shooting stars will 
ot..,casionan.r. flash across the path!, and the 
traveler will enter the bouudary ot "inflam-
mable air", o~ pure hydrogen.' . 
, Passing through this th~ Super. Terrestrial 
will emer~e into the stratum of hellulD which 
on ,earth JS created from ,radium .and encOun
tered ia practical qualities onb'. in test tubes.-

Then-but perhaps this is enough 'for_ the 
moment. Even the most 'Voracious ~ker- of 
knowledge as to "what things are like up there" 
will have been satisfied long- -ere this, and the 
first voyage of the Su~Terrestrial need not 
be charted further. ~. 

Rabindra Nath Tagore.· 
La publication des reuvres du poete 'Rabindranath 

T~re a souJ~ve un grant enthousiasme et . .:'est avec 
un mteret toujours nouveau que l'on reht les notes 
plus ou moins inedites qui c:irculent sur lui depuis 
quelques aooees. 



Nous avons tous lu ce que Ie professeur Max 
Muller a ecrit de la famille Tagore qUI est maintenant 
dans I'Inde a la tete de toute reforme soit en art, soit 
en literature ou en philosophie. 

Max Mullet etait tres ,eune et etudiait Ie sanscr,it 
a Paris quand Dwarkanath Tagore vint en France, 
causant une veritable sensation dans certains millieux j 

it vivait a Paris, sur un pied princier, donnant deli recep
tions a la cour et JlU grand monde, et ses appartements 
etaient tendus, dit-on, de chales precieux, qu'jl distri. 
buait, ensuite, a ses hates. Max Muller fit sa connais
sance, grace au professseur Burnouf, grand sanscritiste 
du College du France, et il se passionna bientot. pour 
cette grande famille d' artistes et de penseurs. Le fils 
de Dwarkanath etait un saint et un reformateur, d'un 
esprit extraordinairement modernise mais quand meme 
imbibe de la sagesse des anciens. C'etait un Son
nyassi ideal qui etait "du monde, sans et1'e dans Ie 
monde" et dont 1a vie brulait, doucement tranquille, 
prete a s'eteindre ala volonte divine. Cest de cette 
famille (dont presque tous les membres se sont distin
gues dans les arts) que nous vient, Rabindranatb, Rabi 
Babou,comme l'appellent encore familierement les Ben
galaise. C'est le!plus doue des trois ~enerations de 
Tagore qu'a connues Mux Muller. II n est 'pas seule
ment poete, il est aussi musicien, 'romancler" auteur 
dramatique, mais par dessus tout penseur 'et 
educateur. 

Ceux qui ont eu 1a bonne fortune d'entendreou de 
lire la conference de Mrs, Mann a Cambridge sur la 
musique indienne ou, plus rares encore, ceux' qui ont 
fait un sejour de plus1eurs annees a~ lndes, avec 
d'autres horizons que Ie the, Ie charbon. Ie chanvre et 
autres matieres a speculation, auront pu apprecier les 
rythmes subtils, les delicatesses et les temtes de la 
musique hindoue. et surtout la perfection tl'ensemble 
qu' offrent les chansons populaires, paroles et musi~ 
que, de Tagore. , 

Dans ses traductions anglaises, il semble que Ie 
poete ait dedaigne de rendre Ii candence gracieuse qui 
fait Ie char me de ses poemes, ou bien l'anglais se prete
t-il 'assez lllal a une ,te1le interl?retation '1 Les ver~ re· 
petes qui donnent tant d'intenslte et tant, d'emotlon a 
l'idee la plus simple la >rim~ impeccable pe la prosodie 
bengaIaise, tout celfl. se peut rendfe (beaucoup mieux 
en francais. . 

Dans Gitanjali (Offrand~s Lyriques) qui lui ont 
valu Ie prix Nobel, dans Ie Gardener U':e J ardinier), il y 
a des idees si personnelles que 1'01,'1 ·peut dire qU'elles 
sont 'presque neuves; ntais au eoptraire. des autres 
poetes etrangers, les reuvres de Tagore perdent de leur 

'thanne dans 'la 'secheresse de la 'prose et surtout dans 
'ta. proSfl inharmonieuse anglaise : ce qu',1 faut, e'est Ie 
vet's francais, lQvec sa 'souplesse, "sea nuances 'et la 
variete de ses rythmes. Ainsi cette litanie : 

Taus les ,n'(JO),s de ma flJie,' 
Dont je n'ai pas vU la fin, 
Je sa,s, man Dieu, je sai, bien, 
Qu'ils ne tU1'ent pa; en vain •. 

Et la fleur, a peine eclos#, ' 
Qui tombe ,U1' Ie chemin, 
J, 'sais, -mon Dieu,j, sais bien, 
Qu' ~U, n/), meftrt (laS' ~n vain. 

• 

Et 1, jleuv, qui s'egaf" 
Aufond du d.serlsansfin, 
Je sais, mon Dietl, j. sais /Ji, .. , 
{Ju'it ne sech; pas en vain, 
Pour tout ee lJu,~ dans ma viet 
Tarde eI sembI, plus lointain, 
Je sais, man Dieu, ;, sais bien, 
Que j, n'attends pas en fJain, 
Tout ee qui jama,'s n'a1'1'ive, 
C.s voiJ& qu, n. disent ,.ien, 
1e ,ais, mon Dieu, je sais /Jien, 
Qu, eela n',st pas en vain. 
Ca1' taus ees sons muetl vib1'ent, 
Au e(BU1' de tout luth divino 
J, sais, man Di,u, j. sail bien, 
Qu'ils ne 'IIib1'ent pas en 'IIain. 

Ou bien: 
Tu 's 1, nuag' jlottant 
Au 80i1', dans 1, tiel d, met reves ... ...... 
Tel pieds ont p1'i, les teintes ,.OSII 
Du desi,. d. mon emu", ardent. 
Toi, la glaneus, d, mes gloses, 
Mes chansons de sol'il c()uehant. ...... 
Car j, t'ai prise'" j' t. ti.ns, 
Dans Ie filet de mil musiqu •• 

Quoi de plus poetique, de plus profond, de plus 
sym"bolique que ces lignes 'I "Lumiere 1 0 Lumiere, ou 
es-tu 'I La nuil est sombre comme une pierre noire. Le 
vent se rue en criant dansl'espace .. , Allume la lampe 
d'amour avec ta vie!. .. " 

Ou bien quoi de plul:! frais que ced 1 
Cueill, done eette fleur et prends-la lans delai. 
De peur qu'.lIe ne meu1" It tombe dans la bou" 
J, c1'ains la fin du jour et l'o.t!1'a"d. pass,e .. , 
Rabindranath personnifie bien l'ame musicale de 

'I'Inde entiere car Ie vi11ageois, plutot illettre qu'j~o
rant, chante en labourgnt, et la fillette chante a0551 en 
emplissant sa cruche! au ,Puita •. 

Le jeune dieu Sri Krishna lui-meme, est represente, 
tharmant Ie! betes des sons de sa flute. Le Livre 
des Livres\la Iihaga'IJa6 Gita. s'appelle aussi Hymn' 
Celeste. La Vie (ievrait etre un poeme, cette vie qui, 
aujourd'hui n'est qu'une vaste affaire; ,il est temps 
que I'lnde que l'on s'e!f0rce, de~es~er;nent , de 
moderniser, redonne a I'occldent cet~.lnsplfaClOn.d art 
vraiment pur, base ,sur la beaute splfltuelle a qut eUe 
a donne naissan~e., , " " 

"Le desert veut ardemment redevenlr une praltJe, 
comme disait Ie vent d'Egypte au voyageur .. 

Que Ia voix de . J'lnde se fasse donc entendre 
encore et que sa vie soit un avalaf ~e la B~ute. 
'Cest ce que Tagore luimeme a su 51 bleD exprlmer 
dans une (ie ses O.t!~tlndes L.1"igu" (no. 35) qui Ie ter· 
'ntine par ces mots: 

"'Ou Ie fleuve cla.ir de la raison ne s'est pas egare 
Jdans Ie desert aride de l'habitude i ou l'esprit est en
traine par toi wet9 la pehsee et l'action toujours plus 
vastes dans ce paradis de libertes, 0 mon pete, que 

, 'II" mon pays s'evel e ... 

, Lt Hum'mi!e~ . 
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE: 
TH~ PROnLEMS OF NATIONALISM 

TRANSLA tED 'FROM ,-BEt FRENCit bF ANDR\t'VAtlAGNAC. 

THOSE who may be European socialists and 
revolutionaries, ~nd w01,1ld disown the 

present form of society, try at 1:1m«;s to detach, 
themselves and judge it objectively {roIn with· 
out, because th~it' Tevolutionary beliefs them
selves place them outside. But how fat< does the 
mind succeed in making stach an abstraction and 
in a.ttainiu~ such a. perspective? . 

UnconscIOusly its own. culturet its own langu
age while thinking, its thousand spontaneous 
gestures, which are Ijke intellectual responses,_ 
all these colllned it more or less 'with its present. 
surroundings. .It is true, that the exile from 
home of tnany revolutionaries,-just as to-day 
the exile of the combatants in the Great War,
has hatshly cut them oft and placed' them 
beyond the pale. But, even thenl-how far 1 

Such a question as this never presents itself 
so conspicu~usly tO,the mind, .as wl1e~. reading 
an author, like Rabmdra.nath Tagore who ,has 
devoted himself to the sa.me ptoblem 'b'C"passing 
judgmet1t on modem society, bJlt does not him
self belong to ,our own country, and therefore 
addresses us {rpm anQther intencctu~l hemi-
sphere,-a hemi,phere which, our modern 
society, with 1ts imperialism,' would like to anni
hilate, because' it' does not 'figure, In: its bwn 
plans of exploitation of. mines, or-otintensive 
Kultul'. Such atf. observer h~s lalone, within his 
reach, the power to fathoQl at a glan~e the inner 
springs pi moderQ. Eut:ope. His instinct of 
humanity, as he has lived in his own hutrian 
surroundingS, would reveal to him, 'better thAn 
it has done;to- us, the root causes 'which tately 
roused Europe to 'dolence, to bloodshe4. to .mur
der, till it npw li~sl prQ1le upon' tJ1.e eart~ pnder 
the open sKy. < • 

This is the reasol1, why Rabindranatll Tagore 
ha.s been able to adjudge the West. 

of tlie leading LonaOll publishers. The book 
fight, against that very principle which we our
selves are fighting against,-the principle which 
European civilisation has spread abroad 
throughout the world, and the Great Peace has 
multiplied into a 'number of .mall European 
Stat(s,-like a mou1Ji whiclt turn. out .0 
many,cakes,-"Nationalism." 

What kind of Nationalism i Indian Nation
alism? European Nationalism? No! It is the 
principle 'of Nationalism itself, that'Rabindra
nath Tagore challenges. ,He':analyses it. with 
a ,depth of intimacy and feeling, which only 
years of moral su.tlering and fruitless humiliatioJl 
can produce. He is the' first to denounce, 
among' the patriots of his own country, the very 
same tendencies in India which he observes io 
European Society. He see. how the nation. 
organise themselves, with grel1ter and grea.ter 
mechanical efficiency, in. order' to bring about 
material success. It is in this mechanical orga.
nisation, that he sees the origin of aU National
lsm. For Nationalism is. to the peoples, what 
Capit~llIm is to individual labourers. 

,Coming to details, Rabindra.J1ath Tagore 
describes the slavery, which underlies Imperial
ism. He has felt in his own 1lesh, and in the 
1lesJi of his own countrymen, the blind mechanic
al ~l'ushing force of the Ruling Nation. It i. like 
the ruthless, chain-like,. caterpillar-wheels of a 
Tank, passing over the bodies of the wounded. 
A mere personal Despot is Jlothing of a tlrant in 
companson with the anonymous, ablquitous 
and res{lonselen tyranny of the adminis~ative 
mecb4nls~ of a great. European power m the 
East, ' 
- Before the advent ot the English, India had 
known man1. ruling powers. But the conquests 
of past milItary revolutions passed over her 
surface,. without affecting the autonomoullife of 
the.-vilJagers. Now, however, the Westem Iron 
grip has clutched deep down into the very vitals 
,of Indian Society. I?verywhere there is at ,hand 
the mis-trustful official, ready to execute, like a 
machine, the arbitrary and often inhuman. deci
sions of invisible Beads of Departments. The 
'.Motherland' of India. herself gets that mini .. 
mum, trlcklinl{. stream of education which is 
needed to irngate the Administration, Indus
ttial 'exploiting in a cQuntq (where once 
grew~ and still lives, an anCIent culture) hal 
~esulted i!). frjg~tful. chaos. 

Those, who may 'be revolutionaries in Europe, 
teeoguiS'e 'iJl hi~ the great Hindu poet. We can 
aU, remember 'the' "igprous blows, that he has 
often' dealt ,in the .cause ofpa.tl:'ioti$m~, We un
derstand .hi& loftt conceptions of humanity. 
The unfprtuna.te. abs~nce of good translation!!! 
orMs worKS into'French prevents us from ret:og~ 
nising hipl as w~at he is,-a ~ocial think~t of the 
:first order, a philosopher, a speculatG)r m ,those 
p01itical pro'blem.SI, whi~h are agit.tin~ his ~9~ 
country and the modem world. In thlS review, 
we' shall consider merely one of his writings. 
This work has been published (in a fine spirit of . • • • 
AnglO-Saxon impartiality) by Macmillansr One~"'- But the collective life ofthe multttude cannot 
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end in chaos. One by one, ,the ufoteseen con .. 
&equ.ences of political materialism came up to 
the surface. We cannot reside among a people, 
in order to exploit their labour and their wealth, 
and at the same time cpnceal from them our 
true purpose and pur intimate tJelI. From the 
day when the Enl1lish. ruler settles down m, a 
bungalow, he brmgs -with him new ideas of 
intellectual liberty,:, of ,scientific ,curiosity, of 
forceful energy, whicb constitute the moral 
atmosphere oj his ,own country. In vain does 
he try to hide them, or to limit the number, of 
colleges and schools. or to suppress and' censor 
newspapers, or to prescribe.. {or Indians books 
which he carries about in his own portenumteau. 
The ideals of his £wopean race are there, ill his 
own despite. They are there in the sound .oj his 
voic~ in the attractions of his ways, in the vital 
gestures and responses, which he himself is. the 
last to notice. . ' , 

Rabindranath Tagore thanks the 'West for 
having brought to hit 01VSl'countT,Y the Dotion 
of the .equality ofall men ~before the law, and 
the notion of liberty.. These enrich the j;pirit of 
Asia with principles, that are indispensable for 
the moral and continuous evolution of SOI:i~ty. 
Dut Indiaha,s also imbibed some other .Western 
ideas, tv hose aspects of violence she , knows only 
too well. India ltas become Nationalist like 
Japan. She dreams about taking part in the 
industrial competition and in the race (or 
armaments. Now, henceforth, she ,~iU answer 
Force by Force: ThUll is ushered in the :Reign of 
Terror. '. , . j • • 

To this call of .the modern age,~1Vhich 
Caseinates the massef1 .. and thel Young -Indian 
nationalists, .... Rabil,1dranath T~gore. replies as 
follows :- I • '. 

UNo, never! Our own vital problem is not 
that of Nationalism. Our own VItal problem is 
within our own borders: it is that of Caste. N 

-What is the good of political freedom, if 
India has within herselfher own 'pariahs'?-

liThe narrowness of outlook," he writes, 
"which allows the cruel yoke of inferiority of 
caste to be imposed on a considerabe part of 
humanity, will manifest itself in our political 
life by creating therein the tyranny of inJustice." , 

. India has not yet attained that stage of 
ethnological unity, wherein the .energy ,of the 
,whole nation may be givenfortb abroad, so that 
the nation can enter into the ,life of other 
nations, m~aging in it,' o~ ~ontacts and 
~ollisions Wlth other masses of mankind, homo-
geneous and distinct. , 

Such was the fate of Europe at the end of the 
Middle Ages. India, alone, by itself, is a Teri
table continent. In India a variety of races 
kept strictly aloof, live side by side without 
jostling one another. This is what ,caste has 
accomplished. ' , 

Let as not ha.sti1.Y look do~;with ,c~n~empt 
18*-7 

upon the caste system. Has it been fully. 
recognised by historians, that caste hat given 
the otUy peaceful solu.tion of a problem which 
many civilised nations }lave answered ,by a 
decree of death? In all the cases w bere the 
Europeen races have conquered a country, the 
Jnethod.of conquest has never varied. The con
quered race has had ita human dignity effaced, 
even where it has not been actually annihilated. 
We have only to remember the massacres, which 
have stained the history of the ancient nations, 
on the shores of the Mediterranean. It is not 
Jlecessary to refer to more recent examplcs. 

But the Aryans in India when they took half 
the continent from the- Dravidian's, however, 
they also repudiated contact with the conquered. 
Or rather, their principal care was to safeguard 
from pollution the absolute inte~ty of their 
own moral life. They felt withm themselves 
the up-surging of Vedic th012ght. The,Y ordained 
a new society in full accord with this prima.!)' 
need. 

Viewed in this light, nothing could appeu 
more human; more liberal, than the solution of 
the probl~m by Caste. It had, however, one 
vicious factDr. It was hostile to the most 
intimate of all processes of life, which is ex .. 
change. The wild manners of our own Euro.
pean .races,-murder and rape,-what a para
den. I-have done better service, in the long run, 
to human progress. A few centuries after the 
European conquest, a new Nation began its 
cateer. Instead of tbis, India has J?ostponed 
indefinitelv the solution of the questIon oChet 
unity. • 

It is'towards this solution of her own inner 
difficulty that Rabindranath Tagore would 
lead India fotward once' more. Be points to 
the overthrow of the Caste System! This does 
not mean a clean slate altogether. One can only 
destroy the caste system by the creation of a 
new harmony, a new mutual confidence. This 
is the problem, antecedent to any political 
ambition for India from outside. 

But if India thus strives within, with her 
own Internal difficulties, will she be left behind 
all other nations? No} on the contrary, Rabin· 
dranath 'ragore teUs us, that she will be the 
fix:st to answer today the great question, .which 
will come up tomorrow for all humanlty -to 
solve. She will shew the true solution to·the 
rest of struggling mankind. 

Step by step, mechanical advance has 
multiplied communications between nations. 
The' Eighteenth and Nineteenth Centuries held 
the belief that all men had the same soul and -
the same mental outlook. The great, truth; 
which will dawn upon. us during the Twmtietll 
'Century, will be the revelation, in actual-life, 
of an astonishing diversitX, in mankind: But, 
at the same time, there will arise the ~obletn" 
of the union of all t~e heterogellequs racql 
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ofthe world, without ·which progress will cease 
and retrogression begin. 

If India, freeing herself from the caste system, 
were able to produce, out of the passion' of her 
own soul, the law of harmony in human diver!. 
sity, she might ward off from us the terrible 
experience, which surely awaits us, Europeans, 
ifwe do not solve this question of the harmony 
of diverse men and nations aright in our own 
sphere. 

England, once upon a time, dis~overed "the 
'Parliament.' RUSSIa. to-day has discovered :the 
'Soviet.' Why should we 110t ha'Ve 1confidence 
that India will bring her own discovery to 
humanity, when she awakens out 'of her mille-
niut1l of sleep'? ' 

Let us turn back then to India herself. ,Only, 
a.s we have seen, by the solution 'of her. own 
inner difficulties, can she escape from the 
-de~adation of. merely imitating'the results of 
a CIvilisation 'in which she had no creative part. 
Herein lies the dominant preoccupation ,.of 
Radindranath Tagore. He reminds-.the . East, 
that, .if the West has Science, the East has her 
own Mission, which she must also fulfil. 

This comparison between the East and the 
West leads the writer to a very remarkable 
denunciation 'of the 'mechanically scientific. view 
oUife. He has dneloped this theme at length in 
his own philosophical works. In Nationalism 
he merely.broaches this great subject. . 

Let us remark here, that Rabindarnath 
Tagore condemtJ,s the present order of Society, 
(which he calls, scientifically mechanical) be
cause of its egoism, i~s lovelessness, its lac~ of 
social etit,1iu~ias~. _.Il~ b~lievesi th,is negative 
~haract~ is' cau/iled J?y, t4c; ~~st'~c~ ~n~ 

impersonal modes' bl scientific \thou~ht,i and 
by the influence' of the mechanical tdea itself 
upon our mentality. ,The mechanical instru .. 
mentis a thing with'& narrow practical, con
~rete objective. As ,we fashion ourselns more 
and, more after its' 'image; .does it l10t tend 
to efface nian, as man, 'and i.a'this way to take 
away the -.humanity· from 1:l1an 1 Such appear. 
to be the conception of' our. author, when he 
describes modem society as 'mechanicaL' 

Will Rabindranath Tagore permit UI to point 
out, to him,. ;'with all due respect, that these 
very .characteristic" which he condemns, are the 
evils produced by the present capitalilt condi. 
tion. of· soceity itself. The· working 'People of 
the West often fight shy of mechanical perfectibn 
because ,the machine is really, the cause of their 
subjection in the matter of wage.. The masses, 
as. slaves, work without love. ''The, machine 
is ever over them: it encloses them, round on 
every side. But we can image before our minds 
an emancipated' 'industrial :nationf;: 'laying 
hold .of the 1llachine with fervour' and mingling 
with its movements the rhythm' ()f human 
exertion. The enthusiasm of our ,European 
races for the joys of motoring, of a viation,-the 
e~ger passion of individual men and women for 
each_ little mechanical inventioD,-these are 
surel1 presages of a future, which will allow UI 
to pIcture to our minds a Resurrection and an 
Advent,-the Advent of the Mechanical Age. 

e No}. The West has not trodden a falst! path 1 
But it seemS that Rabindranath Tagore would 
have the East turn away from their trade. This 
appears to us to be the great message, which he 
has thrust forth into the turDtoil and confusion 
of ouf' times. But let ua u<!t give ,up aU O!jgin~. 
it,. '.on .our· aide. Humatl1ty must reahse J~' 
infinite diversity. Life only finds itself. One. 1tl 

i~s in~~tlsi~y.and abundance,· , 
"'===:i:::::; 
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Some great noble or the emperor himself. In the
Delhi palace, writes Bernier, “large halls are seen
in many places called karkhanas or workshops fo

r

the artisans. In one hall embroiderers are busily
employed, superintended b

y

a master. In another,

o
u

see the goldsmiths; in a third, painters; in a

ourth, varnishers in lacquer work ; in a fifth, joiners,
turners, tailors and shoemakers ; in a sixth, manufac
turers o

f silk, brocade and fine muslins.” One is re
minded o

f

modern industrial conditions b
y

Bernier's
criticisms, that the profits o

f

the workshops mostly
found their way into the pockets o

f

the employers.

h
e average rate o
f wages for servants in towns

was about three rupees a month which purchased
several times more than a

t present.

** * ". . .

CoMMERCE.

Commercially, India formed one o
f

the most
important countries in the world, but the control o

f

Indian seas, had b
y

the 17th century passed from the
Mahammadan into Portuguese hands. Portuguese
atrocities diverted a large volume o

f

trade to the north
western—Kandahar–route along , which Steel and
Cromther noticed about 15000 camel loads pass in 1615.

It is impossible a
s yet to calculate with any degree

o
f precision the volume o
f

Indian exports o
f

textiles

o
r indigo o
r spices to the countries round the Indian

ocean ( north o
f

the equator) and to the Mede
terranean, world, but that it was very large is obvious
not only form the travellers' tales but also from the
huge number o

f

commercial letters still extant. The
inland trade was also considerable, though, o

f course,
far, far smaller than to-day.*

* The present writer hopes to discuss the whole

** * * * *
e -

* . . * , - º

s º
i r , . . .

(Translated from th
e

French o
f

M
.

Gaston Denys Perier)
. . . .

“Messengers with news from other lands ".

greet me and pass along the road.” "

; : –Gitanjali.

WENTY-ONE years ago, in this very
journal, the Hindu priest, Brahma
chari Bodhabhikshu, wrote as fol.

lows: “Hindus are very reserved in

nature : they open their hearts only to

those who are in sympathy with them.”
This avowal came back to our minds,
not without some apprehension, on the
evening o

f

October 4
,

1920. For around
us, preparations were being made to

receive perhaps a similar confession.
Everything was in a bustle of confusion,

- . . .”.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE IN THE PALAs DE JUSTICE .

* STANDARD of LIFE. -

On the basis of the foregoing . conclusions and
conjectures it is possible to form a rough idea o

f

the
standard o

f

life among the various classes o
f

the
community. The nobles drew extravagant salaries
and spent i."; The middle class avoidedºp and splendour but otherwise lived in comfort.

t is difficult to make sure o
f

the economic condition

o
f

the lower classes but, a
s

we have seen, Mr.
Moreland's picture is much too dark. “We cannot

b
e sure,” runs his final judgment, “whether they (the

lower classes ) had a

j.
more o

r
a little less to eat,

but they probably had fewer clothes, and they were
certainly worse off in regard to household utensils and

to some o
f

the minor conveniences and gratifications

o
f life, while they enjoyed practically nothing in the

way o
f

communal services and advantages. That is

the picture itself ; in the background is the shadow o
f

famine, a word which has changed it
s meaning within

the last century. In Akbar's time, and long after
wards, it meant complete if temporary economic
chaos, marked by features which, repulsive a

s they
are, must not be left out—destruction ºhomes, sale of

children into slavery, hopeless wandering in search o
f

food ; and finally starvation, with cannibalism a
s

the
only possible alternative.”

CoNCLUsion.

This string o
f

statements which lack positive
evidence, serves very well a

s

a
n

illustration o
f our

author's mental bias. Nevertheless, his work deser
ves commendation a

s

the first serious attempt to#. with some extremely difficult problems in

ndian economic history, -

subject o
f Indian commerce in the 17th century in

a separate paper.

* Pp. 279-80. - • * : * ~ *
r

- * , *. * * * * * * . . . . a -

*i; f: -- 1:
to ,-- ºf

-tº

in anticipation o
f

a
n extraordinary event.

Busy people, in spite o
f

their usual indif
ference about such matters o

n ordinary
occasions, were seen in , dense numbers
squeezing themselves against the railings

o
f

the "Palais d
e Justice,” where the

gathering was to be held. , . . . . .

From eight o'clock, a heaving sea of
faces could b

e observed, extending along
the marble passages leading to the Court
Room. Not a seat in the court itself was
vacant. Tables, window sills, even the
steps o

f

the platform, were all occupied by
spectators. Junior members o

f

the , Bar
were there, with the tired and solemn
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looks of elderly justices of the peace. The
sombre robes were all marked by , the
customary ermine. The eager, but silent,
crowd, was swelling more and more each
moment. - - - !3. . .
What figure were "...they expecting f
Whom was the President, going, to ask to
address the meeting, when he rose with his
usual phrases and gestures to introduce
the lecturer.? tº ºr
Curiosity made the assembly slightly
impatient and betrayed the Western spirit
only thinly cloaked and veiled for the,
occasion. "*- I

-

Then an aged man rose from his
seat.—There was a pause. **

At the farthest end of the wooden
semicircular barrier, within which the
distances were strictly, preserved, a digni
fied and stately figure stood up before the
rows of barristers and judges. He let fall
his eye-glasses, which remained loosely
hanging and shining, like a star on his
ample mauve-coloured robe. - •*

A face like that of Christ, bronzed,
serene and superb, came into view. Now,
there were no more rows of judges, no
more individual men; there was one
common humanity, all attentive. High
over them was the commanding form of,
the Poet, with his, white beard, and his
white, flowing hair.
Rabindranath Tagore read his message
in English. It was entitled “The Meeting
of the East and the West.”—“Le Rencontre
de l'Orient et de l'Occident.”
From the wide sleeves of his robe there
emerged a hand full of expression and at
times tightly closed, which rested on the
railing. His movements were rare, but
each one had a touch of character. His
courtesy had a scrupulous care that made
it almost religiously refined. At times the
fingers of his hand would open and slowly
describe an image in the air. Then again.
they would close and softly move over the
desk-stand in front of the speaker. I have,
witnessed suchosolemn movements while
listening to the dance music of Hindustan.
The right hand alone was used for
giving expression. The left hand held a
number of loose leaves of manuscript, tied
together at one corner, by a string. This

messenger from other shores had an ad
mirable command over the language he
uttered. He chanted at times some of his
own Bengali songs. As we listened to him
we seemed transported into the open air.
and sky of Nature herself-to the very
threshold of the Poet's own far off retreat.
at Bolpur. . . - -

Then again the voice of the speaker
would be raised high, only to become soft
once more with a cadence full of pathos,
far different in its effect from the pathos
of our dramatic artists in the ‘Comedie,
Francaise.” There was nothing that could
bear resemblance to our own, melo-drama
tic ways, -nothing also that was of the
nature of the excited orations of Hyde
Park. There were none of those pauses
at expected places. At the close of each
succession of long limpid sentences, there
would start afresh another series, The
voice of the Hindu sounded clear and dis-,
tinct, it spoke the Truth. Everyone:
could follow the words spoken, from the
farthest end of the Hall to the platform.
itself. -

.
- -

In a touching comparison, this Christ of
India traced the course of the two civilisa
tions,—the East and the West,-flowing
side by side without ever, meeting. For,
oppression prevents communion. The
Poet depicted the superficial vandalism
which the English masters have inflicted
upon the age-long untouched beauties of
the Ganges. Discarding at this point all
metaphorical expressions, which would
only serve to glaze, over the very evils
they are meant to describe, he made use of
direct and plain language, as he set forth,
the wrong done by , the destructive.
methods of western Imperialism. .

The Western exploiter of the East tra
velling in first class carriages, carrying
with him his portmanteaus and his pre
judices, holding fast to his false notions
of superiority, which separate him from
the people whom he wishes to gain over,
to his own ways, fondly imagines that he
has obtained, his object by officialism and
by circulars. But the latter are not even
read by the Eastern people ; for they give
orders, they do not speak to the heart,
Where there is no mutual confidence,
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how can one ever hope to attain the good
will among men 2 e peoples of the
world must first be sincere towards one
another. This sincerity should be a potent
influence from within. Nothing can be
done by an organisation superimposed
from without, -hypocrisy written all over
its surface. Heart must speak to heart.
The only creative work is that of Love.
This is the outline of the doctrine,
which the Poet sage of Bengal is intent to
spread everywhere, as the surest means to
awaken the hitherto divided and oppressed

world of humanity and to bind it into a
union of brotherhood and freedom. No
longer should conventional ideas of ruler
and ruled regulate the ordinances of the
children of mankind. It is by this very
gift of the child-heart, which Nature offers
to us in the first fresh hours of life, that
the ‘children’ among men are able to
recognise one another, coming unitedly
near to their common source, their equal
origin. This idea of the ‘child-spirit' in
man has been the perennial theme of song
among the purest of our poets ; but it
required the brutal reversals of war to
make the more practical races listen to it

.

and accept it as a revelation.

It may b
e o
f

service to point out, at
this place, how the prophetic words o

f

Rabindranath Tagore have already pene
trated the minds o

f

the English mission
aries. It may b

e

remembered how, a few
years ago, the Poet, in his address to some
Japanese students said,
“If I could show you my heart, you
would find it green and young, perhaps
younger than that o

f

some o
f you who are

standing here before me. And you would
find also that I am childish enough to

believe in things which the grown-up
people o

f

the modern age, with their supe
rior wisdom, have become ashamed to

own.”

It would appear as though this concep
tion of the Poet has been almost con
sciously copied by a highly intellectual
missionary lady, Mrs. Sinclair Stevenson,
when she urged her colleagues in India to

adopt this spirit o
f

child-like humility.—
“What we must endeavour to do,” she
writes, “is to learn to know and to love,

in order to sympathise with every human
being. We shall find each one astonish
ingly similar to ourselves, having the same
wonderful and adorable ways o

f

remem
bering and forgetting, o

f loving and hating,

o
f joy and fear. And then, when you have

done this, you will have learnt how to get
rid o

f your own little self, to understand
your own weaknesses and prejudices, to
laugh unreservedly a

t

them. Still more,
you will remember over again your early
childhood, the old nurse and her talks ;

you will come to understand more easily
the full human nature o

f
a human being o
f

another race.” :

This passage came to our mind, when
Rabindranath Tagore related in his lecture
the following story. Recalling the early
days o

f

his own youth, the Poet stepped
aside for a moment from the elevated
desk-stand and said in a subdued voice,—

“In those days, I came across a

European, whom we had not known
before. He was a young Swede, well
versed in our literature and in our art.
He had resolved to dovote his meagre
savings to the undertaking o

f
a voyage

to India. He waited for a long time

in England to get a passage. Having
arrived in our country h

e mingled with the
people. Ever fearful lest he should trans
gress against Indian customs, in any way,

h
e was timid in seeking admission into
families. While working and spending for
the poor, his ardent desire urged him on

to be useful to all. Completely indifferent
about changes o

f

climate and tropical
diseases, his labour o

f

love carried him
from our midst by death all too soon.
He died without leaving any visible trace
of his zealous work behind him. He was
buried among our dead, according to his
own wish ; his memory lives in me as that
of a sensitive nature whose loss to us can
never be replaced. Never have I come
across such a one on that road, along
which so many, foreigners walk. He was

a simple man speaking to his fellow men
about things common to a

ll

mankind.”
Hardly had the story o

f

this young
Swede, so devoutly and lovingly recalled,
escaped from the lips o

f

the lecturer, when,

in a most moving peroration, Rabindra
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nath Tagore told his audience how the
vast multitudes of Asia and Africa were
waiting for such a service of good will
and friendship. He exhorted Europe to
pay regard to these multitudes to raise
them to the joys of Western Science and
progress. “Be afraid,” he said to us, “to
leave them to their weakness. The very
strength of that weakness passively
threatens to set up a barrier to civilisa
tion and to compromise that Peace to
which the Universe aspires.”

The aged Poet then sat down at the
extreme end of the semicircle, to listen for
a while to a speech which in no way
disturbed the harmony of our rapt medi
tation at the close of the lecture.
As we crossed the threshold, leaving

the meeting place, where the East and
West had exchanged thoughts of love
together, we seemed to read on the porch
the word written,-
‘Shanti-niketan.”—“The Home of Peace.”

THE ARCH FROM EAST to WEST

OME time ago, it was my privilege to
translate for the “Modern Review”
an article sent to the Poet, Rabindra

nath Tagore, by Romain Rolland, the
French, writer on international subjects,
whose influence is now at its height with
the younger French thinkers. Along with
the article, Romain Rolland wrote a letter
of reverent appreciation, inviting the Poet
to become one with them in a Brotherhood
of the Free Spirit.
The title, which I chose for the transla
tion of Romain Rolland's article, was taken
from a passage in it

,

wherein h
e speaks o
f

a ‘Fairy Arch from the East to the West,’—

a
n Arch not altogether broken down amid

the vicissitudes o
f

human history. Poets,
philosphers and thinkers had upbuilt it in

the past. O
f

one o
f them, Empedocles, he

wrote. The men o
f

the sword had often
pulled it down. But it had remained,—
half suspended in the air-the ‘Fairy Arch
from the East to the West.’ During the
past months, while Rabindranath Tagore
has been in Europe, I have been able to

read some o
f

the correspondence which has
been sent to him from all sides, while h

e

has been on his tour, and also to follow
the impressions o

f

that tour which have
appeared in the continental journals. One

o
f

these impressions, called 'Rabindranath
Tagore in the Palais de Justice,” will b

e

found in another part o
f

this issue o
f

the

Modern Review. The words of Romain
Rolland concerning the"Fairy Arch between
East and West,’ have often come back to

my mind. Amid the world tumult o
f

destruction, which has been no less ruinous
since the armistice than in the Great War
itself, while links between continents and
nations have been breaking on every hand,

there have appeared, here a
t least, the

signs and tokens o
f
a re-binding and a

building up. I propose, in these articles,

to give to the Indian public some o
f

these
signs and tokens, and I shall do so largely
from letters which have been received and
the accounts which have been written.

". The first is a description given by one
who was present a
t

a
n

interview between
M. Bergson, the French philosopher, and
the Poet,_ -

“It was a noble meeting, this meeting

o
f

the two great men, o
f

the East and the
West, o

f

India and France. M. Bergson is

small in stature and slight, while the Poet

is tall and full built. At once I noticed
that M. Bergson had a quick and acute
mind, taking each point with the utmost
vivacity and ease. The conversation the
two thinkers had together was most
fascinating and most instructive. Both
men had to say such big thoughts, leading
into wide fields of discussion. I was able

to make notes o
f

what M. Bergson said.

I am sorry I did not get down equally well

4
.
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Public Works --- •3 5-5
Military ..

. 1-7 4.5-7

Famine Relief 1-0

121-1 124°3

Add Deficit for the
year 3'2

Total ..
. 124°3 124°3′

The net figures are:
REVENUE

Principal Heads o
f

Revenue ..
. £58.1 millions.

Post and Telegraph 1'2 > *

Mint --- --- 1'5 * >

Railways -- 11-2 y?

Irrigation 1'5 yy

73.5 .
Add Deficit 3'2 x *

Total 77-7 2 y

ExPENDITURE

Military --- ..
. £44'0 millions.

Civil Depts. --- ..
.

22°4 ,

Public Works --- 5-3 * >

Interest 3-7 * >

Miscellaneous '4 ,,

Famine Relief 1-0 * >

Total 76-8 ,,

Out o
f
a total Revenue o
f seventy

three millions, forty-four are consumed by
military expenditure and half o

f it b
y

the
Civil Department.
In fairness to the bureaucrat it must

b
e stated, about two millions are spent

on education and a smaller amount on
sanitation. Is not the nature o

f

British
Rule in India quite evident from this 2

Let us now see what is the real inci

dence o
f military expenditure. The budget

shows £44 millions. Add to it the in
terest o

f

six millions o
n

the war gift of

£100 millions. Thus out of less than
74 millions the military burden now
amounts to £50 millions, more than two
thirds o

r

66 p
.
c. One wonders whether

any country in the world can show a

more wasteful or unnatural record.

I am aware that in some European
countries today, the incidence o

f military
expenditure is no doubt large but it is only

a passing phase due to the war. The large
armies o

f occupation consume much o
f

the
money. But in India the figures quoted
above pertain to the normal budget. It

is doubtful whether the bureaucracy if

left to itself will ever bring it down to

even £40 millions. In a
ll probability, the

Esher report recommendations will raise
it to £55 or 60 millions. Even if that

catastrophe were not to happen, the vast
bulk o

f
the revenue will be devoured

by the military for some years to come.

It is hardly necessary to remind the
reader that this vast waste is due to the
policy o

f making India pay for Britain's
Imperial needs in the Far East. The crea
tion o

f
a National militia followed b
y

a drastic reduction o
f foreign officers will

bring down expenditure by several millions,
and unless that is done, India is bound to

remain the permanent home o
f ignorance,
disease and starvation. Progress, if there
should b

e any, is bound to be extremely
slow ; and the poverty and ignorance o

f

the masses will form an excellent hunting
ground to the foreign exploiter.

M. SUBRAYA KAMATH.E.
THE ONE SONG

To DR. RoBINDRANATH TAGORE.

Every thing on earth has its song and lives
by singing it all day long, the song of its life.
The man and the cow he drives along
and the road and the flowers by its side,
The clouds in the sky and the stones on the road
and the mountains far away.
And all their songs are part o

f

One Song,
which gives its meaning to every one,
And there is One Singer who sings in all things,
though men know him not, nor his Song.

They have given names to all things, without
sense, for a thing's true Name is its song,

Which h
e only knows who has heard the One Song

in the silent depth o
f

his soul.
The man who has heard the One Song is changed
and his world is another world,
For he knows his own song as a note in the Song,
that fills the Universe.
The Singer God. Creation the Song:
God’s true Name which none may pronounce.
Rotterdam. J. J. Von DER LEEUw,--
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Army is organised on the principle of Divide
et impera ......... It is unworthy of a nation
like the British , brave , civilized and Christian ,

to adopt the reprehensible policy of Divide
et impera in any branch of Indian adminis .
tration .

" V. THE ONE THING NEEDFUL .

by th
e

district principal medical officers . Here is

certainly a strong case made out fo
r

barrack reform . "

" It is very necessary to improve the
Sepoys ' quarters . They should be constructed

o
f pucca bricks and the floors also should b
e

pucca . It is because the houses of the sepoy

a
re

not built of good materials , that they suffer
more from plague , consumption and other
epidemic diseases than the British soldiers ..

.

"There are many other grievances and
disabilites under which the Sepoys labour .

A good many o
f

them have already been in

dicated in the Modern Review for June , 1907 .

T
o

make the Sepoy efficient , al
l

his griev
ances should b

e redressed and disabilities
removed .

" IV . ORGANIZATION OF THE NATIVE ARMY .

" N
o

secret is made that the Native Indian
" The one and the most important thing

needed b
y

the British Indian Government

is the reposing o
f

confidence in the Indian
people instead o

f distrusting them . If that

is done , then a
ll

the departments will be re

formed without any trouble . The Indian
military question will b

e

then the easiest
thing o

n earth to solve . " - The Modern
Review , December , 1908 , p

p
. 513-15 .

F

RABINDRANATH TAGORE IN HOLLAND

FROM th
e

many letters which have been Leeuw , and h
e

has written out for me his own
received from the Poet since h

e left India impressions o
f

the Poet's reception . Dr. Van

fo
r

the West , it is clear that his stay in der Leeuw was the Poet's host in Rotterdam
Holland touched him most deeply o

f

a
ll
. In and accompanied him elsewhere , so that he is

England , last summer , he had found disap- able to write with a first -hand knowledge o
f

pointment and disillusionment , except among the facts . While staying with u
s

in the
those who had been , from the first , among Ashram , he gave u

s
a strikingly vivid picture

h
is literary friends . The attitude of the people o
f

the way in which the Dutch people , who

in general , especially the upper classes , to belonged to the poorer classes , flocked every
wards h

is own country and towards Ireland , where to see the Poet , and how h
e had won

had le
ft upon him a
n impression o
f gloom . all hearts .

In France that gloom was lifted , and he felt Dr. J. J. Van der Leeuw's description runs
himself a

t once a
t

ease among those , who had as follows :

n
o relation to India , such a
s that of ruler and "When th
e

wise Poet came to visit Hol
ruled , --a relation which destroyed a

ll hope o
f land , he did not find a
n

audience strange to

pure friendship . The French also , he found , him and his works , but , o
n the contrary ,

h
a
d

n
o

racial pride separating them from thousands o
f

enthusiastic admirers , full o
f joy

Asia . Rather , they reverenced Asia , as the a
t

his coming , full of love for him and his
Mother o

f

Civilisations . Thus , in France , the works . In Holland , Tagore is considered a
s

Poet's letters became brighter and happier one o
f

the representative men o
f

the New
than those h

e

had written from England . Era ; h
is works in English and in Dutch trans

But it was in Holland , as I have said , that lations are widely read and appreciated .

Rabindranath Tagore most deeply The spirit o
f Tagore ' is even a
n expression

touched o
f a
ll
. Ihad intended to make used to denominate a certain attitude in life ,

extracts from letters , which I had received which is becoming more and more universal ,

from those who were with him , giving des a
s

time goes on .

criptions o
f

his visit ; but , b
y

great good "Thus it was a loving group o
f friends ,

fortune , we have had staying with u
s , quite whom Dr. Tagore found o
n

his entering
recently , a

t

Shantiniketan , Dr. J. J. Van der Holland , where he had been invited b
y

the

was
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was a

Theosophical Society and the Free Religious given their heart's affection , they never take
Community . Wherever he came he found it away again . He himself had felt the

homes open to receive him , people proud to greatness of this event , that had happened in

call h
im their guest . I do not know of any his own country - the visit o
f the Indian Poet .

European , who , in these later years , has been No one had ever come to Holland from India
received a

s this great Poet , to whom such before , and won the hearts o
f

his own Dutch
signal honour has been paid b

y

the people o
f people in such a manner . He explained to

Holland . me , that the Dutch have a deep vein o
f

" The love and admiration for him grew a
s spiritual religion running through their

his visit progressed . By his lectures , but nature , and that it was a
s
a religious Teacher

even more b
y

h
is personal charm , h
e strength that they received the Poet , who came to

ened the ti
e already existing . What struck them from the East .

u
s in him , was the spirit o
f beautiful wisdom A letter written in French to the Poet

and simple joy in life , which made his very may partly reveal the spirit , in which the
presence a blessing . younger generation o

f thoughtful men and

" During the fortnight o
f his stay , h
e lec women , on the continent o
f Europe , ( who

tured in the chief towns : Amsterdam , the have just come through a
ll

the horrors o
f

the
Hague , Rotterdam ; the universities o

f Leyden Great War ) , are regarding the writer o
f

Utrecht and Amsterdam , and also a
t

the 'Gitanjali ' . I shall strictly eliminate anything ,

school o
f Philosophy a
t

Amersfoort . Every that might disclose the writer's identity , and
where the halls were packed , thousands had shall thus make the letter anonymous . It is

to g
o

away without being able to find a place . one o
f many hundreds o
f

letters , from every
From all over the country , people flocked to part o

f

the world , which I have had the p
ri

hear him , and to see him . in Utrecht , h
e

vilege o
f seeing and reading . None are so

received b
y

welcome speech in poignant , in their spiritual longing for help in

Sanskrit , which b
y

the way is taught a
t a
ll

time o
f

need , a
s those which have come from

the Dutch universities . But perhaps the Europe . The hunger for spiritual truth is so

greatest honour was paid to him , when h
e

great. The writer says , –

was invited , in Rotterdam , to deliver

" From my early childhood , everything I

lecture , not merely in the Church there , but heard about India attracted me irresistibly ;

from the pulpit itself . I
t was the first time

that a non - Christian had thus been honoured ;

and so I began to read the Belgian transla

and it was meant to convey the message , that
tion o

f your Gitanjali in a spirit o
f unique

sympathy . I was then twenty years old , -

his importance a
s a religious teacher was uni full of zeal and love for liberty . Modern

versal enough to give h
im the right to stand Christianity had only touched my heart super

o
n the pulpit o
f a Christian church . ficially : it had not got the power to satisfy it

" No one who was present , on that occa
sion , will ever b

e likely to forget him , a
s

h
e fully

stood amongst the flowers decorating the “ I was very deeply moved after reading

pulpit and gave h
is message o
n " The Meetingmessage o
n
" The Meeting your first songs . Quite a new world , o
f

which

o
f the East and the West . " One o
f

the most I had been dreaming for a long time , sudden
moving moments was when the president o

f ly and actually revealed itself to m
e in them .

the committee o
f reception had thanked him You had touched the most intimate chords in

for his stay amongst u
s
( Rotterdam conclud my heart's music , and they had responded .

ing h
is tour ) and when he answered with a A great happiness flooded my life , till it

few words o
f

farewell , which went straight to brimmed over . I used to speak about you
the hearts of all present . and your religious ideas to my friends . These

" The only consolation o
n his going was friends were a group o
f

young poets and
his promise to return to Holland a

s musicians with Christian convictions . But

he could . they were steeped in dogmas and creeds ,

“ A sincere welcome will await him there , which satisfied them ; and they were alarmed
now a

s always ! " a
t my enthusiasm and my joy . Their anta

Dr. J. J. Van der Leeuw told me , in con gonism to your ſpantheistic philosophy , as

versation , that h
is

own Dutch people a
re they called it , - from which they undertook to

somewhat phlegmatic in character and not save m
e ,-ended by throwing me back into

easily moved ; but when they have doubt . I had now estranged myself from you ,

soon as

once
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are
to pray .

and I felt the full weight of my moral isola tragic fate of the West , in her giving up her
tion . soul to the tyranny of the Machine . Yes ,

"And y
e
t
, in th
e

very depth o
f
m
y

being this reliance on th
e

mechanical , rather than

I could hear the voice saying , - if I may apply o
n the personal , has undoubtedly been our

your own words , — " I am certain that price - spiritual death .spiritual death . But is there now any deli
less wealth is in thee , and that thou art my verance left from the general break -down o

f

best friend . But I have not the heart to the Civilisation of Western Europe ? Is not
sweep away the tinsel that fills my room . " the whole o

f

mankind being drawn into that

" The great war in Europe found me in whirlpool which lies between Scylla and
this mood . Fate took me to England ; and Charybdis ? And , if so , is not the deliver
there , in solitude , I was reconciled to myself . ance of a single individual only half a deliver

I saw your books . I took u
p

again 'Gitanjali ' . ance ?

I read it and read it over again , and also the " You , in common with the best o
f man

'Gardener ' , 'Crescent Moon ' , 'Chitra ' , 'Sa kind , believe that the Infinite Spirit will
dhana ' , 'Fruit - gathering ' . In the month o

f create a new force , in order again to unite
May , there came upon me a complete trans mankind that has gone astray . You know ,

formation , a joy at times overpowering . A that a spiritual Inter -nationality will lead men
boundless gratitude and admiration filled my back to the origin o

f Life ,—to the Soul . And
mind . 'Gitanjali ' became now my constant you know , also (for you have taught u

s
) , how

companion . Every morning , I read a poem little mere organisation can d
o to effect this ,

from it ; and it
s profound meaning became o
f

how little worth outward institutions are ,

more and more clear . Unconsciously I learnt in comparison with persons who in

earnest . I wrote to you , revered Poet , that

" During the winter of 1917 , I read 'Per a movement o
f
a deep inner kind , born out

sonality . ' Then it was , there dawned upon o
f necessity , is taking shape , and that it will

me the full light , the assurance of truth itself work and work only for the rebirth o
f

in its fullness . Humanity . We require n
o programmes , no

“ That was Peace . You had uplifted my institutions , but only Humanity itself .

spirit to make me understand and love intense " You have brought forward a noble theme

ly a
ll things . I had realised the existence o
f

in your Ashram , at Shantiniketan , Bolpur ,

this infinite rhythm , which united my soul to and it was a great joy to me to hear , that you

th
e

universal Spirit . I understood the secret were intending to invite comrades from the

o
f that harmony , which must unite me to a
ll West to share your Eastern hospitality .

that exists andwill exist , - the true love , which " Alas ! How terribly the bridges that
does not seek me , but Thee . I could under lead from one people to another have been
stand that this love feels the soul o

f

the a
ll

shaken ! How obstructive have been the
embracing world and seeks to place itself in barriers separating one race from it

s

fellow !
unison with it . And then , - since it is the It has been my great longing to travel , at
love o

f unity , of harmony , -- it is the love o
f

least once in my life , to India , and to breathe
the One , the Infinite , which ' floods my life the spiritual atmosphere that pervades your
and brings me such intensity of jo

y
. ' ” circle . But , after this who knows

I will conclude with one extract whether at a
ll
, o
r

when , that desire may b
e

from a letter , written in German , which again made possible ?

I shall quote without mentioning anything "Revered Poet , my command o
f English

that might disclose the writer's identity . It is so little , that I have been obliged to write
runs a

s follows : in German . If you honour with an

"How glad I would have been , if I might answer , will you please write in English o
r

have known personally one , whose works are French , both o
f which I can understand to

now so inexpressibly dear to me ! Indian read . If it is possible for me to come to

philosophy had long been familiar to me , India , the greatest desire o
f my life will have

through my dear friend and teacher , Paul been fulfilled ! For , there , I shall drink o
f

Deussen . I have longed always to g
o

deep the Spirit of Wisdom from the fountain -head .

into the Upanishads and the Vedas . But I With profound reverence I greet you . "

a
m sorry , that I do not know sufficient These letters appear to me to reveal

Sanskrit yet , to reach out to the originals . something o
f

the deep reverence and affection ,

" You have perceived so thoroughly the with which the Poet i
s held on the continent

this war ,

more

me

48-13
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of Europe . They explain what Dr. J. J. Van
der Leeuw has written about his visit to
Holland . There is no shadow , of that patro
nising spirit , which has darkened the minds
of so many English people , owing to that
supremely false relation , of one people ruling
'over' another people . As Mr. H. G. Wells
has so wisely said , in the concluding volume
of his " Outline of History ," the time has
surely come when this hateful phrase , 'subject
nation , should be blotted out altogether from
the history of mankind . It poisons al

l

friend
ship a

t

the very source .

Rabindranath Tagore is proposing to

come back from America to Europe in April ,

and to visit the different countries of Europe
during the summer months o

f

this present
year .. The most cordial invitations have
poured in upon him from every side , and h

e

is hoping that hi
s

new purpose to found a
t

Shantiniketan , Bolpur , an International
University , —

a

meeting place o
f

East and
West ,-may b

e carried one step farther
forward by his visit to the continent o

f

Europe this summer .

C. F. ANDREWS .

CARTOONS OF THE DAY

TRIUMPHALMAREN

WORLD
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UNITED
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ITALY
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W
U
E

The Concert at Geneva ,

-From The Liberator .
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man .

no

are

may be wild .

Is China a nation ? No , not as we estimate wisdom of the austere , remote warrior -states
nations . But is China becoming a nation , and
how long will it take ? These are the open ques But little Inazo Nitobe was trained to think
tions . Any one who could answer them definite too of " the tenderness of the warrior " ( Bushi
ly could read the future of the Far East like a nasake ) -the mercy that " becomes the
book . But no one can answer them definitely . sceptred monarch better than his crown." And
In this suspense and uncertainty lies the mo he was trained in all that dainty scrupulous ,
mentous interest of the situation . When did sensitive , etiquette of politeness - of true courtesy
nations begin to be , anyway ? How long has - which the West often , to its great , loss ,
France been a compact and homogeneous scorns ; but which to the Samurai was not
nation ? Italy , Germany ? What forces made merely a code of action but a moral and spiri
them nations ? And what is going to be the tual training . He went through what he himself
future of the national state outside of China ? finely calls “ the spiritual discipline of which
What is the future of internationalism ? Our etiquette and ceremony mere outward
whole concept of a nation is of such recent ori garments .'

g
in that it is not surprising that it does not

fi
t

in any exact way into Chinese conditions .

And possibly the days in which political nation
ality is most fully established are also the days An Interview with Rabindranath Tagore .

o
f

its beginning to decline . The last suggestion
But it suggests that the world L. T

.

Nicholls has published in the Newa
s well as China is in flux , and that answers

to the questions whether and when China is to York Evening Post a
n

account o
f

a
n inter

b
e
a nation , and what kind of a nation it is to view with Rabindranath Tagore , from

b
e , cannot b
e found till we know also what is which we extract the following para

going to happen in Russia , and Europe gener graphs :ally .

" In al
l

India there has been n
o place to which

I could invite the whole world . We must have
some place where we can invite al

l

people .

Japanese Education --Old Style . The place to which the world is to be bid
Basil Mathews gives in Outward Bound den , is the university which is developing out

o
f

his old boys ' school , Shantiniketan , " Abode
many interesting details regarding the life o

f

Peace , ” is to be the clearing house for the

o
f

Inazo Nitobe , under -secretary -general culture of the East and West , the first adequate

o
f

the League o
f

Nations and Director o
f attempt to give to every other country what

its International Bureaux . His early edu India has had s
o long , and to bring into India

cation was o
f

the ancient Japanese type .

the thing which she needs to -day , namely science

in its many Western kinds . For twenty years
That stern , winsome , curiously fascinating Tagore himself , with his private income , with
training o

f

the Samurai -the high knightly code his Nobel prize , and the proceeds ofhis many

o
f

Bushido -began with the boy Inazo Nitobe books has supported the school in Bolpur , a

a
t

the very earliest moment possible . hundred miles away from Calcutta , in the
No greater school of chivalry has ever been province o

f

Bengal .province o
f Bengal . But now the world has got

known than that of Bushido . In it the boy to help , for it is the world which is to be invited .

Nitobe was trained . He was taught to fling a Not only money is needed but the understanding
little spear , to fence with a child -sword , to and cooperation which will make possible , as
grapple in the skilled wrestling of ju -jitzu , and to time goes o

n , a steady interchange o
f professors

fence . He rode his horse , shot with his bow and students and a vitalization o
f

intellectual
and arrow , and learned what h

e could o
f

the intercourse and sympathy between India and
art of war . He learned also to write beautifully the rest of the world .

the Japanese letters , to repeat the words o
f

the Tagore , told o
f

this , and o
f

the way Indian
Wisdom o

f

Confucius and Mencius . universities have so far been " imposed by an
He learned not to le

t

pain o
r pleasure show alien Government , " not representative therefore ,

their traces on his face . He was taught the two and lacking in all those things which Indians
sides o

f courage - to dare with valour and to have most wanted to know .

bear with fortitude . Buddhist teaching had “ These universities have been the creation
given the Samurai a disdain o

f

life - a com o
f

an alien Government , ” he said . “ Whatever
posure in face o

f peril-- that was grafted o
n to they thought fi
t for u
s , we have had . Perhaps

the old military hardness . The Shinto teachers they did not wish .......... but that is something
toned down the soldierly arrogance by a high I do not wish to discuss , " h

e

ended not abrupt
doctrine o

f loyalty to the sovereign and o
f ly as might have been expected , but with the

reverence for the father . And to all this smooth curve of voice which h
e might have

Confucius added the aristocratic , conservative given to the ending for a poem o
r
a prayer .
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con

" Those universities have been artificial, not rhythm ,and are not free verse , as is so often sup
bearing fruit ,” he went on . “ Last year I found- posed . Free verse he does not wholly like,
od the nucleus of an indigenous Indian univer which is odd , considering how much English
sity . I want to have great scholars , to do their free verse his own translation have inspired .
own research work and live their own studious And in translation even the rhythm , the one
lives , and to have their scholars come around thing which can be taken over from one langu
them . These scholars and their apostles will age to another , cannot be taken exactly .
create the university . This process of creation “ Rhythm is the most important thing , of
should be perpetual. They must explore the course ," he said , " and the rhythms of the two
realms of truth , and this studious lifewill be languages are too different. A poem is not only
the creative force by when the university will thoughts and ideas ; it is an organic thing ,
be built up ." indivisible . Translations do not satisfy ."
" I have one great scholar," he said , “ who It is not only the politics of įhis own country
knows Hindu philosophy and our Scriptures , which he does not wish to discuss , but the poli
and one great Buddhist philosopher . Imyself tical aspect of any question , whatever . It irks
will lecture on literature . Some English friends him and wearies him to have a world so
of mine will come for European literature . Hol stituted as is this ; at least , if it must be so
land and France are probably to send us men . constituted it must , but to have to dwell on it ,
And for the music and art , which have been to comment , to be involved -these are the in
neglected before , some of the best Bengal art tolerable things . He shrugs , winces , almost pulls

ists have come and settled down to build up away from any definitely political or economic
that part of the university , and the musicians question . Only then does his utter calmness
are also getting their students around them . suffer

,

So will the growth go on , so will the growth " Not having studied these things ,” he begins,

be a living one through the personal relations in real distress— "my own vocation being so
which are the most valuable part of a univer different— . And also my language is not your
sity life. language," he ends , brightening . "There is
“ What I have felt for years is that there is always some danger in being misunderstood .
no place in India where foreigners can come and My want of language or something or other
learn something of the philosophy and intel " and there is simply nothing to be said .
lectual treasure ; our modern universities have
merely proclaimed our poverty of mind ."
Again he spoke of the need of scientific educa “ The Most Important Work ."
tion in India and of the deep 'thirst which he
and others -felt to have that need supplied to The Japanese painter Kanzan excelled in
Indian youth , and again he spoke of the " alien painting . “ But for the purpose of distin
Government ” , which had made this education guishing himself in a different line , Kanzanimpossible heretofore. “ And my university will learned to make earthenware , and came to
not have their sanction ," he said . " But I do
not mind , ” and he emphasized the last word be a masterhand at the art .” The Japan
mildly ,and calmly , and sweetly : Magazine tells an anecdote about him
His first lecture , on November 10 , in Brook which shows how proud he was of his
lyn , will take up the general subject of the meet

in
g

o
f

the East and West , how the meeting so

occupation .

far has been in a wrong spirit and in what way Kauzan , when h
e went to visit the prince ,

that spirit can be changed . His other lectures used t
o go in the soiled clothes which h
e wore

will deal with the ideals of ancient India as when a
t

work . Once the prince gave him a suit

manifested through ancient , classical literature ; o
f

black habutai . Kanzan in this suit was
maketo

with the poets o
f religion ; with " some village kneading the clay unconcernedly

mystics o
f Bengal , ” and the mystical religion earthenware , when a

disciple noticed him ,

they present through folksongs and popular
and said :

music and sayings ; and with ideals of education “ That is full dress , sir . You ought to put it

in general . on only on special occasions.— ”

Also , he will read his own poems , and that " T
o

me this is the most important work - to

will be , as always , a doubtful pleasure to him . make earthenware

, " answered Kanzan ; " there
The translations are his own , but even so " they will never b

e any more important oecasion for

d
o not satisfy , ” he says . His poems in the

original have rhyme and metre as well as
me . ”
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vath Chattopadhyay , Aurobindo Ghose , in this similiar to all the other houses of this
Rabindranath Tagore , and C. F. Andrews . people who seem by instinctive refinementtohave reduced domestic wants , and the objectsThat by Aurobindo Ghose , is the longest which satisfy them , as fa

r

a
s possible to the

contribution , covering 2
7 pages out o
f

the limits o
f natural necessity alone .

6
8 forming the entire issue . It was written From what we know of our ancestors ,

at Baroda in 1899 . retells in verse the poor and rich , it is more than probable
story o

f

Ruru and Pramadbarā (whom that they were not devoid o
f

artistic taste .

the poet renames Priyambadā ) . But a
tpresent , as a people , w
e

are want .In “White and Gold " Sir John ing in the aesthetic sense . Most Indians
Woodroffe gives word -pictures o

f

the are not even cleanly in their homes and
ancient Gosho and Nijo palaces in Japan , surroundings . This is not entirely due towith artistic appreciations . He writes : poverty . For we have seen houses of very

It would truly seem a
s if in this relic o
f

that wealthy people which are uncleanly and
great period , which gathered together and show utter absence o

f artistic taste .

made fresh and perfect the beauties of Ashikaja In Scenic effects in Indian Drama " Mr.
art , there has been preserved fo

r
u
s o
f
to -day C
. Jinarajadasa criticises the scenery , thethe full blossom o
f

the art of Japan in it
s appli

cation toman's home . In the country o
f

which costumes o
f

the actors , and their "make
we speak the home is indeed a “house beauti- up ” in Indian theatres .

ful , ” to whomsoever it may belong . Its neat and “ The reforms necessary are , to make the
cleanly simplicity and almost austere beauty , scenery absolutely fi

t

the period o
f

the play
the excellence o

f

the materials o
f

which it is [and they must be Indian ]..... ,With a
n India

composed , and scrupulous honesty o
f

the work full o
f typical Indian costumes it requires amanship b
y

which they are put together , exist , grain of imagination to pick out a suitable
however , as it were in a glorified form , in the costume for each character in Indian plays ,

more elaborate , though withal simple , art o
f

Now the general idea seems to b
e to put the

the Gosho Palace , and the dreamy and golden actors in knee -breeches and in coats heavily
beauty o

f

the Nijo , which remains fo
r

u
s

o
f

overlaid with glittering tinsel . Nowhere else is

a more vulgar time a true and sumptuous " make - u
p
" ever intended to disguise theexemplar of the Domus Aurea . Their carven nationality of the actor . What reason is there

wood , metal work , whiteness , and colour , not for Indian actors , with brown skins , plastering
only minister to the pleasures o

f

sense , but their faces so a
s

to make them as white as

subtly suggest the secret of this ministration , possible ? ......and the means and methods by which we may I will mention , in conclusion , that it is possible
compel it . If from the Gosho we learn of aus to have an Indian drama with fully Indian
tere simplicity and restraint , the Nijo , on the scenery , and everything absolutely Indian , I

other hand , teaches by it
s resplendent example have seen such a play myself ,when I saw the

the supremacy of colour , and faith in the power great Rabindranath Tagore act in his own play ,

which , among things o
f

sense , it and musical the " Post Office " . The play was performed in

sound chiefly possess to cure the heart and the little theatre in his Calcutta house , and it
mind o

f ill , giving to it life and joy and that was a revelation to all who saw the stage ,

“ consolation o
f

art ” o
f

which Theophile Gautier scenery and acting o
f

what Indian drama could
has spoken . But his phrase ( a

s
h
e

said it ) re really be . Everything was true to life . We
ferred to something superficial . Art not only shut our eyes now to the little things round u

s

consoles but (what is greater ) elates only when in our own villages and towns , and we do not
Beauty is known a

s a reflection in form o
f

the see that the great drama o
f

God is taking placeperfection o
f

God . The joy it produces is a in our very midst . Hence the false scenery and
fraction of unimpeded Bliss . In a more especial costumes o

n

the stage . I should like also to

sense , the Nijo teaches the greatness of Gold , mention that the linking up o
f drama with

the presence o
f

which permits the use of a
ll

other reality was one o
f

the great characteristics o
f

tones o
f

colour , by means o
f

the harmony it is the play o
f Mr. Harindranath Chattopadhyay ,powerful to bring about between their militant “Abou Hassan , " perforined in Madras about

claims . The Japanese like the Byzantines , the two years ago .

masters of complex and sumptuous decorative
art , loved and made manifold use of this colour ,

the symbol of luminous wisdom and of the sun ,

the Radiant Eye of Vishnu looking from out Rabindranath's School and
the joyous blueness of His Heaven . Rabindranath and France .

O
f

the Nijo palace he says : The Collegian has the following in it
s

The palace itself contains n
o

furniture , being “World of Culture " section :

10072-14
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We learn from the Secretary of the Associa
tion Francaise des Amis de l'Orient ( Paris )
that they have collected about 350 volumes for
presentation to the College de Santiniketan
( Bengale ). The books comprise classics , works
on art and literature , pedagogics, etc. Our
readers are aware that these “ Friends of Asia "
have their head -quarters atMusee Guimet , and
have for their president Emile Senart , member
of the Institut de France .
The prose works of Tagore were not known
in French . Recently Payot and Cie of Paris
have presented us with a copy of La Maison
et le Monde . It is the translation of The Home
and the World , which Bengali readers know to
be Ghare Baire . The translator is F. Roger

Coranz who is well known to the reading pub

lic o
f

France for his version o
f

Walter Pater's
Renaissance . Like Librairie Hachette , Librairie
Felix Alcan , Librairie Larousse , etc. , Librairie
Payot is one o

f

the leading publishing houses
of Paris .

Tagore's novel is being appraised by French
critics not only a

s
a living picture o
f contempo

rary India , but also a
s the study o
f
a conflict

o
f

emotions and ideals . And this study , pene
trating and subtle a

s it is , never loses its na
turalness and simplicity but on the other hand
attains a level of excellence which is truly
human . The alien elements in the story endow

it , besides , with an incomparable charm .

FOREIGN PERIODICALS

“ The Asian Review . " ( 2 ) The American people do not want to

A
s Japan is practically the only indepen- terror in Ireland , Persia ,Egypt and India .

aid British militarism and support the reign o
f

dent country in Asia , a Japanese survey ( 3 ) The American public want Great Britain

o
f world -politics possesses great impor- to pay the interest o
n

the four billion dollars
tance ; for it can b

e

fearless and free , which she owes to America . The British Govern
though there may b

e some bias , conscious ment has been
trying to arrange to have the

payment o
f

this interest deferred for severalor unconscious . Hence the editorial notes years , but the opposition to this plan was so

in The Asian Review cannot but be read serious that Senators La Follette (Republican )

with interest b
y

a
ll

it
s

Asiatic readers . and Walsh ( Democrat ) introduced a resolution

In it
s

March -April issue , the editor that the American Executive should not make

observes , with regard to

any definite financial arrangements with Great
Britain without the consent o

f

the Senate .

( 4 ) America is determined to have theAnglo -American Relations : biggest merchant marine in the world and the
America's position to -day inworld politics present policy of the American Government is

is supreme and uncontestable . No nation can to have a navy second to none .

ever ignore the fact that her support will be ( 5 ) It is almost a certainty that President

a decidedly determining factor in the settlement Harding will call for a World Conference some

o
f
a
ll

international questions . British statesmen time inApril or May to have the Peace Treaty
know it . In order , therefore , to preserve their revised to suit America . This may not be very
world enpire they are putting forth their advantageous for Great Britain .

utmost efforts to secure the goodwill and help ( 6 ) American oil interests are strongly

o
f

the United States , because without them opposed to British control o
f

the oil - fields of

British world imperialism is doomed to perish Mesopotamia .

for ever before the rising tide o
f democracy and ( 7 ) There is great dissatisfaction in America

the awakening o
f

the masses all over the world . against Britain's cable control .

The governing classes o
f England are trying ( 8 ) Settlement o
f

the Panama Canal toll
various devices to gain the friendship o

f

Ame- question so that American ships can pass with
rica . One o

f them is the talk about the non out paying any toll .

renewal o
f

the Anglo -Japanese Alliance , and in ( 9 ) American public and businessmen feel

it
s

stead the creation o
f

a
n Anglo -American resentment a
t England's grasping the trade

Alliance . A British politician recently said that o
f Germany and Russia and also of South

there should b
e , if not a definite , yet an under America .

stood , alliance o
r

federation o
f

all the Anglo ( 1
0
) Over twenty inillions o
f

German Ameri
Saxon people in the world . can citizens are bitter against Great Britain .

( 1 ) . Settlement of the Irish problem to suit They are opposed to any kind o
f Anglo

the Irish Americans who number about twenty American Alliance .

millions .

Unless these questions are solved satisfacto
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Counting Electrons.
Another scientific "conquest", described
by The Scientific American, is the counting
of electrons.
Medieval theologians have been ridiculed because

they debated how many angels could stand on the
point of a pin. Prof. R. A. Millikan of the University
of Chicago gives science's answer to a modern problem
that is more or less comparable with this one when
he isolates and measures an electron ; and he has
recently been catching individual atoms and counting
the number of electrons which each one has lost when
an alpha particle from radium shoots through it.
Science for some time has divided the "indivisible''
atom into its constituent parts, and identified these
as electrons, but Professor Millikan is the first to catch
and exactly measure the charge carried by each one
of these.
This charge is so small that the number ot electrons

contained in the electricity which courses through a
16-candle-power lamp filament, and for which we pay
one hundred-thousandth of a cent, is so large that if
three million people began to count them at the rate

of two a second, without stopping to eat, sleep, or die,
it would take them twenty thousand years to finish
the job.
An electron weighs, according to Professor Millikan,
very nearly one billionth of a billionth of a billionth
of a gram. Divide this by 500 and you get its weight
in pounds. But Professor Millikan has these electrons
well under control. He can count the exact number
of them which he lias caught in a minute oil-drop,
with quite as much certainty as he can enumerate his
fingers and toes.

Diagnosis by Wireless.
A third achievement, noted by the same
journal, is diagnosis by wireless.
Palpitation and other troubles of the heart may

be diagnosed even though the patient be far
removed from medical facilities—say in middle
of the Atlantic Ocean — by application of "wired
wireless," the notable discovery of Major General
George O. Squier, Chief Signal Officer of the Unit
States Army.

TAGORB
by Prof. Meghnad Saha, D. cc. ]

THE
sixtieth birthday of Rabindranath

Tagore, which he celebrates in Europe far
from his Indian home, affords his German

friends and admirers welcome occasion for ex-

TO RABINDRANATH

[ Translated from the German and sent from Berlin

pressing from the German side, thanks and sym
pathy for his genial attempt to create a new-
spiritual bond between the two chief parts of
the world, Asia and Europe. More successfully

than any other man in
Morning-land or Evening:-
land has he enabled us
to see clearly the force
which binds different pe
oples together, which
resides within the human
soul, when it is aware
of its worth, its depth and
its solidarity.

It has not fallen to tl
lot of any other livi
poet and thinker that
many people, simultaneous
ly in the land of
Ganges, and in the distant
lands of Europe from
south to the high north,
have listened with rapt
attention to the harmony
of his thoughts, the melc
dious ring in his poems,
and to the force of his
sentiments. There has
been continuously increas
ing response to the deep,
prophetic and passionate
words which he has an
nounced in his "Sunset
of the Century", and his" Nationalism "
In Germany, even ad*
midst the most dithcult

Week lt D ut.MsTAirr.
During "Tagore Week" at Darmstadt thousands of people from various parts
of Germany used to gather in the garden in front of the palace of the Grand
Duke of Hesse, and Poet used to deliver shurt discourses to them in English,
which were interpreted to them in German by Count Keyserling. The photo
graph represents a morning scene in one ol these days.
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times when faith in the Spirit of humanity is put
to the most severe test, the number of Rabindra
nath Tagore's friends is large, and they are
inwardly impelled to give a perceptible expres
sion to their feelings of silent thankfulness.
Acting on the report that Rabindranath
Tagore stays in Europe during his sixtieth
birthday and that he has expressed a desire to

et
acquainted with Germany, the undersigned
ve formed themselves into a committee, and
have placed themselves in connection with the"
German learned men, writers, and publishers.
Through this co-operation, they are in a posi
tion to make a good collection of German books
written by contemporary German writers and
published by German firms, and offer it as a
present from the German nation for the library
of Rabindranath Tagore at his home, Shanti-
niketan.
The present is an expression of the great

respect in which the creator of this library is
held in Germany,—a testimony to Germany's
appreciation of India's cultural work, and to
the part played by the present generation of
Germany in the creation of the cultural world.
The names of the authors and publishers,

on whose behalf we beg to reach you this gift
are contained in the enclosed list.
The books shall speak to all in India, the
homeland of deep sense, who wish to instruct
themselves about Germany and her share in
aman culture.

( Signed )

Count Bernstorff, Starnberg,
Geh. rat. Prof. Dr. Rudolf Eucken, |ena,
Geh. rat. Prof. Dr. Adolf Harnack, Berlin,
Gerhardt Hauptmann, Berlin,
Conrad Hausinann, Stuttgart,
Hermann Hesse, Montagnole,
Geh. rat. Prof. Dr. Hermann Jakobi, Bonn,
Count Keyserling, Darmstadt,
Prof. Dr. Heinrich Meyer-Benfcy,
Fran Helene Meyer-Franck, Hamburg,
Dr. Richard Wilhelm, Tsingtau,
Kurt Wolff, Munich.
Stuttgart, 3rd May, 1921.

TAGORE.
[ Translated fron/ Hamburger Zcituti", Satur-
ly Evening's Paptr, May 21st, 1921.]
Was there not perhaps just a slight touch of
a feeling of sensation in us when last night we
were waiting in ; the hall of the University to
see the great Indthu face to face ?
If there was/ such a feeling in us— for we can
not help being 'Europeans— it disappeared the
very moment Tagore entered the hall. A mystic
power drew us tip from our seats to greet this
man in silence.' Seldom did the mystery of
communion becobie so manifest.

( About cm tward appearance )
We become conscious of what seems to us

nr.24 Berliner

Jllu|trirte3ettun
PrrtJi)liltlVin.Efrliusa'ci

Ramndranath Tagore in Berlin.
The Indian Poet and Philosopher leaving the Univer

sity after one of his lectures.

something almost incomprehensible ; that in
this man's life there is no moment he does not
feel the union with the infinite.
Thus be stood there and spoke to us out of
the simplicity of his heart. And his very first
words were characteristic : "The greatest event
of our century has been the meeting of the East
and West." ( Follows a short outline of the
lecture.)
This representative of an old noble family has
become a prophet of spiritual Bolshevism under
the sign of freedom attained through self-con
quest and self-dedication. Thus from an ancient
world a new channel has broken into our life,
bringing about a new circulation in the idea of
Christianity which with us had fallen into cor
ruption.
Never did we poor disunited children of this
century feel a greater longing for harmony than
we do now. Pining in hell, visions of some
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9?oMubranatf> Saflore In Berlin:

tt.mMJfte 3)ic{)ter tittlfifjt nn$ bet SrTltfung hie Unioetfitat.

""V»^».

Rabindranath Tagoae in Berlin.

The Indian Poet returning after his lecture in the University.

[ From Der Welt Spiegel. ]

Paradise still to be gained haunt our dreams.
A man came to us from another world. Never
were we riper for his coining—nor worthier of
it. The farewell to him yesterday showed it.
Hundreds of people were waiting outside the
University to see Tagore once more. He came—
and the hands were stretched up to him in
silence,

Longing ? No, fulfilment. One moment
fulfilment. Thus new men come to know 1
they are one great community.

This silent homage was the expression
new mankind.

We shall never forget this high symbol

1
When we come to believe that we are in possession of our God because wcW

particular sect it gives us such a complete sense of comfort, that God is needed url
for quarrelling with others whose idea of God differs from otirs in theoretical deta
1laving been able to make provision for our God in some shadow-land of creed .

reserve all the space for ourselves in the world of reality, ridding it of the woudcrj
making it as trivial as our own household furniture. Such unlimited vulgarity

bfe when we have no doubt in our minds that we believe in God while our li
—RamndranaJ
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NOTES

ftabindranath Tagore's Return.
We welcome our revered and beloved
poet Rabindranath Tagore most cordial
ly back to the Motherland, with the
hope and prayer that God may in
the fulness of time vouchsafe perfect
fruition to his great idea of an interna
tional university, which is to promote
world-culture, and human amity and soli
darity.
Rabindranath Tagore's Reception in
the Contitent of Europe.

The Vienna correspondent of the
London observer wrote to that paper
under date June 26, 1921.—
1 cannot remember any living poet who has been

received with such unanimous and profound reverence
and praise by the Vie"nna public and the Press or who
has made such a deep impression by his personal
appearance as this great Bengali writer and thinker.

From the accounts published in the con
tinental press, it would appear that not
only in Austria, but in Sweden, Holland,
Germany, France, etc., too, the reception
given to the poet was of this unique
character. No contemporary man of genius,
statesman or sovereign has received such
an ovation in all these countries of the
West. This was certainly due, in great
part at any rate, to the poet's genius, his
lofty spirituality, and his breadth of out
look and understanding, overstepping the
boundaries of race, clime and creed—in one
word, to his personality. The poet himself,
however, is not disposed to take it as a
mere personal triumph. He would seem
to take it rather in the light of the West
turning wistfully to the Hast for light and
hope, strength and solace in the hour of
tribulation, uncertainty and despondency,
caused by the bankruptcy of that phase
of Western civilization which is typified in
its nationalism, militarism, capitalism,
industrialism, and racial arrogance.
Whether it is India or India's poet who
has been honoured, the fact should not
make us slothful and vain. It should

rather be a call to us to lead worthy lives.
Kor it is not every oriental or every Indian
who in his life and spirit is the embodi
ment of the spiritual heritage of the
Orient in general or of India in particular.

Taxation in Ancient India.
Our modern bureaucrats, who talk

glibly of taxation, are in the line of apos
tolic succession to the bureaucrats of
ancient India, who seemed to be equally
energetic in the matter of imposing
taxes which others had to pay. And
curiously enough, the people of those
times were as afraid of a new tax as
their degenerate modern prototypes.
In the* Questions of King Milinda, (S. B.
E. S. Vol. XXXV, ch. IV, 2, 8) we find
the Bactrian king Menander propound
ing a dilemma for the solution of the
venerable Nagasena. The King enquired
how he was to reconcile the saying of the
Arhat that all men are afraid of death
with his other saying that he himself
was beyond all fear. The venerable Naga
sena replied as follows :
"Suppose, King, a King had four chief ministers,

faithful, famous, trustworthy, placed in a high position

of authority. And the King, on some emergency
arising, were to issue to them an order touching all

the people in his realm, saying "Let all now pay up a
tax, and do you, as my four officers, carry out what is

necessary in this emergency". Now tell me, King,
would the tremor which comes from fear of taxation

arise in the heart of those ministers V
'No, sir, it would not ?'
'But why not.1
'They have been appointed by the King to high

office. Taxation does not affect them, they are beyond
taxation. It was the rest that the King referred to
when he gave the order,— Let all pay tax."

'Just so, O King, is it with the statement that all
men tremble at punishment, all are afraid of death. In
that way is it that the Arhat is removed from every
fear'.

Reflections on Recent Events in
Chandpur and Chittagong.

On the eve of the inauguration of the
Reforms, His Excellency Lord Ronaldshay
tried to impress upon the public in various
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University funds, "emphatic repudiations"
notwithstanding.
More cool than the above resolution
was the following resolution which was

passed at a subsequent meeting, when the

Syndicate had before them a letter from

the Bengal Government enquiring when

replies to the Audit reports of 1917-18 and

1918-19 might be expected :—

"Resolved— That the attention of the Go
vernment of Bengal be drawn to the fact that,
apart from the question whether audit reports

should be published, as Act VII of 1921 had
come into operation on the 27th March, 1921,

papers relating to matters which had taken

place at a time when the Bengal Government
had no concern with the University should not
have been published without the consent of
the University, especially as the comments

of the University upon the reports had not

been received."

Will some member of the Bengal
Council now demand an independent
enquiry into the financial administra
tion of the University ?

The Foroe of Public Opinion in
Anoient India.

The Mahavagga was already in high
repute in circa 350 B.C. In Mahavagga
VI, 36, there is a story of a certain Malla
of Kushinara, a friend of the venerable
Ananda, the well-known disciple and

companion of the Lord Buddha. His
name was Roja, and he was not a believer

in the doctrine of the Eightfold Path.
When the Blessed One came to Kushinara,
the Mallas came out to welcome him.
Roja also came, and Ananda congratulated
him on this. Thereupon Roja replied :

"It is not I, 0 Ananda, who am much moved
by the Buddha, or the Dhamma, or the Samgha.
But by the clansmen a compact was made to
the effect that whosoever went not forth to
welcome the Blessed One should pay a fine of
five hundred pieces. So that it was through
fear of being fined by my clansmen that even I
went forth to welcome the Blessed One." (S. B.
E. S., vol. XVII, pp. 135-3G).
A man who had the moral courage to
withstand the prevailing craze in favour
of the new doctrine had yet to succumb to
the force of public opinion to the extent
of coming out to receive the promulgator
of the doctrine.

The sequel shows that Ananda was

deeply mortified at the Malla's reply,
and told the Buddha that he was a very
distinguished and well-known person, and

great would be the efficacy of the

adherence given by well-known persons

like him to the doctrine and discipline,

and requested the Lord to convert Roja.
The Buddha thereupon preached the

doctrine so effectively to Roja that he

was forthwith converted.

Rabindranath Tagore at Berlin
University.

Reuter's telegram relating to Rabindra
nath Tagore's lecture at Berlin University,
which was reproduced from London

papers in India, may have created a

wrong impression. What really happened
may be narrated very briefly. The Rector

of Berlin University telegraphed to the

poet inviting him to deliver a lecture at

12 o'clock noon on the 2nd June. The

University authorities issued tickets for

the lecture. There was a great rush of

people. Two hours before the lecture, the

hall, corridor and staircase were packed.
The street was crowded by thousands.

The Rector received the poet, the crowd
outside making way. For half an hour
the poet could not reach the hall, which

was on the first floor, on account of the

crowd on the staircase. The Rector made

repeated appeals to the crowd, but to

no purpose. They could not go out on

account of the people behind. The Rector

then threatened that he would bring

in the police. This was resented by the

crowd. Dr. Hernack requested them to

be quiet and they quietened down. A

distinguished professor of medicine ap

pealed to the crowd saying that it would

bring shame on the Berlin University if
the poet were not able to enter the hall.

He said he could not ask the public to

go away, as they were the guests and the

professors and students were the hosts.

He volunteered himself to go out and

appealed to the students to walk out

with him. With this, he raised his hand

and walked out, and 500 or 600 students

followed him. The poet promised to

meet the students a second time. When

1-16
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Rabindranath Tagore at

the lecture was over, some 14 or 15
thousand people were still standing in
the street, and they cheered him wildly
as he passed out. There was not the
slightest discourtesy to the poet through
out. The temporary disorder and incon
venience were caused by the great rush of
people eager to have a look at him and,
if possible, to hear him.
As an indication of the poet's popular
ity in Germany, it may be stated that in
the course of three weeks the first edition
of fifty thousand copies of the German
translation of "Sadhana", which is a
religious, not a political work, was sold
out, while one lakh and fifty thousand
copies of "The Home and the World" in
German have been sold in the course of
six months. "The Home and the World"
is very popular in France also, where
several editions of it have been sold out in
a short time.
Proposed Deputation to British

Guiana,
London, July 21.

In the House of Commons at question time,

the Berlin University.

Mr. Wood stated that the Government of India
proposed, if a suitable "personnel" were avail
able, to send a deputation to British Guiana in
the autumn to consider the question of Indian
immigration thither.— Reuter.

There is no superfluity of labour in India.
Why not try first to man the industries here
properly by improving the terms and con
ditions of work? In some areas, tea plan
tations are practically without labour.
Why not calmly investigate and remove
grievances ? It is only a few regions of
India which can be said to be densely
populated. Why not promote emigration
from the congested districts to the sparsely
peopled tracts by proper means ? Indians
can never work abroad in foreign colonies
with self-respect and economic advantage
so long as they are not fully enfranchised
citizens in their own country.

Japanese Commercial Mission
to India.

Tokio, July 22.
A telegram says that a Japanese commercial
Mission is leaving for India in September for a
four months' visit to investigate the needs of the

fn

^^m
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'THE POST OFFICE"

THE
following review of the "Post

Office" appeared in the "Preussiche
Yahrbuch" in connexion with the

production of the play in the Volksbuhne
( People's Theatre) of Berlin. The Poet, while
in Berlin, was invited to come and see the
play, which invitation he accepted. I had the
privilege of accompanying him to the theatre
that evening, and could observe how
immensely pleased he was with the produc
tion. He praised the acting very highly and
said that he had seen this play produced in
England and America but nowhere was it
done so well as in Berlin. The "Preussiche
Yahrbuch" is a very high class journal
dovoted to literature, philosophy and general
criticism, edited by Prof. Hans Delbruck,
Professor of History in the University of Berlin.
In this connexion, I may perhaps be allowed
to mention an incident which may be of
interest to the readers of The Modern
Review. During the late war I was in
Germany, and during this whole time I was
only once lucky to receive a copy of The
Modern Review, in 1917, and this number,
to my great joy, contained the article by the
Poet on "The Spirit of Japan", and also the
poem "The Sunset of the Century". I had
the article translated by a friend of mine—
a German Professor —and we sent it to the
Editor of the "Preussiche Yahrbuch" for
publication with much misgiving as to
whether it would be accepted, for there were
many hard, unpalatable indictments against
Western Civilisation and War in general in
this article, and this was a patriotic journal,
though very dignified and never of the
chauvinistic type. It required no doubt
great moral courage to publish this article
during the war in such a journal, which was
not pacifist or socialistic in its tone. But to
oar surprise the article was accepted most
cordially, and appeared in the next month's
issue and was given the place of honour. The
"Sunset of the Century" appeared in a few
daily papers.—A. M. B.
Our sincerest thanks are due to Director Kaysler

of the "Volksbuhne", for having given us Tagore's
"Post Office"— the most profound poetical work of

this writer. This Indian play is of great simplicity,
free from all literary decoration.
What touches us so deeply in this play is the

manner in which the world and mankind appear to
the eyes of a dying child. For it is a fact, that many
people see and value life truly, for the first time, on
the approach of death. The men of this generation,
who have survived the war, know this to be true. As
the hand of death touched them, they felt suddenly
transformed and saw their lives in a new light.
Everyday-happenings of life appeared as sacred,
discontentments of former days vanished away, and
simple half-forgotten things were desired with a new
longing. They realised for the first time, what they
had once possessed. They felt anew the longed for
divine spark in their former selves. The much-
maligned everyday existence, which seemed so hard
to bear, began to take colour before their eyes, and
in the presence of death was lit up with a magic
light. Tagore's Amal also has this prophetic insight
of those consecrated to death. He feels the spirit of
tjod in everyday existence and thus becomes a vessel
for the Divinity with its offering overflowing to every
body who comes near him. A child inexperienced,
mortally ill, phantastic, without knowledge of
"Reality", has the wonderful power to change the
hearts of men. Madhav, his adoptive father, the
commonplace unimaginative moneymaker, receives
through him a sacred purpose in life. The Grand
father becomes a visionary Fakir, who lies out of
love. The Watchman who otherwise drives terror into
the hearts of everybody, becomes kind, informs the
boy of the Post Office and promises him a letter from
the King. Most touching is the conversion of the
Milkman. His work presses hard upon him. As
Amal calls him without intending to buy some milk,
he answers irritated, ''Oh ! what waste of time !"
But as he presently hears with wonder how the sick
child longs with all his heart to sell milk from door
to door— a work that is so full of drudgery and
without joy for him ; as he is pressed to take Amal
with him to his village to teach him selling curds,—
his work suddenly becomes light and full of meaning.
He presents him with a cup of curds, and leaves him
with the words, —"You have taught me how one can
be happy while selling curds." Scenes like these
illuminate clearly the position that Tagore takes in
the spiritual life of India. For him the world is not
merely a world of appearances ; he does not believe
in the illusory veil of Maya. In every event of this
world, breathes the spirit of God We cannot find
him only in soulless rigid asceticism, or in Nirvana.
We must feel this presence in this visible world —
in flowers, in animals and mountains. For the
veil of Maya is itself the creation of God. To
this new Indian seer—whose creed is the joyful
acceptance of the world — even the most depressing
every-day existence is filled with the spirit of God.
His Amal teaches men to find this God in the
commonplace events of life ; and We all listen to him
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deeply moved, for it concerns us almost vitally to find
this living God.
Before this play of Tagore we all remain silent

in speechless adoration, for we are touched to the
heart. Not only do the characters of the play move
round the sickly Amal in an inimitably wonderful
dramatic unity, but even we feel the extraordinary
transmuting power of this child of faith and begin
suddenly anew to seek God in our daily life. Waves
of deep spiritual emotions flood into our souls and
move us deeply. Here we have in fact a drama of
inner forces which we Westerners have almost lost.
Even Shakespeare's wonderful power of character-
delineation disappears sometimes behind a drama of
mere external actions. Take the instance of
Richard III. This wonderful drama of masterly
characterisations expresses itself only in external
actions. Exciting moments strain our nerves to the
utmost, external actions proceed to a crisis, culminat

ing in a catastrophe. The play teems with external
actions. The senses are too much occupied, while
there is scarcely a soul-touching gentler moment that
makes our heart-strings to vibrate. The drama of
the inner forces reduces external actions to a minimum ;
it is no drama for the senses, it endeavours to show
the interplay of human souls upon one another. The
characters are not so much self-conscious active
individuals, as beings who, in virtue of a sudden

spiritual quality of their souls, influence their surround

ings almost unconsciously. "Exert influence without
action" as Laotse would say. The inspiration for a

drama of this nature finds Tagore in the attitude of
the Eastern mind towards life. To the Westerners
the types of great men are always those who conquer
the outer world, who are men of action, and who, by
nature, are imbued with the fighting spirit. So the
Westerners must of necessity evolve the drama of

external actions. When in Europe anybody perceives
a new truth he must perforce go out into the world
to fight for it

,

to force everyone to accept it. In the
East, on the other hand, when anybody is touched
with the light of truth, he first retires into solitude for

deep contemplation in order to realise the truth fully

in his own inner self. A wide world lies^ between
these two paths. To the Eastern nature the path of
external activity and propaganda and fight is just as

much foreign as to the Westerners the path of inner

realisation and fulfilment. The East demands from

her great men, that they first realise the Truth in their

own selves and perfect their lives according to that
light, before they bring forth the truth to the people.
Only then will the creation of a poet give forth life in

inexhaustible fulness when he has first realised and
perfected the Truth in his own life. Only then can
arise such a drama of inner vitality and organic unity
as we find and praise in Tagore. Our dramatists
lose themselves in a formless chaos, whenever they
touch a religious subject. As examples, I remind the
reader of Schmidtbon's "Passions" or Hofmaunsthal's
"Yedermann" written after the style of the English
Morality Play "Everyman". These poets have not
felt or realised in their own hearts their religious
truths which they want to communicate to the
audience. They have received these truths only
from secondhand sources The wonderful simplicity
and immediacy of Truth that flows out of a work
tinged with the pqet's own heart's blood and his
innermost experiences is lacking in their productions,
and their words do not penetrate into the hearts o

f

the simple man. But, about Tagore, we know how
his lyrics set to music by himself are sung by his
whole people Only the deepest realisations of the
Divinity in his own life enables the poet to produce a

work that attains such utter simplicity and finds
such universal response.
To some of the ultra-modern critics whose tastes

have been vitiated by modern sex dramas, the
character of Amal appeared too insipid and sex-less.
But the audience of "The Post Office ' in any case
thought otherwise They followed the play with
breathless interest. Never did I see in a theatre so
many genuine tears shed. There was nothing
hysterical about it

,

but the spontaneous expression o
f

hearts deeply moved. Thus even through the
imperfect medium of foreign interpretation, the poetic
truth of the play moved the audience. Tagore's
Amal found a very true interpreter in Lucie Manheims
There was no attempt at making an effect. Tagore's
conception of unadorned simplicity found expression

in her.
A tender note from the Eastern fields of cultures

lingered in us. Not from the awe-inspiring world
of Buddha or Laotse. No, but from the much
humbler harp of an Indian poet, who in a moment o

f

inner illumination confesses to his God, "I know my
songs give thee great joy, and only as a singer I can
approach thee."

[Translated by Arabinda Mohan Bose.]

TRUTH

THE
TRUTH is a fine thing ; it should
be stuck to like adhesive plaster— but

there is a right and a wrong way
to tell it. There are folks who have an

idea it is their duty, or that it is very
brave, always to blurt out unpleasant
truths. They seem to like to wound folks'

feelings. Just because a man has a long

nose is no reason for getting him in front
of a crowd and then saying, "Bill, you've
got the longest nose I ever saw." It's the
truth, doubtless, but it's not the kind
George Washington made his reputation
with.

—The American Boy.
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Dr. Uuss's Apparatus Containing a Solenoid which Moves when the Vision is Directed to it.

on a celluloid cylinder is suspended from an
unspun silk fiber fourteen inches long. The
upper end of the silk is attached to a cork
placed in the end of a long glass tube and the
lower end is fastened in a metal yoke near a
small electro-magnet. The object is to bring the
solenoid to rest after it has been set in motion.
The entire system is enclosed in a double
glass jar, covered with metal leaf. The space
between the jars is filled with water or paraffin
lest the bodily heat of the experimenter should
influence the result.
On each side of the vessel the metal coating
is scraped from one small spot. There openings
are faced by insulated metal plates connected
with a Leydenjar, which places an electrical
potential across the air space inside the double
vessel. Another opening is made for the eye.

If the experimenter looks at one end of the
solenoid as soon as the plates are charged,
it will turn away from him, says Dr. Russ.
If he looks at the other end, that end will
move away. No motion results if the eyes rest
on the center. To enable the observer to
more easily watch the effect a pointer hung
from the solenoid moves over a dial graduated
in degrees.
Dr. Russ believes there is a ray of force
propelled from the eye in the act of vision,
which produces a tiny electric charge on the
swinging solenoid. Of the nature of this energy
he is not certain, although, since no effect is
obtained in the dark, he thinks that the
"emanation" is a refraction or a concentration
of some unknown ray in light.

•

TAGORB IN ALPINELAND

1

EVEN
in little Innsbruck, the heart of the

Alps in Austrian Tyrol, Rabihdranath
Tagore is as famous as in great inter

national cities like Vienna which was the first
to recognize llauptmann as a great author of

modern times or Berlin which is ever oh the
look out for new stars in the firmament of
arts and letters. "Have you read the latt :st
from that Indian poet?" Such are the words
with which comrades greet one another in
their evening gatherings in the "Goelhestube"
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and "Schillerstube" and other restaurants and
club-houses of the city on the 'Inn", which
today around the figure' of the peasant hero
Andreas Hofer on "Berg Isel'' is mourning
the forcible occupation of Southern German
Tyrol by Italy under the treaty of Versailles.
Rabindranath Tagore was sure of his

success in the German-speaking lands, because
ever since Goethe immortalized Kalidasa's
Shakuntala for his compatriots the Germans
have had a sentimental weakness for India's
fine arts and belles lettres. Today, therefore,
it is not to be wondered at that Tagore's
Crescent Moon, Gardener, and Home and the
World are as popular among the men and
women of every hill and plain in Tyrol as are
the Waldgeschichtcn ( The Forest Stories ) of
our own Adalbert Stifter and the nature
poetry of Adolf Pichler.

II
In the Innsbruck papers our first acquain

tance with Tagore was not very pleasant. We
were informed that in the nationalist move
ments of India "similar to those of the Irish
Sinnfeiners", (especially in regard to the
latest phase, the non-co-operation activities )
Tagore was playing a pro-British part. But
in certain quarters on the other hand he was
specially admired as the singer of liberty.
Perhaps it is the fate of all great creators

that they should be sometimes misunderstood
or, at any rate, interpreted by different persons
in different and almost conflicting ways.
Tagore is hated the most by militarists and
imperialists because his teachings are consi
dered to be poison to the spirit of optimistic
activism. To such people Tagore is but
"words, word?, word?.'' Thus, writes a con
tributor in a journal in North-Germany, "I read
some passages of the beautiful volume of
prose poems, The Fugitive, to a young person.
The young person listened and lisped 'How
beautiful ! How charming ! How delightful !'
What meaning do you attach to these charm
ing words ? I enquired. The young person
was at a loss. After an interval she replied :
'It matters nothing about the meaning, but it
soui. ! • so lovelv."
When Rabindranath Tagore reads to the

people from his own poetry, then one feels
sorry that one cannot understand Bengali.
I he poet is right w|1en he in his words of
introduction points out that the English
translation in free verse reproduces very
incompletely the metre and rhythm.

Nobody in the room understands Bengali.
But everyone feels this is music. Up on the

platform there stands a humanized "lion-ballad"
and in the wind are moving little silver bells.
That is Bengali, that is the sweet melodious
lyric of "Gitanjali", the song offerings, out
of which Rabindranath Tagore with his golden
organ strew a few blossoms before the Vienna
public last summer. In Bengali one hears his
rhythm ringing and the poetry expresses the
simplicity, naivete and nearness to nature. It
is -a wonderful flying musical and gazellfooted
language when we hear verses spoken by this
great Bengali poet.
Let us now relate the story. Two birds, a

bird of the woods and a bird of a cage speak
to each other. The wood bird twitters : "Come
to me into the open, expand your wings, it is
so wonderful out in the far green forest!" The
other bird begs his colleague to come and sit
with him in that golden cage full of comfort,
and wants to teach his friend his own songs.
Each lures the other to his own world and the
melancholic end is

,

that the cage-bird, the lame
bird, refuses his freedom which he in any case
does not more understand.
Wonderful lyric indeed, as the literary

critic of the New Vienna Journal describes
Tagore's performances in Vienna. "But all
the same, says he, one remembers the pine-tree
of Heine which dreams of the palm in the sand
of the desert and one thinks of things from
Andersen, who calls many tunes from Tagore's
/Eolian harp his own, besides having other
strong strings which the Indian favourite of
the Gods does not possess. Also in Andersen
the birds speak, the trees, the winds, nature
itself steps into anthropomorphic action.
With Tagore the All conies out in a beautiful
sweet human face but full of naivete without
the symbolic profundity of the Dane. Just
for that, the story world and the life in nature
of Andersen stands nearer to us than does the
lyrical nature-philosophy of this Hindu.
Because we are not naive."
Tagore reads the hearty love-song : "Tell

me my lover, is all this true ?", the roguish
scene of the two sisters on the river with the
refrain : "and this all while getting water,"
and then the most charming gift, a few pieces
from out of the Mother and Child, Child-songs
full of tenderness and humor. One finds
wonder, a real wonder, in all this. But all the
same, it appears to one as if some similar things
have alreadv been said, sung and felt in

European literature. The Bengali baby
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babbles, may be, for one nuance more culti
vated ; his mother replies, may be, in a more

literary manner than does she in the Titze-
butae of Dehmel. All this you do not imagine
when Tagore twitters in Bengali. Undoubtedly
it is silly to measure this great, in his way
unique, poet of the East with a European. He
is the great national poet of India and as such

incomparable, perfect in himself.
In this sense, as the Neues Wiener
Journal goes on, a thousand headed public
did homage to him in the large concert hall,
without noise and full of appreciation as if
the platform had been an altar. No too wild
applause, no sign of impatience nor fading
interest—while the poet was reading Bengali —
appeared in this correct and rightly under
stood distance which the Vienna public had

placed between itself and the great Magus of
the East.

HI

The Vienna public seems thus to have
been impressed by the music of the Bengali
diction. As usual with anything coming from
•the East, European readers are used to treat

ing Tagore's poetry as something quite alien
to their spirit. And this attitude is most
prominent in the long essay by Mrs. Maria
Groener to the Alpenland of Innsbruck. The
writer is well known for her regular
philosophical contribution in the Sunday issue
of this paper.
"Tagore and no end'' — such is the remark

we have read in newspapers unfavourable to

Tagore on the occasion of his recent visit to
Iiurope. Those voices, are they true or are
they false? "A letter came tome/' writes
Frau Maria Groener, ''a few day.s ago. 'Can

you tell me', asks my friend, 'how I could
make Tagore my own ? I cannot find the
way to him.' And strange indeed, the same
week another letter came which said : 'It
appears to me always that Tagore's eyes have
a sparkling of falsehood. Is he after all only
a poser ? May be he only wants to impose
and for that he travels through Germany'.'
''Take a portrait of Tagore," says Frau

Maria Groener, "place it before you and
cover the forehead and hair with one hand
and with the other the nose, the mouth and
the beard. The eyes alone are now left.
And they are away from the silverbeard of

age, from the wrinkled forehead of many
years. If we set those eyes without all other
things, then we notice what is 'false' in them.

They stand for our Western imagination
'falsely' in the. face of an old man ;— they are
a child's eyes.
"Whoever then wants to find his way to
Tagore and cannot, seeks in Tagore a man,
but Tagore is a child.
"This shou'd not be taken as a blemish

nor as a short-coming, it is only a fact.
Tagore is a real genuine man from the East—
he comes from morning, from the land of the
children and is a child.

"Just at the present moment when his
book Sadhana is to be seen everywhere in
German-speaking lands it is necessary that
we should obtain the right attitude to him.
The book can become to us a Bible and a
blessing, or a labyrinth and a curse.
"It will be a blessing for us, when we take

out of it how pure life should be, if it tells us
whither mankind is tending. But it will lead
to our ruin if we would begin to imitate the
Hindus and take the same road as they are
taking."
Such is Frau Maria Groener's interpreta

tion of Tagore's philosophy.
According to her the Hindus take the road

of life with an intuitive sense of safety and
undeniable confidence with which a child
walks without knowing the dangers, thus very
secure over narrow paths, over deep wild
waters, free from dizziness and quite calm.
If we would like to walk the same path, it
would break or we would become dizzy and
fall into the abyss.
Tagore comes and tells us of the pure life

of the woods, of love without pain and
conflicts, of science without opposition to
religion. He feels like a child who pities the
bird in the cage and would like to open its
door, so that the bird could fl
y far away to
his comrades who have freedom. But should
we in ecstasy fly out into that freedom
longingly and happy to have burst asunder
the chains, we would only perish in misery
because it is not our mission to burst the
chains but to try with spiritual effort to
overcome them.
How freedom is, to what harmony of life

man ought to come, this we see among the
Hindu?.
About Christ it is written : He took a

child, placed it among the apostles and
said : "If you do not become like children,
you can never enter heaven." This,— to
become like children, does not mean to imitate
the children,— back to nature. - That would
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be childish. Neither does it imply to ponder
over children, —to avoid nature" That would
be precocious. But it means— to feel like
a child, not to enslave nature but to master
it in spirit.
Now to reach that stage the Western

world had and must go through all its pains,
because only through pains does the child
grow into the" adult and the adult again is
reborn to childlike senility. The Western
world had and must go through the spirit-
killing Judaizing of thought, through the
sympathy-deadening Hellenizing of feeling,
through the will-killing Roman enslavement of
enterprise. Only through these stony and
thorny ways has the West come to the full
realization of itself, to the evaluation of its
power and to the consecration of its entire
capacity for self-sacrifice.

Readers of the Alpenland are then told
that Tagore comes to Europe because he has
a pain. He must come, because it must be
told to us where we shall go to. But we in
the West would not be led along the sinless
way of Intuition. We prefer the sinful way
with the consciousness of will. We want that
will to see its image in the intellect and then
renunciate itself. Man lives in this world
and yet is not of it. Man knows and will be
happy from the gift of knowledge.

Tagore, however, did not come to open our
cage because he would not dare, and besides
he is too great an admirer of our being differ
ent from the Easterns. During his travel
in Europe a man came to him and said : "You
Hindus cannot help us. We love you and
see in you innocent children who have
not yet fallen into sin, but our mission is to go
through sin to purity. You can only show
us our chains, and the happiness of life
without them, you can not break those chains,

because our mission is not to break down
those walls which part man and man but
to find a point of view from which we can
overlook them. We alone can measure the
depth of our Western soul and only we
know how to attain the resurrection of our
Western world."

To this Tagore is said to have replied
quietly and modestly : "I am conscious that
I do not know the depth of the Western
soul, but I take with me back to India many
gifts of love, with which the souls from your
world in the West have presented me."
If Tagore would have come to impose

or to missionize, he would not have given this
reply, says Frau Maria Groener.
He came to tell us : "We in India admire

you and beg you that you should love us.
We are so happy in the innocence of our in
fancy. We look up to you as to men in strug
gle and beg you to let us tell you of the
sunland of our souls, so that you may know
what will await you after you have struggled
through." .

It is unfortunate that Tagore came to us
so quite unexpected. Certainly we knew and
know some of his works but few of us know
what historical and ethical perspective Tagore
and his forefathers had towards our Western
world views and especially to Christendom.
Not quite well known to us again are the
care and pain which the leaders of the East
had taken in order to make the Western way
of feeling and thinking their very own.
Whoever wants to understand quite right
Tagore and his Sadhana must, as we read in
this instructive review, know of this and of
the conscious effort among the founders of
modern India to assimilate Western Culture.
Tagore composes poems and songs which

are so easy to understand and which so hap
pily touch the heart that they wander as na
tional songs over the entire country. He

speaks to the people in the Adi-Brahmo
Samaj so simply and musically and yet so
enthusiastic and fiery that the room is too
small to hold the audience and that people
stand on the windows to listen to his utter
ances. He has established his own school
at Bolpur in Bengal in which he is in closest
touch with his pupils, and builds them up into
men of love, action and self-determination.
And the same love for humanity, the

desire to bring about one full, clear under
standing between all human beings, as
Frau Maria Groener tells us, has compelled
Tagore to come to the West and has led
him with the help of his pupils and friends
to exp.ess his thoughts in English, part of
which we see in the Sadhana.
But not only love for humanity but also

sense of justice makes him do all this. After
the Hindus by their self-determination suc
ceeded in assimilating Western civilization,
Tagore comes to the West to tell what Indian
world view really is. And as a book of such
acknowledgment and of love we must under-
stand Sadhana. Then it will become for Us
a book of blessing and the words "Tagore
and no end" will be full of happiness and
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shouts for joy, when we with the right effect
let him work upon us as our younger, child
like, but for that all the more to be greeted,
spiritual hero and brother.
Perhaps not every remark in this estimate

of Tagore's philosophy, appreciative as it is,
is quite complimentary either to the poet or to
the genius of Hindu culture. But it shows
at any rate how seriously Central Europe is

trying to understand modern India. And not
withstanding all the alleged distinction that the
reviewer tries to make out between the East
and the West the Tyrolese people are enjoy
ing Tagore's Chitra on the stage at Innsbruck
with as much gusto as they do the productions
of their own dramatists.

Ida Stieler.
Innsbruck, Austria.

• INDIA TO-DAY

By "Shanti Devi" of Moscow.

IN
India to-day, all the multifarious move
ments that agitate the national life,—
Social Reform, Nationalist, Labour,

Agrarian, Government Refrom.ete., — are taking
place upon a background of economic
change and re-adjustment that have affected
eve-y class of Indian society and left upon the
entire population a feeling of restlessness
and desire for change.
During the Great War, the chances for

profiteering provided by the newly-stimulated
industries were taken full advantage of by
Indian industrialists and merchants, and the
sudden slump of prosperity which came
as the result of peace, left this class with
new and unsatisfied ambitions. As a sop
to them, the British Parliament granted
a slight protective duty upon cotton-manu
factures, and this duty while serving
to stimulate the Indian cotton-industry,
has become a thorn in the flesh of Lanca
shire manufacturer-, who are continually
agitating for the removal of this restriction
upon their thriving trade with India. Fre
quent appeals of British mill-owners to
Parliament and to Mr. Montagu, the Sec
retary of State for India, bring always the
same response : "It is not expedient, at
this juncture, to increase the existing irrita
tion against British rule by a repeal of
the protective tariff on Indian cotton manu
factures."
Another source of friction between

British and Indian capitalists, was the
arbitrary fixing of the value of the rupee
by the Government in favor of English

exchange, just at the time when the rising
price of silver had caused the exchange
value of the rupee to rise to unprecedented
heights. This led to the cancellation of
many contracts of English goods on the
part of Indian merchants, who were unable
to meet their obligations under the new
exchange rate, and a great dislocation of
trade resulted, together with mutual feelings
of resentment and dislike on the part of
British and Indian merchants. To speak
to a Bombay merchant on the subject of
the rupee-exchange is to witness a pro-
founder sense of tragedy and impotent
indignation against an arbitrary and tyran
nical Government than ever rose in his
breast for either the Punjab or Khilafat
wrongs. In words glowing with wrath,
more righteous than holy, he will expatiate
upon this collusion of Government and
British Capital against Indian commercial
interests, and forgetting his habitual caution,
will declare that a government capable of
so monstrous an injustice is no longer fit
to survive.
It is to both these factors,—the protec

tive duty that fosters home industry, and
the unfavorable exchange rate of the rupee,—
that trade with England has slackened.
The marked falling-off in imports, as shown
by the trade-returns of the past few months
of the Indian Government, is due not to
an excess of patriotism inspired by the
Non-co-operation and Boycott movement,
but to the materialism of higher' economics.
A still deeper, fundamental cause is to be
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theus Unbound. In this sublime allegorical
drama, unique in English literature, the hero
Prometheus, the 'saviour and strength of

suffering man,' is nailed to a steep rock

and subjected to manifold tortures of body
and mind by the tyrant Jupiter, but con
quers over his enemy at the fated hour.

Strange as it may seem, the scene of this

Greek story is laid in A ravine of icy
rocks in the Indian Caucasus,' which other

evidence shows to mean the Karakoram
mountains, the source of many springs and

rivers of the Punjab. For in one place
Prometheus exclaims :

"Ye icy springs, stagnant with wrinkling frost,
Which vibrated to hear me, and then crept
Shuddering through India," etc.

And a Voice from the springs says in reply :

"Never such a soun<1 before
To the Indian waves wc bore."'

During the period of his incarceration,
his devoted wife Asia ( what a characteris
tic name !•

)

"Waits in that far Indian vale,
The scene of her sad exile, rugged once
And desolate and frozen, like this ravine,'1 etc.

After the final overthrow of Jupiter,
symbolizing the victory of good over evil,
Prometheus and Asia contemplate retiring
to a beautiful retreat among the mountains
to lead a holy and blissful life there.
How reminiscent is the picture of some
Asrama on Mount Kailas or near lake
Manasarowar :

"Beyond Indus and its tribute rivers,...
And up the green ravine, across the vale,
Reside the windless and crystalline pool,
Where ever his, on unerasing waves,
The image of a temple, built above,
Distinct with column, arch, architrave,
And palm like capital, . .

Beside that temple is the destined cave.''

In the above sketch, only direct refe
rences to India in Shelley's poetry are
included, no mention being made of the
many striking resemblances between the

poet's religious views and the Vedantic
philosophy. Truly he is 'the most spiri
tual of English poets,' and his spiritual
home is India.

P. K. Anant Narayan

RABINDRANATH TAGORE'S BALAKA

By Principal Edward J. Thompson, m.a.

BALAKA,
his greatest book of lyrics, was

written in 1914, at the height of his
world wide recognition. Its title, which

means A Flight of Cranes, is symbolical, for
migratory birds have always stood for the
soul, in its passage through these phenomenal
skies to Eternity. The title has an especial
fitness, for these lyrics are pilgrim-songs,
eagerly looking beyond this plane of time and
sense to other lives, whether reincarnate
here or placed beyond our sun and stars.
The poet is over fifty years of age, which to
an Indian is old ; and to him has come the
same experience as to Dryden when over
seventy, when thoughts crowded so thick and
fast upon him that his only care was whether
to versify them or 'to run them into the other
harmony of prose.' His favourite imagery is

of a river,' In this there is nothing new ;

but the river is now not always, or even
usually, one which flows through these lands
of his sojourn. Often it is an aerial river,
the magnificent streaming of that space-flood
on whose eddies the stars are floating lilies.
In these lyrics, his intellectual greatness is

revealed. His mind is like a stream, from
whose depths thoughts and similes bubble
incessantly. The effervessence of ideas is

never checked for a moment, and especially
notable is the flow of abstract ideas. The
gracious life of grass and blossom is as dear
as ever, and even more delightfully handled ;

but the poet is not the slave of his fancy, a

sterner, or, at any rate, a stronger mood being
in possession of his fleeting moments.
The lateness of many of his developments

as Mr. Mahalanobis has pointed out to me

is very noteworthy. From one point of view
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the most precocious of poets, already
volumionus while in his teens, from another he
is the most slow and orderly in development.
That is why a selection from the work of all
his periods would show him as a greater
poet than he seems either in the pitiless com
pleteness of his Bengali text or the hap
hazard mutilation of his English one. In
Baldkd, not only has the more abstract side
of his mind found expression at last, but in
diction he has struck a balance, after his
experiments, between the colloquial tongue
and the rich Sanskrit vocabulary. This
balance is as perfect as can be a marriage
of poise and dignity, of lissom ease and power.
The critics have Rabindranath's gracious
permission, as once Tennyson's, to blas
pheme. 'Let them rave !' As for this
undignified chalita bhasd,"

' let the Sufi flout !
Of this base metal shall be filed a key

That shall unlock the door he howls without.'
In the opening poem, an invocation

from the 'old poet' to the spirit of youth,
of the new age, iconoclastic and rebellious,
diction and thought are rollicking. The
old are gray parrots, screening their foolish
heads under their wings ; the young flirt
disrespectful tails, to a delighted poet's
encouragement.

The form of Balak i is extraordinarily
free. He can do what he likes with metre and
rhythm, and he no longer cares for any rules
except those that justify themselves by
resultant beauty or force. Sometimes his
metres stream and scatter over the page,
like fountains making way down a Himalayan
height. It is T. E. Brown at his delightful
freest. There is practically nothing second-
rate. The least important group of lyrics
are altogether joy-bringing. There is the
song of untimely Spring, of the impetuous
flowers that, 'pushing before all with shrill,
high laughter, blossomed and fell in heaps.'
These, in love with death, 'O crazy ones, O
heedless of cost-reckoning ! Drunk with the
sound of his footsteps from afar you spread
your deaths over the dust of his path for that
guest ! Neither seeing nor hearing, you burst
your bonds, you would not wait for vision of
your eyes !'* Then there is the dancing lyrict
which contrasts the two goddesses of his

* Lover's Gift, no. 52.
t Ibid, no. 54.

imagination, superbly sung by him so often.
Here is great praise of Autumn, personified
as Lakshmi, seen 'in the fulness of the fruitful
gold-beautiful peace of the dewy season.'

Hardly less is the praise of Urbasi, she who
'with both hands scatters the delirium of

Spring, in blood-red palas-ftowers and roses,
and in the song of unsleeping youth.'
Another group of poems mirror his

religious experience. These are deeper than
those of Gitanjali ; their flights are wider
and more sustained. His human love, ever
since the 'first, fine, careless rapture' of
the pre-Mdnasi period was finished, showed
increasingly a tendency to merge into the
divine love. Now we have reached a third
stage, in which the human love is never more
than a starting point, from which the divine
love takes off. Thus, in the Boatman*
lyric we know that the singular figure
who ventures out in such a storm with

only the burden of a white rose is
a symbol. It is one of his fine Padma
storms, liner than ever ; but these

earthly waters will now carry to the
end unearthly voyagers and the flicker

of ghostly sails. All his sublimity of ima
gery crowds the great Oarsmen poeni.t
His exhilaration rises, at this prospect of
life upon life, all creation, rushing to

apparent extinction. 'In their hundreds
thev rush to death, like the stars in their

myriads to the light of dawn. The blood
of heroes, the tears of mothers, will all
this worth be lost in the dust of the
Earth ? Will not Heaven be bought with
it ?' It is true that he spoils this passage,
with its superb rhetoric and its flashing
imagination by adding the question,
'Will not the Treasurer of the Universe
repay so vast a debt ?' But, if he re
sembles Wordsworth in such occasional

prosy interjections amid sublimest beauties,

he resembles him also in the way his

peaks of lofty thought are tinted with the

sunrise of imagination. In these poems
winds, 'from lands not quickened by the

sun', cast their shadows on verse whose

serenity they fail to ruffle.

The 'Oarsmen' poem is written in mid-
throe of the Great War, in 1916. To his
horror-struck gaze an evil age was breaking

* Fruit Gathering, no. 41.
t Ibid, no. 84.
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up amid anguish ineffable. He hated the
arrogance of the strong. Yet it is charac
teristic of him that in this poem he
insists that the cowardice of the weak,’

and ‘the rancour of the destitute' are equally
culpable. He has never been one to console
the shrinking and feeble-willed, by casting

a
ll

blame upon the vigorous and bold.

Yet the profound peace o
f

these poems

is the most healing thing imaginable. Even

in those which are songs o
f battle, this cen

tral core o
f

rest remains untroubled. He
speaks o

f

the glimpses which have come

to him here : ‘He to whom I shall sing

that song o
n

the banks o
f

new light is

a
ll day with me, encircling my earth. In

the siu/i-groves o
f

Autumn He walks,

veiled with the fragrance o
f

flowers. In
Phalgun He puts o

n my head His gar
land o

f wooing. In a twist o
f

the path
suddenly He shows Himself, though but
for a moment In the twilight He sits
alone o

n the lonely heath. Thus He orders
His comings and goings. Thus making blow
through the heart's forest His wind laden
with pain, He goes, whispering and with
murmurs.” A thought on which h

e insists
repeatedly is man's necessity to God. Thus,
day after day, you buy your sunrise in my
eyes', h

e says.t. In some o
f

these poems
his extreme theism shows, a theism so much
more definite than ordinary Christian theism
that it is the harder to reconcile with the
pantheism which is the breath o

f

Hinduism
and which appears so abundantly in his work.
But he is poet, not theologian, and this pas
sionate individualism o

f

his religion, the very
heart o

f

his poetic utterance, is his most
characteristic contribution on this side. We
may b

e

sure this is what he feels and lives
by, however passages in prose lectures may
seem to contradict. In No. 22; h

e expresses

this b
y

the boldest and strangest, yet most
natural metaphor in the world : “When the
child leaves the womb it sees its mother.
When Thy affection covers me, I lie bidden

in its entrails, and then I know Thee not.
When Thou (lost with violence thrust me
far from Thy shelter, in that separation I find
consciousness, I see Thy face.'
In no book is there richer reminiscence

* Fruit Gathering, no. 44.

ºf Ibid, no. 77.

# Ibid, no. 10.

o
f

lives dimly living at the roots o
f

what is

too vague to be called memory. As he puts

it
,

‘the dense crowd o
f

what I have not seen
surrounds what I have seen.” Or again,”
‘there is a looker-on who sits behind my eyes',

a very free rendering o
f

the Bengali, which
says, “In the corner o

f my heart, a
t

the window

o
f my eyes, thou art gazing in the dawn

light'
But the texture o

f Balākā is variegated.
The Englishman thrills to find in it

s pages

a tribute to Shakespeare, from this unlike
liest o

f

admirers:

'When you arose beyond the distant sea,
And England drew you to her breast, then

she,

O Universal Poet, for her own
Believed you—held you hers, and hers alone :

A space she kept you, kissing your bright
brows,

IIid in the tangles of her forest-boughs,
Screened with her skirts o

f fog, within the
Court

Whither the elvish tribes for play resort,
With dewy grass and full-blown wildwood

flowers

Made bright ! Not yet the island's silvan
bowers

Had wakened to your praise, O Poet-Sun
IBut, while the ages in calm sequence run,
You, at the signal of Eternity,
Leaving the horizon's lap, b
y

slow degree

Have mounted to the noon's bright blazing
height,

Have taken, filling the world's heart with
light,

Your seat i' the centre At the ages' end,
Lo, how beside the Indian sea ascend,

Where fronded cocoa-palms sway to the
breeze,

Your praises, crowning the full centuries ''

Here is a
n exquisite image and , close

observation : “From a floating cloud suddenly

o
n

the river's ſlow there is the silent walking

o
f
a shadow.' One o
f

the loveliest songs,

25, shows how richly h
e takes the passing o
f

youth, this man whose youth had been so

abounding and so blest with good things. The
whole song is a jet o

f beauty, from his shower
ing opulence : -

Spring that in my courtyard used to make
Such riot once, and buzzing laughter lift
With heaped drift

!

* Lower's Gift, no. 39. -
*
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Of pomegranate-ſlowers,
Aïnchan, pair ul, rain of palás-showers ;
With new twigs stirred the woods awake,
With rosy kisses” maddening a

ll

the sky; —

Seeks me out today with soundless feet,
Where I si

t
alone. Her steadfast gaze

Goes out to where the fields and heavens

meet ;

Beside my silent cottage, silently
She looks and sees the greenness swoon

and die
Into the azure haze.

3
0 is one o
f

his very rare mountain poems,

and the unfamiliar scenery heightens it
s

striking freshness. It
s opening is superb, and

the stanzas which succeed bring out with
frosty clearness a noble Himalayan picture.
‘The Jhelum's curving stream, glittering in
the evening glow, pales with the dark, like a
curving scimitar hidden in it

s

sheath. On
the day's ebb the tides o

f night come,
bringing their star flowers drifting o

n

the
black water. 13elow the dark mountains
the ranks o

f

deodars st nd. I feel as

if Creation wished to speak in it
s dream,

but cannot find clear utterance, only a con
fusion o

f

wordless sounds murmuring and
soughing in the darkness.’ This is the Epo
nymous Balākā poem. He hears a ſlight of

wild swans, winging their way through the
skies, 'mad with the wine o

f tempest.' That
rush o

f

their wings, remembering his land's
legends o

f

these hills and the events that had
taken place among them, h

e compares to the
noise of an Apsari, a heavenly dancer, break
ing the meditation o

f stillness,' a
s these

beings had broken the sanctity o
f

saints.
‘The mountains, plunged in blackness,
trembled, the deodar-forest trembled.' This
flight o

f wild lives through the cold skies
becomes to the poet the flight o

f

his own
and a

ll

men's spirits to an unguessed goal,
and the message o

f

their sounding wings

in the emptiness is : ‘I
t

is not here, it

is otherwhere, is other where, in other
place.'

6.3 a most touching poem, adds yet

another streak to the variety o
f

this tulip.

No poem is richer in superb images and
single lines. The ebb and flow o

f light
and darkness succeed each other in the

* The new leaves are red, are the rosy kisses.

( Palas and pomegranate both have red blossoms. )

+ 4
2

in Lover's Gift.

On either side o
f

the
of flowers in

sea o
f

the sky.
path walk the companies

their colours with soundless steps.' Balika
abounds in single lines too happy to be

rendered out o
f

their original. 11% ends
with lines o

f unsurpassably stormy sound.

'O my Terrible One Thy forgiveness
was in the crashing thunder-flame, in the
sunset's writing of ruin, in the tempest of

blood-rain, in the sudden clash o
f

collision."

10t gives impressive speech to his confi
dence o

f

his poems' destiny. “How many

unheard words, leaving the homes o
f

the
past, whisper in the empty sky They
seek my words, o

n the shores where man
kind dwell.' It should be added that no
poem has a more striking beginning.
No less proud and fine is 17, in which h

e

asserts the poet's claim to have part-created

the beauty which h
e praises. ‘O World !

So long a
s I did not love thee, thy light

did not find a
ll

its wealth. The vast sky
with lamp in hand, was gazing a

t

it
s

path through space.'

But the greatest poems in Ba/. Ad attain
their rank, not by beauty alone but by

sustained power o
f

abstract thought. and
imagination. The Tajmaha/ poem, of which

a truncation is given in the first poem o
f

/..over's Giff, is one o
f

these. It
s

first
sixteen lines are represented by three in

the English The poem shows some signs

o
f having been written out o
f

resolve
rather than impulse, and its ground-pattern

is a magnificent rhetoric. But it far tran
scends these limitations. It

s

first paragraph

has a bad conceit, “O Tajmahal, thy white
marble is a solitary tear-drop o

n

the cheek

o
f Time !' And later, we find another

prosy metaphor : ‘Who says that the door

o
f Memory's cage was not opened 2' These

things are relics from his custom o
f

earlier
days ; they can b

e forgotten. For the poem

is rich with brooding sense o
f

vanished time,

and o
f

the greatness o
f

old days. The Musal
man Empire always touches his imagination,
and we find a

n atmosphere a
s

eerie and
glamorous a

s that o
f Hungry S/ones. His

admiration wins from him the greatest tribute

h
e

could give when h
e calls the Taj the

‘Emperor poet's new Meghdutt.' An English
man might wish that his own Empire could

* 3
0

in Fruit Gathering.

+ 5
S

in Lover's Gift.
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touch his mind with similar fire ; but it never
does. 'The jingling of thy beautiful ones'
anklets, in a corner of the broken palace,
dying away with the c cadas' cries makes the
night-sky weep.' But my English travesties
the text. The poem is filled with fine things,
is one of the noblest of all his poems, a full
tide of imagery, fts finish is splendid. The
forms of Beauty remain, forlorn in their
perfection ; Life has left them, going its
endless way ; 'Today his* chariot has gone,
at the call of Night, at the song of the stars,
towards the lion-gate of dawn.'
He never wrote a richer or more decora

tive poem and its fame among his countrymen
equals that of Urbasi. Yet the poem which
follows is greater. The Stream of Deing,^
as it may fitly be called, is the greatest poem
in the book—a magnificent Psalm of Life.
As this was the genesis of Balaka, I quote
the poet's account of its composition "I was
in Allahabad, at my nephew's house. I used
to have a very quiet time there, in the
evening sitting on the terrace. One day, I
felt the restfulness of the scene, and every
thing around me. It was a dirk evening,
and suddenly there came on 1112 the feeling,
there is flowing, rushing all round me— that
invisible rush of creation — the stars flecks of
foam. I could feel the flow of that dark
evening, with all the stars shining ; and
that current of eternity touched me very
deeply. I felt in the heart of it. So I began
to write. And when 1 start writing, one
thing leads to the next. That was the begin
ning of Balaka—the sweep of this impalpable
and invisible stream."

* Shahjehan's.

t Tlie Fugitive, no. i. The English gives next to
nothing of the original.

As these words show, and as the poem
shows still more clearly, he has launched his
boat on its greatest tide, . a movement of

weighty reflection, of waves iridescent and
bubbling with incessant fancy and imagina
tion. The World-Energy pulses in these
lines, which make their way in perfect ease
and freedom, the metre responding swiftly
to the changing thought within it. It is a
magnificent picture of the streaming life

process, from whose strength and force
comes the calm and composure of each indivi
dual parts. It has no pattern save the con
summate one which is dictated by its internal

necessity. Yet even this stream is not with
out its flowers ; for here is a Muse who
knows no deserts. 'Blossoms fall continually
in showers ; jasmine, ch mpa, bakul, pirul.
fall in thy path from the platter of thy sea
sons.' Nor does he forget earthly rivers,

though he calls them by heavenly names.

'Thy dancing Mandakini, ever-welling, laves
the world life, cleansing it with the bath
of death. At length the sky has blossomed
in crystal-bright azure.' Yet the unseen
and the eternal governs his passion for the
phenomenal and passing. 'No one knows
that in his blood the waves of thy sea dance,

the forest-restlessness trembles. This thought
fills my mind today that I have come, from
age to age dropping silently from form to
form, from life to life. I have come, using up
in gift after gift, in song after song, what
ever my hand has gained in night and morn
ing.' So we go our ways, this poet who on
this plane of time and space has charmed
and fed our minds so greatly and we who
have met him for our little moment— j;o,
drawn 'to the great stream from the tumuli
of the past what lies behind, to the bottom
less dark, to the shoreless light !'

THE RAILWAY STRIKE

THE
time has not yet arrived, when it

•will be possible to apportion with
accuracy the blame, on either side,

for the great disaster of the Railway Strike
upon the Last Indian Railway which is
just over. .What I propose to do in this

paper is to try to throw some light upon
the struggle by quoting a few detached

notes taken on the spot. I have noi

marked them with any dates, but that wi"
not matter. They represent different aspect-
which seemed at the time to be important
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE IN INDIAN LITERATURE
By Professor M. WINTERNITZ.

IN
Bengal, during the eleventh century,
ballads were often composed in honour
of the Kings of the Pala-dynasty. For

centuries epic and puranic stories worked
up in a Bengali garb—one can hardly call
them translations —have been the common
property of the people of Bengal. These
productions —especially the Ramayana, the
Mahabharata, the Bhagavata-purana, the
Candi, taken from the Markandeya-purana
and the touching story of Hariscandra and
the Rsi Visvaraitra, from the same Purana—
were sometimes read aloud, sometimes—and
this was the more effectual method of
spreading them—publicly recited by pro
fessional singers, the Mangalgayaks, in a
semi-dramatic manner. Such performances,
if we may so call them, take place even
to-day in the villages of Bengal. Eleven or
twelve such Mangal-gayaks form a troupe,
at the head of which stands the Gayan, as
leader or soloist. The recitation takes place
in some open court or in the open air. The
Gayan stands in the middle, often with a
orown on his head and cymbals on his feet,
while the others sit round him in a semi
circle and form a choir. He sings the story
with appropriate gesticulations and to the
accompaniment of the cymbals. The per
formance is interrupted from time to time by
moral or religious explanations, and it con
cludes with a song in which the chorus joins.
Hundreds and thousands sit and listen to
sach a performance night after night, often
for months together. The Kathaks, too,
recount the stories of the epics and puranas
in the language of the people. In doing so,
they employ certain cliches, descriptions of
the gods (Siva, Laksmi, Krsna, etc.), of a
town, a battle-field, the morning, night, etc.,
often very poetical, which they learn by
heart in order to fit them into their recitals.
These cliches, although composed in an
artistic prose, are nevertheless sung by the
Kathaks. The fourteenth century translation
of the Ramayana into Bengali by Krttivasa

(born 1340 A. D.) is one of the most popular
books of Bengal. The oldest Bengali ren
dering of the story of the Mahabharata by
Sanjaya is said to belong to the same period.
But the best known Bengali translation of
this epic is that of Kasiram (circ. 1645).
Between 1473 and 1480 the Bhagavata-
purana was translated into Bengali by
Maladhar Vasu.
In Bengal, moreover, religious poetry has

been cultivated since the beginning of the
fifteenth century. Candi Das, a contempo
rary of Vidyapati Thakur, composed nearly
a thousand love-songs in which heavenly
and earthly love are mingled in praise of the
divine pair Krsna and Radha. Mukunda'ram
Kavikankan, who finished his poem, Candi-
mangal, in honour of Candi ( Durga ) in
1589, is considered one of the greatest poets
of Bengal. Although the scene of this
poem is laid mainly in the heaven of Siva,
the poet nevertheless gives a true description
of the actual life of Bengal.
Caitanya, the enthusiastic worshipper of
Krsna, with his visions and ecstasies,
belongs rather to the history of religion
than to the history of literature, but his
influence penetrated deeply into the intellec
tual life of Bengal. He was born in Nava-
dvipa in the year 1486, and his real name was
Bissambhar ( Visvambhara ) Misra. In 1509
he became a sannijasin and as such received
the name of Caitanya Deva. He wandered
far and wide and gained numerous followers.
Even in his lifetime he was regarded by the
people as an incarnation of the god Krsna,
and to-day his image is still worshipped by
the Vaisnavas of Bengal and Orissa. He
would not himself permit any reverence to
be paid to his person. Only sometimes, when
he was in a state of ecstatic trance, he would

say : "I am He". He died in 1534.
Biographies of Caitanya form a conspicuous

part of the literature of Bengal. The first
sketch of his life was made by the blacksmith
Govinda, who accompanied the master in his
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wanderings. He describes Caitanya as one
filled with an ecstatic love of God, who
would burst into tears when anyone cried
"Krsna, Krsna". The Caitanya-bhagavata
of Vrndavan Das, ( 1507-1589 ), the Caitanya-
caritamrta of Krsna D3s ( born 1517 ),
etc., are partly imaginative productions,
partly actual accounts of his life.
Great honour is paid in Bengal also to the

saint and poet Ram Prasad ( 1718-1775 )
who wrote hymns to Durga and other reli
gious poems. There is not an old man, not a
woman in Bengal, says Dr. Dines Chandra
Sen, who has not been edified and comforted
by the songs of Ram Prasad.
During the nineteenth century English

literature exercised a great influence upon
the literature, especially the prose literature,
of Bengal. Moreover dramatic poetry, which
had been but poorly represented in the
modern vernaculars of India, revived in
Bengal with the beginning of the nineteenth
century. Some poets, as did Krsna Kamala
( 1810-1888 ) in his Svapnavilasa, strove
to improve the old popular ydtrds, while
others composed dramas having a political
tendency. The first Bengali drama is the
Kulinakulasarvasva of Rama NarSyana Tarka-
ratna, which was produced in the year
1856, and which is directed against the
Kulln brahmans, who make a business of
matrimony. In 1860 Dlna Bandhu Mitra
wrote the Nil Darpan, in which he inveighs
bitterly against the monopolizing control
maintained by Englishmen over the indigo-
industry.
The greatest share in the development

of Bengali prose belongs to Rammohan Roy
(1774-1833), famous alike as a social and
religious reformer and as a scholar and wri
ter. Born and brought up in a respectable
brahman family, Rammohan Roy was well
acquainted from youth with the brahmanic
religion and its holy books. After learning
in his early years Persian and Arabic, he
applied his linguistic knowledge to the study
of the Quran and acquainted himself not only
with the monotheism of Islam but with the
mystic teachings of the Persian sufis. Later
he studied Buddhism in Tibet and Christia
nity with Christian missionaries. In order
to be able to read the Old and New Testa
ments in the original, he was at pains even to
learn Hebrew and Greek. Finding no satis
faction in the polytheism of India, he set him
self to no less a task than the study of all the

religions of the world in order to pick out
from them the best they contained and evolve
therefrom a pure form of belief. In the end,
however, he came to believe that the whole
sum of wisdom was to be found in the monism
"of the Upanisads. On the basis of his study
on the one hand of the holy books of other re

ligions and on the other of the time-honoured
native Upanisads, some of which he edited and
translated, he sought to reform the old brahma
nic religion, and in doing so became the found
er of the Brahma-samaj, the assembly of
those who believe in one God. He did not con
sider that he was founding a new sect or a new
church, but that he was simply purging the old
national religion of India of all that was
false. Amongst its false elements he includ
ed the caste-system and the custom of
widow-burning, against which, as social refor
mer, he led an active campaign. When he
visited Europe in 1830 he was greeted by
Jeremy Bentham as an admired and beloved
fellow-worker in the service of humanity.
Rammohan Roy was also a writer of no
mean ability. His paper on the worship of
images among the Indians, which was
published in 1790, was the first prose-work
in Bengali. He wrote in 1815 an account
of the Vedanta-philosophy, and he was the
author of treatises both in English and Ben

gali on widow-burning and on other social
reforms. But, besides being a distinguish^ d
prose-writer, he was also a poet, whose

songs are still to be heard in Bengal.
He was followed as prose-writer and

essayist on subjects connected with social
reform by Akkhay Kumar Datta (1820-1886)
and Iswar Chandra VidySsagar (1820-1891).
The first novel-writer of importance in

Bengal was Bankim Chandra Chatterji (1838-
1894', who took as his model Sir Walter
Scott and has been called the Walter Scott
of India.
Romesh Chunder Dutt, well known as a

learned writer and politician, was also the
author of a number of novels. One of the

most highly esteemed poets of the nineteenth
century —by many, indeed, held to be the
greatest modern poet of Bengal— is Michael
Madhu Sudan, a convert to Christianity.
A warm friend and follower of Rammohan
Roy and a promoter of his noble work was
Dw5rkan5th Tagore, whose son Devendra-
nath Tagore (1818-1905) joined the Brahma-

Samaj and was its first organizer. He
brought together a great number of passages
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taken from the Upanishads, the code of
Manu, the Mahabharata and other books,
which might serve the Brahma-SamSj as a
basis for its confession of faith. This con
fession of faith consists in a belief in
Brahman as the only God, eternal and
perfect, the creator of the world, through
worship of whom alone salvation in this world
and the next can be obtained, — a worship
which consists in love of God and in doing
works pleasing to Him. This belief, it will
be seen, is based upon a thoroughly Indian
blending of the monism of the Upanishads
with the theism of the Bhagavad-gita, and is
therefore—unlike the more radical branch of
the Brahma-SamSj that arose under Keshub
Chandra Sen—conservative and national.
Although Devendranath Tagore did not re
gard the Upanishads as revealed, as orthodox
brahmans do, yet he held that they were
sacred books worthy of all veneration in
which the source of all wisdom was to be
sought.
Rabindranath Tagore, son of Devendra-

nath Tagore was born in 1861. In 1895
Romesh Chundra Dutt wrote in his literature
of Bengal : "And lastly Rabindra Nath
Tagore, youngest son of the venerable
Debendra Nath Tagore, has distinguished
himself in poetry, drama and fiction, and his
matchless songs are sung in every cultured
home in Bengal." The poet had long been
famous in India when in 1912 an English
translation of his little book, Gitanjali,
appeared and drew attention to him in
Europe also ; and a year later, in the autumn
of 1913, he was awarded the Nobel Prize.
His poems, dramas, stories, novels and other
prose works, translated into English and
German, are spread over the whole face of
the earth.
To-day Rabindranath Tagore is to be

reckoned amongst the greatest of those
world-poets, the pil're human element in whose
works appeals to us so strongly that what
seems most foreign in their experience iden
tifies itself with our own. Yet he is very
far from being a cosmopolitan poet. He is
Indian to the core ; his characters are Indian,
the spirit of India breathes everywhere in
his poetry, his tales contain genuine descrip
tions of Indian life, and we find the time-
honoured wisdom of India both in his poems
of a religious and mystic nature and in his
lecture on the philosophy of religion. Speak-
InflP mnamllv U'ii mQU o'nj fVio4- i* in Vitci

father's view of life and the world, together
with the spirit of the Brahma-samaj, which
meets us in these lectures and which receives
such perfect expression in his poetry.

Passages from the Upanishads formed part
of the divine service in the household of

Rabindranath's father, and the philosophic
views of the poet have their main foundation
in the upanishads and their teaching as to

the unity underlying all being and every
cosmic process. He assures us again and
again that we have our true being in God
and the kosmos and that God, the soul and
the world are in their essence identical.
The highest aim of the soul is to attain to a
consciousness of its oneness with Brahman.
But this end is not to be reached by means
of ordinary knowledge. The understanding
cannot lead us to a consciousness of our unity
with God. The human soul cannot compre
hend God ; it can only joyfully surrender
itself to Him, lovingly embrace Him and so
become completely one with Him. And as
in the case of Kabir and other Indian poets
who have written of this mystic love of God,
so with Tagore the upanishadic doctrine of the
All-one is blended with the theism and bhakti
of the Bhagavadgita. In his poems the poet
compares his soul to a vessel which God is
continually filling with life, or to a flute into
which God is continually breathing new
melodies. Or he sings of how " the same
stream of life that runs through my veins
night and day, runs through the world
and dances in rhythmic measure;" and how
this same life shoots up through the dust
with delight in a thousand blades of grass,
and leaves and flowers. This feeling of union
with the whole universe finds its most touch
ing expression in many of his wonderful
songs about children. Deep and yet tender
is the answer of the mother to the little
child's question : " Where have I come
from ? Where did you pick me up ?"

" She answered half crying, half laughing and
clasping the baby to her breast,
You were hidden in my heart as its desire, my

darling.
You were in the dolls of my childhood's

games
In all my hopes and my loves, in my life, in

the life of my mother you have lived
Your tender softness bloomed in my youthful

limbs like a glow in the sky before the sunrise.
Heaven's first darling, twin-born^with the
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of the world's life, and at last you have stranded
on my heart.

As I gaze on your face, mystery overwhelms ;
you, who belong to all have become mine

In another of these poems the little child
that has passed away comforts the mother

saying that it would like to become a breath
of air in order that it might caress her fore
head, or a spring of water that it might kiss
her over and over again, as she bathed.
" If yon lie awake, thinking of your babe till

late into the night, I shall sing to you from the
stars, ' Sleep, mother, sleep.'
On the straying moonbeams I shall steal over

your bed and lie upon your bosom while you

sleep
"

But Rabindranath Tagore, like his father
and like Kabir a few centuries before, was
a free-thinker who did not adopt blindly all
the teachings of antiquity. The ancient
seers of India taught that the highest good,
final salvation, is to be found only by relin
quishing the world ; that the Sannyarin, 'he
who alone renounces,' alone can reach God.

Tagore renounced this idea in the most
emphatic manner. He seeks God neither by
abandoning the world, nor by means of Yoga,
nor by means of ceremonies, but he seeks and

finds him in his home and in his work.

"Leave this chanting and singing and telling
of beads. Whom dost thou worship in this lone

ly dark corner of a temple with doors all shut ?

Open thine eyes and see ;, thy God is not before
thee.
"He is there where the tiller is tilling the hard

ground and where the path-maker is breaking
stones. He is with them in sun and in shower,
and his garment is covered with dust."

And not only is God with those who toil
in the sweat of their brows, he is also to be
found with the poorest and the lowliest.

"Here is thy footstool, and there rest thy
feet where live the poorest, and lowliest, and
lost.
"When I try to bow to thee, my obeisance

canmt reach down to the depth where thy feet
rest among the poorest, and lowliest, and lost."

His love-songs and his poems about child
ren, in which he reveals a power of insight
into the thoughts and feelings of children
and women such few world-poets have posses
sed, show that he is in close touch with the
world, and takes a keen interest in all its
activities. This is also shown by his novels
and stories, in which he gives realistic des

criptions of Indian life of to-day, sketches

men and women from the life, and brings

to light such inward struggles as only a poet

can fully sympathize with who loves this

world of the "great and small," as he says

in his poem :
" Now comes all the world with mutual love,

All the myriad many of this earth,
Smiling, embracing into my single heart.

Lovers enter, and here their love-looks meet ;

Children stand and gaze, and gazing smile ;

None on the earth remains, my heart holds
all.

Already in the lyrical drama "Chitra",

written in his younger days, he showed a

clear understanding of the problem of wo

men's life. He has here produced out of a

more or less roughly sketched story of the

Mahabharata, a poetical work which in its

lofty conception of marriage as "real commu

nity of life, having its foundation not in

perishable beauty but in perfect
truth, rises

high above the ideal of marriage to be found

in most Indian poets.
Tagore is indeed far removed from that

contempt for women and for family life

which we meet with so often in the old

poetry of India, specially in the songs of the

Buddhist monks. An emphatic repudiation

of the ascetic ideal is to be found in a serious

poem in which God himself appeals to
one

who wishes to become an ascetic against this

hatred of life which asceticism implies ; and

again in a lively song which begins with

the words, "No, my friends, I shall ^ never
be an ascetic, whatever you may say, and

in the drama "Sanyasi, or the Ascetic , the

ascetic exclaims in the last act :
" Let my vows of Sanyasi go. I break my

staff and my alms-bowl. The stately ship, this

world, which is crossing the sea of time,—

letittake'me up again, let me join once more

the pilgrims. Oh the fool, who wanted to seek

safety in swimming alone, and gave up the light

of the sun and the stars, to pick his way with

his glow-worm's lamp I am free
from the bodiless chain of the Nay. I am free
among things, and forms and purposes.

The

finite is the true infinite, and love knows its

truth."

But Rabindranath Tagore not only thus

unites the old world wisdom of India with

the advanced Spirit of modern times, he

regards the great world-question of our day

in a spirit far removed from the unconcern

of the Indian yogin. He deals with the

problem of war in his drama "The Sacrifice
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with the problem of religion in his
drama "Malini". His keen interest in the
problem of national independence is seen

if
l his novel "The Home and the World," as

also in his lectures, which have been collect
ed and published under the title "Nation
alism." In these lectures, moreover, and in
his book "Creative Unity", which has
recently ( 1922 ) appeared, he has given
tis his views on the relations between India
and the West.
Tagore neither over-estimates nor under

estimates western culture and its ideals.
He says clearly and distinctly : "When we
truly know the Europe which is great and
good, we can effectively save ourselves from
the Europe which is mean and grasping."
He realises that Europe "has brought to
the East, through the smoke of cannons
and dust of markets the ideal of ethical
freedom, liberty of conscience, liberty
of thought and action, liberty in the ideals
of art and literature." On the other hand
he characterises the worship of power, the
unbounded love of gain and reckless greed,
which mark the West, as a deadly poison,
against which he would have the East care
fully guarded. He thoroughly appreciates
national feeling and the desire to maintain
national individuality ; but he condemns all
national presumption, all national hatreds ;

and places humanity above the nation.
Rabindranath Tagore would be no true

Indian if his poetry did not at times soar
into regions of mystic thought, whither the
ordinary mortal can scarce follow him. But
even those who are entirely opposed to
mysticism cannot but be filled with wonder
at the moral sublimity which the mystic
experience of God and the feeling of be
coming one with the Godhead can call forth
as our poet shows in following solemn vow :

" Life of my life, I shall ever try to keep my
body pure, knowing that thy living touch is upon
all my limbs.

I shall ever try to keep all untruths out from
my thoughts, knowing that thou art that truth
which has kindled the light of reasons in my
mind.

I shall ever try to drive all evils away from
my heart aud keep my love in flower, knowing
that thou hast thy seat in the inmost shrine of
my heart.

And it shall be my endeavour to reveal thee
in my actions, knowing it is thy power gives me
strength to act."

And everyone, whatever religious belief
he may hold, will agree heartily, with the
following noble prayer :

" This is my prayer to thee, my lord,—strike,
strike, at the root of penury in my heart.

Give mo the strength lightly to bear my joys and
sorrows.

Give me the strength to make my love fruitful
in service.

Give me the strength never to disown the poor
or bend my knees before insolent might.

Give me the strength to raise my mind high
above daily trifles.

And give me the strength to surrender
my strength to thy will with love."

We have come to the end of a long
journey, from the hymns of the Yedas, which
belong to a past at least three thousand
years distant, to the poetry, full of deep
thought and deep feeling- of Rabindranath
Tagore, of our own time. We have travelled
over many a bare moor, many a desert
patch. But it was never long before we
came again upon fresh green fields and saw

a new intellectual life bursting into bloom.
And when we look back upon the long line
of poets and thinkers, from the Vedic rsis,
who sang their hymns to Agni and Indra,
to Usas and Varuna, and the poet-philo
sophers of the Upanishads, down to Valmiki
and the poets of the Mahabharata, —when
we see how the greatest poets of Sanskrit
literature—Asvaghosa, Bhasa, Kalidasa,
Dandin, Bhavabhuti—were followed in the
course of centuries by a Jayadeva and, after
him, by such poets as Kabir and Tulsl Das,
to whom succeeds in our own days a great
man like Rabindranath Tagore, we need
feel no fear for the future of India as an
abode of the highest intellectual culture,
which even for us has still much to offer.

[Note. —This is a translation of the final
chapter of the third volume of the " History of
Indian Literature " by Professor M. Winternitz.
A translation of the whole work, Vols, i-iii, is

in preparation and will be published by the
University of Calcutta.]

Translated b
y Pkof. M. Collins.
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NOTES

W. W. Pearson.

Upon most of those who had the
privilege and the joy of knowing Mr.
William Winstanley Pearson, his death
through an accident on the railway in
Italy must have come with the shock of
personal sorrow. To all Indians, whether
they knew him or not, his death is a great
national loss. For there was never a more
ardent and sincere lover of India. Even
on his death-bed, when it is doubtful
whether he was quite conscious, he was
heard to mutter, "My one only love—India",
with a faint nicker of a smile on his lips.
The description of Mr. Pearson by the
London correspondent of the Manchester
Guardian as "the best loved Englishman
in India" is very apt. A man of sweeter
nature, one simpler and more sincere,
we have never met. At the same time, he
was a true-hearted and enthusiastic lover
of freedom and humanity. During the war
Che British home Government ordered Mr.
Pearson's deportation from Peking as an
"undesirable". "He was consequently,
without trial or formulated charge, shipped
to" England, "under guard and placed on
parol in Manchester." Yet it is perfectly
true that he "was a real factor in limiting
the bitterness which grew up in India
against the British connection." In Pearson's
presence one forgot differences of race,
language, religion and political status. He
was a real harbinger of the day when man to
man the world over will brothers be in
spite of all present animosities.
His and Mr. Andrews's visits together

to South Africa and Fiji for the ameliora
tion of the condition of the Indians there
are so well-known that they need only be
referred. He toured Europe, America and
Japan with Babu Rabindranath Tagore.
Leaving aside the joy and inspiration which
he found in the company of the Poet, he
loved most to teach the young and minister
to their wants in health and sickness.
The proposal to erect a memorial hospital
in his name is quite appropriate.

It is most remarkable how he loved and
was loved by old and young alike.
Those who witnessed his playing of a
part in Rabindranath's Achalayntan when
it was first staged in Shantiniketan, will
never forget his acting. He knew Bengali
and has translated some of the Poet's
writings.
We have said above that to Indians his

death is a national loss. It is equally so to
Englishmen, though they know it not.
They may well be proud that their country
has produced such a man. The work of
England's government, politicians and
exploiters may make her hated, but the
work of men like Pearson makes her loved ;
for the work of the latter is like God's
benediction.

Tilak and Tagore.
The world knows Bal Gangadhar Tilak

as an orthodox Hindu and as, above all,
a politician. Rabindranath Tagore, on the
other hand, is known to the world as a
Hindu who is not at all orthodox, and a
man who is not at all a politician. Yet the
following paragraph from Rabindranath's
pen in a Bengali weekly shows that the
two could appreciate each other's worth :

"4S Stolen 4?t& a«li ^Wa 1ft 1$ tb I <5<Hwfalts

§*w rtc5 fe»H i fafa *tt crtcsri <m ^raa citcit ^fatc*

1*11 start* feta^ facaW ittoftcsR ^titc* iiatcf care
sr* i ct its ^c^Wtcicw ^t«« sa fa atfe fa's

c»ttf*rtB*it»i iflnrtaFra ^?tt ascs i ^tfa a^, atg)*
■artFTt^a *t« cqti fan Ttfa ^catci cats ii?[a il i fafa
W *tt*|p>rc, «(tfa *t|* ri&fo tlf* a *ta ^fs^m-ft^ i
stasis ca affi itfa «reta *ars ttfs pis at'ft as^i a^ts
^tfta 1WT3J *t«f— 4a? pis i^i *twra stilts ^tfa ^larea

Jf3J PTCl a^cs Itfai-^tfa Sft^l araitltai fawv*

cltfafiWl^i c^lacis aai ^rafe aia* pis a=tc«rs *tw

feW ftcafen l ^ssra' itfa *ta 1*W StWfa 5W atS1 a^ra
Ufa fa i

"sta tea caws isca *ta iwr ^tita «it s^fe i fafa
«ifitre •t?"B aciw, "stiffs* ajtlta was facsca' ^«raj
all est «cas itlfa faw ^tsf ?«at* wia a^tst a*ara
»thpi— sn era a$ ^ta fa's 'qtnta aMcs ^ sjtits ^fa
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This may be freely translated as

follows :—

"This reminds me of an incident. Loka-
manya Tilak was then alive. By a messenger
of his he sent me fifty thousand rupees asking
me to go to Europe. It is true that at that
time Non-co-operation had not begun, but

political agitation was raging like a cyclone. I
said I would not be able to go to Europe in
connection with political agitation. He sent

me word again that it was against his inten
tion that I should be engrossed in politics, that
my true work was to be the bearer of the

message of India which I could preach, and
that I could truly serve India only by that
kind of true work. But I knew that the public
had chosen Tilak as their political leader and
had given him money for political work. For
that reason I could not accept his fifty
thousand rupees.
"I met him afterwards in Bombay City.

He said to me again, 'If you keep yourself
aloof from politics, then alone you can do your
work and consequently the country's work ;—

I did not at all expect from you anything
greater than this.' I understood then that
the commentary on the Gita which Tilak had
composed was work which rightfully belonged
to him, and the right which was his was a great
right."

One cannot but be struck with Loka-
manya Tilak's judgment and insight in
choosing Rabindranath as the fittest man
to be the bearer of India's message to the
world. The reference to Tilak's right to
write a commentary on the Gita will be
understood from the fact that in a previous

paragraph in his Bengali article the poet
has explained what he understands by the

Gita verse, "Sva-dharme nidhanam shreyah,
para-dharmo bhayankarah," "it is better
for a man to perish in doing one's own
duty, but to do the duty which does not

belong to one is a thing to be afraid of."
Tilak had understood that the politics of
the passing hour was not Rabindranath's
Sva-dharma — it was to him para-dharma ;
and Rabindranath understood that com
menting on the Gita was Tilak's sva-
dharma — that is to say, a work which he

was qualified and entitled to periorm.

How to Make the Dominions
Reasonable.

Various schemes and plans have been

suggested to produce a 'reasonable' frame of

mind in the self-governing Dominions towards
Indians. The Indian Messenger has

"made the suggestion that the most effective

way of not only redressing the Kenya

grievance but of compelling the Dominionists to

take up a more reasonable attitude in their

dealings with Indians would be to make it

perfectly clear both to them and to the Imperial

Government in London that India will refuse to
participate in Imperial defence until she feels
that her partnership in the Empire is a reality

and not a humiliating mockery. The weak

point of this suggestion lies in the fact that the

necessity for the services of the Indian army

may not arise for a considerable time ; in the

meanwhile the Dominionists, obsessed as they

are with colour prejudice, will go on with
this policy of exclusion making the position

of Indians in the Empire more and more

intolerable."

Our contemporary proceeds to observe :—

Opposition we shall have to meet and over

come, then why not take the bull by the horns

and attack the question of Imperial defence r

There are strong reasons to snspect the strength

of the Indian army is not exclusively determined

by the defensive needs of India alone. The

Indian army constitutes a very important mili

tary reserve on which the Dominions, parti

cularly those in Africa, count in times of

emergency. As the African Dominions are the

worst offenders against Indian sentiment, their

dependence upon the Indian army is also,

fortunately, the greatest. On many occasions

soldiers from India, either of Indian nationality
or maintained with Indian money, have gone
to fight for their defence. This must not happen
again. If they count upon Indian helplessness
in this matter they must be disabused and if

insistence on this point brings us in conflict

with the Imperial Government, we must prepare

ourselves for such conflict. The late war has

thrown the balance of power out of gear. How

it will readjust itself is still a matter of conjec
ture. Indications are not wanting to show

that it has shifted the centre of gravity of

Imperial defence. The construction of the naval

base at Singapore indicates which way the wind

blows. The military counterpart of this naval

move is sure to follow and we may take it that
the Indian army will form the pivot of Imperial
military defence in the East. If so, we must
lay down the conditions on which we can allow
the Dominions to benefit by our reserve of man
power. If, on the other hand, the Dominionists,
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By L. K. ELMHIRST, M.A. (CANTAB), B.Sc. (CoRNELL), DIRECTOR, DEPARTMENT

OF RURAL RECONSTRUCTION, WISWA-BHARATI.

• TT often seems unfortunate that the best
minds of different races so seldom come
into intimate touch. The soldier, the

bagman, the creedmonger and the diplomat
travel abroad and meet only those whom
they have come to rule, to convert or to
exploit, whilst the searchers after truth or
beauty or peace or knowledge are generally
too poor to set out in person and build those
bridges of understanding upon which alone
friendship and inter-racial co-operation can be
based. Men who are large only in pocket or
power scour the globe in ever-increasing

numbers without disinterested motive and on
their return home delude the public with the
half-truths of their own one-sided experience.

For once it has been possible for meetings
between seekers after truth, beauty, peace
and knowledge, belonging to different countries,

to take place, and though it would be foolish
at this time to prophesy the outcome, seed has
been sown which is likely to produce a
significant harvest.
The meeting of Dr. Rabindranath Tagore

and his three Indian companions with men
of culture and ideal in China has been
invariably regarded by our hosts as the
recementing of old bonds, and to a European
onlooker it has been full of interest. It is
doubtful if any one in India to-day realises
the veneration and respect with which China
regards the source of that inspiration that
bas meant so much to her Buddhism, and
since a thousand years is neither here nor
there in the Chinese mind, the visitors of
to-day are received as the immediate brothers
and descendants of the Indian monks,

scholars and sages of yesterday.

There are Parsi merchants in Hong-Kong,

Sikh policemen in Shanghai, , and Hankow
and Sindhis in Peking ; but there is neither
an Indian army nor an Indian navy in China,
neither Indian diplomats nor an Indian
Legation in Peking. Locked away in the
memory of the whole Chinese people, whether
peasant or scholar, established in it
s temples,

carved upon it
s

rocks and embedded in the
shrines o
f

its own heart, seems to lie the
vivid touch of an ancient friendship, o
f

a
n

ancient service rendered and o
f

an ancient

inspiration which affected every aspect o
f

their life. India lives in the mind of China
to-day. “Indo-laidé,” from India, is the
remark one constantly heard a

s we passed
through the streets, and the words are full

o
f

a meaning, which, however sentimental,
however tinged with the associations o

f time
worn ceremony and convention is apparently

very real.

‘India has always been a kind o
f fairy

land in our minds," said the old Civil
Governor in Nanking, “and we had come to

look o
n India a
s
a kind o
f magic source, a

distant Paradise out o
f which, great stream o
f

artistic, devotional and religious inspiration

flowed continuously to China until the thread

o
f

direct contact was broken so many years ago.
We now know for certain that India still lives
and can still inspire.”
Do not think, then, that when you have

read Dr. Tagore's speeches, when you have
seen the presents that have been showered
upon him, when you have been informed,
possibly by Reuter, o
f
a certain opposition

which, enlightened a
s

to the facts on which

it had been misinformed, made its apology
and retired from the scene, do not think that
you have heard half o
r nearly half the story.
There are men in China who are still

convinced that civilisation must have a moral
basis, and that mere material prosperity is

prone to lead a nation to destruction if it

lacks that moral balance which alone can
give it poise and harmony. They have been
struggling in the dark, mocked b

y

those who
could continually point to the advantages o

f

a
n unharnessed materialism, finding entry

from without a
t

the hands o
f

the West and

who urge self-preservation b
y

the adoption o
f

their enemies' own weapons. To such men
the voice o

f Tagore has come, not as that o
f

sage, prophet, reformer, o
r

even o
f poet, but

as the voice o
f
a friend.

Our progress, like that of the sower, has
been marked b

y
a sprinkling o
f

the seed o
f

friendship in a
ll

kinds o
f

corners and in different
types o

f

soil. These cannot but bear fruit in

the future.
As you know our

with a
n event in the political

visit has coincided
field which,
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though apparently insignificant to the minds
of the West, is of vast psychological import
ance, in the East. Japan, through her
victories in war, her alliances in peace time,
and her rapid material advance, had come to
be regarded and to regard herself as one of
the Great Powers, as one of that group
where Orient and Occident were not of
account, but only navies, armies and diplo
matic alliances. The earthquake and her
recent rebuff from America have turned her
eyes on to herself and her own critical
situation surrounded by unfriendly glances on
every side. In desperation she is looking
round for friends and neighbours nearer
home, in the East itself.
Meanwhile China is an unknown quantity.

She has her own group of bureaucrats,
she has trained and has had trained for
her an army of young men, who put their
whole faith in “isms” of one kind or another
that can in a moment be plastered
across the face of her immense land, who
believe in the panacea of scientific progress .
of communism, socialism, industrialism, or
republicanism, as the case may be. But the
people is an agricultural people and the
general state of the country prevents China
being fully exploited for the moment, either
from outside by the diplomat and legation
supported merchants and bankers, or from
within by her own academic idealists of one
kind or another.
Meanwhile from day to day the still small

voice of Russia is heard like conscience,
bruised and stifled, but not yet silenced, a
voice which scorns diplomacy, which calls facts
facts and does not trouble much to conceal
them, especially when they concern the
underground workings of imperialists, and
national dividend hunters.
Into this field our poet has come,

summoning Asia to use her moral judgment,
to stand for the true human relationship of
mutual reverence and respect, to go to the
root of the life of the people and to create
and rediscover in the realm of beauty and
of truth and not to forget her own treasures
of past experience in a world of profit
making, of utilitarian ugliness and of material
power.
His speeches have not yet been trans

lated into Chinese and the message of his
words has so far reached only a mere hand
ful. But his very presence has had it
s effect;

—his apparent delight in all that is beautiful
around him, his interest in everything that

thickly.
is living, in students and their life, in the

girls and the problems o
f

the women, in

Chinese drama, music and painting, in the
Renaissance movements o

f all kinds and in
the revolutionary spirit that is everywhere
abroad, in, literature and poetry, in historial
criticism a

s well a
s in modern experiments

in education. “At last,” say the Chinese,
“here is a foreigner who has come to appre
ciate and not to mock o

r

to exploit, a visitor

to whom we are delighted to act as host and
for whom no hospitality is good enough,
the heir o

f

a great civilisation and the re
presentative o

f
a great historical tradition.”

No less significant perhaps has been the
work o

f

his three Indian companions. Their
visit has been in some respects not unlike

a Cook's tour, -they have travelled from one
place to another seeing monuments and
ancient temples and have collected the tradi
tions o

f

the Indian visitors o
f
a 1000 years

ago, a
s well a
s photographs and pictures

o
f

all kinds. But in their very appreciation
o
f

the best in the ancient relationship o
f

China and India, as well as o
f

Chinese history
itself, and in their study o

f

modern effort

in drama, painting, archaeology and scholar
ship they have cemented friendships o

f

a
ll

kinds and laid the foundations for future
collaboration and for the exchange of ideas
and ideals in every field o

f

mutual service.
Short and rapid, then, though our journey

has been, this visit has had the flavour o
f

one o
f

those poetic gestures o
f impatience

which it has been the joy o
f our founder
president to fling in the face o
f

the world,
never caring much a

t

the moment whether
they were seen o

r

noticed b
y

the world a
t

large.
The future o

f

the world already lies in

the hands o
f

Asia. Russia, China and India
will have to decide what that future is to be.
The old ideal o

f exploiting imperialism is
struggling for breath upon it

s

death-bed.
Disregarding the warning o

f

the catastrophe

o
f

five years ago, it has set its face once
more upon the same road to destruction.
Are we, the nations of East and West, to be

swept a second time into this maelstrom o
f

selfish aggrandisement and thereby to build
our own tombs Or, meeting in friendship,
based o

n
a mutual understanding and appre

ciation, can we rescue humanity and give to

the world a new lease o
f life 2

Tokyo.

June 8
,

1924.
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be actually friendly and cordial in a
ll

their mutual
relations. f the peace of the world is to be main
tained, it will depend very greatly o

n the cultivation

o
f this friendship between #. and China whether

the bonds o
f peace that, hold humanity together

remain Strong. -

How the Chinese love and respect Indians
will become also evident from the hospitality

and careful attention which not only the poet

Rabindranath Tagore but also his companions

received in their country recently. From
the private letters o

f Nandalal Bose and

Kshitimohan Sen, passages from which will

b
e found quoted in translation in our Indian

Periodicals section in this issue, it appears

that these gentlemen received a treatment

which they are not likely to receive in any

other country. This courteous and hospitable
treatment accorded to India's cultural envoys

was characteristic o
f the hoary civilization o
f

China.
We have said that the Chinese love and

respect Indians. But not a
ll

Indians. In

Honkong there are Sikh policemen who
are the servants o

f

the British Government, :

whom the Chinese detest and despise ; be
cause when those who are slaves in their

own country find themselves in a position to

abuse their little powers, they become the
worst and most odious tyrants.

º

Rabindranath Tagore in Japan.

Mr. Andrews' account o
f Rabindranath

Tagore's last visit to Japan in Young India
should b

e read b
y

a
ll

Indians. Mr. Mitsuru
Toyama is one o

f the most venerated men

in Japan, because o
f

his chivalrous character

and courtesy. When h
e and the poet met,

these two venerable men stood still in silence
for a moment. Then Mr. Toyama bowed several
times, after the Japanese manner...of profound
salutation, while the poet after the Hindu , fashionº š. d together and kept his eyesclosed all the While II

l player.

it was the meeting of the Grand Old, Man, º
f

Japan with one from ſndia and solemn, silence fell

o
n the assembled multitude, a
s though they had

been present a
t

a
n

act o
f Worship. The twº

countries o
f

the East seemed to b
e

cemented
together in the bond o

f

love b
y

that ‘....".
On the previous occasion in Japan, when giving a

lecture, the Poet had spoken about the anti-Asiatiº
immigration measure and theº assembled hadexpected him to continue to S o

n

that subject,

which is the burning topic o
f

the day in Japan
and indeed throughtout the whole o

f

the Far East.
But h
e

took a far higher theme. H
e

recalled the
Japanese back to their own souls. The chairman in

his opening words said to him feelingly :

“Your presence hereº is a joy to us, becausevon r teachings have e uS pause and think.

They have entered into our souls, In, days gone
by, your India did this same invaluable service t

º

Japan. Your India can d
o it again for us. Send

u
s

more o
f your philosophers and we shall remain

your infinite debtors.” . . .

The Poet replied to this in remarkable words :

“Last time, when I came to Japan about eight

years ago, I was nervous for your future. I was
nervous a

t

the wholesale external imitation and a
t

the lack o
f spirituality. To-day there is a
n enormous

difference, You have progressed in the way o
f

the
spirit, and this gives me exceeding º: . You hase
asked me for wise men to come from India t

o teach
you ; but you have your own wise men and you

must not neglect them a
s you have done, too often

in the past, in your admiration o
f

the West.; nor
should they hide their light. You must realise that
our spiritual awakening, which is the only true
ppiness, cannot come from outside. It cannot come
from the West o

r

from any other quarter... It must
come from your inner self, from within, The
problem o

f life to-day , is not the problem o
f

amassing material wealth, but o
f true
#}}.ness, the happiness, that comes from within.

This has been the bed-rock o
f the , philosophy o
f

the East. . This, has been your own §lº. also.
Be not ashamed o

f

the religion o
f the soul which

Asia has held sacred all these centuries, B
e

not

ashamed a
t your own spiritual ideals. ...The need

for you now is self-emancipation. This is the
need for every one o

n this earth, to emancipate

self from the gross dross o
f transient pleasures,Y; destroy the true happiness that springs from

within.”

The poet then spoke with great feeling

about the poor.

. ...We must serve those who have served us. That

is the law, o
f human existence, which can never

b
e

violated with impunity. The poor have served
us. It is our turn to serve them. My ambition in

life is to repay them in, whatever way I can : to

illuminate their life with some beauty...; to bring
rays o
f

h
a}. into their existence. If the bestthings o
f

life remain only in the hands o
f

the few
fortunate, then civilisation, is starved, and the age

in which we live is doomed. This injustice towards
the
|..." from

generation to . generation, has now

reached its climax, There, is unrest everywhere.
The whole world is divided into two gamps, the
rich and the poor, the satisfied, and the dissatisfied,

the toilers, and the leisured classes. There is n
o

peace in sight, so long a
s these inhuman divisions

Continue. - -

.."You have asked me, to bring wise men t
o you.

Wise men are not so plentiful. But I would like

to bring to you in Japan; if only I could d
o so, the

Mºor o
f India, my own indian poor ; and I would

ike you to bring to India your own poor o
f Japan.

For if the poor in every land could get into tough
with one another, the countries o

f

the world would
understand and, sympathy would b

e possible. For
it isº, the poor and through the children
ºthe

gdom o
f

God can best be brought on
eartml.

Mr. Andrews concludes his account o
f the

Poet's visit to Japan by saying :

This speech which was º at a gathering o
f

some o
f the wealthiest people in
,

Japan has creatº!

a very great impression o
f

friendliness and goodwill
towards India and has raised the thought o

f India
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in the minds of the Japanese #.". at this criticaltime, when Japan has been stirred as never before
by her exclusion from America. . .

-

Last time when the Poet visited Japan, he was
rejected. After a first outburst of welcome, later
on, when he gave his message truly, andºand spoke of the things of the spirit, the whole
aper press turned round upon him, and warnedne

the Japanese people not to listen to , because
he was the “Poet of a defeated nation.” It was then
that he wrote the 'Song of the Defeated':
* “My master has bid me, while I stand, at the
road-side, sing the song of defeat for that is the
bride whom He wooes in secret. - - -
She has put on the dark veil, hiding, her face

from the crowd ; but the jewel glows on her breast
in the dark, - - - -
She is forsaken of the day, and God's night is
waiting for her with it

s lamps lighted and it
s

flowers wet, with dew. *

She is silent with eyes downcast : she has left
her home behind her. From her home has come
that, wailing in the wind. .

But the stars are singing , the love-song o
f

the
Eternal to a face, sweet with shame and suffering.
*The door has been opened in the lonely chamber.
The call has sounded. And the heart of the darkness
throbs because o

f

the coming tryst.”

In a note appended to this
Mr. M. K

.

Gandhi says :
For a fuller account of the effects of the Poet's
humanitarian and peace-giving mission, I cannot

d
o

better than , refer the reader to the excellent
Viswa-Bharati, bulletins o

n

the visit, issued b
y

the
editors o

f

the Viswa-Bharati Magazine.

account,

Egypt and the Sudan.

Britain has given Egypt independence o
f

a sort, but would not allow it to have control
over the Sudan. "But Zaghlul Pasha would not

b
e satisfied without it
.

With respect to this
attitude o

f

the great leader o
f Egypt, The

Nation and the Athenaeum writes :
Zaghlul Pasha's recent declarations with regard

to the Sudan are profoundly disappointing. . The
oposed conversations between himself, and Mr.
msay MacDonald offered the best possible oppor
tunity for a friendly settlement o

f all, outstan
disputes between Great Britain and Egypt. Now,
however, h

e

has declared that h
e

annot even
enter into negotiations unless full , Egyptian so
vereignty over the Sudan is conceded in advance.
Mr. ºbji could d

o

n
o

less than reply that
persistence in this demand must , make an under
standing impossible. It is true that, our whole posi
tion in Egypt was anomalous and that this may b

e

said to affect our position in the Sudan under the
Condominium o

f

1899. , Nevertheless, we have§." responsibilities towards the peoples of theSudan which we cannot ignore, and our withdrawal
might well entail disastrous consequences both to

the Sudan and to Egypt itself.

This has always been the argument o
f

Britishers when called upon to leave any
country which they have acquired-no

face the

matter, by what means. The Nation conti
nueS :

A
t

the same time we shall d
o well to remember

that the growth o
f anti-British sentiment in Egypt

was fostered b
y

our own, blunders during and
after the war, and if Zaghlul Pasha shows any
sign. of receding from his present impossible
osition, the way should b

e

made easy for him.

In frank discussion between the two , Premiers

it should b
e possible, as Mr. MacDonald said, to

realities o
f

the situation, and to

reconcile British responsibilities with security for
legitimate Egyptian interests.

A
.
G
.

G
.

writes in the same paper :
Zaghlul Pasha's gesture ºn the subject...ofEgypt's claim to the sovereignty o

f the Sudan was.
the retort to Lord Parmoor's intimation that the
Labour Government did notº that claim.It is an unfortunate façt for the Government that
the irresponsible, attitude o

f it
s supporters in the

past raised extravagant expectations among
the tian Nationalists a

s

to what would h
a

}
.

when they game into º: Mr. MacDonalbeen sufficiently emphatic, in disposing o
f

thos:
aghlul Pasha is wise he, willexpectations, and if - -

address himself to making, Egyptian independence
something better than the failure it has been so

far, and discountenange the artificial clamour for
dominion, over the Sudan—a clamour to which the
Labour deputation that went out to Egypt a year

o
r

two ago. gave disastrous encouragement. The
Egyptians have n

o historic claim to the Sudan,
their record there was one of, almost unparallel
evil, it is notorious that the Egyptians themselves
loathe the country and would not administer it if

they could, and the Sudanese, whose voice in the
matter should b

e supreme, and who realize how
their country has been redeemed under British
#liministration, would nºt have the plºues of
Egypt back, in their midst at any cost... The only
locus standi Egypt has in the matter is the contrºl

o
f

the headwaters o
f

the Nile, but if the diffi
culties with Abyssinia are overcome-and in this
matter good relations with Françe are all-impor
tant-there are, I understand, , illimitable resources
for, the requirements both o
f Egypt and , the Sudan
and the interests o

f Egypt in the Nile can b
e

safeguarded without the sacrifice o
f

the Sudanese.
The only internal difficulty in the Sudan itself is
the cult of Mahdism, which is still a considerable
factor. But... that fanatigal , movement has n

o
Egyptian affiliations, and it only becomes a serious
menace when, as a generetion ago, it is the focus o

f

social miseries and discontents.

These facts and views emanate from the
British side. And a

s Britain is interested in

holding the Sudan, they may not b
e quite

correct. It is
,

therefore, necessary to consider
what a third party has to say o

n

the subject.
Leopold Weiss, special correspondent o

f

the
Frankfurter Zeitung in the Near East, writes

in that paper :
..Sudan promises to be, the acutest issue. Egypt
will assert her claim to this country : England, n

º

matter what party is inº will denounce thatclaim as, chimerical. Although England, struggles
against the idea, o

f eventually surrendering Sudan,
and n

o one in that country seriously contemplates

*_
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I. CHINA

12th April, 1924:
Shanghai.

rTHE N. Y. K. boat Atsuta Maru landed the
party consisting of Dr. Rabindranath
Tagore, Miss Green, Prof. L. K. Elmhirst,

Prof. K. M. Sen, Prof. N. L. Bose and Dr.
Kalidas Nag. The morning was bright and the
pier was crowded with the representatives of
the various communities who came to welcome
the President of the mission, the Poet-repre
sentative of India. Mr. Tsemon Hsu, a talent
ed Chinese poet and interpreter of Dr. Tagore,
came on board the ship to take charge of
the party. He was accompanied by Mr. S. Y
Ch'u M. A., Dean of the National Institute of
Self-Government, and other distinguished

members of the Chinese community. The
Indian residents of Shanghai came to a man
to honour their National Poet. They greeted
him with repeated cries of Bande Mataram
and overwhelmed him with garlands and flow
ers. Escaping somehow from the clutches
of camera-men and newspaper reporters Dr.
Tagore motored down to the Burlington
Hotel.
In the afternoon Dr. Tagore and party

were taken outside the city to visit an ancient
Buddhist temple and to enjoy the sight of
the spring blossoms of cherry and peach trees
mute yet profound messengers of the spirit
of Eternal China to the first Poet-guest from
India

13th April :
* Early afternoon the poet was welcomed by
the Indian community in the Sikh temple of
Shanghai. The ladies, greeted him with the
divine song of Mira Bai and an address was
presented in Hindi recounting how every
indian man and woman feels proud of their
poºj for undertaking at this advanced age such
a trying journey to preach the eternal
message of India to China. They assured their
whole-hearted support to the mission of
Visva-Bharati and expressed their hope that
through this mission the Poet would be the
precursor of the spiritual unity of Asia and of
universal peace. Dr. Tagore spoke in Bengali
replying to the address and Prof. K. M. Sen
translated his profound speech in elegant

so that every people that

Hindi. The Poet reminded every Indian assembled
in the Gurudwara what was the eternal
message of all the Gurus of India: from Nanak,
Kabir, down to this age. It was to liberate
our souls from the bonds of the finite into the
realm of the infinite, to embrace the whole
universe with love and service. Let every

Indian remember and practise this great truth
would come into

relation with them would remember the name
of India with gratitude.

After this ceremony Dr. Tagore and party
went to the garden house of Mr. Carsun
Chang, a renowned Chinese scholar and colla
borator of the German philosopher Rudolf
Eucken. The poet was formally presented to
the assembly of Chinese ladies and gentlemen.

Mr Hsu as the mouthpiece of young China
welcomed Dr. Tagore with a meat poetic
speech. He pictured how the Poet had come
to visit China, while she was passing through
a veritable crisis, how the prevailing spirit
was that of scepticism or of materialism, but
he hoped that the radiant personality, the pro
found philosophy and the irresistible poetry

of the Gleat Messenger from India would
dissipate all doubts, disarm scepticism and
revitalise the spiritual thoughts of China.
Tagore replied with genial humour that he

was nothing but an irresponsible poet, that he
had been spoiling time over composing songs
whilst he should have written his Chinese
lectures ' But poets are as capricious as
the spring breeze. They come and go without
a purpose yet, maybe, the world is not a
loser owing to their purposelessness

After this friendly exchange of greetings
the Poet and party were greeted with the
demonstration of Chinese paintings and of
classical Chinese music played by a distin
guished musician on an ancient Chinese harp.

In the morning the Poet and the party
were invited to visit the splendid garden house
of Mr. Hardoon, a rich and influential Jewish
merchant of Shanghai. Tagore's educational
activities have roused special interest in Mr.
Hardoon who has become a life member of
the Visva-Bharati.

14th April:

The Poet and the party were taken over
to Hangchow and the opening days of the- 988
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Indian New Year were spent on the love
ly lakes of Hangchow. Prof. Sen, Prof. Bose,
and Dr. Nag made a thorough search of the
Yin Ling grottos with the sculptures and

Shanghai Port

temples hallowed by the memory of the Indian
saint (Bodhi-jnana 2) who lived and died here
preaching the divine doctrines of Lord Bud
dha to his Chinese brethren.

16th April :
In the afternoon a big public meeting was

organised by the Educational Association of
Hangchow. Here Dr. Tagore touched one of
the deepest points relating to the unification
of peoples. With great feeling and poetic fer
vour he referred to the career of the Indian
saint who so completely identified himself
with the Chinese people that he served them
spiritually till his death. It is through such
loving identification of spirit and self-sacrifice
that India could win the heart of China in
the past and the poet hoped, would do so in
the future. His speech was punctuated with
tremendous applause.
At the end of the public meeting, there

was a tea party in which many distinguished
educationists were present. Dr. Tagore, with
his usual magnanimous language intro duced
the members of his party individually.
Prof. Sen made a short speech and Dr. Nag
spoke on the cultural collaboration of India
and China and its significange on the race
problem of history.

After dinner Dr. Tagore was honoured
by the visit of the oldest living poet of this
area, Mr. Chen-san-li, who was deeply moved
to meet his Indian brother poet. It was a
touching sight to see the hoary Chinese poet
of 75 shaking the hands of Tagore with affec
tionate awe.

17th April :
The Japanese community of Shanghai

honoured the Poet in a dinner in which the
Japanese consul and many distinguished
officers and guests were present. An address
was presented to Dr. Tagore honouring him
as the Poet-Laureate of Asia and the upholder

of the spiritual dignity of the Orient. ... After
dinner the Poet addressed a large gathering

in the audatorium o
f

the Japanese school.
While thanking the Japanese people for the
kind reception and remembering gratefully the
splendid hospitality they showed to him
when h

e visited Japan, h
e reminded them,

with a candour that only poets are capable

Two Manchurian Ladies in China

o
f,

how Japan lost her head during the war,
and how obsessed by Chauvinism the Japa
mese totally misunderstood his lectures on

37—7
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“Nationalism”. At the end Dr. Tagore ex
pressed his deep appreciation of the solid
virtues of the Japanese people and asked
them to remember how all the peoples of the
Orient looked up to Japan and consequently
she had a great responsibility.
The orientation of the Japanese mind since

the great war was amply proved by the tre
mendous ovation with which they greeted the
wórds of Tagore.

18th April:

The poet had the pleasant task of explain
ing his system of education to the charming
girls of the Chinese Women's College. . A few
specimens of the masterly drawings of Prof.
Nandalal Bose were presented to the teachers
and students who appreciated them keenly.
In the National Institute of Self-govern

ment, on the invitation of it
s Dean, Mr. S. Y
.

Chºu, Prof. Sen lectured o
n “Some Aspects o
f

Indian Religion”. Dr. Kalidas Nag also spoke

o
n

the “Unity and Continuity o
f History”.

In the afternoon the poet had to address

a monster meeting convened b
y

2
5 different

societies and communities o
f

China. Here
for the first time Dr. Tagore gave pathetic
utterance to his anxiety about China and the
rest o

f

the Orient infected by the poison o
f

occidental materialism. Shorn o
f

it
s

intellec
tual character and economic advantage which
appertains to the West, this terrible Demon is

working havoc amidst, the eastern peoples,
exploiting them to death, and what is worse,

degrading them b
y

robbing them o
f

their
age-old instincts o

f purity and beauty; with
the degradation o

f

man comes the disfiguring

o
f

the lovely countries b
y

means o
f vulgar

skyscrapers and ugly smoking chimneys. It

is a life and death problem to the Eastern
nations and they must fight combined with

a
ll

the spiritual strength that they have in
herited with a

ll

the moral fervour that they can
command.

20th April : Nanking.

In Nanking the Poet had a special inter
view with the military Governor Chi-shi
Yuan who is shaping the destiny of the three
large provinces o

f South-Eastern China. In
course o

f

this interview Tagore conveyed to

the Governor, the deepest interest and sympa
thy which India feels for China. He showed
further how the basis o

f

the civilisation o
f

these two sister countries was Peace. He
expressed his hope that in the future evolu
tion o
f

the history o
f

China she would be
the colleague and friend o
f

India in the

great crusade against greed, brutality and
murder which are threatening to ruin the
world under the cover o

f

scientific progress
and modern culture. China should settle all

her domestic differences by the magnanimous
principle o

f

mutual concession and then"
emerge strong and self-contained, competent

to make her voice felt again on behalf o
f

Pacifism and Progress.

The Governor accepted these profound
words o

f

the Poet as benedictions from India
which once came a

s

the spiritual monitor and
partner o

f

the inner life o
f

China. He agreed
with the Poet that peace is the only true
foundation of civilisation. He lamented the
dangerous legacy o

f

the West in the form

o
f diplomacy and violence. But h
e hoped

that in near future China would settle all her
differences and work peacefully with India
for the permanent progress of mankind.
On his way back Tagore paid a visit to

the Civil Governor, Han-tze-sue. He was
agreeably surprised to find that this old
Chinese veteran had been following his thoughts
through the summaries o

f speeches given in

the vernacular papers. The governor, liked
especially Tagore's speech in Shanghai before
the Chinese community. He even went so far

a
s

to say that the poet's wonderful messages
understood,may not be most probably

The President of Lotus Convent, at Tsinanfu

misunderstood b
y

the modern generation, but
that a few like him who had the privilege to

dive into the depths o
f

Indian spiritual
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wisdom as enshrined in the Buddhist scriptures,

would ever be thankful to Tagore for bring
ing that eternal message back to China in
the day of her worst depression and de
gradation.

In the afternoon Dr. Tagore made an
impassioned appeal to the younger generation

of China in the spacious hall of the Nanking
University. The upper balcony was about to
collapse owing to overcrowding; fortunately
the disaster was averted, and the Poet, all
unperturbed amidst that miraculously stopped
catastrophe, called the dormant youth of
China to arise and to join the Poet in his hymn
to Everlasting Life and in his campaign against
vulgarity, avarice and violence that threaten
the civilisation of man.

22nd April :
Dr. Tagore and party arrived in Tsinanfu,

the capital of the Shantung province. Prof.
Sen, Prof. Bose and Dr. Nag went to visit
the “Society for the Revival of Buddhism” orga
nised by Justice Mai, a learned Buddhist.
They also had the privilege to visit a Chinese
nunnery of the Lotus sect.
In the afternoon the Poet addressed a

huge open air meeting: he candidly said that
he was almost sure that his message of
idealism would not be accepted by the

-

Mr. Liang-Hsu-Ming, a Great Savant of
of Peking versed in Buddhist Scriptures

majority. But it did not really matter if it
was accepted on rejected. His function was
to realise and to pronounce Truth. His con_

º

Miss Lin, Dr. Nag, Tagore, Prof. Sen andMiss Lin łºf Bose in Peking
viction was firm that some day people would
understand that real progress is not in the
path of ugly materialism and deadly selfish
ness but in that of altruism and creation of
beauty.
After this address the Poet was carried,

amidst deep applause, to the Shantung Christian
University. Here he gave the audience a
history of the school of Santiniketan , and
also the story of it

s gradual development into
Visva-Bharati. The speech was keenly appre
ciated b

y

the teachers and professors o
f

the
University.

Peking,

23rd April :

In a special train arranged b
y

the govern

o
r

o
f Nanking, escorted and saluted b
y

the
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guards of the Republic, Dr. Tagore arrived

in Peking in the evening. The platform was

crowded with visitors, friends and members of

the reception committee. A few Parsee and

Miss Lin, and Tagore within the Palace of
the Forbidden City–Peking

Sindhi merchants, that were here, came to pay

their homage to their Poet, and garlanded
him, whilst the Chinese crowd shouted and

burnt crackers. Dr. Tagore and party were
accommodated in the Hotel de Pekin.

25th April:

The first formal reception was given to

Dr. Tagore and party in the historic Imperial
Garden, inside the hall where the former
emperors used to receive foreign ambassadors.
Nearly fifty distinguished men, ex-ministers,
statesmen, philosophers, professors—in fact a
sub-committee of the nation-builders of modern
China– assembled there to do honour to the
"Grand Old Man” of India: Mr. Hsung-shi-ling

(once Prime Minister), Mr. Wang-ta-shi (once
Minister of Foreign Affairs and ambassador to
Japan), Mr. Fang-yuan-lien (once Minister of
of Education, now President of the Normal
University), Mr. Lin-chang-min (Minister of
Justice), General Tsiang, Mr. Tsai-yuan-Pei

(Chancellor of the Peking National Univer
sity), Mrs. Hsiung-shi-ling (President of the
Red-Cross Society and a great worker in the

cause of female education), Miss Y. Yang

| President of Women's Normal College),

Dr. Hu Shih, Ph.D. (author of the History of
Chinese Philosophy and the Intellectual

Mr. Liang-su-Ming
of the Easterfi and

leader of young China ),
author(Philosopher,

A Gate within the Palace of the “Forbidden City"—
Peking. Beyond the gate, is seen, another natu
ral gate formed, by , the coalition of , two
trees. It is believed that if , a married
couple pass through that Arborial Gate
they become happy and prosperous

the Western Culture—their respective outlook

on life), Mr. Carsun Chang (Collaborator of
Eucken in the “Philosophy of Life in China
and Europe”). Mr. P. C. Chang (Dean of the
Tsin Hue College), Mr. Johnston (Private
Tutor to the ex-Emperor and author of-- -

Poet Tagorº, with the Great . Learned man of
China, Mr. Liang-Chi-Chao in the Sun-Po
Library garden in the “Forbidden

City”—Peking
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• One

several works on China), Mr. Wilhelm
(Professor, Peking University) and many

other distinguished personages gathered

under the Presidency of Mr. Liang-chi-chao,
of the builders of the New Republic.

In welcbming Tagore Mr. Liang-chi-chao
delivered a great speech recounting the
glories of the past history in which
China and India collaborated. He said
that the Chinese always looked upon India
as an elder brother, and Tagore by offering
his spiritual aid at this critical stage of
Chinese history had really acted as an elder
brother. China would remember this fact
with gratitude. He wished that the noble
mission of Tagore be fulfilled. Mr. Liang
promised to deliver two lectures to prepare the

Kaifeng Bell, Built during the Chao Dynasty,
Sth century B. C. :

mind of the Chinese public by giving them
an outline history of Sino-Indian relations.
Dr. Tagore replied in a dignified speech which
by its depth as well as by social qualities
charmed the heart of his audience. He earn
estly hoped that for the future China and
India would join hands fraternally and work
for the Peace and Unity amongst mankind.

26th April:
The Poet and his party were welcomed by

the priests of Fa-yuan-ssu, one of the oldest
temples of Peking. Here under the lilac
trees Tagore, addressed the priests and the
members of the Young Men's Buddhist Asso

o -

ciation. The temple bell sounded its rich
music and the Poet also in his wonderfully

musical voice expatiated on the deathless
doctrine of maitri-universal love, like a Bud
dhist saint of yore.

The ex-Emperor of China

In the evening Prof. Sen and Dr. Nag had
a long talk with Dr. Hu Shih in his splendid

thelibrary on various thought-currents of- -
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modern China as well as on the possibility

of the compilation of the history and philo
sophy of Buddhism through the collabora
tion of Indian and Chinese scholars.

27th April :
This morning the ex-Emperor with his

empresses and retinue received Dr. Tagore
and party in the historic palace of the “For
bidden City.” Mr. Johnston, as the master
of ceremonies, piloted the whole party. After
the exchange of greetings, the Poet offered a
few books of his with his autograph to the
Emperor and a pair of auspicious Indian
bangles to the two queens. They were re
ceived with great pleasure and the queens
like two lovely apparitions disappeared behind
the curtains. The Emperor did Dr. Tagore a
unique honour by conducting him personally
through that gorgeous maze of Imperial
grandeur; massive gates, huge towers, gigantic
court-yards shining with the reflected light of
the unique glazed tiles, the hall of audience,

A Staircase of the Temple of Heaven in Pekingi

the hall of ambassadors, the hall of Imperial
archives, and last, though not the least, the
Throne Room where only a very privileged few
could enter. Then taking the Poet down the
dream-like gardens, the Emperor showed the
Taoist, Confucian and Buddhist temples attached
to the Palace. In a quiet corner of the
garden the imperial camera party was lying
in ambush. A special photo was taken with
the ex-Emperor and the Poet standing side
by side. Then the court-poet was ushered

in and another photo-duet with the two re
nowned poets of India and China followed. Last
ly the whole imperial party and the Indian
mission party were taken in a large group.
The Emperor and Empress entertained Dr. .
Tagore and his troupe with Imperial tea and
light refreshment in his private appartments.
Thus after over two and a half hours of enter
tainment the ex-Emperor bade Dr. Tagore and
his party a warm farewell presenting a big
picture of the Buddha with the Imperial seal
on it

,

a
s
a souvenir o
f

the interview.

Miss Lin, Poet Tagorº, Mr. Hsu-a Guide and
Companion o

f Tagore in his tour
through China

In the evening the Poet and his party
were entertained in a “Banquet o

f Scholars”,

where some distinguished men o
f

letters hon
oured the Poet-laureate of Asia. On this occa
sion Mr. Lin a renowned art-critic delivered

a splendid discourse o
n

the “Limitations o
f

Chinese Poetry” and very tactfully provoked
the Indian poet to speak a

s

to how he had
managed to revolutionise the rigid classicism

o
f

Indian poetry. Dr. Tagore spoke with won
derful inspiration, fascinating the audience,
dwelling o

n

the creative aspect o
f

the
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revolution in Bengali literature from the
Vaisnava lyrics and the Baul song down to
the compositions of the present age.

• 28th April :
This afternoon, in the vast temple of Agri

culture Dr. Tagore addressed the biggest open
*

Poet Tagºre addressing a meeting in the
est Temple in Peking

air meeting in China. Nearly 10,000 souls were
present and the Indian seer spoke with rare
strength and inspiration on the Ideals form
ing the basis of Oriental life.
Prof. Nandalal Bose was invited by a

renowned Chinese painter Mr. King who
showed him round the modern Sino-Japanese

exhibition in the Central Park. Interesting

discussions followed. Prof. Sen and Dr. Nag
accompanied Mr. Bose through the exhibition.

29th April:

In the morning Dr. Tagore, Prof. Bose,
Prof. Sen and Dr. Nag were received by
Baron Stäal Holstein, Professor of Sanskrit in
the University of Peking. The Baron very
kindly showed, his precious collection of Tibet
an and Chinese antiquities, paintings, bronzes_

Miss Lin, Dr. Nag, Prof. Sen. Prof. Elmhirst
and Poet Tagore

--
Prof. Sen and Dr. Nag with , Baron Holstein,
Professor of Sanskrit in Peking University

etc., as well as the manuscripts with which
he was working. Many important details were
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discussed with regard to the programme of
the exchange of professors and students
between India and China, a programme initiat
ed by Dr. Tagore on the generous support of

The BaronMr. Birla. supported the scheme

An". Farmer nearungmen Hill

|A Temple on the Way to Lungmen Hill

whole-heartedly and generously offered every
help to the first visiting scholar from Visva
Bharati, Pandit W. S. Sastri.

In the afternoon Dr. Tagore spoke to a
group of renowned Chinese painters holding
an exhibition. His appeal to establish closer
relationship between the Chinese and the
Indian schools of painting was warmly res
ponded. To the organisers of the exhibition
generously offered to the Kalabhavan of the
Visva-Bharati a few pictures as a friendly
gift, which were thankfully received.
Later on the Poet and his party were

entertained in the residence of Mr. Johnston
who kindly showed his splendid collection of
books and other objects of art.

30th April :
Prof. Nandalal Bose, Prof. Sen and Dr.

Nag were invited to a round table conference:
some of the greatest living artists of Peking
were present and the veteran painter Mr.
Wang-chi-lin as their mouthpiece, conducted
a three hours' discussion, in the course of
which the Chinese and the Indian scholars

Images in a Grotto on the Lungmen Hill

exchanged their views on art. Mr. H. Mei,
editor of the Morning Post (Peking) kindly
acted as interpreter. Mr. Bose offered a few
reprints and publication of the Calcutta Art
Society for inspection which were much
appreciated and the Chinese Society in return
presented a few Chinese books on painting
which were thankfully received.
The first week of May was spent by Dr.

Tagore in the Tsin-Hue College, the centre of
modern education in Peking and a stronghold
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of American influence. Here the Poet was
besieged by earnest students who interrogated
him from day to day, on diverse questions,

e.g., on his attitude towards modern science,

his theory on art, etc.

An Image of Buddha

Prof. Sen, Prof. Bose and Dr. Nag escort
ed by Prof. Chi Li of the Tientsin Universi
ty, started to visit the ancient relics of

in the Honan
-

Buddhism province. On the

The Five Pinnacled Temple, in Peking. Built
by the Bengalees in the 15th Century

2nd May the party reached Loyang, the cen
tre of Buddhist activities in the Han period.

On the 3rd May they explored the famous
rock-cut temples of Lung-men contempora
neous with the Gupta period of Indian his
tory. On the 4th May the temple of Paima
ssu, the earliest centre of Buddhist activities
in China was visited and a precious collection
of rubbings and facsimiles were collected. *

Museº Lug in the role of Chitra
-

Prof. Kshitimohan Sen in Peking

On the 5th May the party came
Kaifeng, visited the ancient temple with
rich library containing the Ming dynasty
Tripitakas. The superb glazed-tyled Pagoda
and the biggest bronze image of Buddha in
the University compound were also seen.

to
its
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In the evening Dr. Nag was invited to
speak on some problems of modern India and
he lectured on " the Formative Factors in the
History of 19th century India". Starting
from the age of Ram Mohan Roy, he traced
the history of the social, educational and
religious movements that culminated in the
works of Rabindranath and his Wisva-Bharati.

e On the 6th
May the scholars examinedT - -

ºT 7. Agrº. Pºlº.
the remarkable Chow dynasty bronzes (8th
century B. C.) discovered in this area a few
months ago. Then followed a group discus
sion with other Chinese archaeologists on the
problems of Sino-Indian art evolution.
Facsimiles of important bilingual (Chinese
and Brahmi) inscriptions were presented to
the party to be deciphered by Indian palaeo
gºraphists. The authorities of the Museum and
of the University, entertained Dr. Tagore's
party in a lunch and they had also an
interview with the Military Governor of the
Honan Province, Chang Tse Hung, who very
kindly enquired about Dr. Tagore and his
group of professors and expressed his desire
to have a sketch from the hand of the Indian
artist. Mr. Bose offered the Governor a
beautiful work which was received with
great pleasure.

8th May:

The Poet and his party were back to
Peking.

The elite of the capital of the republic

-

flocked to the momentous birth-day ceremony
Indianof the great Poet. Mr. Liang Chi

Temple of Agriculture, Peking

Chao in his opening speech of congratulation
presented the poet with a pair of splendid

(Big Sword) in the Temple of
Agriculture in Peking

seals with the new Chinese name given to
the Poet' Dr. Hu Shih followed by a warm
speech on behalf of the younger generation
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of modern China. Dr. Tagore charmed the
audience as much by his noble utterances as
by his superb Bengali dress Prof. Sen
recited a Sanskrit benediction and Dr. Nag

recited a "Bengali poem from the masterpiece
of Tagore's Balaka.
After the ceremony, the party was enter

tained by the representation of Tagore's

Chitra by the members of the “Crescent Moon”
Club of Peking. The Chinese staging was quite
interesting and the interpretation of the main
role of Chitra by Miss Phyllis Lin was much
appreciated.
Between the 9th and 12th of May, Dr.

Tagore delivered his four public lectures from
the series which he specially prepared for the
Chinese trip. The whole series would soon
be published in Chinese translation by the
Commercial Press, Shanghai. The English
originals also would presently be made
public.

After these days of strenuous activities,

rather trying for his delicate health, the Poet
retired to the Western Hills to recover strength
for the return journey.
Prof. Sen, Prof. Bose and Dr. Nag were

busy giving the finishing touch to their sur
vey of Peking, the heart of modern China,
visiting the important temples, mansions, art
galleries, etc., which go to make Peking a veri
table treasure-house of Asiatic history.

a Buddhist
Temple in Peking

Temple of Date Palm

On the 13th May, Prof. Kshitimohan Sen
was invited to speak in the Peking University

on “Hindu Heterodox Systems”—a subject
in which he has specialised. Starting from the
Rig and the Atharva Vedas, Prof. Sen sur
veyed the great development of Hindu hetero
doxy in the middle ages with great saints
like Kabir, Nanak, Dadu and others. The
speech was highly appreciated. Dr. Hu Shih
acted as interpreter.

On the 16th May Prof. Bose and Dr. Nag
had the privilege of presenting before the
Peking public, a systematic documentation of
Indian art, with the help of the lantern slides
supplied by the Indian Art Society of Cal
cutta. Starting from the earliest aniconic mo
numents of ancient India Dr. Nag traced the
evolution of Indian art through its vicissitudes

The Temple of General Kwan, an old
hinese Patriot, nowNº.as a War-God.; the Bronze lion
before the Temple Gate is

8 feet high

the new era in painting inaugurated by Mr.
Abanindranath Tagore and his talented dis
ciples. Projections of representative pictures of
Mr. A. N. Tagore, Mr. Nandalal Bose, . Mr.
Suren Ganguly, Mr. Asit Haldar, amongst
others, were keenly appreciated. The famous
art journal Rupam' edited by Mr. O. C. Gan
goly and other publications of the Calcutta
Society of Art were exhibited to the Chinese
public on this occasion.

18th May :
The chancellor and the authorities of the
Peking National University bade farewell to
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Dr. Tagore and his party. On this occasion
the poet pronounced some of his deepest
thoughts roused by the actualities of Chinese
life. Dr. Hu Shih made a deeply touching
speech offering the final vote of thanks to the
great Indian seer who came and conquered
the heart of young China.

19th May :
• Dr. Hu Shih took Prof. Sen, Prof. Bose, Dr.
Nag through the Sinological department and
museum of the Peking University which
proposed to exchange its publications with
those of the Visva-Bharati.

Students—old and young-of Tei-nan, Buddhist
School: , The students on the right, Mr. Yu,
will shortly come to the Visva-Bharati to

study Sanskrit

In the afternoon Dr. Tagore
the International Institute in which every
religion of China was represented. Dr. Gilbert
Reid, the secretary, introduced Tagore as a
great spiritual teacher of modern India, and
Tagore gave his spiritual autobiography in his
address “A Poet's Religion.” Prof. Sen spoke
later on about the spiritual discipline of
Indian sages and Dr. Nag gave an exposition
of the religious and philosophical position in
the general evolution of Indian idealism.
Mr. Mai-lan-fong, the greatest living actor

of modern China, entertained Dr. Tagore and
party by a special representation of “Goddess
of the Lo river."

20th May: -

Dr. Tagore and party left Peking amidst

spoke in .

enthusiastic cheers and touching friendly
farewell.

21st May: -

Dr. Tagore and party, escorted by Mr.
Westharp, (Director of the School of Foreign
Languages, Shansi) arrived in Taiyuanfu,
capital of Shansi.

22nd May:

Dr. Tagore had a long and profound
conversation with the learned Governor of the

rospective student ofMr. D. C. Yu, a
Visva-BharatiSanskrit in

Shansi province, Yen-Shi-san. He is one of
the very few true idealists of modern China
struggling to build the new Republic on some
solid moral foundation. Thanking the poet
for his kind visit the governor asked several
questions on the principles of government and
the Indian seer replied with a keenness, a far
sightedness and a grasp of the fundamentals
that evoked deep admiration from the Confucian
governor. It was a symbolical meeting—
between this Hindu seer and the Chinese
administrator. Especial facilities were offered
for an experimental farm in Shansi to be
organised by Mr. L. K. Elmhirst, Director
of the Rural Reconstruction Department of
Visva-Bharati.
In the afternoon, Tagore addressed the

huge audience of Taiynanfu on the moral
basis of wealth and its responsibilities touch
ing the very basis of modern Economics.
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*. sº

Mr. Talati-a Parsee Merchant, Dr. Nag, Mr. Yu and Prof. N. L. Bose—artist

Mr. Elmhirst then gave an impressive

address describing the work of Rural Recon
struction in Sriniketan.

At night the governor entertained Dr.
Tagore and party to a dinner in his palace.

25th May:

Dr. Tagore and party came to Hangkow

and addressed an open air meeting in which he

with prophetic fire spoke on Dharma, Eternal
Verity as the indispensable basis of a

ll

human
organisations. Deviations from Dharma may be
temporarily successful, but the punishment is

inevitable in the form o
f total destruction.

He advised China to build on Dharma this bed
rock o

f all civilisations.

At night Dr. Tagore and party sailed for
Shanghai in the river boat “Kut-woo”. Nearly
200 Sikh and other Indian residents came to

bid the party farewell.

28th May:

Dr. Tagore and party landed in Shanghai. In

the evening Dr. Tagore spoke o
n his Philo

sophy o
f

Education before a select audience

in the house o
f

the Italian friends Mr. and

Mrs. Bena who had the honour o
f keeping

Tagore a
s their guest.

Mr. Sowerby, editor o
f

the China Journal

o
f Science and Art, and a distinguished educa

tionist, paid a warm tribute o
n

the splendid

contribution o
f Tagore in the cause o
f

children's education.

29th May:

This is the last day o
f Dr. Tagore in China

and the day o
f sailing for Japan. Naturally

the day opened with a warm reception in the
splendid Japanese College in the suburb o

f

Shanghai. In his address to the Japanese

youths Tagore appealed strongly to their time
honoured moral virtues o

f
heroism that was

beautiful and a sense o
f beauty not devoid o
f

strength. His deep appreciation o
f Japanese

culture and character roused great enthusiasm
and most important questions were discussed

in the lunch that followed in which many

distinguished Japanese officers and professors

consulted Dr. Tagore o
n several problems

confronting modern Japan.

The Chinese Community bade farewell in
the same house o

f Mr. Carsun Chang where
he was first welcomed. In that connection,

while thanking his Chinese friends Dr. Tagore

made a brilliant retrospective survey o
f his

tour through China.
Lastly the Moslem, the Parsee and the Sindhi

communities o
f Shanghai organised spécial

meetings to bid their Poet a happy return
voyage and each community expressed its
sympathy for the great work that Dr. Tagore

is doing, by presenting a purse for his Visva
Bharati. Tagore made fitting reply to each

o
f

these friendly addresses and sailed for
Japan in the Shanghai-Maru specially

supplied by the Nippon Yusen Kaisha.
K.
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There are only five throned mendicants who can be
glassed reasonably with the Buddhist monarch–
gus Aurelius and Constantine in the West,

Hosiao Yen and Kumarapala in the East, and Akhna
ton in the South ( t)

. But Asoka, a
s
a character,

a number o
f advantages. He was more tolerant

than , the Stoic, king, more self-sacrificing self
forgetting than the Christian sovereign, much greater

and more balanced than the Chinese emperor and
more extensively andº philan hic
than the Egyptian Pharaoh. As personalities there

# Emore in common between Asoka and Akhnaton
than any other rulers, a

s a close similarity, not usual

ly noticed because o
f

the distance o
f

time and space

in history. Yet historically Akhnaton is the first
great., peace-loying king, “the first idealist and
individual of history,” the first royal sage to see the
Vision, however dim, o

f

the brotherh o
f

man and
the ... fatherhood o

f

God. Mr. Hogg, in his
brilliant sketch in The Venturer, o

f September, i917.
SayS :

“Akhnaton definitely refused to d
o battle,

tº ºfthat a resort to arms was a
n

offence to God.
Whether fortune o

r misfortune, gain or loss, was to

b
e his lot, h
e would hold to his principles. Like a

greater than himself, h
e

made his grave with the
wicked, despised. and rejected o

f men...The first
eXperiment in political non-resistance was thus made
from a throne.
When , it is

,

remembered that Akhnaton, was also

a convert and had to, go, against tradition, the
resemblance becomes strikingly clear.

In ancient history there seems to b
e

n
o parallel

to the achievements o
f Asoka, demonstrating universal

goodwill to a
ll living beings, great and small, like

that of his master the sage o
f

the Sakyas.

Mr. H
.

G
.

Wells pays a glowing tribute to the
uryan Emperor for a life which is a

n example

to the world, yet unapproached b
y

any ancient o
r

modern king, in its ethical height and perfection o
fjºy and marvellous agreement of theory and

practice.

The Buddhist king united statecraft and º:He had the moral daring to apply to practical politics
the principles o

f Buddha the Enlightened, and to}* experiments in order to actualize, for the
rst, time, in history o

n a national scale the funda:
mental ideals o

f
. Buddhism. Consciously, and

gourageously h
e

set himself to work out, the mind o
f

Gautama into the world o
f

hard facts and unchanging

lities. In the language o
f Mr. Wells :

He was the first monarch to make a
nº:

to educate his people in , a
,

common, yiew o
f

the
ends and way o

f

life. He is the only military monarch

9
m record who abandoned, wa after victory.

For eight and twenty years h
e sanely worked for

the real needs o
f

men. Amidst the tens o
f

thousands

9
f
, names o
f monarchs that crowd the columns o
f

history—their majesties and graciousnesses and
Serenities and rºl highnesses and the like—the
name o

f

Asoka shines, and shines almost alone, a

star” 4The Outline o
f

History, pp. 211-12).

Rabindranath Reviewed

Prabuddha Bharata publishes a
n article

b
y

Haripada Ghosal, Vidyabinode, M.A., M.R.A.s.,

in which h
e says :

After the momentous year o
f

1905 when Bengal

was convulsed with the tremendous waves o
f

nationalism in consequence o
f the Partition o
f Bengal

the feeling, and poetic heart o
f

Rabindranath could
not remain idle. bindranath's patriotic enthusiasm
advanced step by... step only to reach the highest
flight o

f , humanitarianism. His Pegasus soared
high and . flapped his wings in the lofty aerial
region o

f idealism, The want of the concrete has
eyer been the great bane o

f Rabindranath's poetry,

His patriotic lyrics, are sometimes, the very quintes.
§ence o

f poetry. The vision o
f India, great and free,

inspired his poetic soul. But his mysterious dis.
appearance from...the heated, and fiery arena o

f

controversial, politics, was attributed to many reasons
and was interpreted in different ways. The real
fact was that h

e

became conscious o
f utter self

forgetfulness , which was the result o
f

his all
absorbing patriotism, , which overshadowed every
Qther thing in him, and dominated his whole being.
When the love o

f country overstepped it
s proper

limits, when it swallowed u
p

his very existence in

the super-abundance, o
f patriotic fervour, when h
e

found that the part was going to b
e

the whole,

and was inning to assert it
s power, beyond, it
s

legitimate bounds, h
e is t it and, with a

giant's strength, crushed it and me himself the
master instead o

f it
s

slave. . . .

In the last. phase of Rabindranath's poetry we
see his ecstatic joy o

f losing individuality in the
great universe. To him the highest state o

f

man's
enjoyment—the summum bonum . o

f

his life—is
disinterested, self-sacrifice. A man is not capable, o

f

nobility, until the shackles o
f

his self-interest fall
until the expansion o

f

his heart is brought about

b
y

complete self-surrender, and h
e oversteps... the

narrow pedestal o
f

his own personal considerations,

however, enlightened they may be, and launches
upon the fuller, universe beyond. ...where
personality , is . eliminated and individuality
1S wned in the , wave, of ..., universality.
That, all, the nations o

f
the earth will forget their

individuality, their geographical limitations, their
ethnological peculiarities, and their mutual hatred
and, malice, and b

e equal partners, in a Fºworld-federation, , is now the great ideal o
f

the
poet. , His superb , and , fine poetic ear hears the
symphony o
f world-music, inaudible to the hard
and , cold practical man o
f the world, and he waits
for that psychological moment, when dissonant and
jarring notes o

f narrow, patriotism which sets one
natien against another, which blots out the natural
connection between man and man, and which
transforms the smiling plains, and, blooming fields
into a hideous and terrible Golgotha a

s was
witnessed a few years ago, are all things o

f the
past.

The Late Mrs. Ramabai Ranade

The Social Service Quarterly gives u
s

a
n

article o
n the great Maharastra lady. It is

from the pen o
f

B
.

A
. Engineer. Says Mr.

Engineer :

Her death has removed from, our midst a pro

minent social reformer and social worker.
Ramabai while still very young, when she had
barely completed her thirteen years, was given in

marriage to the late, Mr. Justice Ranade , as a

second wife. Her education proper then, began.
Her illustriºus husband took upon himself the rºs
ponsibility and task o

f educating his young wife,
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-
-country, but degenerate India more and more into
a land of coolies. - - - - --
. In the ratio in which this, exploitation, becomes
intense, the Indian political problem will, I fear,
grow more difficult.

Mr. Smgh gives reasons for his apprehen
S10n.

The opposition to , Indian Home Rule, which
proceeds. from the classes from which the British
officials in India are recruited, though formidable,
is nothing compared with that which comes from
the mill-owners in the industrial counties of England
and Scotland, particularly Lancashire and contiguous
counties, from the great banking, export and import
and shipping houses with headquarters in the §of London and connections in India, and the Britis
firms which have been able to secure contracts run
ning, into tens of millions sterling for, stores needed
by the Government departments, and railways in
India, manned, at the top, by Britons who naturally
refer to patronize, their own people and to

,

use
ritish products. . The very existence o

f
these

ritish financiers, industrialists, commercialists, and
middlemen is menaced b

y

the transfer o
f political

#. in India from Britons to Indians, and b
y

the
evelopment o

f

Indian industry, commerce, and
banking through Indian agency and under Indian
control. The more shrewd among them realize
that their effort to retard Indian self-government
will, sooner or later, fail, and some of them have
seen the wisdom o

f abandoning commerce with
India in favor of setting up industries in that coun
try and have thus found a means of adding to their
wealth, a

t
a much faster rate than would b
e possible

through the investment o
f

the same capital in

Britain, where labor ismuch dearer and more unruly
than is the case with Indian workers.

* The writer explains the reasons why
British Industrialists in India are protectionist
and why the Legislative Department o

f

the
Government o

f India are not opposed to

giving protection to certain industries.
During my recent Indian tour. I was surprised to

see the rapidity with which mining, licences were
being acquired b

y

British individuals and syndi
cates, and sites were being bought for building mills,
factories, and workshops, , and with which British
firms were, setting up chemical, laboratories, iron
and steel mills, cement works and the like. I found
these British industrialists strongly protectionist, and
have little doubt that, but for the demands put for
ward b

y

them the bill, which has been framed to

give, Protection to certain classes o
f

Indian steel
would never have emerged from the Legislative
Department o

f

the Government o
f India until that

overnment had ceased to b
e preponderatingly

ritish in personnel, as it is to-day. I have even
less doubt that their, representatives in the Legis
lative Assembly will throw a

ll

their weight in favor
of this measure.

Mr. St. Nihal Singh thinks that the re
medies which Indians are thinking o

f apply
ing to prevent the exploitation o
f India by

the starting o
f

factories in our country by
British capitalists, are “quack remedies.”
Says he -F
Even those Indians who are alive to the dangers

arising from the rapid increase in the number 9f

Britons, bent upon exploiting Indian resources in

materials and men feel that they can, check the
menace b

y

applying quack remedies, such a
s insist

ing upon the registration o
f companies in India,

and the inclusion o
f
a certain number o
f

Indians
upon a B o

f

Directors. They little realize that
such means have been tested and found, wanting.

It is not impossible, on... the contrary, that a time
may come when the British industrialists in India
may find it to their advantage to form a

n

alliance
with the Indian industrialists and thereby create a

caste o
f monopolists which will sweep every

before it
,
It would have been helpful if Mr. Singh

had told his countrymen where, how and
why these remedies have failed, because
thereby they would have been effectively
forewarned ; and if Mr. Singh, , who is a

man o
f

vast information, had told Indians
where the true remedy lay, they would have
been forearmed, too.

Mr. Singh concludes his article thus :
The policies pursued b

y

the British, in India
have, however, bred in, the Indian mind a deep
antagonism toward Free Trade and a great, fascina:
tion for Protection. Indians will look only o

n

the
brighter side o

f life in protected countries—rapid
industrial wth and theº: accessiono

f wealth, They will not see that side b
y

side
with it terrible abuses. have multiplied-grºwin§ slums and political gorruption. Such Britisriends a

s

have sought to draw their attention to

these evils have been condemned a
s self-seekers.

Even Mahatma Gandhi's effort to turn back from
the machine to the handwheel has not arrested the
expansion o

f

industrialism o
r

the spread o
f

the
Protection fever, -
The Government o
f

India probably thinks that b
y

seeming to bow to the Indian will in this matter.
and a
t

this time—it will gain a political advantage.

It is
,

however, impossible to conceive that, the
Labor Government will give it leave to feed Indians

o
n

meat sufficiently. hº spiced to satisfy theirappetite fo
r

Protection. The faste which they will
acquire will only make them feel that they cannot
satisfactorily deal with their economic ºuntil they have first got the political problem out

o
f

the way.

The last sentence quoted above perhaps

suggests the direction in which ... the real
remedy is to be found. As according to H

.

H
. Wilson, Indian industries were crushed

b
y

England b
y

the use o
f political power,

so the industrial regeneration o
f India will

b
e possible only b
y

the regaining o
f politic

a
l power. --

Rabindranath Tagore's Visit to China.

Rabindranath Tagore's visit to China has
led The Living Age o

f

America to write
thus :–
Rabindranathºall-- - s visit to China suggests
the possibility of a Asiatic awakening. Not a
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politigo-militaristic movement-the last thing in the
world that the peaceful would desire, but
an aroused sense of intellec kinship. Bertrand
Russell's, visit, exercised a powerful effect upon
certain, classes in China, and John Dewey's influ
ence, though it has been said not to be so great in
directº may ultimately mean even
more than . Russell's ; but both these men,
though they came with open and sympathetic minds,

were merely Westerners, and Westerners at an
age when the mind, no matter how carefully trained,
is not so apt for new impressions. -
Tagore, though no longer a young man himself,
is Oriental. The civilization of China is

,

foreign to

him, but not so foreign a
s

to a
n Englishman o
r

a
n

American. He can speak, to Orientals a
s , one o
f

themselves, and a
t

the Temple o
f Agriculture in

Peking this is what he said :– -

“You are glad that I have come to you as, in a

Sense representing Asia. , I feel., myself that Asia
has been waiting long and is still waiting to find
her voice. It was not always so

.

There was a

time when Asia sayed the world from barism :
then came the night, I do not know how. And
when we were aroused from our stupor b

y

the
knocking a

t

our gate we were not prepared to

receive Europe, who game to u
s in pride o
f

strength and intellect, . That is why Europe over;
came Asia. We did Europe injustice when we did
not meet her, o

n equal terms. - -

. “The result was the relation o
f superior to
,

infe
rior—of insult,9n the one side and humiliation.9n
the other... We have been accepting, things like
begg: We have been imagining, that we have
nothing o

f

our own, We are still suffering from
want o

f

confidence in Qurselves. We are not aware

o
f

our treasures. The West came not for us to give

it Qur best, but to exploit u
s

for the sake o
f mate

rial gain. It came into our homes robbing u
s

o
f

our pºssessions,

e must rise from our stupor and plove, that
We are not beggars. That is

,

our. responsibility;
Search in your own homes for things, that are of

undying worth. Then you, will be sayed and will

b
e

able to save a
ll humanity. The West is becom

ing demoralized ºuk, being the exploiter,through exploitation. e want to find our own
birthright. Some of the East think that we should§ and imitate the West. , I do not believe it

.

a
t

the West has produced is for the West, being
native to it

.

But we of the East cannot borrow
the Western, mind o

r

the Western temperament.
:"We must fight with our faith in the moral and
spiritual power o

f

man. We of the East have never
reverenced generals o

r lie-dealing diplomats, but
spiritual leaders, Through them we shall be saved

9
r

not a
t all, Physical power...is not the strongest

in the end. Power crushes itself. Machine guns and
airplanes , crush living men under them and the
West is sinking to it

s

dust. We are not going to

follow the West in competition, in brutality, in

selfishness.”

The Buddhist Temple o
f Boro-Budur in

8,V8.

The same journal informs its readers –
The Dutch Government has undertaken the res
toration and preservation o
f

the ancient Buddhist
temple o
f

Boro-Budur in Java. The temple is sup:

posed to have been erected in the eighth Q
r

ninth
century A.D., when Buddhist kings ruled in Java.

It appears to have been used, however, for only
about two centuries, and the process o

f

deca
have begun some time in the tenth, when Mpham
medan rule was established in the island. In the
sixteenth century there was no interest in monu
ments o

f

the past, and Boro-Budur was allowed tº

decay. By 1710 even the natives of the island had
forgotten about it

,

and it lay neglected, until 1814,
when English officials, during their brief,occupation
caused architectural plans to b

e

made. In 1957 the
Dutch Government ordered a complete photographic

..". and , the recent work o
f

restoration
has been in charge o

f

Colonel Th. van Erp of the
eering, Corps. . . --- - - - -
oro-Budur is built o

n

a hillside, in a tier of

four terraces, each bordered b
y

balustrades which,
like the inner walls, are decorated with some thir
teen hundred panels in high relief illustrating texts

o
f

the Buddhist sacred books. Many o
f

the stones
have fallen out, , and some have been destroyed,
though during the excavation o

f

the surroun
land it was, found that

hang

o
f

the lost stones
were lying buried near by. Seven months were
oçcupied in sorting the thousands o

f , sculptured
pieces most o

f

which have been fitted back into their
original positions. Happily, however, there has
been n

o
effort to replace lost sculptures with

modern imitations,

German Education and Exploitation

During the British occupation o
f India

there was a
t first little or no demand for

British goods. S
o
a taste for British manu

factures had to b
e created by English

education and the conversion o
f

Indians to

Christianity. That this was one o
f

the
motives for western education and Christian
Proselytism in India was shown years ago in

several articles in this Review. This method
has been adopted b

y

the Americans in China
by using the Boxer indemnity to educate
(and Americanize) the Chinese. The Ger
mans are going to try the same method in

that vast country ;-in proof whereof read
the following :

. The German press is, making much o
f

the
inauguration last. May a

t Shanghai o
f

a German
Chinese university. The institution ... embraces
provisionally a

n engineering and a medical school,
and . has accommodations for 400 students. It

,

will
receive matriculants from the graduates o

f a
ll

the
German secondary sch9ols in China, and it

s

stand
ards and courses will entitle its graduates to the
Saline a

s graduates o
f

universities in Germany.
German *; and literature are obligatory
major subjects. The meghanical equipment o

f

the
engineering school is said to be unexcelled, but the
medical department is not yet satisfactorily equipped.
-The Living Age.

º

must
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have the patience required to enable her, to do her
duty properly as wife, and mother, , and this tends
to affect, the peace of the family and the up-bring
ing of their children, Besides this the effect of
women and men, coming into close contact without
the influence of healthy social restraint cannot hut
have the effect of loosening the bonds of sexual
morality, especially in a country like India where
women are not gene accustomed to the free
intercourse between the sexes. The danger to
sexual morality is somewhat increased by ...women
workers being placed in a position subordinate to
men supervisors and officers. In those industries
where the employees do not belong to the city or
province but are immigrants from other distant
provinces as on tea estates and in the jute mills of
Calcutta there are a larger number of cases of women
workers and men workers living together in irre
gular relation. Again the workers in factories gen
nerally come from distant places and naturally men
being in a better position to leave their homes in
villages the factory population as well as the popul:
ation in cities always show a smaller proprotion of
women to men. Calçutta for 68, men there are
only 32 women. There is also the factor of . over
crowding in citiesº more than one familyto live in one room. These factors also have their
effect upon the sexual relation, between the men
and women working in industries.

The tendency of the industrial employ
ment of women to loosen the moral bond has
to be counteracted. According to Mr. Joshi,

The remedies against this tendency lie, firstly, in
the education of the women workers and, secondl
in the soº; the condition of work and life
as to cultivate in them the spirit of independence.
As far as possible, the work of supervision over women
workers must be entrusted to women only. Even
then women overseers must have some education.
The present women oyerseers or as they are Galled
in Bombay, Naikinis, have no education at al

l

and!. themselves subject the women workers workingunder them to petty tyrannies. The appointment

o
f lady welfare supervisor b
y

the Tata Sons Ltd.,

in their mills in Bombay, is a step in the right
direction. The appointment o

f

women inspectors o
f

factories and mines will also haye a salutary effect.
Moreover ... the overcrowding in , cities, and the
disproportion between the male and female popula
tion must b

e removed., Besides when men and
women continue ... to work together for a long time
the first evil effects of, free intercourse between
the two sexes to which they are in the beginning
unaccustomed gradually disappear b

y

their being
accustomed to the new environments and being;

able to resist the natural reaction o
f

the sex
g.

As regards the general question o
f

the
solution o

f

the problems originating in the
industrial employment of women, Mr. Joshi
holds :

It is clear that if the , position o
f

the women
working in industries is

,
to b
e improved the effort

must, for some time, Čome from the educated
women belonging to higher classes. But at present
most of the work , which some ... organisations
are doing, is confined to the starting o
f Creches,

provision for "midwives and , such other things.
The work which they are doing is very valuable

and more o
f

such work is badly needed. But these
organisations are conducted b

y

women who belong

to o
r

are connected with the capitalist class and it

is too much to expect them to interest themselves

in the education and the organisation o
f industrial

women workers. There are some hºnourable
exceptions to this general. proposition. . The work
which Ben Anasuya Sarabhai has done in Ahmedabad
for organising not...only women workers but even.
men, workers will always remain a

n object o
f

admiration. But this must be admitted a
s a general

rule that this work will have to be undertaken

b
y

the educated women o
f

the lower middle class
who alone may have the necessary independence

to undertake this work which is not likely to be

popular among the higher classes. The sooner the
industrial women workers are educated, and orga
nised, the better it will be not only for them alone
but for the working classes, and I may even
add, for the country a

s
a whole.

Dr. Tagore's Visit to China
We read in The Treasure Chest :

. The following story is told o
f

the great-hearted
Bishop Hartzell, of Africa — He was at one time
travelling through a part o

f

the country which no
white man had ever visited, and where he was
greeted withº but, threatening looks. Hisservants, who were devoted to him, tried to pacify
the hostile tribesmen b

y

saying, "This man loves
us. He is , one o

f

us... He would never hurt. us..
“How can h

e

b
e

one o
f

u
s

when his face is
,

white ”

asked one o
f

the tribesmen suspiciously. "Oh! Yºhis face is white, but his heart is very, i; black ''

returned a quick-witted servant. This high compli
ment could have been paid only to one to whom
the idea o

f

human oneness was more, than a

beautiful dream. He must have begun, a
ll

uncon
sciously, to live human brotherhood in such a way
that even his servants, recognized it
.

-
With the same spirit has. Dr. Tagore journeyed

o
n
a unique ministry of friendship to China. As
his audiences in one city after another listened to

him, they forgot that h
e

was Indian and they were
Chinese. They remembered only that they had the
same moral idealisms, the same spiritual hungers.
And they felt an instant and instinctive response, to
his challenge to keep, at all costs, their ancient spiri
tual culture. Through commerce o

f

the best minds o
f.

these two great lands a ..".will b
e experienced

which is never, achieved o
n

the material plane...It

is a unity which recognizes and prizes individuali

in itself and other nations a
s
a means b
y

whic
life is enriched, but which finds its true self in

losing its separate, o
r exclusive, self.

“This” or “That”.

Mr. M. H
. Syed writes in The

Magazine :
In Sanskrit philosºphy 'this always refers to

the outer world and that’ to the Supreme Self.

In calmer moments one should ask oneself which

o
f

the two is of most worth. In the course of our
evolution, we have to-experienge both this and that.
There are some who have had enough experience

Vedic
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is not so—that the delivery of a vote takes up a
very short time at considerable intervals? that a
man must have some leisure, and may...very, well
expend it

,
if he please, in studying politics? that a

change o
f thought is very good for the weary brain?

that the alteration o
f employment is a positive and

mºst valuable relaxation? you are quite right; out
side interests are healthy, and prevent Hº: affairsfrom becoming morbidly engrossing. he study o

f

large problems checks the natural tendency, to be

absorbed in narrower questions. A man is stronger,
healthier, nobler, when, in working hard in trade or

in profession for his home, he does not forget h
e is

a citizen o
f
a jº, Nation. I can think of few

things more likely to women real good than any
thing which would urge them to extend their inter
ests beyond this narrow circle o

f

their homes. Why,
men complain that women are bigoted, narrow-mind;
ed, prejudiced, impracticable. Wider interests would

d
o

much to remedy these defects. If you want
your wife to be your toy, or your drudge, you d

o

erhaps wisely in Shutting u
p

her ideas within the
our walls o

f your house, but if you want one who
will stand at your side through life, in evil report

a
s

well a
s

in good, a strong, large-hearted Woman,

fi
t
to be your comfort in trouble, your councillor in

difficulty, your suppºrt in, danger, worthy to b
e

mother o
f your children, the wise guardian and

trainer o
f your sons and your daughters, then seek

to widen women's intellects, and to enlarge their
hearts, b

y

sharing, with them your grander plans of

life, your deeper thoughts, your keener hopes. Do
not keep your brains, and intellects ſº the strife o

f

politics and the conflicts for success, and give to

your homes and to your wives nothing but your

ºscending carelessness and your thoughtlessOWe.

FOREIGN PERIODICALS

Rabindranath Tagore and Institution
Building.

In 'the course o
f

a speech delivered o
n

the 3rd June last at Osaka, Japan, Rabindra
nath said, as reported in the Osaka Asahi :
“There are men.strong o

f

arm and with strength

o
f purpose who build institutions, stone over stone,

brick upon brick, every day, and they finish their
building before, the eyes of, the public, but I do

not belong to them. I am like a seed-sower who
just scatters a few seeds on the soil and then does
not have the time, to see if they germinate, and

I may g
o away,with misgivings in my heart that

such seeds, will never come into their fulfilment.
But still this is my mission, and when I have
come in your midst, I have come with this pur
pose. . I gannot help you in building u

p

some solid
organisationſ—something which will be visible and
tangible to you, but I shall walk among you, and
very many of you will not know that I have done
anything which is o

f any practical value, because

it is not obvious.”

This is a correct characterisation o
f

one
aspect o

f

the poet's personality, but it does
not exhaust it

.

He also possesses a genius

o
f
a practical order, a
s Mr. C
.

F. Andrews
says in the Manchester Guardian, "whose
greatest poems were to b

e found embodied

in the brick and stone and mud and thatch

o
f

a
n actively progressive institution and

settlement a
t Bolpur, which was to revolu

tionise many o
f

the social and educational
ideas o
f

the modern world ' Mr. Andrews
continues -a
Rajindranath's early, manhood was spent away
hom Calcutta, a
t

his father's estate o
n the banks o
f

the Ganges among the village peo
the affairs o

f
the estate, and I have heard from

n
o

less a
n authority than Sir P. C
. Roy, who is a

practical man o
f
Science that, the poet was a very

capable manager indeed. It was during those
twºnty years of estate management that his novels
and short, stories were written. They contain
marvellously accurate pictures o

f

the life and
character o

f his own people. Among his fellow.
countrymen, these prose, works

j
a place in

public esteem not a
t a
ll

inferior to that o
f his

poems.

O
f

Rabindranath's school a
t Bolpur, the
Manchester Guardian article says:

le
.

He managed

"After many tentative efforts the way seemed
clear, and he founded a

t Bolpur, to dº nº of
Calcutta, a school out o

f
a handful o
f boys, to

whom, he was teacher, play-mate, and father in
ºne. For many years his efforts met with very
little encouragement indeed. All the time, however,
he was gaining ever fresh confidence that his work
was a

t length based upon a sure foundation. The
Vast stores o

f his intellect and imagination were

hºº! layishly forth in the service o
f his pupils.

is school became the laboratory o
f a
ll

his new
social experiments. His own boys became his
teachers. A method was gradually elaborated which
has had remarkable affinities with all that is most
vital in the new educational ideas o

f

the West. For
many years I have, taken part in this work and
studied a

t

first hand the poet's ideal. Nowhere

in the world, have I seen happier children than
those whom he has taught in his own school at

*"ºn du
t

this was not to be the end o
f

his practica
undertakings.

D |

When the war was over, he travelled about the
World, and visited England and Europe once more,
this time inviting those who could rise above
national and racial barriers to ioin him in realising:
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his ideal of an international fellowship of study
and research at Bolpur where East and West
could meet. The response has already been remark:
able. While, the school still remains in a central
place amid the academic and social life of Bolpur
and the voices of the young children are never
absent, an international settlement has been estab
lished side by side with the school, where those
who come from, the countries of the West meet in
brotherhood with those whose traditions are of the
East. Asia and Europe are one in that home of
world-culture.

Of the practical constructive work in
agriculture and village reconstruction, carried
on at Sriniketan, Surul, near Bolpur, regular

readers of Welfare and this Review have
some idea.

Where Statesmen Come From.

Lindsay Rogers writes thus in the New
Republic regarding the composition of the
British Parliament :
The major groups of Conservative, and Liberal
members of , the present House of Commons have
been classified by Mr. Harold J. Laski in a recent
issue of the Manchester Guardian :

Finance ..
.

19 Doctors ... 3

Coal 8 Land ..
. 20

Lawyers ..
.

85 Teachers ..
.

5

Army ..
.

20 Merchants ..
.

54

Navy ..
.

8 Engineering and steel 24

Textiles ..
.

21 Journalists ..
.

16

Brewing ..
.

5 Transport ..
.

17

Rentiers ..
.

68
-

One-fourth o
f

the members o
f the Conservative

party hold hereditary, titles o
r

are , intimately
related to members o

f

the House o
f Lords. O
f

the
rentiers listed in the table, fifty-eight are Conser
•vatives; the army and navy seem to continue their
traditional Conservative bias. Only eleven members

o
f

the Liberal party are closely, associated with the
aristocracy, and, a

s Mr. Laski, says. Liberalism
therefore attracts pre-eminently the middle classes

o
f

the community.” In the House of Lords. there
are 272 company directors (a nºerage has a distinct
value in a stock prospectus). There are 242 peers

who represent landowning interests, and, according

to an estimate made last year by the Lahor
Research, Department. 227 peers own 7,362.009
acres o

f land. Sixty-nine insurance companies have
106 peers a

s

their representatives; forty-two banks
have sixty-six members; six peers are newsmaner
owners, and twelve are brewers, hardly a sufficient
number to justify reference to the upper chamber

a
s

the “Beerage.”

Capital and industry are thus strongly

intrenched in Parliament ahd the Labour party

offers a striking contrast. Its membership is

made up a
s follows :

Mines . ..
.

4
6 Printin 5

Engineering and ship- Public Šervice 3

buildin ..
.

10 Coöperative 3

General labor 7 Merchants 11

Transport ..
.

1
0 Rentiers 7

ilways ..
.

6 Journalists 14
Textiles ..

.

4 Lawyers 5

Metal workers . ..
.

4 Teachers ..
.

12

Qther trade unions 3
1 Bankers ... 1

Agriculture ..
.

2 Army ... 1

Clergy ..
.

2 Doctors ... 3

Farmers 1 Boot and shoe ... 2

Accountants 1

The trade unions are represented by 136 mem
bers (an increase o

f fifty from the last Parliament),
but the al.". also contains

quite a mixture o
f

intellectuals , and, professional men. Seven are
rentiers, but only one is directly connected with
the aristocracy. The miners, who number one-fifth

o
f the members o
f

the Trade Union Congress,
return one-third o

f

the total Trade Union member
ship in the House o

f

Commons.

The writer then gives some figures relating

to the American congress. The following is

an analysis o
f

the membership o
f

the present

House o
f Representatives :

Lawyers ..
.

262 Journalists ... 13
Bankers ..

.

9 Ministers ..
.

1

Army ..
.

1 Actors 1

Farmers . ..
.

1
0 Doctors 6

Trade union offici- Dentists 3

als Manufacturers 9

Merchants ..
.

4
4

Real Estate 3

Publishers ..
.

1 Engineer 1

Teachers ..
.

13

Members o
f

the Senate are grouped thus :
Lawyers ..
.

58 Journalists 3

Well drillers ..
.

1 Doctors 3

Bankers. ..
.

3 Business-men 6

Advertising ..
.

1 Stock breeders 2

Farmers ..
.

8 Teachers 3

Dentists ..
.

1 Engineers 1

Congress is thus dominated b
y

lawyers, and
modest lawyers a

t that, for the ones with lucrative
corporate gonnections rarely seek membership in
the national legislature.

It would b
e interesting and instructive

to have a similar analysis o
f

the membership

o
f India's central and provincial legislatures.

The Historical Novel.

Cambridge University Press has published

a dissertation o “The Historical Novel” b
y

H
. Butterfield, in reviewing which in The

Nation and the Athenaeum, the Right Hon.

H
.

A
.

L. Fisher says:–
The historical novelist is not bound down to tell
the literal truth. So long a

s h
e presents u
s with a

generally faithful picture o
f the age in which his

story is set, we have no great reason for quarrel.
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Review on a new era in the Irish Free
State, telling us among other things that—
Martial law has been withdrawn from all parts
of the country. The military have handed over the
maintenance of law and order to the civil authority.
That authority has had the wisdom and courage
to disband the militarised police, force which
çonstituted the backbone of the British regime.
In it

s

stead has been substituted the Civic Guard.
which, a

s its name implies, consists o
f

civilians
without lethal weapons o

f any kind, whose
uniform, much less methods, are in n

o way suggest
ive o

f military force. -
The courage shown b

y
the Government in

sending out unarmed men to maintain law , and
order in places where only recently war had been
raging produced a great moral effect upon the
people. The few, attacks which have been made
upon the Civic Guards have served to win them
the sympathy and even the active support o

f

the
population, they, unafraid o

f grave personal danger,
are trying to serve. -
The measures employed by General Eoinºthe head o

f

the Civig Guard, and General W. R. E.
Murphy, the head of the Dublin Metropolitan, police,
have proved so singularly effective that armed Grime
1sºf rarer and rarer. These officers, and Mr.Kevin, O'Higgins, the Minister for Justice their
immediate superior, are young men in the earl
thirties. They knew, nothing about police wor
when they wereº to their present posts;
yet they have established a record which experienced
administrators might well envy.

Ancient Orissa

The Bengal Nagpur Railway Magazine
for October has given a short history o

f

Orissa, in course o
f

which it is stated :

In the 2nd Century B
.

C
.

Asoka raided and con
quered it

,

recognising, apart from the value o
f it
si. tracts, which throughout centuries haverne a reputation second to none for the breeding

o
f

warº : the remarkable standard o
f civili

zation and prosperity attained b
y

the Kalingas,
which surpassed b

y

far that of the neighbouring
States. The inhabitants wºre travellers and many

o
f

them sailors who reached the distant shores o
f

Malaya. Their trade was to a large extent based
upon the cloth produced locally in very large quan
titles, and exported far afield. Diamonds were also
found in quantities sufficient to draw attention to

the richness o
f

the deposits.

The conquest b
y

Asoka , was marked b
y

extra
ordinary ferocity and bloodshed, which was subse
quently deplored '' the victor who

by way o
f

atonement caused edicts to be inscribed upon rocks a
t

Ilhauli near Puri and Jaganda (Jaugada?) near Ganjam.
hese edicts record that during the campaign
150,000 captives were taken, 100,000 were slain a

n

many times, this amount perished. The figures give
one a fair idea a

s

to the population o
f

that time.

The Future

In Thought C
.

F. Andrews
states :

All that I know is that the inevitable trend o
f

Current

human history, a
s it
s

tide is moving forward to-day,

is towards, unification. The scientific discoveries

ºf the modern world are pointing to unification.
The irresistible urge, within man is towards uni
fication. All the higher spiritual forces have their
goal in unification. Every deed of love and sacri
fice, o

f

brotherhood and fellowship, leads to uni
fication. - - - -
When mankind has achieved its goal, it, may b

e

that other forms of colour and º will §:themselves, b
y

which the Many will b
e

reali
anew, tºº. ..merged again in the One.
But all that is beyond our present range o

f know
ledge. For us, as we enter into our own great
hºritage o

f

the future, the way is clear. We
should give to our thoughts and ideas, our hºand aims, n

o less wide a range than that o
f Hu

manity itself. There is ultimately one Race, for us

all,—the Human Race. There is ultimately one
Brotherhood for us all,—the Brotherhood o

f

Man.

Tagore a
s
a Revolutionary

In the same monthly is printed a paper

read b
y

Rabindranath Tagore a
t

the theatre
in Peking in which the poet stated in wha

sense h
e

was a revolutionary. Said h
e –

Revolution must come, and men must risk re
vilement and misunderstanding, especially from
those who want to b

e comfortable, who believe
that the soul is antiquated, and who, ºut their, faith

in materialism and convention. These will
taken by surprise, these stunted children who
belong truly to the dead, past and not to modern
times, the past that had it

s age in distant "...".when physical flesh and size predominated, and not
the mind o

f

man. - - -
Purely physical dominance is mechanical, and
modern maghines are merely . exaggerating our
bodies, lengthening and multiplying our limbs. The
modern child delights in such enormous bodily bulk
representing a
n inordinate material power, saying,
“Let me have the big toy and n
o

sentiment which
can disturb it.” He does not realise that we are re
turning to that ante-diluvian age which revelled, in

it
s production o
f gigantic physical frames, leaving
no room for the freedom o

f

the inner spirit.
All great human movements in the world are
related to some great ideal. Some o

f you say that
such a doctrine o

f

the spirit has been in it
s

death
throes for over a century, , and is now moribund,
that we have nothing to rely upon but external forc

e
s and material foundations. . But I say, o
n

m

part, that your doctrine was obsolete long ago. . It

was exploded in the Spring-time when mere size
was swept off the face o

f

the world, and was replac

e
d b
y

man, brought naked into the heart o
f , crea

tion, man with his helpless body, but with his in
domitable mind and spirit. . - -
The impertinence o

f

material things is extremely
old. The revelation of spirit in man is modern :

am o
n

it
s

side. for I am modern.. I have explained
how I was born into a family which rebelled, which
had faith in it

s loyalty to a
n

inner ideal. If you
want to reject me, you are free to d

o

so. . But I

have my right, a
s a revolutionary, to carry the flag

o
f

freedom o
f spirit into the shrine o
f your idols,

–material power and accumulation.


