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FOUR POEMS

By SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORR, D. LiTT.

ELUSIVE.

She came for a moment and walked away,
leaving her whisper to the south wind
and crushing the lowly flowers

as she walked away.

I searched for the mystery of her thought
in her eyes
and her lips silent with the burden of
songs.
The moonlight fell like an answering kiss
as she flung her glance at the sky
and walked away.

While her steps left a memory of music
along the grassy path
I woudered it the sceret she held in her heart
were happy or sad,
if she would ever come back
or follow the trick of drecams
as she walked away.

ADVENTURE,

I'shall .ot wait and watch in the house for
thy coming,
but will go forth into the open,
for the petals fall from the drooping flowers
and time flies to its end.

The wind is up, the water is rufiled,—
be swift and cut the rope,
let the boat drift in midstream,
for time flics to its ¢nd.
. . The night is pale, the lonely moon
is plying its ferry of dreams across the sky.
The path is unknown, but I shall heed it
not,
my mind has the wings of freedom and
I'know that I shall cross the dark.
Let me but start on my jouiney,
for time flies to its cnd.

RECKLESS.

For once he reckless, prudent traveller,
and utterly lose thy path.

Let a mist descend upon the wideawake
light of thy day.

There waits the Garden of Lost Hearts
at the end of the wrong road,
there thegrass is strewwn with the wrecks
of red flowers,
there goces on the game of breaking and
mending
at the shore of the troubled sea.

Long hast thou watched over thy store of
weary years ;
let it be stripped bare
like a tree of its leaves in a storm,
Put on thy forchead the triumphal crown
of losing all in heedless haste.

SPRING.

Come Spring, with all thy splend-
our of songs and lavish life,

Women squaundering perfume upon the air
till it overflows,

stirring the heart of the earth
with a shiver of awakement,

Women. Comie in a hurricane of joy,
in a tumult of dance,

burn away the bonds of languor,
striking life’s dimness
into a flame-burst.

Women. Come into the tremulous shade of
Malati, athrill with the urge of
new leaves and outbreak of
flowers.

Eager Pilgrim, hurrying on thy
endless quest of Paradise,
follow :Ly path of song
through passionate hearts.

Men.

Men.

Nen.

Men.
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Women, Come into the glimmer of dayfall,
into the midnight hush,
into the laughter of the rushing
water,
into the lake’s dark dumbness. -
Men. Like a swordstroke of lightuing,
: like a storm upon the seca,
come into the midst of the clam-
orous morning,
of the busy town and field,

THE

of all works and words
and efforts of Man.
Women. Let thy anklets keep rhythm and
thy breath break into music.
Come decked with jasmines and
mantle of gleamiug green.
Come impetuous Youth,
roud warrior, with locks flying
in the air like a flame,
rush into the fight
and conquer death,

Men.

NACULAR MEDIUM

VIEWS OF AN 01.D TEACHER

§ 1. Charges against our graduates.

N all civilised countries, next to religion
educational questions provoke the
greatest differences of opinion and even

engender heat. If this criticism of the

educational system and methods prepares
the ground for constructive reform, it
should be welcomed ; because such dis-
content with the existing system is a
healthy sign of interest in education and
of the spirit of progress in the community.

But judging from the public discussions
on the subject, there seems to besomething
essentially wrong with the present system
ot education in India ; the evil is decper
than the mere unsuitability of this or that
detail. The whole system is denounced
for inefficiency and barrenness. We are
told that the first products of English
education in India,—namely, the scholars
of the old Hindu College of Calcutta and
of Dr. Duff's missionary college; were
giants; they produced masterly writers
of English prose, leaders of society, and
creators of new branches of vernacular
literature. But the numerous graduates
turned out of our University factories now-
a-days are a puny race, whose slovenly
English is kept in countenance only by the
slipshod style of European journalism in
India. The new race of our graduates,
it is asserted, lack originality and depth ;
they are fit to be clerks and pleaders, but
not masters of literature, eitherinerudition
or in creative power.

The second proof of the alleged rotten-
ness of the present cducational system is
the heavy “massacre” of B.A. candidates,—
sometimes amounting to 80 p.c.,, as in

Madras and Allahabad in recent years.
We are not concerned today with investi-
gating the cause of such excessive “‘plough-
ing,’—whether it is due, to irrational
severity on the part of the examiners,
inefficiency on the part of the teachers, or
a cruel leniency in the lower cxamina-
tions leading up to the B.A. We only desire
to point out the frightful waste of young
lives and energy that such heavy failures
at examinations involve. Who is respon-
sible for it, and how long will it continue
without being remedicd ? Where lics the
remedy ? That is worth inquiring into.
The aim of education is not to pump
information into a man, but to develop his
latent faculties. If we study two plays of
Shakespeare at college, itis only to train
ourselves in the art of understaading other
plays of the same writer without the help
of a teacher. Then, again, the educated
man must prove himself fitter for his
duties than his uneducated brother, other-
wise his education has no justification.

How far has this been the case with us
during the last gencration ? The charges
brought against our graduates, by our
own countrymen even oftener than by
foreigners, are—

(a) Our studies are not kept up after
leaving college ; and, hence, English educa-
tion does not become a part of our life, nor
does it influence our outlook upon the
world. The chasm between the (English)
school and the (Oriental) home remains
unbridged.

(b) We acquire too much of book
learning, mere knowledge of the theory of
things, but lack general intelligence and
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and Turpentine into India for 5 years for
1907-08 to 1911-12 were about 3,000 tons
and 2,27,000 gallons respectively. It then
follows that the future of the Indian tur-
pentine industry is very bright.

In addition to the Chir there are forests
(in Assam and Burma) of other specics of
pine (Pinus Khasya, Pinus Merkusii and
Pinus excelsa) which have not been worked
as yet. The resins of these trees on distil-
lation yicld exccllent oil, especially that of
Pinus excelsa and Pinus Khasya, which is
said to be equal in quality to the best-
grades of French and American turpeatine,

Apart from resin a medicinal oil can be
manufactured from Pine-needles (i.e. leaves
"of pine). . In Europe and America the dis-
tillation of oil from Pine-needlesis an estab-
lished industry. Nothing of this kind has
been started in India as yet. According to
Mr. Pearson a tree of 5-girth yiclds 400 lbs.
of needles. The oil content as determined
by Mr. Puran Singh is 0.57 per cent. The
Kumaon circle (United Provinces) could
alone produce 45,600 lbs. of oil.

The question of distilling oil from needles
is worthy of consideration. '

11. SALAR (Boswellia serrata).

. This is reported to be common ondry
hills throughout India. The resin of the
tree, like that of the Pine, on distillation
yields an oil. In 1915 a sample consign-
ment of oil distilled from this gum-resin
was sent to London for valuation. It was
pronounced of very good quality. It re-
sembled closely American turpentine, ex-
cepting in the smell. It was further
stated that the Boswellia oil could be suc-
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cessfully employcd, like ordinary  turpen.
tine, in the manulacture of varnishes. A
London firm valued. it at about 30s. per
cwt. A trce on tappingyields 2 lbs. of gum
resin. The exports of this product from
India during 1913-14 amounted to over
Rs. 68,000. .

The following publications are recom-
mended for further study in this connec-
tion :—

1. Note on the Uses of Rusa Oil by R.
S. Pearson. .

Note on Constants of Geranium Oil by.
Puran Singh (Indian Forest Record Vol. V.
Part VIL.)

2. Note on Resin Industry in Kumaon
by E. A,Smythies. (Indian Forest Bulle-
tin No. 26).

3. Note on Pinus Khusya, Pinus Mer-
kusii and Pinus excelsa by Puran Singh.
(Indian Forest Bulletin No. 24).

4. Note on Eucalyptus Oil Industry in
the Nilgiris etc., by Puran Singh (Indian
Forest Record Vol. V, Part VIII).

5. Memorandum on the Oil Value of
Sandal Wood by Puran Singh (Indian For-
est Bulletin No. 6).

6. The Volatile Oils by Gildemister and
Hoftmann, 1900.

7. The Chemistry of Essential Qils by
E. J. Parry. 1908.

8, The Indian Forester, 1911-17.

9. The Indian Essential Oils by D.
Hooper

10. The Bulletin of the Imperial Insti-
tute, London 1915-16.

11. The Work of the Forest Depart-
ment in [ndia by R. S. Troup, 1917.

AUTUMN

BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE

To-day the ‘feace of autumn pervades the
world,

In the radiant noon, silent and motionless,
the wide stillness rests like a tired
bird spreading over the deserted
fields to all horizons its wings of
golden-green.

To-day the thin thread of the river lows

without song, leaving no trace on
its sandy bank.

The far-distant villages bask in the sun
with eyes closed in idle and languid
slumber, .

In the stillness I hear in every blade of
grass, in every speck of dust, in
every part of my own body, in the
visible and invisible worlds, in the
planets, the sun and the stars, the
Joyous dance of the atoms through
endless time—the myriad waves of
rhythm surrounding Thy throne |

Translated by W. W. PEARSON.
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FREEDOM

(BY RABINDRANATH TAGORT)

Set me free, set me tree, my Lord, from
the bondage of praise and blame so
hard to brecak asunder.

Let this heavy burden fall from me, and
easy will be my return to the work
that lieth among the world of men,
—let only Thy command, Lord,
prove triumphant.

Prostrating myself at Thy fect I will offer
up in the secrecy of my soul all my
rewards and aflictions.

With silent going will I seek the ficld of
labour, carrying to my countless
tasks a heart steadfast in eternal
devotion and strong to a thousand
efforts,

So shall my moving onward be sure as
that of the river that flows by a
myriad abodes of men, completing
its manifold work as it bears its
unfettered waters to the sea.

Translated by
W. W. PEARSON
& E. E. SPEIGHT.

THE RELIGIOUS ASPECTS OF ANCIENT HINDU POLITY
By NareNDrA NaTn LAW, a.A, B.L, PREMCIIAND ROVCIIAND SCHOLAR

XVIIL

THE MINOR POLITICO-RELIGIOUS CEREMONIES
MAINLY ATHARVA-VEDIC,

T was the special charge of the royal priest
l to perform the minor political ceremonials

“which had their basis principally in the
Atharva- Veda and were intended to avert
State evils and promote State welfare.  Ac-
cording to Gantama's injunction, he should
perform in the fire of the hall the rites en-
suring prosperity and connected with cgnsz
(propitiation), festivals, march, long life,
auspiciousness, as also those causing enmity,
subduing, distressing or destroying enemies!.
Astrological forecasts, and interpretations of
omens should also share the king’s attentions,
The propitiation of the planets is cxpressly
mentioned by Yajnavalkya as one of the
duties of the royal priest in addition to the
performance of the other rituals?, Scveral
other works mentioned in the previous

1 G:_mtnma. xi, 17,

3 Ibid,, xi, 15,

3 Y.jnavalkya, i, 313.
4

chapter advert also to this portion of his
charge, A few of the mantrqs from the
Atharva-Veda intended to be used with
appropriate rituals at the prescribed times are
detailed below? :

Hymns I,23 1. 19-21 were simgrimika
(batdle hymns) used in rites for putting ene-
mies to flight, or avoiding wounds by arrows ;

1,9, 29, LI, 3 for the restoration of a
king ;

I, 1923 ; 11,6, 27, V1, 134, 135, VII, 62
against encmies ; .

111, 1, 2 for confounding enemy's army :

It1, 19, 1V, 22, VI, 65-67 ; 97-99.103,104,
VII, 8 for gaining victory over a hostile army;

V, 20 (addressed to the war-drum) and
V11, 118 (used while arming a king or Kshat-
triya) for terrifying the same and VI, 40 for
inspiring it with courage ;

VI, 125, (used with VII, 3, 4, 110) address-
cd to the war-chariot for its success and VI,
126 to the war-drum for success against the

1 The references for the hymns and directions
for their use are taken from.the translation of A. V.
(Harvard Oriental Ser.es)
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(4) Physical Geography (b) History and Politic-  (2) Composition in a  (b) History

(5) One of the following : al Economy Vernacular (c) Political Economy
5)(a) Physics ¥ (c) Mathematics (3&4) Two of the fol-  (d) Mental and Moral
(b) Zoology Science lowing subjects one of Philosophy
(c) Botany B which at keast must belong  (e) Mathematics
(d) Geology. to group A ¢
: (1) Enghsh B
1882 (2) Mathematics A . (2) Physics
Arts (3)( )On;hof the following I(ﬂ) One of the following ) Chyemistry
a ysics anguages i—
4 (b) Chemistr: Sanskrit, Pali, Arabic, iol
(1) English ' (©) Physiolog}; Persian, Hebrew", Classic- (:l) ;h):o 08y
(2) Ph'l°5°})hy (d) Geology al Armenian, Greek, Latin,  (d) Botany
_(3) One of the follow- 1906 French, German (e) Zoology
ing .
(g) A classical language (1) English P. N. CHATTERJEE.
INDIA'S PRAYER
I

Thou hast given us to live. .
Let us uphold this honour with all our strength and will ;
For Thy glory rests upon the glory that we are. )
Therefore in Thy name we oppose the power that would plant its banaer upon our soul.
Let us know that Thy light grows dim in the heart that bears its insult of bondage,
That the life, when it becomes fecble, timidly yields Thy throne to untruth,
For weakness is the traitor who betrays our soal.
Let this be our prayer to Thee—
Give us power to resist pleasure where it enslaves us,
To lift our'sorrow up to Thee as the summer holds its midday sun,
Make us strong that our worship may flower in love, and bear fruit in work.
Make us strong that we may not insult the weak and the fallen, )
That we may hold our love high where all things around us are wooing the dust.
They fight and kill for self-love, giving it Thy name,
They fight for hunger that thrives on brothers’ flesh,
They fight against Thine anger and die.
But let us stand firm and suffer with strength
for the True, for the Good, for the Eternal in man,
for Thy Kingdom which is in the union of hearts,
for the Freedom which is ot the Soul.

11

Our voyage is begun, Captain, we bow to Thee !

The storm howls and the waves are wicked and wild, but we sail on.

The menace of danger waits in the way to yicld to Thee its ofterings of pain,
and avoice in the heart of the tempest cries : “Come to conquer fear !"

Let us not lingerjto look back for the laggards, or benumb the quickening hours with
dread and doubt.

For Thy time is our time and Thy burden is our own
and life and{death are but Thy breath playing upon the eternal sea of Life.
Let us not wear our hearts away picking small help and taking slow couat of friends,
Let us know more than all else that Thou art with §is and we are Thine for ever.
. ~ .RABINDRANATH TAGORE.
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“VICTORY TO THEE, BUILDER OF INDIA’S DESTINY”

Ruler of peoples’ minds and builder of Tndia’s destinv,
.. Thy name rises in the sky from summits ofthe Himalayas and Vindhyas,
flows in the strecam of the Ganges and is sung hy the surging sea.
" In Thy name wake Punjab and Sind, Maratha and Gujrat,
Dravid, Utkal and Vanga,
They gather at thy fect asking for Thy hlessing and singing Thy victory.
Victory to Thee, Giver of good to all people,
Victory to Thee, Builder of India’s destiny.

There sounds Thy call and they come hefore Thy throne
the Hindus and Buddhists, the Jains and Sikhs,
the Parsces, Musalmans and Christians.
The Bast and the West mect to unite their love at thy shrine,
Victory to Thee who makest one the minds of all people.
Victory to Thee, Builder of India’s destiny.

Pilgrims pass from age to age on the road of Time uneven
: with the risc and fall of races.
It resounds with the thunder-roar of Thy wheels, Thou Eternal Charioteer,
Through the wreeks and ruins of kingdoms
Thy conchshell sounds breathing life into death,
Victory to Thee who guidest people Lo their purposes,
Victory to Thee, Builder of India’s desting.,

In the night of fear, in the still hour of pain
- Thou didst keep Thy watceh in silence,
When the dreams were cvil and menaces eruel ana strong,
Thou heldest, Mother, Thy suftering children in thine arms.
Victory to Thee who leadest people across their insult into triumph,
Victory to Thee, Builder of Tudin's destiny,

The gight dawns, the sun rises in the East,

T'he birds singe and the morniog air carri s the breadh of Tife,

The light of Thy mercy wakens India trom her sleep
\Who bows her head at Thy teet,
Victory to Thee, King of all Kings,

Victory to Thee, Builder of [ndia’s destiuy. :
RABINDRANATH TAGORE.
[The following is the original Bengali song of which the above is a {ranslation

: by the Author himself. ]

'm.w.m oy ¥ ARA-ATE-favrany WA AT AIGH watfed, yha 53 ST ey
wum iy, gorerz was wify S T, fimg Fiw fir wia Ty g e,
frr fewiwe wgwt awt sww sEfacr . , :
Rk ! 7 qfg® =Ty an figrga wiy,
wgy wti - r wrfaG A K\ - " .
b m.i “‘::TT ’ WHRIT ¥ ATAT |
q AY. " e '
TNV AFLOR O TN AT ! wn - an 3 wreanafAvmny

WX, ow Y, v R, ow, o, AN, AN wa ¥, R, T H, A AT AT U R
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AR ZTVA T, 3 T Wi e,
{ far.grify a7 W.ys qafta o oy
T fagy W ax ugefa 219,
IG5 Q-WTAT |
AANY-F.@-377% I T na-wra-frarar

R, My Y, M, KT AW AT AT R

Wi fafircyn fafag file Afen gfig’s 2W
ooy fga a1 wEAYY a5 an-auk wfadd)
Ty uag, @ 5@ wg,
¥ wua) gfw wrar |
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erne-ay-vfceias oy ¥ arer-vre-favrar )
UTE, TR, UTE, OWAT AT AT € 1)

ufw wnfae efre iwefi g sra-fafon®,
aT¥ freww, gw awite wanTE 18 1
7T HEQRE-OTX fafzq wiva ol

AT qTE WA W7 |
Y AT Y ¥ AF TAYT WA MW7
YIE,NTE, MUY, Y, o5, W, WY ¥ ¥

PERMANENT ASSESSMENT OF LAND REVENUE IN BENGAL

N recent times it has heen frequently con-
I tended by some Anglo-Indian journal-
ists and others that the landholders of
Bengal should be made to contribute more
to the public treasury than they do at
present. In support of their contention
they bring forward a comparative table
of the land-revenue coantributions of
Bengal and the other provinces, and show
that, area for area, Bengal pays less than
the other provinces. Whether Bengal ought
to pay more, or the other provinces less,
is certainly a question worthy of investi-
gation. But it is also necessary to enquire
whether Bengal has been unjustly favonr-
ed, or whether the permanentfixing of her
land revenue was necessitated by her his.
tory.

To understand why the land revenue
was permanently assessed in Bengal in
1793, it is necessary to know the cundition
of Bengal in the last quarter of. the
eighteenth century, as well as the causes
that produced it.

The Battle of Plassey, fought on the
23rd of June, 1757, did not confer any
rights of conquest on the East Iandia
Company. By it they got hetter terms for
their trade (for as yet they were only mer-
chants and not rulers in India), and those
who participated in the battle -were very
handsomely rewarded, For eight years
after that battle, although the military
occupation of Bengal was in their hands,

they were not the civil administrators of
the country. From 1765, when they
secured the grant of the Dewany of Bengal,
Bihar and Orissa from the Moghal Emper-
or of Delhi, they became the virtual
masters of the country. One would expect
that the portion of the country over which«
the Company had obtained jurisdiction
would be governed on those received prin-
ciples of statecraft which every govern-
ment, professing to be civilized, acts upon.
But though it is possible that among the
Aunglo-Indians of the days of Clive and
Warren Hastings there were men who had
a sense of honour and honesty in them, they
must havebeen in an ineffective minority.
Most Anglo-Indians of those days behaved
like a pack of hungry wolves or vultures
in their dealings with the people of this
country, which had beenentrusted to them
for purposes of administration. It was on
this account, that Burke described them
as “birds of prey and passage in India,”
and Herbert Spencer wrote of them :— .
“The Anglo-Indians............ showed themselves only
a shade less cruel than their prototypes of Peru and |
Mexico. Imagine how black must bave been: their
deeds, when even the Directors of the Company
admitted that ‘the vast forturies acquired i the -
inland trade have been obtained ‘by a scepe of the
most tyraunical and oppressive conduct that was
ever kuown in any nge or country.’ Conceive the
atrocious state of saciety descried hy Vansittarl,
who tells us that the English compelled the uvatives
to buy or sell at just what rates they pleased, o1
pain of flogging or confinement.....cccesn cold-blooded
treachery was the established policy of the, authori
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DESPAIR NOT
By Sir RapisprRANATI TacoORE,
Thy kindred shall forsake thee,
and thy fruitage of hope lic dead in the dust ;
yet despair not.
The gloom of night shall frown upon thy road,
and thy light fail thee again and again ;
yet despair not.
Even birds and beasts will gather round thee
to hear thy volee
While men of thine own house remain unmaoved
yvel despair not.
The gate is shut in silent menace to turn thee baek ; .
knock and knock, it may never open at all ;
vet despair not. L
£
(i
Y »

THE POSTULATES OF INDIAN ECONOMICS®

[Speciallv contributed to the Mo:dern Review],

By Rapnakanan MUKERJEE, M.A., RS,
Lecturer in Economics, Caleutta University,

N my lecture this cvening on the Postu-
witles of Indian Economices 1 shall be ahble
to give you only a rough outline of the
Indian ceconomic order and ideals with a
view to indicate very generally the scope
and method of a new and independent
school of Indian cconomics, that 1 have
attempted to formulate in the course of my
lt"cl_urcs in Indian Economics at the Panjab
University. I believe that an independent
school, working a genctic and comparative
method with its live studies and regional
experiments, will not only help in the solu-
tion of Indian cconomic problems, but also
tontribute valuably towards the formula-
tion of an universal system of cconomics,
The postulates of economics which
° Alecture delivered at St. Stephen's College, Delhi,

Uader the presidency of the Hon'ble Sir Sankaran
.4, C1E., on November 26, 1917,

Western cconomists have given us are only
partially trae being based on insuflicient
analyses, anl however much they try to
explain awav theirinvalility and inappli-
cahility to all regioas and races in difterent
strges of economic evolution and under
different cavironmental conditions by the
hypothesis of ceonomie friction or unsur-
mouatably barriers of custom and uneco-
nomic or extra-economic standards, the
fact remains that, based as they are on the
data supplied exclusively by the socio-
cconomic evolution represented by the
Grieco-Roman type, they do not show a
full, sufficient and comprehensive insight.
For social evolution is of different types,
and an cconomics finding its hypotheses
and principles {from one type cannot be
aniversal, but can furnish only universal
generalisation. It is only on the basis of a
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THE PARROT'S TRAINING
(Translated from the original Bengali ).

1

NCE upon a time there was a bird. It
was igaorant. It sang all right, but
never recited scriptures. It hopped

pretty frequently, but lacked manners.

Said the Rajah to himself : “Ignorance is
costly in the long run. For fools consume
as much food as their betters, and yet give
*aothing in return.”

He called his nephews to his presence
and told them that the bird must have a
sound schooling.

The Pundits were summoned, and at
once went to the root of the matter.
They decided that the ignorance of birds
was duc to their natural habit of living in
poor nests. Therefore, according to the
Pundits, the first thing necessary for this
bird’s education was a suitable cage.

The Pundits had their rewards

and
‘vyent home happy.

2

A golden cage was built with gorgeous
decorations. Crowds came to see it from
all parts of the world. “Culture captured
and caged!” exclaimed some in a rapture
of ecstacy, and burst into tears, Others
remarked : “Even if culture be missed, the
cage will remain to the end, a substantial,
fact. How fortunate for the bird 1”

The goldsmith filled his bag with money
and lost no time in sailing homewards.

3

The Pundit sat down to educate the
bird, With proper deliberation he took his
pinch of snuft as he said : “Text-books can
never be too many for our purpose !"

The ncphews brought together an enor-
mous crowd of scribes. They copied from
books, and copied from copies, till the
manuscripts were piled up to an unreach-
able height. Men murmured in amaze-
ment: “Oh, the tower of culture, egregious-
ly high ! The end of it lost in the clouds !”

The scribes, with light hearts, hurried
home, their pockets heavily laden.

The nephews were furiously bus
keeping the cage in proper trim. As their

constant scrubbing and polishing went on
the people said with satisfaction : “This is
progress indeed !”

Men were employed in large numbers
and supervisors were still more numerous.
These, with their cousins of all different
degrees of distance, built a palace for them-
selves and lived there happily ever after.

4

Whatever may be its other deficiencies,
the world is never in want of fault-finders.
And they went about saying that every
creature remotely connected with the ca
flourished beyond words, excepting only
the bird.

When this remark reached the Rajah’s
ears he summoned his nephews before him
and said : “My dear nephews, what is this
that we hear ?”

The nephews said in answer : “Sire, let
the testimony of the goldsmiths and the
pundits, the scribes and the supervisors be
taken, if the truth is to be known. Food
is scarce with the fault-finders and that is
why their tongues have gained in sharp.
ness.”

The explanation was so luminously
satisfactory that the Rajah decorated each
one of his nephews with his own rare
jewels.

5

The Rajah, at length, being desirous of
seeing with his own eyes how his educa-
tion department busied itself with the little
bird, made his appearance one day at the
great hall of learning.

From the gate rose the sounds of conch-
shells and gongs, horns, bugles and trum-
pets, cymbals, drums and kettledrums,
tomtoms, tambourines, flutes, fifes, barrel
organs and bagpipes. The Pundits Dbegan
chanting mantras at their topmost voices,
while the goldsmiths, scribes, supervisors,
and their numberless cousias of all different
degrees of distance, loudly raised a round
of cheers,

The nephews smiled and said: “Sire,
what do you think of it all ?”
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The Rajah said: “It does scem so fear-
fully like a sound principle of education !”

Mightily pleased, the Rajah was about
to remount his elephant, when the fault-

finder from behind some bush cried out:.

“Maharajah, have you seen the bird ?”
“Indeed, I have not !" exclaimed the
Rajah, “I completely forgot about the
bird.”
- Turning back he asked the Pundits
about the method they followed in in-
structing the bird. It was shown to him.
He was immensely impressed. The method
was so stupendous that the bird looked
ridiculously unimportant in comparison.
The Rajah was satisfied that there was no
flaw in the arrangements. As for any com-
plaint from thebird itself, that simply could
not be expected. Its throat was so com-
pletely choked with the leaves from the
books that it could neither whistle nor
whisper. It sent a thrill through one's
body to watch the process.

This time, while remounting his clephant,
the Rajah ordered his state car-puller to
give a thorough good pull at hoth the cars
of the fault-finder.

6

The bird thus crawled on, duly and pro-

rly, to the safest verge of inanity, In fact,
its progress wassatisfactory in the extreme.
Nevertheless nature occasionally triumphed
over training, and when the morning
light peeped into the bird's cage it some-
times fluttered its wings in a reprehensible
manner. And, hard asit is to belicve, it
pitifully pecked at its bars with its feeble
beak !

“What the Kotwal
growled.

The blacksmith, with his forge and
hammer, took his place in the Rajah’s

impertinence !”
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Department of Education. Oh, what re-
sounding blows! The iron chain was
soon completed, and the bird’s wings were
clipped.
The Rajah’'s brothers-inlaw looked
black, and shook their heads saying :
“These birds not only lack good sensc, but -
also gratitude !” :
With text-book in one hand and baton
in the other, the P’andits gave the,?o_ox;
bird what may fitly be called lessons!
The Kotwal was honoured with a title: .
for his watchfulness, and the blacksmith ,
for his skill in forging chains.

The bird died.

Nobody had the least notion how long
ago this had happencd. The fault-finder
was the first man to spread the rumour,

The Rajah called his nephews and asked®
them, ¢ My dear nephews, what is this
that we hear ?”’

The nephews said : “Sire, the bird’s edu-
cation has been completed.”

“Does it hop ?”” the Rajah encuired.

“Never ! said the nephews.

“Does.it fly ?

“A\'O-,’

“Does it sing P ¥

“NO."

“Bring me the bird,” said the Rajah.

The bird was brought to him, guarded
by the Kotwal and the S:poys and the
Sowars. The Rajah poked its body with
his finger. It neither moved, nor uttered
a groan. -Only its inner stufling of book-
leaves rustled.

Outside the window, the murmur of the
spring breeze amongst the newly budded
Asoka leaves made the April morning
wistful.

RABINDRANATIHL TAGORE.

Printed and published by Abinash Chandra Sarkar, at the B, M. Press,
211, Cornwallis Street, Calcutta.
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* THE CAPTAIN WILL COME TO IIIS HELM
I'have sat on the bank in idle contentment

and not yet stepped into the hat to launch it for the farther shore.
Others proudly travel to the King's house across the far away dimness,

but my call does not sound in the rumbling of their wheels.
My boat is for crossing the deep water,

and perchance in the dead of night when the hreez: springs up

the Captain will come to his helm.
RaminpraNaTiH TaAGORE.
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Y
SPEAK TO MIZ, MY FRIEND, OF HINM

Speak to me, my friend, of tim anl say that He has whispered to thee
in the central hush of the stoem and in the depth of the peace
where life puts on its armour in silence,
Say that thy utmost want is of Ilim and that He ever secketh thy straying
heart through the tangle of paths.
Shrink not to call His nama in the crowd, for we need to turn our eyes
to the heart of things to see the vision of Truth and Love building
the world anew with its wreckage.
Speak to me, my friend, of Him and make it simple for me ta feel that e is.
RABINDRANATII TAGORE.
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INTERNATIONAL LAW IN ANCIENT INDIA
By 8. V. VISWANATIHA, M LT,
LECTURER IN HIstory axp Poritics, FINDLAY COLLEGE, MAXNARGUDL,

1. SOURCES. cathedrals and the ravages of cities, not
‘to mention the enormous loss that
INTRODUCTORY. humanity has suffered in dedicating the

HE year 1914 witnessed the beginning best of eriergies, the mightiest of armies
of a horrible war whichstill continues. .and the most valiant of sons to deeds more

It were a sad tale to recount the deeds worthy of barbarians than of the ‘civilised’
of cruelty and atrocity, the burning of powers of Europe.

—
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THE CONQUEROR

From triumph to triumph they drove their chariot over the carth’s torn breast,
Round them Time’s footsteps were muffled and slow,
and bird’s songs lay gathered in the bosom of night.
Drunken of red fire their torch spread its glare,
like an arrogant lotus floating upon the blue,
with stars above as bees enchanted.
They boasted that the undying lights of the sky fed the flamc they carried,

till it conquered the night,

and won homage from the sullen silence of the dark.

The bell sounds.

They start up to find they had slept dreaming of wealth

and pollution of power and the pillage ot God's own temple.
The sun of the new day shincs upon the night’s sucrender of love.
The torch lies shrouded in its ashes, and the sky sings with the rejoicing :

“Victory to Earth! Victory to Heaven !

“Victory to All-conquering Light !”

RADINDRANATH TAGORE.

INDIAN LABOUR IN FIJI

HEALTH CONDITIONS.

India announced in Dclhi, by means
of an Order in Council, that all re-
cruiting for indentured labour in India had
been suspenged for the period of the war.
On the 27%: of March, in his reply to the
women ¢ India, he went further, and
declarsti that he could not himself regard
"Jhaug conceivable that recruiting should be
resumed after the war. Last of all, on
May 25, 1917, the Viceroy was able to
take the final step and proclaim publicly,
that the indenture system of Indian labour
had been finally abolished. .
The present enquiry starts with the
recognition of this accomplished fact. Its

ON March 12th 1917 the Viceroy of

primary object will be, not to reconsider
the evils of the old system, but to find out
by what means the past mistakes and
failures can be remedied, now that inden-
ture has been brought to an end.

Sixty thousand Indians are settled in
Fiji, at the present time, who will very-
rapidly become the prevailing population
of the Islands. Some of the questions
which have to he faced are as follows :—
How are thesc people of a foreign race and
climate to become acclimatised ? Ilow is
their social system, which has Ulroken
down, to be built up again ? What kind
of education will be most suitable for their
children ? IIow can all that is best in
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Accordingly, the matter of the proper use of color,
or, rather, the use of proper colors, becomes a very
important factor in the painting of protective
markings and outline distortions,”

—The Literary Digest.

An'official statement, recently published in England,
declares that it has heen stated at various timesin
~ the Press that the Admiralty have not realised the
value of camouflage as a means of assisting to defeat
the attacks of enemy submarines on mercantile ship-
ping, and that such camouflage as has been tried is
not of British origin.

The official document continues : It can be stated
that the Admiralty are fully alive to its value, and
several months ago a system of camoufluge was
originated. The principles governing it cannot be
divulged at present, but it may be said that it has
not favisibility for its basis.

The theory uf rendering ships invisible at sea hy
painting them various colours is no lnnger tenable,
Endless endeavours have heen made in this direction,
and numerous schemes have been given fair tiial by
the Admiralty under actual conditions at sca, The
rcsulgs of these trials have invariably been dis-
apromtmg and it has bheen finally established that
unless n vessel and her smoke can be rendered abso-
lutely invisible no useful purpose is served.

The application of Thayer's Law is most commonly
!}ug forward as a means of obtaining invisibility.

his, broadly speaking, is an adoption of Naturc's
means for climinating shadows and so reducing the
visibility of birds and animals at close quarters
either for purposes of attack or defence, and it is
stated that this can be applied to ships by painting

athaeeilings of promenade decks or other projecting
stfuctures white in order to climinate all shadows.
Actual expericnces at tea have proved that thisis a
fallacy, and that the paint itself, being dependent on
the light of the sky, will not uvercome shadows.

The scheme now in use has been extensively Lahen
up not only by the British, but also by the Alied
Governments, and no stone is being left unturded (o
utilise this iwportaut asset, whicl is onlv one of the
mauny devives which are used to combat the cuemy’s
submarine activity.— 7he Beugalee.

The Meeting of the East and the West
By SiR RARINDRANATH TAGORE.

For over a century and a half India has borne a
foreign rule which is western. Whether she has heen
benefited by it, whether her arts and industries have
made progress, her wealth increased and her oppor-
tunities of self-government multiplied, are a matter
of controversy which is of very little material interest
to the prescnt generation of our countrymen, as it
cannot change facts. Even from the point of view of
historical curlosity it has a very imperfect value, for
we are not allowed to remember all facts except in
strict privacy. So I am not going to enter into any
discussion which is sure to lead to an unsatisfactory
conclusion or consequences.

But one thing about which there has been no
attempt at concealment or difference of opinion is
that tﬁe I2ast and the West have remained far apart
cven after these years of relationship. When two
different peoplea have to deal with seach other and
yet without forming any true bhond of union, it is
sure to become a hurden, whatever benefit may
accrge from it. And when we say that we suffer from
the dead weight of mutual alienation we do not mean
any adverse criticism of the motive or the system of
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government, for the problemn is vast and it affects all
mankind, It inspires in our minds awe verging upon
despair when we come to think that all the world has
been baggd open to a civilisation which has not the
spiritual power in it to unite, but which can only
exploit and destroy and dowmincer and can make even
its benefits an imposition from outside while claiming
its price in loyalty of heart.

Therefore it must he admitted that this civilisa-
tion, while it abounds in the riches of mind, lacks in
a great measure the one truth which is of the high-
est importance tu all humasity ; the truth which
man cven in the dimmest dawn of his history felt,
however vaguely it might be. This 1s why, when
things go ag»inst them, the peoples brought up in
the spirit of modern culture furiously seck for some
change in urganisation und systew, as it the human
world were a mere intellectual gaie ot chess whete
winning and losing depended upon the placing of
pawns. They forget that for a man winning a game
may be the greatest of his losses,

Men Legan their carcer of history with a taith in a
Personal Being in relation to whom they had their
unity among themselves,  This was no mere belief in
ghost but in the deeper reality ol their oneness which
1s the basis of their moral ideals, This was the ome
great comprehension of truth which gave life and
light to all the Dest creative encrgics of man, making
us feel the touch of the infinite in our personality.

Naturally the consciousness of unity had its hegin-
ning in the limited area of race—the race which was
the seed-plot of all human ideals. Aad therefore, at
first, men had their conception of God as a tribal God
which restricted their moral obligation within the
bounds of their vwn people.

The first Aryan immigrants came to India with
their tribal gods and gpecial ceremonials and their
conflict with the original inhabitants of India seemed
to have no prospect of  termination.  In the midst ot
this struggle the conception of a universal soul, the
spiritual bond of unity in all creatures, took its birth
in the better minds of the time. Thia boralded a
change of heart amd along with it a ttue basis of
reconciliation.

Duting  the  Mahomadan  conguest  of - fdia,
behind the political turmoil our inner stiugele was
spiritual,  Like Asoka of the Buddbist age Akbar
also had his vision of spiritual unity. A succession
of great men of those centuries, hoth Hindu saiats
and Mahomedan sulis, was eogaged in bhuilding a
kingdom of souls over which ruled the une God who
was the God of Mahomedans, ,as well as Hindus,

In Imdia this striving after spiritual realisation
still shows activity. And I feel sure that the most
important event of modern India bas been the birth
and life-work of Rammoban Roy, for it is a matter of
the greatest urgency that the East and the West
should meet and unite in hearts. Through Ram-
mohan Roy was given the first truc response of India
when the West knocked at ber door. He found the
basis of our union in our own spiritual inheritance,
in faith in the reality of the oneness of man in
Brahma.

Other men of intellectual emineuce we bave seen in
our days who have borrowed their lessons from the
West. This schooling makes us intensely conscious
of the separatcness of our people giving rise to a pat-
riotism fiercely exclusive and contemptuous. This
has heen the effect of the teaching of the west every-
where in the world. It has roused up a universal
spirit of suspicious antipathy. It incites each people
to strain all resources’ for taking advantages of
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others by force or by cunuing. This cult of organised
pride and self-secking, this deliberate falsification of
moral perspective in our view of humanity, has also
invaded with a uew force men’s minds in India. Ifit
does contain any truth along with its falschood we
maust borrow it from others to mend our defect in
wental balance. But, at the same time, I feel suwre
India is bid to give expression to the truth belonging
to her own inner life.

Today the western people have come in contact
with all races of the world when their moral adjust-
ment has not yet been made true tor this tremendous
experience.  The reality of which they are most fer-
vidly conscious is the reality of the Nation. It has
served them up (o a certain point, just as some
amount of boisterous sclfishness, pugnacious and
inconsiderate, may serve us in our boyhood, but
makes mischief when carried into our adult life of
larger socinl responsibilities. Byt the time has come
at last when the western people are beginning to feel
nearer howe what the cult of the nation has been to
humanity, they who have reaped all its Lenefits, with
a great deal of'its cost thrown upon the shoulders of
others.

It is natural that they should realise humanity

en it i3 pearest themselves. It increases their
sensibility to a very high pitch, within a narrow
range, keeping their conscience inactive where it is
apt to be uncomfortable.

But when we forget truth for our own conveni-
ence, truth docs not forget us. Up Lo a certain lmit,
she tolerates neglect, but she is sure to put in her
appearaunce, to exact her dues with full arrears, on
an occasion which we grumble at as inappropriate
and at a provocation which scems trivial. This
makes us feel the keen sense of the injustice of provi-
dence, as does the rich man of questionable history,
whose time-honoured wealth has attained the decency
of respectability, if he is suddenly threatened with
an exposure.

We have observed that when the West is visited
by a sudden calamity, she cannot understand why
it should happen at all in God’s world, The qucstion
has never oceurred to her, with any degree of inten-
sity, why people in other parts of the world should
suffer. But she has to know that humanity is a
truth which nobody can mutilate and yet escape its
hurt bimself. Alodern civilisation has to be judged
uot by its balance-sheet of imports and exports,
luxuries of rich men, Iengths of dreadnaughts,
breadth of dependencies and tightness of grasping
diplomacy. In this judgment of history, we from the
Last are the principal witnesses, who must speak
the truth without flinching, however diflicult it may
be for us and unpleasant for others. Our voice is
not the voice of authority, with the power of arms
behind it, but the voice of suftering which can only
count upon the power of truth to maike itselt heard. ~

There was a time when Europe had started on
her search for the soul. In spite of all digressions
she was certain that man must find his true wealth
by becoming true. She knew that the value of his
wealth was not merely subjective, but its cternal
truth was in a love ever active in man’s world.
Then came a time when science revealed the great-
ness of the material universe and violently diverted
Earope’s attention to gaining things in place of
inner perfection. Science has its own great meaning
for man. It proves to him that he can bLring his
reason to co-operate with nature’s laws, makiog
them serve the higher ends’of humanity ; that he
can transcend the bivlogical world of natural sclec-
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tion and create his own world of moral purposcs
by the help of nature’s owa laws. It is Europe’s
mission to discover that Nature does not stand in
the way of our self-realisation, but we must deal
with her with truth in order to invest our idealism
with reality and make it permauent.

This higher end of science is attaived where its
help has been requisitioned for the general allevia-
tion of our wants and sufferings, where its gifts
are for all men. But it fearfully fails wherc it
supplies means for personal gaius and attainment
of selfish power. For its temptations are so stupen-
dously great that our wmoral strength is not oanly
overcome but fights against its own forces under
the cover of such high-sounding names as patriotism
and nationality. This has made the rclationship
of human races inhuman, burdening it with repres-
sion and restriction where it faces the weak and
brandishing it with vengefulness and competition
of ferocity where it meets the strong. It has made
war and preparation for war the normal condition
of all nations, and has polluted diplomacy, the
carrier of the political pestilence, with cruelty and
dishouourable deception.

Yet those who have trust in human nature can-
not but feel certain that the West will come out
triumphant aud the fruit of the centuries of her
endeavour will not he trawpled under foot in the
mad scrimmage for things which are not of the
spitit of man.  Fecling the perplexity of the present-
day entanglements she is groping for a better system
and a wiser diplomatic arrangement. But she will
have to recognise, perhaps at the end of ber serics
of death-lessons, that it is an intellectual Pharisaism
to have faith only’in building pyramids of systems,
that she must realise truth in order to be saved, tiat
coutinually gathering fuel to feed her desire will
only lead to world-wide incendiarism. One day
she will wake up to set a limit to ber greed and
turbulent pride and find in compeusation that she
has an ever-lasting life,

Euarope is great. She has been dowcred hy her
destiny with  a location and climate and race
combination producing a history rich with strength,
beauty and tradition of freedom. Nature in her soil
challenged man to put forth all his forces never
overwhelmivg his mind into a passivity of fatalism,
It imparted in the character of her children the
cnergy and daring which never acknowledge limits
to their claims and also at the same time an futellec-
tual sanity, a restraint in imagination, a sense of
proportion in their creative works, and sense of
reality in all their aspirations. They explored the
seerets of existence, measured and mastered them ;
they discovered the principle of unity in nature not
through the belp of meditation or abstract logic, but
by boldly crossing barriers of diversity and peeping
behind the screen. They surprised themselves into
nature's great storchouse of powers and there they
had their fl] of temptation.

Europe is fully conscious of her greatness and that
itself is the reason why she does not know
where her greatness may fail her, There have been
periods of history when great races of men forgot
their own souls in the pride and enjoyment of their
power and possessions. Thcy were not even awarc
of this lapse hecatise things and institutions assumed
such magnificence that all their attention was drawn
outside their true selves. Just as nature in her aspect
of bewildering vastness may have the effect of humi-
liating man, so also his own accummulation may
produce the self-abasement which is epiritual, 'apx:lny
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by stimulating all his energy towards his wealth
and not his welfare. Througit this %rescnt war has
come the warning to Kurope that her things have
been getting better of her truth and in order to be
saved she must find her soul and her God and fulfil
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her purpose by carrying her ideals into all continents
of the earth and not sacrifice them to her greed of
money and domin

—Manclicster Guardiauo.

INTERNATIONAL LAW IN ANCIENT INDIA

By S. V. ViswANATHA, M.A., LT,

III. RicHTS AND OBLIGATIONS IN DEACE.

HE rights and obligations by which
the Indian states in ancient India
were guided in times of peace form

{);obably the most difficult chapter in the
ristory of Indian International Law. This
subject has received very little considera-
tion in the mass of ancient literature,
whereas there are elaborate regulations
which were to guide the Indian states in
their dealings with one another in the
conduct of war. Indeed, it may be held,
#iat very little of regulation is necessary
for the conduct of states with one another
in normal times ; still there are certain
features of international conduct which
are too important to be left out of con-
sideration, viz., as regards diplomacy and
alliances, rclation of a particular state to
the property and subjects of other states,
etc. The information on these various
heads has to be culled and, in most cases,
inferred from the incidents rccorded in
works of literature. We have more full
and detailed information on one phasc
than the rest, viz., diplomacy and alliances
in peace and for war. Even the treatment
of diplomacy as a branch of international
conduct is in evidence only from the age of
the epics. Here as well as in other chapters
of international law the work of Kautilya
forms a landmark. It is only from the
historic period that we meet with regula-
tions laid down regarding the principles
to which in normal times a nation had to
conform in its dealings with the persons
and property of the other independent
states in India. .

The rights and obliﬁations in normal
times of a state which came within the
fold of Indian International Law may be
considered as they have been by western

writers  on
under :—

() Rights and obligations connected
with Independence,

(h) Rights and obligations connected
with Jurisdiction and Property.

(¢ Riglbts and obligations connected
with Jurisdiction and Equality.

(d) Rights nnd obligations connected
with Diplomacy and Alliauce.

modern  International Law

() INDEPENDENCE AND THE RiGurs
CONNECTED WITIL IT.

Independence has been defined as the
right of a state to manage all affairs
internal or external without control from
other states.! In India, the subjects of
cach state meést have been conscious of
their being subordinate to a higher
sovereign authority and “the multitude
obey the words of the sovereign” and
“the world cannot command him.”2 The
King was throughout the period of
ancient Indian history the executive head
of the state, for it is he ‘who sustaims
realms’® and no one should disregard this
executive head.* He had the right of
issuing laws suited to the needs of the
particular state subject, of course, to the
all-pervading dharma. Though in the
early Vedic literature ‘there is no reference
to the exercise of the legislative activity
of the King,' in later times, we find, ‘it is
an essential part of his duaties’> Royal
proclamations are common from the time

v Iufernational Lawo : Lawrence, Part II. ch 1

2 Mahabharata ;: Santi Parva @ Rijadharmanu-
sasana Parva. Sec. 59, sl 135.

3 Salapathe Brilimana : 1X. 4. 1, 3.

4 M. Bk Sinti Rdjadharma. Sec. 68, sl, jo.

§ Vedic Index of 'names and subjects : Macdoncl]
& Keith, vol. II, p. 214.
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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 of the situation lies in the
abnormal condition to which we have
come through long years of deprivation.

I am fully aware that we have not had
the training of taking up the tremendous
responsibility of 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 meetit. 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 of the new
Japan were to happen at the present time,
we know it would be throttled at its birth

. even as New Persia was.

But our problem is, haw are we to
receive our lessons in political wisdom
discreetly gradual? When an English-
man in England discusses this, he bases
his discussion on his full faith in his
own couatrymen. Personally, I myself

have a great admiration for the Eng-
lish people. But it is not the best
ideals of a people that govern a foreign
country. The unnaturalness of the situa-
tion stands in the way, and everything
tending to encourage the baser passions of
man,~the contemptuous pride of power,
the greed of acquis'tion,—comes upper-
most. The responsibility of the weak is
tremendous. They keep themselves too
obscure to be able to claim human consi.
deration, and the conscience of 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 of natural sympathy. - This is
evident to us, not only in the callous arro-
gance of the bureaucracy, but also in the
policy of most of the Anglo-Indian news-
papers, whose consistent chorus ot cla-
mour against the least expression of Indian
aspiration, or the possibility of our gaining
the slightest privilege now held by the
rulers, becomes virulently cruel. It
creates a vicious circle,—-the helplessness of
the governed sapping the moral manhood
of the governors, and that again reacting
upon the governed, prolonging and deepen-
ing their helplessness. ‘

This is the reason why most of our
countrymen find small consolation when
they are told that the rights and the
power of the government of 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 by somebody who
is crtic, judge and donor combined,—
and, naturally, not an over-enthusiastic
donor. If we could be certain of a genuine-
ly sympathetic guidance we would be con-
tent with very little at the commencement.
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But not baving that full confidence in the
bureaucratic afsndy of “qur:daonors, our
people at the wery Sutséf ‘claim. those

owers which;.congriysly. or pneopscious-
ly, may be sef:dgatost thedrin making 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
be disinterested. It is a dependency upon
which depends the prosperity ot England,
though time may some day prove that
such prosperity has not been for the good
of the ruling country. But so long as the
present cult of the self-worship of the
Nation prevails, the subject races can only
expect the fragmentary crumbs of benefit,
and not the bread of life, from the hands
of 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 be refuted. For
the ideal of 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 of its neighbours. And
as expediency, in God’s world, cannot
wholly be dissociated from a moral foun-
dation, it finds its place in the Nation’s
government of the alien people : but it is
there on 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
of smallfavours on the otherside, laudatory
and grateful,—this is not the proper solu-
tion. We must have power in order to
claim justice which is real. Itis a blessing
that we have the opposition of the power-
ful to overcome, that a boon cannot easily
be given to us, even when there is some
amount of willingness on the part of the
giver. We must gain it through victory
and never otherwise.

. But whenever we speak of power and
victory, the words at once conjure up pictures
in our minds of Dreadnoughts, long-range

ns and massacre of men by millions :

ecause these belong to the great festival
days of the religion of Nation-worship,

® See passages quoted from M.
in “Gleanings” in th(i]s number, Anatole France

when human sacrifices must be without
limit., For political and commercial ambi-
tion is the ambition of 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 of their
power which they get from their godsis
not for us. We must confess that, in spite of
considerable exceptions, the Hindu popula-
tion of India does not consist of martial
races. We do nothave any natural pleasure
or pride in indulging in orgies of massacre
for the sake of its glory. Some of our modern
disciples of 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 of
men was specially trained for this work,
and, for the rest of the members of society,
even the killing of 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 be fighters, I do
not mean to say that by training and
proper incentives a large number of us can.
not be made into soldiers, but at the same
time it will serve no good purpose if we
delude ourselves into thinking that this is
a vocation of life in which we can excel.
And it, for the want of natural ferocity in
our blood, we cannot excelin this the Euro-
peans, who at 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 of
view, will bring us meagre benefits and
frqin a higher one will be productive of
evil.

I have been accused of going to the
absurdity of the extreme for insisting upon
an idealism which cannot be practical.
But I assert that the absurdity is notin
the idealism itself, but in our own moral
shortsightedness. What they mean by

saying that we must be 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
or 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 survivalis 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 bad no political existence,
but they live in the best ideals of Euro
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 of active purpose. This is an age
of transition. The Dawn of a great
To-morrow is breaking through its bank ot
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 of moral ideals and the innmer
strength of the spirit for building up the
world anew from its wreckage will be held
as the sign of ignorance of world-politics;
for it does not wholly tally with the
experience of the past. But all the fearful
danger of the present day has come from
that experience bardening into a crust
obstructing the growth of 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 of

rudent worldliness, that knows too much

Eut does not believe. Faith is of the
future ; it may lead us into danger or
apparent futility ; but Truth waits there
for us to be courted at the risk of death or
failure. )

The immense power of faith which man

ossesses has lately been concentrated on
Eis 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 of
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
of 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 of man’s inner being.

We have heard that Modern Russia is
floundering in its bottomless abyss of
idealism because she has missed the sure
foothold of the stern logic of 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 as 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 themselyes, prove that
she has gone astray. It 1s 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
havecome upon the Earth we have

been plundering her; and the more we
claimed, the more she submitted. From
primazval days have we men been plucking
fruits, cutting down trees, digging up the
soil, killing beast, bird and fish.” From the
bottom ot 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 1nto 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 onel

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-
ing her into all these troubles. I forgot,
or 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 c urnin% ui 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 ? 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 bhappens to be for money.
That savours of beggary, for money 1s
man’s, not woman’s. That is why 1 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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Mahkadev Haribhai Desai, and published by the
All India Home Rule League, Hornby Road,
Fort, Eombay. Cloth bound, pp. 82. Price—
As. ro. (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. Itis embellished by fine portraits of some
of these celebrities. The best part of the book is the
short hut most valuable introduction written by Mr.
Gaaudhi, replete with his unbounded admiration for
and devotion toGokhale. 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 traaslation is very well done, and
will surely supply a want long felt in the language.

Kavita KaLap ( ®f3ar w9 ) by C/Iamp.r/z;
Vithaldas Udeshi, of ro2-¢4 Lower Chifpur Road,
Calcutta, printed al the Bombay Fine Aris Prinling
Works, Amratala Lane, Calculta. Cloth bound,
pp. 108. Price—As. 14. (1918). >

Champshi Vithaldas Udeshi is long since known in
this part of the country, though he resides in
Calcutta, by the verse contributions he seems to have
made a point of sending to several magazines, notab-
ly to the Jnan Sudha, the organ of the Ahmedabad
Prarthana Samaj. Hardly a single issue of it is
published without some verses or other, good, bad,
or indifferent, from Mr. Champshi. It must be said
that his work is not of a high order, and in the
volume under review, several liberties taken with the
mechanical part of his work—i. e., rales ofgrosody—-
would be found. The dominating note in his verses

is Devotion to God ( mfﬁ ), and in a subsidiary

way, Patriotism. What we like most in ‘the collec-
tion, rather most unremarkable, are the few lines on
p- 8 of his preface, where he sets out the function of
poetry.

INDU KaLa, (I'Q“ W®RAT ) /ranslated by the late

Nalinkant Narsinkrao Divatia, printed at the
Union Printing Press, Akmedabad. Cloth bound,
pp- 168. Price—As. ro. (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 at writing Gujarati prose before he launched
into the scheme of translating this story, which by
its English title, **A Digit of the Moon,” has become
such a favorite of all Eaglish-knowin
Nalinkant certainly did well in thinkiog of introduc-
ing Gujarati readers to this fine story, and he has

readers.”
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succeeded in his task, #s 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 be was, who died young and with-
out University education.

RAMAKRISHNA KATHAMRIT ( T9&W wYTHE )
Parrt I, by Narmadashankar Balashankar Pandya,
published by the Society for the Encouragement of
Cheap Literalure, and printed at the Diamond
Jubilee Printing Press, Ahmedabad. Cloth bound,
20 587. Price—Re. 1-2-0 (1918).

Shrijut Mahendranath Gufta, one of the most -

devoted followers of 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 sentimeants and
opinions ¢xpressed by him. They remind one of the
precision, assiduity and loyalty of Boswell. The
translation is so happily done that it preserves all
the spirit of the original, with its unflagging- interest.
The very simplicity and directuess of the narrative
are 80 well brought out, both by the author and the
translator, that even one who is moderately educated
can follow the trend of it.

ApwaAITA SIDDHI NUN GURJAR BHASHAMAN
Vivarana (wga fufey’ qoic sremwt fracw )
Secrion I: CHapTers I ano Il : 3y Ratilal
Chhotalal Desai, printed at 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 of various subsequent works,
unsurpassed, in the way in which it has treated of
this difficuit branch of Indian metaphysics. The very
laudable effort of the present writer is to take the
Gujarati reader over the whole ground covered by the
Sanskrit work in several instalments, the first of
which he has puablished for private circulation. The
whole subject is taboo to the mass in the street.
Unless a good deal of spade work has been done, or
as the writer puts it, one has placed oneself under a
Guru, it is not possible to understand or follow such
recondite subjects, so that it is only those who have
made some progress in the path of Vedantic studies

who can appreciate the fyzTw ;to others it would

appear to be Sanskrit words transposed iato
Gujarati. Added to that drawback, we find that in
some places, the specification could have been made
more clear. However as 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 of the West Indies, the exploration
of Africa, the navigation of the Pacific Ocean, opened
up vast territories to European avidity. The white
kingdoms joined issue over the extermination of the

red, yellow and black races, and for the space of four
centuries gave themselves up madly to the pillagin
of three great divisions of the world. This is what 1s
styled modera civilisation.—7he White Stone, by
M. Augatole France, p. 152, .
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THE OBJEC( AND SUBJECT OF A STORY

(The following paper was written by the Author
of ‘At Home and QOutside’’ in answer to the letter
of a lady criticising the publication ot 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 [ am no master. For thi§ 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 questioris come from her, as a repre-
sentative of the public, and she wants the
answer to be sent to the address of the
same public.

First of all, she has asked me, with
some dismay, what was my object in
writing this story ?

The answer to this is, that the true
object of writing a story is story-writing.
In a word, I write a story because it is my
wish. But this cannot be interpreted as
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 gkin 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 or 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 agein which he is
born expresses its object through the
author. It cannot be gainsaid, that the
age acts, consciously or unconsciously,
upon the author’s mind ; nevertheless, [
assert that this action is that of an artist,
not of a teacher. The ageis weaving in
our minds its web of many-coloured
threads simply for the purpose of creation.
If you must utilise it, then the object be-
comes yours. This modern age of our
country’s history has secretly touched with
its brush the present author’s mind, and
the impressions of that touch have come
out in this novel. These impressions are
artistic impressions.

Let us take the example of 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 of his wits to give a reply. If,
after a great deal of cogitation, he came
out with an answer, I am sure it would be
a wrong one, IfI happen to be a member
of the “Brahmin Association,” I should be

" certain that the poet’s object was to ofter

sound advice to the world about respect
for colour distinctions. If I am opposed
to the emancipation of women, I should
say that the poet wanted to prove the
mistake of allowing women to mix freely
with men. If I have a strong prejudice
against the poet’s moral ideals and intel-
ligence, then 1 shall have no doubt that he
wastrying to prove, thatdevotion to one's
husband leads to terrible consequences, or
else that this play was a cruel irony
against the simplicity of noble minds and
a vindication of the villainy of lago. 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 of his age and country,—not in the
shape of moral lessons, but of artistic
creation. Thatis 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
hlended.

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 isa
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
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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 ? Should he change
his opinion altogether with regard to the
good and bad of his country ? 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 tge sake of his readers? Butif
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 ¢ts 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 of 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 of an imaginary
story with some real fact is nowhere
possible, either in an orthodox family, or
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 of 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 difterent
places. They are never the same on two
occasions. But man’s nature, which is at
the root of these events, is the same in all
ages ; therefore the author keeps his eye
fixed on human nature and avoids all
exact copying of actual events.

The question reduces itself to this,
w hether human nature in orthodox Hindu
families always follows the direction of the
orthodox Hindu code. Does it never, on
any provocation whatever, break away
from its tether and run wild ?

It is a matter of common observation,
from the Vedic period up 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 of
an orthodox Hindu family to go wrong,
then the members of 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 of 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 be
wrong, when applied to the whole of
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 of 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 T
remain silent about it.

Unfortunately, in Bengali, the criticism
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of literature has resolved itself into a judg-
ment of the proprieties which are necessary
for orthodoxy. Our critics go to the ‘ex-
treme tenuity of debate as to the excellence
of Baukim’s heroines in their strict confor-
mity with the canons of Hinduism. Whe-
ther the indignation which Bhramar show-
ed against her husband took away from
the transcendental preciosity of her Hindu
womanhood ; whether the inability of
Surjamukhi to accept, as her friend, her co-
wife, Kunda, has cheapened the value of 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 of
literary criticism. Such criticism can only
be found in our country, among all the
countries of the world. _

There are a crowd of heroines in Shakes-

eare’s dramas, but their excellence is not
Judged according to their peculiar English
ualities ; and even the most fanatical
_hristian theologians desist from award.
ing them marks, in order of 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 of 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 of human nature as much as pos-
sible, instead of being arranged on the
wooden shelves of 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. IfI
did not, then it would have been quite easy
for me to become popular with my coun-
trymen.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE,
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HOPE

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 unexpeeted 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 DOWNFALIL OF BIJAPUR, 1686

CITY OF BfJAPUR DESCRIBED.

S the traveller enters the Bijapur dis-
A trict from itsnorthern boundary near
Sholapur, he passes through a vast
desolate plain, absolutely treeless, unculti-
vated ang untenanted by man as far as the
eye can see. For forty miles this stretch ot
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 cf 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 of the city), the
white domes of 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 fortificatious,
while on the left the colossal proportions
of the Gol Gumbaz dwart its surroundings.
Still further to the left (i.e., north-east of
the city) the plain outside is dotted with
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. In Calcutta at 10-13 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
Bogland 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
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more freely than women. But the effects
of the conditions of ill-lighted dwellinigs
must also be emphasised. The occupation
of women lies mainly indoors, and the
main proportion have to spend the greater
gart of day and night in small dark rooms

lled with the acrid smoke of cow.dung
fires, at which they cook their food. The
cumulative effect of life under such condi-
tions is apparent from the returns of hlind-
ness by age, for two-thirds of the blind
,women are over 50 years of age. The
homesteads in the village are ventilated as
the bamboo walls and roofs allow of a
more thorough passage of air ; the Bengali
woman in the village consequently sufiers
less than her sister who lives in the slums
and the insanitary dwellings of the metro-
polis.

RapHARKAMAL MUKHERJEE

Lecturer in Economics,
Calcutta University.

VERNACULARS FOR THE M. A. DEGREE
By SIR RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

[ The following letter was written by Sir Rabindra-
path Tagore to a correspondent, and is published
with the latter's permission. Bd., M. R. ]

Dear—, .
T is needless to say that it has given me

great delight to learn of Sir Ashutosh’s

proposal for introducing Indian verna-
calars 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 of teaching that
dominates our university education. Ver-
nacular literature, at least in Bengal, has
flourished in spite of its being ignored by
the higher branches of 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 of natural growth,
upbampered by worldly temptation, or
imposition of outside authority. Our
literary language is stil in a fluid stage,

it is continually trying to adapt itself to
new accessions of thought and emotion
and to the constant progress in our nation-
al life. Necessarily the changes in our life
and ideas are more rapid than they arein
the countries whose influences are contri-
buting to build the modern epoch of 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 1 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 of
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 of our boys’' acquiring that
mastery of their mother tongue which is of
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life and literature. The artificial language
of a learned mediocrity, inert and formad,
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, ata 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 verna-
cular, the studentsin 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 theirlanguage are constantly and
closely brought to their minds—and there-
tore 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-

463

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 bhave 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. Itistrue 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, havé
suffered less than those parts which in nor.
mal times depend upon imported piece
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MOTHER’S PRAYER

By Sir RaBinDraNaTH TAGORE.

TRANSLATED BY THE AUTHOR FROM BIS I ENGALI ORIGINAL,
COMPOSED 22 YEARS AGO.

King Dhritarashtra.—The blind Kaurava King.

Prince Duryodhana —His son, who has just won n a game of chance by which his
Pandava cousins have lost their kingdom and accepted bamshment.

Queen Gandhari,—The mother of Duryodhana.

N.B.—The italic @’s in the proper names 1s to be pronounced long as a m “far.”

Dhritarashtra.

You have attained what vou sought.
Duryodhana.

I have attained success.
Dhritarashtra.

Are you happy ?
Duryodhana.

I am victorious.
Dhritarashtra.

I ask you again, what happiness had you in gain-
ing an, undivided kingdom.

Duryodhana.

Sire, a Kshatriya’s thirst is not for happiness, but
for victory,—the fiery wine victory brewed from seething
jealousy.  Wretchedly happy we were when we lived in
peace under the friendly dominance of our cousins, like in-
glorious stains lying idle on the breast of the moon, while
these Pandavas would milk the world of its wealth and
allow us to share it with them in hrotherly tolerance. But
now, when they own defeat and are ready for banishment,
I am no longer happy,—hut 1 am cxultant.

Dhritarashtra.

Wretch, you forget that the DPandavas and

Kauravas have the same forefathers,

WHOLE
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Duryodhana.

It was difficult to forget that, and therefore our
inequalities rankled all the more in my heart. The moon
of the midnight is never jealous of the sun of the noon.
But the struggle to share the horizon by both the orbs can
not last forever. Thank heaven, that struggle is over and
we have attained at last the solitude of glory.

Dhritarashtra.
The mean jealousy !
Duryodhana.

Jealousy is never mean,—it is in the nature of the
great. Only grass can grow in crowded amity, not the
giant trees. Stars live in clusters, but the sun and moon
are lonely in their splendour. The pale moon of the
Pandavas sets behind the forest shadows leaving the
new-risen sun of the Kauravas to rejoice.

Dhritarashtra.
But what is right has been defeated.
Duryodhana.

What is right for the rulers of men is not what is
right for the people. The people thrive in comradeship,
but for a king those men are enemies who are his equals.
They are obstacles when in front, they are a terror when
behind. There is no place for brothers or friends in a
king’s polity ; its one solid foundation is conquest.

Dhritarashtra.
1 refuse to call it conquest deceitfully to win in
gambling.
Duryodhana.

It 1s no shame for a man not to challenge a tiger
to fight on equal terms with teeth and nails. Our
weapons are those which lead us to success and not to
suicide. Father, I am proud of the end we have achieved
and disdain feebly to regret the means.

Dhritarashtra.

But justice—

Duryodhana.
Only fools dream of justice before success is attain-

ed, but those who are born to be kings rely upon their
power, merciless and unburdened by scruples.

Dhritarashtra.

Your success has brought down upon you a flood
of calumny, loud and angry.
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Duryodhana.

It will take amazingly little time before the people

shall know that Duryodhana is their king and has the
power to crush calumny under foot.

Dhritarashtra. )
Calumny dies weary, dancing on the tongue-tips.
Do not drive it into the secret shelter of the heart to grow
in strength.

Duryodhana.

Unuttered defaming does mnot touch a king’s
dignity. 1 care not if love is refused us, but insolence shall
not be borne. Giving of love depends upon the wish of
the giver, and the poorest of the poor can indulge 1 such
generosity. Let them squander it upon their pet cats and
their tame dogs, and our good cousins the Pandavas,
I shall never envy them. But fear is the tribute I claim
for my royal throne. Father, only too leniently did you
lend your ears to those who slander your sons,—but if
you still allow these pious friends of yours to continue in
their revels of shrill denunciation at the cost of your own
children, then let us exchange our kingdom for the exile of
our cousins, and go to the wilderness where happily
friends are never cheap.

Dhritarashtra.
1f my friends’ pious warnings could lessen my love
for my sons then we might be saved. ButI have dipped
my hands in the mire of your infamy and lost my sense of
the good. I have heedlessly set fire for your sake to this
ancient forest of our royal lineage,—so fearful is my love.
With you clasped to my breast, we, like a double meteor,
are plunging into a blind downfall. Therefore, doubt not
in my father’s love ; relax not your embracing arms till
we reach the brink of annihilation. Beat your drums of
victory, lift your banner of triumph. In this mad riot of
exultant evil, brothers and friends will disperse and there
will remain only the doomed father and the doomed son

and God’s curse and nothing besides.

Enters Attendant.
Sire, Queen Gandhari asks for audience.

Dhritarashtra.
I shall wait for her.

Duryodhana.
Let me take my leave. ( Exit.)

Dhritrarashtra.
Fly away ! For you cannot bear the fire of your
mother’s presence.

565
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Enters Queen Gandhari, the mother of Duryodhana.

Gandhari.
I have a prayer at your feet.
Dhritarashtra.
The utterance of your wish carries fulfilment.
Gandhari.
The time has come to renounce him.
Dhritarashtra.
Whom, my queen ?
Gandhari.
Duryodhana.
Dhritarashtra.
Our own son, Duryodhana ?
Gandhari.
Yes !
Dhritarashtra.
Terrible is this prayer from you, Mother of kings.
Gandhari.

This prayer is not only mine, it comes from the
fathers of the Kauravas, who are in paradise.

Dhritarashtra.
The Divine Judge will punish him who has broken
his laws. But I am his father.

Gandhari.
And am I not his mother ? Have I not borne him
under my throbbing heart ? Yet I ask of you, renounce
Duryodhana the unrighteous.

Dhritarashtra.
And what will remain to us after that ?

_ Gandhari.
God’s blessing.
Dhritarashtra.
And what will that bring to us ?

Gandhari.

New afflictions. How can we bear in our breast
the double thorns of the pleasure of our son’s presence and
the pride of our freshly acquired kingdom bought at the
price of wrong ? The Pandavas will never accept back
from our hands the land which they have given up
Therefore, it is only meet for us to take upon our head
“some great sorrow which will rob the wrong of its
reward.
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Dhritarashtra.

Queen, you are inflicting fresh pain upon the heart
already rent.

Gandhari.

Sire, the punishment imposed upon our son will be
more ours than his. When the judge is callous of the pain
that he inflicts he has not the right to judge. And if you
withdraw judgment from your own son to save yourself
pain, then all the culprits ever punished at your hands
will ery for vengeance against you at God’s throne—for
had not they also their fathers ?

Dhritarashtra.

No more of this, Queen, I pray you. Our son is
renounced by God and that is why I cannot renounce him.
To save him is no longer in my power, and therefore my
consolation is to share his guilt and to go down the path
of destruction with him,—his solitary companion. What
has been doue is done, and what must follow, let foll(ow.

Exit.)

Gandhari.

Be calm, my lheart, and patiently wait for God’s
judgment. The oblivious night wears on, the morning of
reckoning comes, and time wakes up to mend its rents.
The thundering roar of its chariot I can hear. Woman,
bow your head down to the dust, and for your sacrifice
fling on its way your heart to be trampled under its
wheels. And then the darkness will shroud the sky, the
earth will tremble, and a wailing will rend the air. And
then will come the end silent and cruel, the terrible peace,
and a great forgetting, the awful extinction of hatred, the
supreme deliverance rising from the fire of death.

LESSONS FROM THE CAREER OF SHIVA]JI

§ 1. SHIVAJI'S POLICY HOW FAR dom” at the expense of his neighbours.
TRADITIONAL. Indeed, the Sanskrit law-books lay down

HIVAJD'S state policy, like his admini- such a coutse as the necessary accomplish-
S strative system, was not very mew. mentofa true Kshatriya chief. In more
From time immemorial it had been the Tecent times it had also been the practice

im of the typical Hindu king to set out Of the Muhammadan sovereigns in North
-gérx{al;eve:y yg&zimn;n tg “::x;c%end his king- India and the Deccan alike. But these

conquerors justified their territorial ag-
* Maay, vi. 99-100, 182. grandisement by religious motives. Ac-
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LETTERS FROM AN ON-LOOKER

By Ranmnpranatd TAGORE.

[ Translation revised by the Author.]

L. .

NCE upon a time 1 had nothing  what-
ever to do,—that is to say, myv chicf
relations were then with the great

world towards which we own no respon-
sihility. Then came a period when I had to
set to work to make up {or the accumulated
arrears of my carligr days—that is to say,
now my relations were mainly with the
work-a-day world which depends upon
oursclves for its building up and mainten-
ance. Atlast my health failed me, and 1
got afew days’ respite from my work. And
here I am, at length, stretched out on a
long casy chair by the second-storey
window, travelled so far, all in a day or
two,—no railway ticket could have
brought me this distance.

When Lhad thrust my universe hehind
the hars of my office habit, 1 graduallv
came to plume myself on having hecome an
important personage of usefulness. I'rom
such a state of mind it is only a step to
the helicf that one is indispensable. Of the
many means by which Nature exacts work
from man, this pride is one of the most
efficient. Those who work for money,
work only to the extent of their wages, up
to « definite point heyond which they would
count it a joss to work. , So they insist on
an otf-time. But those whose pride impels
them to work, they have no rest; even
overtime work is not felt as a loss
by them. .

So busy used I to be under the helief that
I was indispensable, that I hardlv dared to

wink., Ay doctor now and agcain would
warn me saying : “Stop, take it oeasy.”
Bt Tweukd reply s “How will things "¢
onif Istop ?” Just then the wheels of my
car hroke down aund it came to a stop
heneath this window. From here I looked
out upon the limitless space. There T saw
whirling the numberless flashing wheels of
the trivmphal chariot  of time--no  dust
raised, no din, not even a serateh lett on the
roadway.  With its progress 1 could see
hound up all progress that we come across
i this world. On a sudden T came to my-
self, Telearly pereeived that things could get
along without me. There was no sign that
those wheels wdould stop, or drag the least
hit, for lack of any one in particular,

Thus, when I stepped from my desk o
this window, Lseemed to pass m a flash
from the country of cannot-do-without-me
to the country of can-do-without-me. . . . But
is this to he admitted so easily as all that !
Evenaf Tadmit it in words, my mind refuses
assent. It he  really quite the same
whether I go or stay, how then did my
pride of self find a plaee in the universe, even
for a moment ? On what could it have
taken its stand 7 Amidst all the plentiful-
ness with which space and time are tceming,
it was nevertheless not possible to leave
out this self of mine. The fact that I am
indispensable is proved by the fact that
Iam.

Egoism is the price paid for the fact of :
existence. So long as I realise this price
within me, so long do 1 steadfastly hear
all the pains and penalties of keeping mvselfe
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in existence. That is why the Buddhists
have it, that to destroy egoism is to cut at
the root of existence : for, without the pride
of sclf it croases to he worth  while to
exist.

However that may he, this price has
been furnished from some fund or other,—
in other words, it matters somewhere that
I should he, and the price paid’is  the
measure of how much it matters. The
whole universe—every molecule and atom
of it—is assisting this desire that 1 should
be. And it is the glory of this desire which
is manifest in my pride of sclf. By virtue of
this glory this infinitesinal 1" is not lower
than any other thing in this Universe, in
measure or value.

Man has viewed this desire in two
different ways. Some have held it to he
o whim of Creative Power, some a jovous
self-expression of  Creative  Love. The
others I leave aside who call it Mayva, predi-
cating existence of that which is not.  And
man sets before imself different goals as
the objeet of his life according as he views
the fact of his heing as the revealment of
Force or of Love.

The value which our entity receives from
Power is quite different in its aspect from
that which it reecives from Love. The
direction in which we are impelled by our
pride, in the field of power, is the opposite
of that given by our pride, in the ficld of
Love.

Power can be measured.  Its volume, its
weight, its momentum can all be hrought
within the purview of mathematics. So it
is the endeavour of those who hold power
to be supreme, to increase in bulk. They
would repeatedly multiply numbers,—the
number of men, the number of coins,. the
number of appliances. When they strive
for saccess they  sacrifice others' wealth,
others’ rights, others’ lives; for sacrifice is
-of the essence of the cult of Power; and the
earth is running red with the blood of that
sacrifice.

The distinctive feature of Realism is the
measurability of its outward expression,
which is the same thing as the finiteness of
its boundaries, And the disputes, civil and
criminal, which have raged in the historv

<of man, have mostly heen over these same

houndaries. To increase one’s own hounds
one has necessarily to encroach upon those
of others. So, because the pride of Power
is the pride of quantity, the most powerful
telescope, when peinted in the direction
of Power, fails to reveal the shore of peace
across the sea of hlood.

But when engaged in adding up the
quantitics of this realistic world, this field
of power, we do not find them to be an
ever-increasing series. ln our pursuit of the
principle of accumulation we are all of a
sudden held up hy stumbling upon the
principle of Beauty, based on proportion-
ateness, which hars the way. We discover
that therc is not only onward motion, but
there age also pauses. And we repeatedly
find in history that whenever the blindness
of Power has tried to override this rule of
rhythm, it has committed suicide. That
is why man treasures up such sayings as:
“Pride was Lanka's undoing.” And that is
why man still remembers the story of the
toppling over of the tower of Babylon.

So we sce that the principle of Power,
of which the outward expression is bulk,
is neither the final nor the supreme Truth.
It has to stop itself to keep time with the
rhythm of the universe. Restraint is the
gateway of the Good. The value of the
Good is not measured interms of dimeunsion
or multitude. - He who has known it with-
in himself feels no shame in rags and tat-
ters. Ie rolls his crown in the dust and
marches out on the open road.

When from the principle of Powerewe
arrive at the principle of Beauty, we at
once understand that, all this while, we had
been offering incense at the wrong shrine ;
that Power grows bloated on the blood
of its victims only to perish of surfeit ; that
try as we may hy adding to armies and
armaments, by increasing the number and -
variety of naval craft, by heaping up our
share of the loot of war, arithmetic will
never serve to make true that which is
untruc; that at the'end we shall die crushed
under the weight of our multiplication of
things.

~When the Rishi, Yajnavalkya, on the eve
of his departure, offered to leave his wife
Maitreyi well-established upon an enumer-



ation of what he had gathered together
during his life, she exclaimed :

Yenaham namrtasyam kimaham tena kuryam !

What am I to do with these, which are
not of the immortal spirit ?

Of what avail is it to add and add and
add ? No amount of adding up of material
things will take us to the perfectness of the
immortal spirit. By going on increasing
the volume and pitch of sound we can get
nothing but a shrick. We can gain music
only by restraining the sound and giving
it the melody and rhythm of perfection.

In the neld of Perfectness the current of
man’s pride flows in the reverse divection,
the direction of giving up. Man sgrows
gigantic hy the appropriation of every-
thing for himself : he attains harmony hy
giving himself up. In this harmony 1s
peace,—never the outcome of external or-
ganisation or of coalition between power
and power,—the peace which . rests on
truth and consists in the curbing of greed,
in the forgiveness of sympathy.

The question which 1 had raised was :
“In which Truth is my entity to recalise its
tullest value,—in Power or in Love?” If
we accept Power as that truth we must
also recognise conflict as inevitable and
cternal.  Many modern European writers
have taken a pride in proclaiming such
recognition. According to them the Reli-
gion of Peace and Love is hut a pre-
sarious coat of armour within which the
weak seck shelter, but for which the laws
of nature have but scant respect ; for it is
Power which triumphs in the end. That
which the timid preachers of religion ana-
thematise as unrighteousness,—that alone
is the sure road which leads man to
success.

The opposite school do not whoily deny
this. They admit the premises but they say:

Adharmenaidhate tabat, tato bhadrani pashyati,
tatah sapatnan jayati,—samoolastu vinashyati.

In unrighteousness they prosper, in it
they find their good, through it they defeat
their enemies,—but they perish at the root.

.The pride of prosperity throws man’s_
mind outwards, and the misery and insult
of destitution draws man’s hungering
desires likewise outwards. These two
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conditions alike leave man unashamed to
place above all other gods Shakti, the deitv
of Power, the cruel one whose right hand
wields the weapon of wrong, and her left
the weapon of guile. In the politics of
Europe, drunk with power, we see the
worship of this Shakti. Hence does its
diplomacy slink from the path of publicity;
yet it has nothing wherewith to hide the
nakedmess of its lolling tongue.—Bchold,
how it slides and slithers at the Peace table!

On the other hand, in the days of their
political disruption, our cowed and down-
trodden people, through the mouths of
their pocts, sang the praises of this same
Shakti. The Chandi of Kavikuaukan, and
ofthe Anuadamangal, the ballad of Manasa,
the goddess of the snakes, what are they
but paeans of the triumiph of evil ? The
burden of their song is the defeat of Shiva,
the good, at the hands of the cruel, deceitful,
criminal Shakti.

Today we see the same spirit abroad in
our country. In the name of religion some
of us are saving that it is cowardly to be
afraid of wrong-doing ; others, that un-
righteousness ceases to be wrong in the
case of the powerful. And so we see that
those who have attained worldly success,
and those who have failed to attain it, are
both singing the same tune. Both fret at
righteousness as an obstacle, which hoth
would overcome by physical force.  But as
it happens, physical force is not the supreme
Power, even in this world,

In these terrible days of evil, it is my
prayer that we may not bhe frightened by
frightfulness nor how down to itin wor-
ship—but ignore it, despise it. May ours
e that pride of manhood which, standing
in the midst of the appalling piles of the
realistic world, can keep its head erect and
say : My wealth is not herc ; which can
sav : Chains do not bind me, blows do not
wound me, death does not kill me ; which
cansay : ‘““What have I to do with these
which are not of the immortal spirit.”’ Qur
forefathers have said: “Worship Him
who is beyond death and beyond fear and
thereby attain Peace.” On our heads be
their commandment, and in that Peace,
which is bevond death and all fear, may
we be established. )
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The point ahout the so-called “Mangal”
poems of the old Bengali literature, 18 their
dislodgement of one deity and  the placing
on bis throue of another. o the simple
nimd it would scem that the question at
issu, 10 o quarrel of this kind, would hil\'C.
been some difference in religious ideals. i
anew divinity can furnish something morce
witisfving Lo man’s seuse ol Right, that
alone con he o valid reason for a change.

LGut here the fact was cxactly the
opposite. The male deity who was  in
possession was fairly harmless. All of a
sudden o feminine divinity twned up and
demanded to be worshipped in his - stead.
That is 1o say, she insisted  on thrusting
hierseli in where she had no right. Under
what title 7 Poree! By what method ?
Any that would serve. The methods that
were eventually emploved are not known
as richttul to the ordinevy anderstanding.
But those were the methods that ultimate-
Iy turned ot to be victorious.  Qutrage,
fraud  and  frightfulness were ot only
suecesstul i capturing the Temple, hut
also m making the poets dance attendance
and sing hosannas avits shrine.  In their
shawme they fulterad forth the excuse that
they had veecived divine  commandment in
a decam! This  was the nightmare
that vuce rode our and,

The history of that day is not dlearly
known, bt the picture which we get is
somewliit as follows: When  Bengali
literature vaised its head, like a coral reef,
out of the still Tagoon of its origm, the
religion of Buddhavin its decay was crum-
bling mto degenerate fragments. And, in
the manuer of one dream  melting  into
another, Buddha had turned into Shiva.
Shiva was @ mendicant, an aseetic ;. he did
not conform to the Vedas ; he was for all
men qud sundry. In Kavikankan's poem
and in the Annadamangal his quarrel with
Daksha, of the Vedic cult, is treated of at

the very  outset.  Anyhow, this deity of

peace and repunciation did not survive,
In Burope also, the modern
Shaktihas 1t that a godlike the meck Jesus,
the poor man's Jesus, the pale anaemic
.';cgl_.s. will not do. What is waunted is a
mu?cula.r,nrn\'cmug god, who will acknow-

cult of

ledge no barriers, feel no compunctions, and
own no shame in the process of proclaiming
lis worship. From what riotous assembly
rises this Europcan cult ? From that of
victors at their carousals, merry over the
spoils of their success, who have cut up the
carth into toothsome morsels as a zest for
their liquor.

The sclf-same creed was formulated in
the gathering of bards at which the
Annadamangal was sung. But what were
its authors ? Those who were starving and
in rags, shelterless and honourless,—it was
the dream of their hungry, terror-stricken,
wearied out condition.

History does not write itself in blank
versg,—alter every line there comes a rhyme.
How perfectly rhymes the end of the line
to-day with thatof the line which was
completed five hundred years ago! With
high pomp and festivity does Europe
celebrate her Shakti worship. Wine has
reddened her eyes like unto a  Thibiscus
flower, the sacrificial  knife  has  Deen
sharpened, the vietims are bound to the
sacrificial posts. Some of her priests are
denying Jesus ; others would temporise,
saying that double-meaning psalms may
propitinte hoth Christ and Shakti, who
are but the male and female halves of
one and the same deity. In short, some of
them have get drunk on their thrones,
others in their pulpits.

And we also,—we will not have Shiva,
the good.  We needs must sing the
“mangal”™ of Chandi, the terrible, lauding
her as the summum bonum. But our chant
is drecam-conceived, horn of unsatisfied
hunger, carking fear and unrequited toil.
That is the difference between the victor's
worship of Chandi, and her glorification by
the defeated.

_ What is the proof that the original cult
of Chandi, from beginning to end, was
only @ dream ? Look at what happens to
Kalaketu, the hunter, of the story. The
whimsical goddess gives him a ring asa
hoon, and at once his house overflows with
gold. This petty hunter then engages in
Jbaitle with the king of Kalinga, whereupon
Hanuman, the monkey who is strength
persomiied, comes all of a sudden to the
rescuc and cuffs and kicks the Kalinga
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forces into a rout. What is this if not the
Shakti of dreamland, the offspring of
hunger and terror? Everything there
happens all of a sudden, out of con-
nection with the order of the universe.
And in the expectation of some such catas-
trophic good fortune our people began
shouting mother ! mother ! in their chants
of the praise of Chandi,—the Chandi who
knows no distinction hetween right and
wrong and for the furtherance of whose
designs truth and untruth serve with cqual
facility. She cares not how or why she
makes the small to be big, the poor to he
rich, the weak to be powerful. No worthi-
ness is required, no purging awav of in-
ternal poverty. Everything may remain
in slothful stagnation, just as it is,—only
with folded hands one must shout: mother !
mother !

When the Moghuls and Pathans came
upon Bengal in a devastating flood, then
from an outside view, Shakti alone seemed
iampant in the eyes of all observers. No
moral law, no sign of Shiva, the good, was
visible. In such a pass, if man can stand
up,and say: I will suffer all, but not bend
the knee to this awful thing,—then he can
win through. In the case of Dhanapati
and Chand, the merchants, we find, up to
point, the man showing himself and mak-
mg such stand. Blow upon blow was
hurled at them ; force and guile assailed
them from every side ; but they refused to
allow the seat of their worship to be
shifted. And then,—if fear could cow them,
grief shatter them, losses weaken them, if
their very backBone had to be broken for
it, they must and shall bow to her in
worship,—so vowed Chandi, the terrible.
Otherwise ?—otherwise her prestige was at
stake. It was not of the prestige of any
moral idcal that she was thinking, hut the
prestige of her Power. Andso she punished
and punished and punished.

And at last when the suffering was past
bearing, the half-dead merchants moved
Shiva from his pedestal and bowed their
head to Chandi. What was the hurt of
the previous sufferings compared with the
hurt of this insult to manhood? The

- fearless, deathless soul thus owning alle-
gance to fear, and worshipping death as

its god, as greater than itself! That s
where the victory of Shakti was most
ghastly in its heinousness.

In our latter-day dreams we have set to
the worship of Europe’s divinity,—therein
is our defeat at her hands sceking com-
pleteness. If she insists on hurting us,
let us suffer,—but worship? No! Our
worship must be reserved for thé God
of Right. If she insists on causing us
sorrow, let her,—but defeat us ? Never!
No hurt can be greater than death. But
if she can make us forget that even in death
we can be immortal, then indeed shall we
suffer Death Everlasting.

Mahantam bibhum atmanam matwa dheera na
sochati.

Knowing his soul as great and eternal,
man attains peace and grieves not.

LI1.

In our country it is accounted the great-
est calamity to have one's courtyard
brought under the plough. Because, in the
courtvard, man has made his very own
the immense wealth called space.  Space is
not a rare commodity outside, but one does
not get it till he can bring it inside and
make it his own. The space of the court-
vard, man has made part of his home.
Here the light of the sun is revealed as his
own light, and here his baby claps his
little hands to call to the moon. So if the
courtyard he not kept open, but be used for
sowing crops, then is the nest destroyved in
which the outside Universe can become
man’s own universe.

The difference between a really rich man
and a poor man is, that the former can
afford vast open spaces in his home. The
furniture with which a rich man encumbers
his house may he valuable, but the space
with which he makes his courtyard hig,
his garden extensive, is of infinitely
greater value. The business place of the
merchané is crowded with his stock,—
there he has not the means of keeping
spaces vacant, there he is miserly, and
millionaire though he be, there he is poor.
But in his home that same merchant flouts
"mere utility by the length and breadth and
height of his room—to say nothing of the
expanse of his garden—and gives to,space
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the place of honour. 1t is here that the
merchant is rich. .

Not only unoccupied space, hut unoceupi-
ed time, nloo, is of the highest value. The
rich man, outof hisabundance, canpurchase
leisure. It is in fact a test of s riches,
this power to keep fallow widc stretches of
time, which want cannot compel him to
plough up.

There 1s yet another pliace where anopen
expanse is the most valuable of all,—and
that is in the mind.  Thoughts which must
be thought, from which there is no eseape,
are but worries.  The thoughts of the poor
and the miserable cling to their minds as
the ivy to a ruined temple,

Panrcloses up all openings of the mind.
Health may he defined as the state in which
the physical consciousness lies fallow, like
an open heath.  Let there be bat a touch
of gout in the remotest point of the small-
est toe and the whole of consciousness is
filled with pain,leavingnot a corner empty.
So the expanse that the mind desires s not
to be had when‘it is miserable,

Just as one cannot hive grandly  without
unoceupied spaces,  so  the mind cannot
think grandly without unoceupied feisure,—
otherwise for it truth becomes petty.  And
like dim light, petty trath distorts vision,
encourages fear, and keeps narrow the field
of communion hetween man and man.

On coming to this window T have come
to realise that, as Indians, the greatest
misfortune for us has heen the closing of
all windows. And thorny weeds have
sprung up and overrun all the little fallow
spaces of Ieisure which had been left to us.

In old India one thing was plentiful— a
thing we knew to he invaluable—the hroad
mental leisure which permitted of the pur-
suit and realisation of Truth. There was
a day when India stood in the open, above
pain and pleasure, loss and gain, and thence
obtained a clear view of the trath “hy
gaining which no other gain scems greater.™

But that large leisure for meditation
18 lost to us to-day. The Indian, now, has
no day off. The stream of his holiday time

has dwindled and dwindled till its very,

Jount is dry ; and the whole of his consci-
ausness 1s now only full of pain.
. So@s I came to the window, there rose

Justification. Nevertheless

from the courtyard the wailing of the weak,
with which the length and breadth of our
sky, from North to South and East to
West, now resounds. Never in all history
were the weak so terribly weak as they are
to-day. . .

Thanks to science, physical force, 1n
these times, is so utterly, so cruelly all-
powerful. The vell of the athlete, flaunt-
g his bhrawn, fills the earth.. hver} the
sky, once impervious to man’s evil passions,
has now heen invaded by man’s cruelty.
And, from the bottom of the occan to ﬁhe
top of the atmosphere, blood is spurting
from pierced hearts.

In this state of things, when the differ-
ence between the strong and the weak is
so immeasurable, if we find that this
terrible strength is also timorous, it be-
comes important to devote careful thought
to the causes of this timidity. All the more
so hecause, in order to come to a conclu-
sion as to whether the Peace which is he-
g made in Europe 1s likely to be perma-
nent or not, itis necessary to understand
the strong man'’s psychology.

When the war was at its height, wlen
the fear of possible defeat was not less
dominant than the hope of possible victory,
then, in that divided state of mind, the
aggricved  party charged the aggressor
with what they callederimes against inter-
national liow,—the crime of the breaking of
treaties, the erime of the bombing of non-
combatants from the skies, the crime of
employing forbidden engines of destruction,
When do men commit crimes ?  When
the claims of some necessity hecome, in
their view, greater than theclaims of Right.
Thus with the Germans the desirability of
victory weighed more than the desirability
of right-doing. When this hurt the opposite
party they kept complaining that what
Germany was doing was very very wrong
indeed. What if it was war,—were there,
then, no such things as Law and Right ?
When Germany pitilessly meted out, in her
conquered provinces, unduly severe punish-
ments for comparatively light offences, she
had always some expediency to plead as
the opposite
party waxed eloquently indignant: Was -
expendiency the highest aim of Man: has
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civilisation, then, no responsibilities :
could those who ignore these responsibili-
ties be allowed, any more, a place amongst
civilised communities ? .

From the standpoint of Right, of course,
these questions admit of but one reply. And,
as we heard that reply given, we thought to
ourselves that the fiery ordeal of the war
would at last burn away all the sin of this
iron age ; that the condition of man could
not fail of betterment since nen's minds
were undergoing a change;for, was it not a
truism that change of law or order without
change of mentality is futile ?

But we made one miscalculation. In
our country the longing for renunciation
immediately following upon hereavement
is looked upon with suspicion. The heart
weakencd by the wrench of parting is only
too prone to self-abnegation. The renun-
diation of the strong, therefore, is the only
true renunciation. So we should not have
put full trustin the words of rightcousness
issuing from lips trembling at the prospect
of possible defeay,.

ITowever, this party has won. They are
sitting in conclave to decide how the foun-
dations of a world Peace may he made se-
cure. Dechates are proceeding, proposals
and counter-proposals, the partitioning and
parcelling of territories. I am unable to
mmagine the kind of weapon that will he
forged in this factory.

But one thing is becoming clear to me.
All the fire of the war has not served to
purge this Kali Yuga of its sin, nor has the
psychoigy of Europe undergone a change.
On what rests the throne of the Kali Yuga?
On Greed.—We would have, we would keep,
we would on no account lose the tiniest part
of our possessions. So is even the strong-
est pursued by incessant fear, lest now, or
m some hereafter, however distant, any
loss should haply befall. Where the very
idea of loss is so intolerable, of what avail
are counsels of law, of righteousness ? It

takes no time to persuade oneself that .

wrong is right when it is judged, not on its
merits, not in relation to law, but from the
standpoint of one’s own greed.

" In these days of this terrible greed, in
cases where the strong stand in fear of the
strong, both loudly parlev in the name of
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the Right, and strive with might and main
that no weak spot be left in their mutual
regulations. But where, at the same point of
time, this same greed makes the strong even
the least bit afraid of the weak, then in the
passion of punishment great rents are made
1 the text of the law, and considerations
of right find no place. _

There is a difference between the fear of.
the strong, and the fear of the weak. The
weak are afraid of getting hurt, the strong
of obstacles crossing their path.  We all
know the fear that took possession of the
Western world under the name of the
“Yellow Peril.”” At the bottom of this was
the apprehension, felt by an all-devouring
greed, lest its full satistaction should some-
where meet vith some check.

Where was the possiblity of this check ?
In the possibility ofone of the weak rising
to he as strong as the strong ones,—to
hecome as strong as they,—that was the
Peril ! And to prevent this, the weak had
to be kept weak. That is the policy which
guides Hurope's treatment *of the rest of
mankind. Iow can Peace prevail in the
midst of the chronic apprehension which
this policy generates ?

Anatole France writes :

It does not, however, appear at first sight
that the Ycllow Peril at which European econo-
mists are terrified is to bhe compared to the White
Peril suspended over Asia. The Chinese do not
send to Paris, Berlin, and $t. Petersburg missio-
naries to teach Christians the Fung-Chui, and
sow disorder in European affairs. A Chinese
expeditionary force did not land in Quiberon Bay
to demand of the Government of the Republic
extra-territoriality, i.c., the right of tryving hy a
tribunal of mandarins cases pending  hetween
Chinese and Europeans. Admiral Togo did not
come and bombard Brest Roads with a dozen
battleships, for the purpose of improving Japa-
nese trade in France. . He did not burn
Versailles in the name of a higher civilisation,
The army of the Great Asiatic Powers did not
carry away to Tokio and DPcking the Louvre
paintings and the silver service of the Elysee.

No indeed ! Monsicur Edmond Thery himself
admits that the yellow men are not sufficiently
civilised to imitate the whites so faithfully. Nor
does he foresec that they will ever rise to so
high a moral culture. How could it be possible
for them to possess our virtues ? They are not
(Christians. But men entitled to speak consider
that the Yellow Peril is none the less to be dread-
ed for all that it is economic. Japan, and China
organised by Japan, threaten us, in adl the

.
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markets of Europe, with a competition frightful,
mgnstrous. enormous, and deformed, the mere
idea of which causes the hair of the cconomists
to stand on end. )

Thi t is to say, greed ill not suffer it-
self to be checked.  He who is down must
be kept down, and he who shows signs of
tising must he dealt with as a peril.

So-long as this greed persists, no Peace
‘Conference  will have the power to give
Peace to the world. Factories can make
many things, but I refuse to believe in a
factory-made peace. The differences hetween
Capital and Labour, Governments and
Peoples, are all duc to this greed. So our
conclusion must he in the words of our old
saying :

In greed is sin : in sin is death.

When in these circumstances the strong
sit down to adjust their mutual differences,
they put up dykes on their own side and
cut channcels on the side of the weak, so
that the current of their greed may flow
away {from their own interests. Amongst
themselves they would  divide those parts
of the world which are soft, into which the
teeth may be comfortably fastened, and
which, 1 the rending claws  come by
any hurt, may afford those claws an easy
revenge. But it may emphatically be
asserted that this cannot last for cver.
They will rever remain agreed upon the
division of the spoils ; contending greeds
can never he cquably sutiated ; the leaks
of sin can never be stopped ; and one day
the lenky vessel will founder with all on
hoard.

Providence has kept ws safe from at
least one source of anxicty. Every inch of
the way to hecome physically strong has
been bharred tous. Even hope, whith flies
over barriers, has had its wings clipped.
Only one royal road remains open to us,—
the road which leads beyvond all sorrow.
Let evil assail us from without, but let us
not allow it within. When we shall hecome
greater than those who hurt us, then shall
our sufferings be glorified. But this
road is neither that of fighting, nor of
petitioning.

Atha dheera amrtatwam viditwa
 Dhruvam adhruveshviha na prarthayante.

Men of tranquil mind, being sure of

Immortal Truth, never seek the eternal in
things of the momenlt‘.,

Some part of the carth’s water hecomes
rarefied and ascends to the skies. With the
broad movement and the music it-acquires
in those pure heights it then showers down,
back to the water of the earth. Similarly,
part of the mind of man rises up out of the
world and flies skywards; but this sky-
soaring mind atiains completeness only
when it has returned, time after time, to
mingle with the earth-bound mind. ”

There are, however, desert tracts in
which the greater part of the year is rain-
less. That which ascended as vapour does
not, ¢there, rain back on the earth : the
higher mind cannot commune with the
lower.  Such regions may manage to get
along with artificial canal water, but
where for them is the joyous festival of
downpur : where the music of the mingling
of the waters of earth and sky ?

So far for mere drought. Then there are
the rain of mud, the rain of blood, and such
like dire phenomena of which we  hear tell.
These happen when the purity of the
atmosphere is sullied and the air is burden-
ed with dirt. Then it is not the song of
the sky which descends in  purifying
showers, Lut just the earth's own sins
which fall back on it.

Thatis the kind of stormy visitation
which has overtaken us to-day. On the
sin-laden dust of the earth pours tainted
rain from the sky. Our long wait for the
cleansing bath in pure water from on high
has heen repeatedly doomed to disappoint-
ment ; the mud is soiling our minds and
marks of blood are also showing. How
long can we keep on wiping this away ?
Even the pure silence of the empyrean is
powerless to clarify the discordant notes
of the prayer for peace which is rising from
a hlood-stained world.

Peace ? who can truly pray for Peace ?
Only they whe are ready to renounce.
Those whose clutching fingers are wriggling,
like so many snakes, with the greed of
absorption, they want peace,—but by
trickery, not by paying its price. The
peace they desire is the unchecked opportu-
nity to lick up the cream of the earth.
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Asit unfortunatelsr happens, the cream
jars are mostly in the keep of the weak.
Natvrally the curbing of their greed be-
comes all the more difficult for the strong.
Where the treasure is well guarded, self-
restraint comes easy, as also the feeling of
self-congratulation at having been good.

There are hard places in this world where

it distinctly pays to be good. But there is

no dearth of examples of soft places where
it becomes so terribly difficult for the strong
to keep up their good character. Where
the guard is feeble, both fear and shame
depart. Let me give another extract from
Anatole France. Heis here talking about
China :

In our own times, the Christian acquired the

habit of sending jointly or separately into that
vast Fmpire, whenever order was disturbed,
soldiers who restored it by means of theil, rape,
.pillage, murder, and incendiarism, and of pro-
ceeding at short intervals with the pacific
penetration of the country with rifles and guns,
The poorly armed Chinese either defend them-
selves badly or not at all, and so they are
massacred with delightful facility. . . . In 1901,
order having been disturbed at Peking, the
troops of the five Great Powers, under the
command of a German Tield Marshal, restored
it 'by the customary means. Having in this
fashion covered themselves with military glory,
the five Powers signed one of the innumerable
treaties by which they guarantee the integrity
of the very China whose provinces they divide
among themsglves.

The destruction, pillage and rapine
which then went onat DPeking was far
from being a small thing, viewed as a
torment and insult toman ; but we all know
to what insignificant proportions that has
now heen reduced by the shame that was
wrought and suffered in the great European
war. This only shows how the strict 1deal
which alone serves to hold man up to his
highest good is lowered by contact with
the weak. ’ ‘

Man unconsciously enters into treaties
with himself, and secks to confine the
struggle hetween good and evil, which conti-

nually goes on in his heart, within certain’

houndaries, allowing it to be relaxed outside
them where compulsion is feehle. We have
done this in India, where the Sudra was
kept so weak by the Brahmin that no sense
«of fear or shame obtruded in the latter’s
dealings with the former. This becomes

2

abundantly clear on going through . our
ancient law hooks.  And we have lost even
the faculty of recognising the character of
the evil fruit which the country is reaping—
so low has been our fall. ’

The weak are as great a danger for the
strong as quicksands for an elephant.
They do not assist progress hecause they
do not resist, they only drag down. The
greater the bulk and strength on the one
hand, the moreterrible this downward pull
on the other. The harder the strong kicks
the weak, the worse for his foot.

Where the air is light there is the storm-
centre, and so Asia and Afriea are the real
origins of all the stormy outbreaks in

Europe. In these weak spots there is no
resistance, and  the  inspiration  which

maintains the European idealis correspond-
ingly weak. So maddening is the intoxica-
tion of power that man fails to realise
this lowering of Ins standard,-—which again
indicates  the touching of bhottom in his
downfall.

This insensibility, this blindness, some-
times goes to such absurd lengths as to
provoke a smile as well as a tear. There
are a set of youths in our country who,
drunk with the wine of Europe's political
vintage, revel in committing murderous
assaults upon one another. I have often
had occasion to lament the intolerable
burden of evil thus placed on our country,
—which had enough sins of its own,—by
this addition of sins imported from the
West. And yet we find a former Governor
of Bengal unblushingly proclaiming that
these murders go to show how different is
the sensc of Right in Bengal and in Europe.
According to him the Bengali looks upon
murder as nothing more than the transla-
tion of the soul from one state of existence
to another.* To think of the mockery of
being thus arraigned by our very teachers
for having learnt their lessons so aptly.
One can only suppose that habit has so
dulled their vision that they are unable to
see, as outsiders do, how cheaply human

‘e * In 1912 in the British Isles 17 per mille
of the population w -re_tried for murder. In 1911:
in Bengal the proportion was only ‘08 per mille,
I have not the book now before me and sp can-
not quote the rest of the statistics, :
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lives are veckoned in their politics. But are
these  political libertines, I cannot help
wondering, really oblivious of the special
psychology which they have so scdulously
cultivated and which propoeating  iuself
all over the world, is spreading hloodshed
throughout the path of its progress ?

~FThose who assert that the East and
the West are radically differeat at bottom,
pollute the very souree  of julercourse he-
tween the two. They keep their conscience
pacified by Laying down the principle that
what is good for one camnot possibly do for
the other, and with this they would stifle
all qualms and prickings which injustice
and cruelty clsewhere evoke. These shibho-
leths have come into use cver sinee  the
West first came into touch with the Bast.
Where physical foree makes it so casy tohe
unjust, the obstacle of moral foree s thus,
with cqual case, got rid of,

Thatis why I sav that commerce with
the weak destrovs the moral sense of the
strong, the process heing the ereation of
different ideals, one for oneself, another for
others. When one’s own school-hovs wet
out of hand, itisindulgently remarted that
hoys will he boys.  When™ others’ sehool.
hovs give vent to their excitement, they are

glared  at and dubbed  scoundrels, Race
feeling ronses a0 high indignation when it

is found in o veaker race, hut, even il ten
times more itense in the stronger, so many
cood reasons for its existence arediscerned,
that it is hailed almost  witl allection.
Once more Lhave to heg hospitalite from
Anatole  Urance. Ilis mind js ch'-:u', his
magmation vivid and no absurdity can
esenpe his keen sense of humonyr, e s
stll telling of the Chinese :

They are polite and ceremonious, Iy are
proached with cherishing feehle
affection for  Europeans,  The
have against them are greatly
tl‘msc\ \\:hldn Mr. Du Chailla cherished towards
-his Gorilla,  Mr. Du Chaillu, while in the forest
brought down with his rifle the mother of a
Gorilla. In its death the brute w .
1ts youug to its bosom. He tore
bz-qux and dragged it with him in a cage across
Africa, for the purpose of selling it in'Europc
Now, the young animal gave him just cause for
compliint. It was unsociable, and actually
starved itself to death, “I was powerless, ™
says Mr. Du Chaillu, “to correct its evil nature.”

re-
sentiments of
Brievances we
ot the order of

as still pressing
1t from its em.

THE MODEN REVIEW FOR JULY, 1919

So, as I was saying, the greatest danger
to the strong comes from the weak,—so
insidiously is their moral sense stolen away
that evenits loss is not felt. This danger
is much greater-to-day, now that physical
force has gained such tremendous re-
sources of strength. There is no obstacle
in the way of holding the weak in utter
subjection, for they have absolutely no
hope of ever finding any way out of the
net of scientific methnd with which they
are enmeshed. And yet, in spite of this
¢normous disparity of strength hetween
the men in power and the men under them,
the timorousness which is inseparable from
greed keeps the strong in a state of chronic
anxiete. And the strong have at length
come to the conclusion that the thumb-
serew must be so tightened that the weak
may not dare to make their plaint at the
bar of the world, nor to ofler evidence of *
their snfferings,—not cven to set up audible
wailings in their own corners, :

But those who are thus rendering their
autocracy sihsolutely casy and safe will
have to draw upon the capital of their
manhood in order to count out the cost.
And in their own home shall they rue this
continual dissipation of such capital. Even
now they are heginning to feel the effects,
but even yei thev are not taking the
trouble of casting up  their accounts to
hind out the cause,

So much for what is to be said about
the strong. I feel a world of shame in dis-
cussing this matter from our side, hecause
though from an outer view it may sound
like ahomily, from the inner side it has too
much resemblance to a wail of helplessness.
To tremble and to whine are the two most
shameful things for the weak to do. If we
nnot prevail against the strong, we must
prevail against ourselves. Whatever else
we may do, let us not give way to fear;
and if we are not allowed to speak out,
let us at least refrain from sending forth
our voice of lamentation from one shore
to the other, _ ‘

When the fire of misery is burning, the
greatest loss of all would De to suffer its
scorching, and not avail of its light. May
that light destroy our illusions and enable
us to make an effort truly to see. Let us
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ask our conscience: . Is this hideously
overgrown Power really great? Poised
on the pinnacle of office, men are priding
themsclves on their loftiness. The laws
which they are making and Dreaking from
their artificial eminence arc not in confor-
mity with the laws of the universal Cod.
Are, then, these men really so great as they
would appear ? They can break from the
outside, but can they add a particle to
man's mternal wealth ? They can sign
peace treaties, but can they give peace ?

It was about 2,000 years ago that all-
powerful Rome, in one of its Eastern pro-
vinces, exccuted on a cross, in company
with certain miscreants, the simple, unpre-
tending guru of a tribe of fishermign. On
that day the Roman Governor felt no fall-
ing off in his appetite or sleep. From the
outside, which of them then appeared the
greater 7 And to-day ?  On that day there
was on the one hand the agony, the humi-
hation, the death, by the cross; on the
other, the pomp and festivity in the
Governor’s palace.  And to-day ?  To
whoin, then, shall we how the head ?

Kasmai devaya havisha vidhema :
T'o which god shall we offer oblation ?
V.

The traffic of human progress has never
met with so serious a block as it has to-
day. The reason is that the long trains
of modern history move by steam power,
and their tracks, which spread all over the
world, cross and recross in an intricate
maze. So whenever the different trains
fail to run clear of one another, a hideous
smash-up is inevitable, and the whole
world trembles at the shock.

Such an accident has now occurred ;
the loss of life and property has heen
stupendous ; and on all sides questioning
is heard: what has happened: how did
it happen : how can it be prevented from
happening again ?

Do these «juestions, affecting the history
of all humanity, cast no burden of thought
on us? Are we to be content only with
carping at others: are we not to search
out our share of the responsibility ? .

For, as I have suggested before, and 1
repeat definitely here, a grave respon-

AN ON-LOOKER

1

sibility lies on the weak. Itis thev who
afford hospitality to all the discase
germs floating about in the air, and
nourish them and help them to multiply
with their own life. Cowards are the
cause ol repeated attempts at {right-
fulness. Those who cringe keep on creat-
ing their own insults. Our sensibilities
do not extend to where we cannot see.
We lightly crush underfoot the insects on
the way, but ifit be a bird, fallen across
our path, we hesitate to tread on it. Our
standard of feeling 1s different for the bird
and the ant. .

It is thus an important duty for man so
to hear himself that he may not tail to he
recognised as man,—not only in his own
interest, but heeause of his responsibilitics
to others. It is not good that man should
trample man undertfoot, neither for the
downtrodden nor for him who treads. The
man who helittles himself lowers not only
his own value but that of all mankind,
Man knows himself as great only where he
sces great men,—aud  the truer is such
vision of greatness, the easier it hecomes to
be great. .

In countries where cach individual has
‘alue, the whole nation grows to greatness,
by itself. There men put forth their best
efforts to live great lives, and they fight to
the end if obstruction be placed in their
way. Such men cannot fail to make them-
selves evident, and in dealing with them
others nceds must he careful how they
hehave. In judging such the judge's own
sense of justice 15 not the sole factor, but
they have within them  sometling  that
calls forth right judgment.

The characteristic sign of a people pro-
gressing in the way of greatness is, that
the negligibleness of any class or individual
constantly tends to disappear. More and
more do all get the right of demanding
their full manhood. So do they busy them-
selves to assure good food, good clothing,
good housing for all; good sanitation and
true culture for all.

But what has happened in our countyy ?
By our preaching and practice and by our
institutions it has been our one concern to
keep the greatest number small. We have
left no loophole for dispute or argument
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as to whether they are really small or not,
but have made it & matter of blind faith.
And sc it has come to pass that those we
have charged with smallness are pleading
guilty with folded hands, and if attempts
are made to raise them in the social scale,
it is they who protest most vehemently.

Thus have we made systematic provi-
sion for the unresisting acceptance of insult
and contumely in every stratum of our
society. Those who arce kept under, are by
far the most numerous,—yet the lowness of
their ideas of life causes no pang in the
hearts of the upper few. On the contrary,
if they try to set up the standard of the
upper.set, the latter was wroth.

When these men, habituated to perpe-
tual insult, fail to assert their rights of
manhood m sufliciently clear tones,—where-
fore the foreigncr finds vothing within or

without which can make him keep back,

his contempt,—then, must we not recognise
therein the true fruit of our own Karma ?
When the sin which we have codified in our
social regulations returns on us, at the
hands of foreigners, in the field of politics,
whence are we to draw the streagth for
effective protest ?

So we base our protests on the sense
of justice of those very forcigners—ols
the shame, the added insult of such pro-
tests ! How jow do we stoop when
we say, in the  same breath, that in
our own socicty we shall continue to drag
our ideal in the dust, but in your politics
you must keep it raised aloft. We shall
keep in full foree the slavery  sectjons
of our social code in all their variety,
bhut vou, of vour greatness, must place in
our hands the reins of equal sovereignty,
Where ours is the power we shall be utter-
Iy miserly in the name of  Religion, hut
where the power is vours we shall mpor-
tune you, m that same name of Religion,
for unstinted largess. With what face are
we to sa¥ these things 2 And what if our
prayers be granted 2 If then we should
still be as callous as ever about offering in-
sulf to our own countrymen, whilst for-
eigners out of the fulness of their generosity
should be showing respect to the insulted
oaes,—would not that be for us the very

< acme of defeat ? )
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Whatever may be the reason, the bur-
den of wrong and insult lies heavy on us
to-day. In this condition our sole hope
is, that since our opponents are failing to
maintain their own inthe field of righteous-
ness, we may there rise superior to them.
In that event the wrong they do us will
not hurt our honour, but rather add to it.
Are we even now to persist in our cry:
May vou excel us in moral power, so that
we may expect more fromh you thazg we are
prepared to render to ourselves, in other
words, let us keep ourselves for ever low
that you mayv go on lifting us up to your
level 7 All responsibility thrown on others,
nothing horne by ourselves,—are we for-
ever to hold ourselves in such contempt and
otlrers in such high esteem 7 What defeat
can physical force wreak on us compared
to such self-inflicted degradation ?

Only a short while ago 1 have heard
with my own cars an argument of which
the conclusion was that Hindu and Moslem
annot dine under the same roof, even
though no prohibited food should have
been hrought in. Those who have no hesi-
tation in affirming such principle are the
first to suspect foreign interference whehn
Hindu and Moslem fall out; and along
with such suspicion is an implied moral
judgment agmnst the foreigner concern-
cd! The only explanation can Le that
they hold the foreigner to be more
amenable to moral law than thev are
themselves.  According to them, it is right
when, in our own social system, we make
the barriers between man and man into-
lerably rigid, hut when the forcigner secks
to make use of such barriers for his own
purposes, that is wrong. We may keep
our own side weak in the name of religion,
but the sin comes in when advantage is
taken of that weakness by our opponents.

Ifit be: asked why Hindu and Moslem
should not dine under the same roof, it is
not considered incumbent to make any
reply,—so lost ar¢ we to all sense of the
absurdity and shamefulness of this denial
to our conscience of the right of question.
We are not to render any explanation in
regard to the greater part of our habits
and customs, just as the beasts and birds
and trees are not. We are not to render
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any explanation in regard to our social
relations with one another on which the
welfare and miscry, the joy and sorrow, of
SO many so absolutely depend. But in our
commerce with the foreigner, in the world
of politics, how glibly have we learnt to
ask questions, how accustomed we are he-
coming to require reasonable evplmmtwm
of all laws and regulations !

In a land where man has kept himself in
slavery by thus ignoring the claim of hu-
man rxght% in social relations, how can there
arisc any true demand for self-detcrmini
tion ? All rights in such a land necds must
be concessions made by the gencrosity of
others. .

So 1 repeat that where man keeps him-
self petty he fails to catch the eye, his plaint
for rights fails to reach the ear. And when
such men come into contact with the
$trong they bring about their downfall by
lowering their ideal of the relation hetween
man and man. Such relations with the
weak gradually make pride, injustice and
cruelty become natural for the strong. The
very ease with which they can wreak their
will on the weak makes them unconscious-
ly Telax their belief in the sanctity of hu-
man freedom. So is the weakness of those
who have not the power to resist, sucha
potent poison for all humanity. And our
social system is but a vast machine for per-
petuating such weakness. Its countless
forces of unreasoning injunctions have,
on the one hand, completely hemmed us in,
and, on theother, they have cut at the very
root of that freedom of conscience which
alone could have served to find us a
way out. Then again, there are the
punishments of disproportionate severity

for even the most trivial offences by w ay
of nonconformity. And so under the
burden of unt}nnkmg stupidity, aud the
pressure of distracting fear, all sensibility
and initiative, even in the least of life’s
affairs, js utterly crushed out. And then?
Then only beg and beg, and if alms be
denied, weep and wail !

If alms shounld have been forthcoming
for the asking, and our travail should
have ceased with the dole, then indeed
would our abjectness have become hope-
less. It is hecause God will not curse us
with the curse of eternal abjectness, kept
continually pampered by gifts of 1'1ghts
out of others’ i wndnmuty that He is
showering upon us sorrow after sorrow.

When the ship's hold is full of water
then only does the buftetting of the out-
side wi 1Lcr'~. hecome o menace. The inside
water is not so visibly threatening, its
inrush not so stupendously apparent,—it
destrovs with its dead weight. So  the
temptation is strong to cast all blame on
the waves outside. But i the good sense
does not dawn in time, of all hands
manning the pumps, then sinking 18 inevi-
table. Iowever hopeless the task of
getting rid of the internal water may now
and then appear, it is surcly more hopeful
than trying to bale away the water of
the outside seas !

Obhstacles and opposition from  without
there always will he, but they bhecome
dangers onlv when there are also ohstacles
and  opposition within. Only if truc
endéavour should replace heggary will all
insult disappear and fruition he ours.

- Translated by~
SURENDRANATH TAGORE,

WAS THERE A MISCARRIAGE OF JUSTICE ?

was shown by the C. 1. D. Inspector at

Amritsar a telegram from the Punjab - pector asked me if I knew Mr.

The Iné—
Eardly

accused under trial at Lahore.

Government prohibiting the entrance °Norton by sight, and I told him I did not.

“of Mr. Eardly Norton into the martial law
area for thp purpose of defending the

He kept the mail train waiting while 4
thorough search was made from end fo
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.tion and raising of the poor, depressed and
oppressed, presided on the occasion. The Repo
is, indeed, highly interesting and our readers will
do well to procure for themselves a copy each to
be had for the price of 8 annas at the following
offices of this Mission :— ,

"D.C. Mission Office,Charni Rd., Girgaum,Bombay,

: " » 670 Taboot St., Camp, Poona.
. ” . Near Post Office, Old Hubli.

: Panchpaoli, Nagpur City.

142 Narayen Pillai Street, Ban-

galore Cantonment.

” ’"

) "

- (15) Is 1t SELF-GOVERNMENT ? by Prasanva-
dan M. Desai, printed at the Commercial Press,
Bombay. This pamphlet discusses in detail the
management of municipal affairs in India which

" OPERATIVE JOURNAL for May 1919.
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the author holds, and he rightly does so, are far
from self-governing, -

(16) RePoRrT ON PuBLIC INSTRUCTION IN BEN-
GAL for 1917-18. ) .

(17) SupPPLEMENT to the above, ‘

(18) RESOLUTION REVIEWING THEREPORTS 6N
THE WORKING, OF THE DisTRICT BOARDS IN BENGAL
ForR 1917-18,

(19) Tue BENcAL, BiHAR AND ORISSA CQ:

(20) THE BoMBAY CO-OPERATIVE QUARTERLY
for June, 1919. :

(21)- Bureau "oF EDUCATION OCCASIONAL
RePorTs No. 8 —THE TRAINING OF TEACHER-
issued by Superintendent, Government Printing
India(,1 8, Hastings Street, Calcutta. Price 8 As.
or 9d.

e—————

A LETTER FROM ROMAIN ROLI.AND TO RABINDRANATH TAGORE

The following letter has been sent by the great
French author, Romain Rolland, to the poet,
. Rabindranath Tagore.

€€ VERTAIN free spirits, who feel the need
of standing out against the almost
universal oppression and servitude
of the intellect, have conceived the project
of this Declaration of Independence of the
Spirit,—a copy of which I enclose.
Would you give us the honour of uniting
your ojgn name with ours? It appears to
- me that our ideas are not out of har-
mony with yours. We have already re-
ceived the consent of Henri Barbusse, of
Paul Signac, the painter, of Dr. Frederik
van Eeden, of Prof. Georg Fri Nicolai, of
Henry Van der Velde, of Stefan Zweig; and
we expect the consent of Bertrand Russell,
Selma Lagerlof, Upton Sinclair, Benedetto
Croce, and others. We think of collecting
at first three or four-signatories for each
country,—if possible, one writer, one
savant, one artist,—and then publish the
Detlaration, making the appeal chiefly to the
intellectual elite of all nations. If you can
recruit for u$ some names in India, Japan
_a8d China, I should be very much obliged.
T'éould wish that henceforth the intellect of
Asia might take a more and more definite

utope. My dreqm will be that one day

art in the manifestation of the thought of”

-

we may see the union of these two hemi-
spheres of the Spirit, and I admire you for
having contributed towards this'more than
anyone else. Allow me to tell you:in con-
clusion, how dear to us are your wisdom
and your art, and accept, 1 pray, the
expression of my profound sympathy.
RomaIN RoLLAND.

P.S.—I have allowed myself to lay stress
on certain passages of your lecture of 1916,
at Tokyo, in one of my articles published
during the War. T am dending it to you
under separate cover with the request that
you will pardon the imperfection of the
French translation. I enclose with it a
little pamphlet, dedicated to one of our old
philosophers of Europe, who has exercised
a great attraction over my thought and
whom perhaps you will love also—Empe-
docles of Agrigentum. :

DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE

OF THE SPIRIT ,: .

Fellow-workers of the Spirit, comrades,
scattered throughout the world and separ-
ated from one another for five years by the
armies, the censorship, and the nations

_engaged in war, we address our appeal to

you at this hour,—when the barriers are
falling down and the frontiers are open;ﬁ;ﬁ
again,—to re-establish our brotherhc
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of union, but a new union, more firm and
secure than that which was established
before.

The war has thrown our ranks into
disorder. The greater number of the intel-
lectuals have placed their knowledge, their
art, their reason, at the service of the
governments. We do not wish to-accuse
any one, or to make any personal reproach.
We know the weakness of individual souls,
and the elemental force of the great collect-
ive currents. All of a sudden, the latter
has swept away the former ; because nath-
g had been foreseen in time to offer resis-
tatice. May this experience at least serve
us'in good stead for the future.

And, first of all, let us fully realist the
disasters which have resulted from the
almost complete abdication of the intellect
«of the world and its voluntary enslavement
to the forces let loose. The thinkers and
.artists had added a scourge which has tor-
mented Europe in body and soul, an incal-
culable volume of poisonous hatred. They
have searched every arsenal of their know-
ledge, their imagination, their ancient and
modern precedents, historical, scientific,
logical, poetical, for hate. “ Thev have lah-
oured to destory understanding and love
hetween man and man. In doing this,thev
have disfigured and debased Thought, whose
ambassadors they were. They have made
Her the instrument of the passions, and
without knowing it, perhaps, the weapon
of the selfish interests of a political or social
party, a state, a country, or a class. They
now emerge from this savage conflict,—in
which all nations, hoth victors and vanqui-
shed, have heen consumed, bruised, impov-
erished, and in their heart of hearts, how-
ever little they acknowledge it, ashamed
and humiliated at their consummate folly ;
and Thought, entangled in their struggles,
emerges with them ruined and fallen.

Up ! Let us set the Spirit free from these
entanglcrients, from these humiliating
alliances, from these hiddenslaveries ! The
Spirit is the servant of none. Itis we who
are servants of the Spirit. We have no other
naster. We are made to carry, to protect
ts life, to rally round it all men who have
gone astray. ‘
eep a fixed point, to show forth jsthe

11 =

the passions in the night.

Our part, our duty is to .
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pole-star in the midst of the turbulence of
Among these
passions of pride and thutual destruction
we make no selection ; we reject them all,
We serve Truth alone, Truth that is free and
frontierless, without confines, without pre-
judice of race or caste. Certainly wedo
not exempt ourselves from Humanity. It
is for Humanity we labour, but fotr Hu-
manity whole and entire. We do not know
peoples, we know the People, unique, uni-
versal, the P’eople which suffers and strug—

~gles, which falls to risc again, which a

vances always over the rofigh road, drench-
ed with its own sweat and blood, the
People of all mankind, and equally our
brothers. And it is in order that they with
us should gaii the consciousness of this
brotherhood, that we raise up over their
blind conflict the Arch of Alliance, of the
Free Spirit, one and manifold, eternal,

RABINDRANATH TAGORE'S REPLY
TO ROMAIN ROLLAND

»
The following letter was sent, in reply, by the
Poet, Rabindranath Tagore, to M, Romain
Rolland :(—

“When my mind was steeped in the
gloom of the thought, that the lesson of
the late war had been lost, and that people
were trying to perpetuate their hatred and
anger into the same organised menace for
the world which threatened themselves
with disaster, your letter came and cheeréd
me with its message of hope. The truths,
that save us, have always been uttered by
the few and rejected by the many, and
have triumphed through their failures. It
is énough for me to know, that the higher
conscience of Europe has been able to assert |
itself in one of her choicest spirits through
the ugly clamours of passionate politics ;
apd 1 gladly hasten to accept youginvita-
tion to join the ranks of those free souls,
who, in Europe, have conceived the project

_of a Declaration of Independence of the

Spirit. Kindly accept my -thanks for the
noble words with which you have intso-
duced ‘the French Translation of the pas-
sages from my ‘Message to Japan’ in your
pamphlet. I hope to be excused for pub-
lishing, in one of our Magazines, an English
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ré.:nderiug of the sémq, as well as your
letter to me with the Declaration. Ihave
asked my publisher to send you my book
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on ‘“Nationalism” which contains my
Japanese addresses and some more lectures
on the same subject.”

'Wisdom from China.

The worth of the ancient civilisation of
China is proved, among other things, by
the writings of her sages, which are store-
houses of wisdom. Lao-tsze, the reputed
author of the Tao Teh King, was bhorn
about 604 B. C. The World and the New
Dispensation has been giving some extracts
from a translation of this work of his
which are priceless for their insight and
wisdom. Some of them are given below.

To harmonise great enemies
We must possess that which far surpasscs enmity.

We must be able to be at peace
In order to be active in Love,

- That is why the self-controlled man holds the left-
hand ?]ortion of the contract, but does not insist upon
the other man producing his portion.

He who is virtuous may rule by a contract,
He whose virtue is within may rule by destroying it.

To govern a kingdom, usg righteousness,
To conduct a war, use stfategy.
To be a teue world-ruler, be occupied with Inner Lifc.

How do I know that this is so ?
By this :—
Tﬁe more restrictive the laws,

the poorer the people.
The more machinery used,

the more trouble in a kingdom.
The more clever and skilful the people,

“the more do they make artigci:n things,
The more the laws are in evidence,

the more do thieves and robbers abound.

That is' why the self-controlled man says :—
If I act from Inner Life
the people will become transformed in themselves.
If I love stillness
the people will become righteous in themselves.
¥ am occupi¢d with Inner Life
the people’will become enriched in themselves,
If T love the Iuner Life’ .
the people will“bec%me pure in themselves.
If the government is from the heart
the people will be richer and richer,
1f the government is full of restrictions
« -the people will be poorer and poorer.

NOTES -

Where troops dwell, there grow thorns and briers.
After great wars, there follow bad years.

He who loves, bears fruit unceasingly, -

He does not dare to conquer by strength.

He bears fruit, but not with assertiveness,

He bears fruit, but not with boastfulness,

He bears fruit, but not with meanness,

He bears fruit, but not to obtain it for himself,
He bears fruit, but not to shew his strength.

If a great kingdom only desires to unify and
nourish men,

If a small kingdom only desires to enter in and
serve men,

Then the Master, in each case, shall obtain his
desire.

He who is great ought to be lowly.

God “left out.”’

“A very serious omission in the platform
of the League of Nations as cabled from
Paris” is pointed out by two American
“trade publications,” namely, The Ame-
rican Lumberman, of Chicago, and 7The
Bean-Bag, ol St. Louie. The Bean-Bag
says that “nowhere in the platform, nor, so
far as reported, in the proceedings that led
up to its promulgation, is to be found any
-hint of official or public recognition of the
fact, generally accepted by civilized huma-
nity, of the existence of a Supreme Being
who rules the destinies of nations, nor any
petition for divine guidance in the most
amomentous crisis in the history of the
world,”” and The Lumberman questions
whether it is a ‘“trifing omission” or
“mere bigotry to refer toit ?” It affirms
that Americans who are familiar with
their country’s history will not so regard
it. The Lumberman says that ‘‘the founders
of the American Republic recorded in the
Declaration, of Independence their ‘firm
reliance, upon the protection of Divine
Providencé’ This sentiment was reiterated.
by Lincoln in his immortal addréss at
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THE TRIAL OF THE HORSE

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

RAHMA, the creator, was very near the
end of his task of creation when a
new idea struck him.

He sent for the Store-keeper and said :
“0 keeper of the stores, bring tomy factory
a quantity of each of the five elements. For
[ am recady to create another creature.”
“Lord of the universe,” the store-keeper re-
plied, “when in the first flush of creative
extravagance you began to turn out such
exaggerations as clephants and whales
and pythons and tigers, yvou took no count
of the stock. Now, all the elements that
have density and force are nearly used up.
The supply of carth and water and fire has
become inconveniently scanty, while of air
and ether there is as much asis good for
us and a good deal more."

The four-headed deity looked perplexed
and pulled at his four pairs of moustaches.
At last he said, “The limitedness of inate-
rial gives all the more scope to originality.
Send me whatever you have left.” ’

This time DBrahmid was excessively
sparing with the carth, water and fire.
The new creature was not given either
horns or claws, and his teeth were only
meant for chewing, not for hiting. The

rudent care with which fire was used in
is formation made him necessary in war
without making him warlike. .

This animal was the Horse,

Thereckless expenditure of air and cther,
which went into his composition, was
amazing. And in consequence he perpetu-
ally struggled to outreach the wind, to
outrun space itself. The other animals run
only when they have a reason, but the horse
would run for nothing whatever, as if to
run out of his own skin. He had no desire
to chase, or to kill, but only to flv on and
on till he dwindled into a dot,” melted into
a swoon, blurred into a shadow, and
vanmhed into vacancy.

The Cr¢ator was glad. Ie had given for

his other creatures’ habitations,—to some
the forests, to others the caves. But in his
enjovment of the disinterested spirit of speed
in the Horse, he gave him an open
meadow under the very cye of heaven.

By the side of this meadow lived Man.

Man has his delight in pillaging and
piling things up. And he is never happy
till thesegrow into a burden. So, when he
saw this new creature pursuing the wind
and kicking at the sky, he said to himself :
“If only I can bind and sccure this Horse,
I can use his broad back for carrying
my loads.”

So one day he canght the Horse.

Then man put 2 saddle on the Horse's
hack and a spiky bit in his mouth. Hu
regularly had hard rubbing and scrubbing
to keep him fit, and there were the whip
and spurs to remind him that it was wrong
to have his own will.

Man also put high walls round the
Horse, lest if left at large in the open the
creature might escape him. So it came to
pass, that while the Tiger who had his
forest remained in the forest, the Lion who
had his cave remained in the cave, the
Horse who once had his open meadow
ame to spend his days in a stable. Air
and cther had roused in the horse longings
for deliverance, but they swiftly delivered
him into bondage.

When he felt that bondage did not suit
him, the Horse kicked at the stable walls.

But this hurt his hoofs much more than
it hurt the wall. Still some of the plaster
-ame off and the wall lost its beauty.

Man felt aggrieved.

“What ingratitude ! he cried. “Do 1
not give him food and drink ? Do I not
keep highly-paid men-servants to watch
over him day and night ? Indeed he is hard
to please.”’

In their desperate attempts to please
the Horse, the men-servants fell upon him
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and so vigorously applied all their winning
methods that he lost his power to kick and
a great deal more besides.

Then Man called his friends and neigh-
bours together, and said to them exult-
ingly,—*‘Friends, did you ever sec¢ so devot-
ed a steed as mine ?”

“Never ! thev replied. *‘He seems as
‘'still as ditch water and as mild as the
religion you profess.”

The Horse, asis well known, had no
horns, no claws, nor adequ.lttr teeth, at
his birth. And, when on the top of this,
all kicking at the walls and ceven into
emptiness had been stopped, the only way
to give vent to his feelings was to nuwh

But that disturbed Man’s sleep.

Moreover, this neighing was not hkely to
impress the neighbours as a piean of devo-
tion and thankfulness So Man invented
devices to shut the Horse's mouth.

But the voice cannot he altogether
suppressed so long as the mistake is made
of leaving any breath in the body. There-
fore a spasmodic sound of moaning came
from his throat now and then.

One day this noise reached Brahma’s
s,

The Creator woke up from his meditation.
It gave him a start when he glanced at the
meadow and saw no sign of the Horse.

“This is all vour doing,” cried Brahma,
in anger to Yama, the God of death. **You
have taken away the Horse !

“Lord of all creatures !"” Death replied :
“All your worst suspicions vou keep only
for me. But most of the calamities 1n your
beautiful world will be explained if you
turn your eyes in the direction of Man.”

Brahma looked below. Hesaw a small

>
[y
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dolorous moaning of his Horse

fitfully.

Brahmi frowned in anger.

“Unless you set free my Horse™, said he,
I shall take care that he grows teeth and
claws like the TFiger.

“That would be ungodly™, cried man,
“to encourage ferocity. All the same, if 1
may speak plain truth about a creature
of vour own make, this Horse is not fit to
be set free. It was for his eternal good
that I built him this stable—this marvel of
architecture,”

Bralima remained obdurate.

“Ihow to yvourwisdom,” said Man, **hut
if, after seven days, vou still think that
your meadow s better for him than my
stable, I will humbly own defeat.”

After this Man sct to work.

He made the Horse go {ree, but hobbled
his front legs. The result was so vastly
diverting that it was enough to make
¢ven a frog burst his sides with laughter,

Brahma, from the height of his heaven,
could see the comic gait of his Horse, but
not the tragic rope which hobbled him.
He was mortified to find his own creature
opeuly exposing its divine maker to ridi-
cule.
~ It was an absurd blunder of mine”, he
cried, “‘closely touching the sublime.”

“Grandsire,” said Man with a pathetic
show of svmpdth), “what can I do for
this unfortunate creature ? If there is a
meadow in your heaven, I am willing to
take trouble to transport him thither.”

“Take him back to your stable !" cried
Brahma in dismay.

“Merciful God !” cried Man, “‘what a
great hurden it wnll be tor mankind !

“It is the burden of humanity,” mutter-

came

enclosure, walled in, from which the ed Brahma.
e e 3
RESURRECTION OF MOTHERHOOD AND FATHERHOOD
ROM time immemorial motherhood as having taken birth as a human babe to

has been regarded in this country as
. the highest function of female life.
So much so that God has been represented

taste a mother’s love.
*“Nandah kimakarod brahman .
Sreya cham mahodayam
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THE RUNAWAY

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

1.

OTI Babu, Zamindar ot Katalia, was
orthis way home by boat.  There
had heen the usual forenoon halt,

alongside a village mart on the river, and
the cooking of the midday meal was in
progress.

A Brahmin boy came up to the hoat and
asked : “Which wuy are vou going, Sir 2"
He could not have been older than fifteen
or sixteen.

“To Katalia,” Moti Babu replied.

“Could voit give me a hft to Nandigram,
on your way "’

Moti Babu acceded and asked the young
fellow his name.

“My name is Tara,” said the hoy.

With his fair complexion, his great hig
eves and his delicate, finely-cut, smiling lips,
the lad was strikingly handsome. All he
had on was a dhots, somewhat the worse
for wear, and his bare upper hody dis-
plaved no superfluity cither of clothing or
flesh,—its rounded proportions looked like
some sculptor’s masterpicee.

“My son,” said Moti Babu affectionate-
lv, *have vour bath and come on hoard.
You will dine with me.”

“Wait 2 minute, Sir,” said Tara, with
which he jumped on the servants’ boat
moored astern, and set to work to assist in
the cooking. Moti Babu’s servant was an
up-country man* and it was evident that
his ideas of preparing fish for the pot wvere
crude. Tara relieved him of his task and

** Servants belonging to other provinces do not
as a rule understand the niceties of Bengali
culinary art. 7Tr.

neatly got through it with complete suc-
cess. Tle then made up one or two vege-
table dishes with o skill which showed a
good deal of practice. s work finished,
Tara after a plunge in the river took out
afresh dhoti from his hundle, clad himself
m spotless white, and with a little wooden
comb smoothed back his flowing locks from
his forchead into a cluster behind his neck.
Then, with his sacred threed glistening
over his breast, he presented himself hefore
his host.

Moti Babn took him into the cabin
where his wife, Annapurna, and their nine-
vear old daughter were sitting.  The good
lady was immeuscly taken with the comely
young fcllow,—her whole héart went out
to him.  Where could he be coming from :
whosce child could he be @ ah, poor thing,
how could his mother hear to be separated
from him ?»—thought she to herself,

Dinner was duly  served and a seat
placed for Tara by Moti Babu's side. The
boy seemed to have but a poor appetite.
Annapurna put it down to hashfulness and
repeatedly pressed him to try this and that,
but he would not allow  himself to be per-
suaded.  He had clearly o will of his own,
hut he showed it guite simply and natural-
Iy without any appearance of wilfulness
or . obstinacy.

When they had all finished, Annapurna
made Tara sit by her side and questioned
him about himself. She was not successful
in gathering much of a connected story, but
this at least was clear that he had run
away from home at the early age of ten or
eleven, )



242

“Have you no mother *' asked Anna-
purna.

(lYeQ "

“Does she not love you 7"

This last question seemed to strike the
boy as highly absurd. He laughed as he
réplied { “Why should she not "

“*Why did you leave her, then ?”
sued the mystified lady.

“She has four more hoysand threegirls.”

Amapurna  was  shocked. “What a
thing to say !I”" she ceried. “Can one bear to
cut off a finger because there arefour more 2™

pur-

23

Tara’s history was as briefas his vears
were few, but for all that the hoy was
quite out of the common. He was the
fourth son of his parents and had lost his
father in his infancy.  In spite of this large
family of children, Tara had always been
the favourite.  He was petted alike by his
mother, his brothers and sisters, and the
netghbours. - Even the schoolmaster usual-
ly spared him the rod, and when he didnot,
the punishment was felt by all the class.
So there wasno reason for him to leave
his home.  But, curiously cenough, though
the scamp of the village—whose time was
divided between tasting of the fruits stolen
from the neighbours’ trees and the more
plentiful fruits of his stealing pressed onhim
by these same neighbours—remained within
the village bounds clinging to his scolding
mother, The pet of the village ran away to
join a band of wandering pld\'crs

There was o hue and ery, and a rescue
party hunted him out and broaght him
back. His distracted mother stl.unul him
to her breast and deluged him with her
tears. A stern sense of duty foreed his
clders to make an heroie effort to adminis-
ter a mild corrective, but overcome by the
reaction thev lavished their repentant fond-
ness on him worse than ever. The neigh-
bours' wives redoubled their attentions in
the hope of reconciling him to his home-life.
But all bonds, even those of affection, were
irksome to the boy. The star under which he
was born must have decreed him homeless.

* When Tara saw boats from foreign
parts bring towed along the river; or a
Sannvasi, in his wanderings through un-
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known lands, resting under one of the vill-
age trees, or a gypsy camp sprung up on the
fallow field hy the river, the gypsics seated

- by their mat-walled hutq splitting bam-

hoos and weaving baskets, his a})lllt
longed for the fncdom of the mysterious
outside world, unhampered by ties of affec-
tion. After he had repeated” his escapade
two or three times, his relations and neigh-
hours gave up all hope of him.,

When the proprictor of the bhand of
plavers, which he had joined, hegan to love
Tara as a son and he hecame the favourite
of the whole party, big and small alike,—
when he found that even the people of the
houses.at which their performances were
given, chicfly the women, would send for
him to mark their &pcual appreciatior, he
gave them all the siip, and his companions
could find no trace of him.

Tara was ag impatient of hondage as a
voung deer, and as susceptible to music.
It was the songs in the theatrical perfor-
mances which had drawn him away from
his home ties. Their tunes would make
corresponding waves course through  his
veins and his whole heing swaved to their
rhythm.  Even when he was guite a child,
the solemn way in which he would sit out
a musical performance, gravely nodding to
mark the time, need to make 1t difficult for
the grown-ups to restrain their laughter.
Not

only  music, bat the patter of the
heavy  July rain on the trees in full
folinge, the roll of the thunder, the

moaning of the wind through the thickets,
as of some infant giant straved from its
mother,—would make him beside himself.
The distant cry of the kites flying high in
the blazing midday sky, the croaking of the
frogs on a rainy cvening, the ho\\]nw of
thc_ ackals at dead of night,— all these stlr-
red him to his depths.

This passion for music next led him to
take up with a company of ballad-singers.
The master took great pains in teaching
him to sing and recite ballads composed in
alliterative verse and jingling metre, hased
on stories from the epics, and became as
fond of him as if he were a pet singing bird.
But after he had learnt several pieces, one
fine morning it was found that the bird
had flown,
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In this part of the country, during June
and July, a suceession of fairs are held turn
by turn in the diflferent villages, and bands
of plavers and singers and dancing girls,
together with hordes of traders of every
kind, Journey in boats along the hig and
little rivers from fair to fair. Since the year
before a novelty in the shape of a party of
acrobats had joined the throng, Tara after
leaving the ballad singers had heen travel-
ling with a trader, helping him to sell his
pan.  His curiosity heing roused, he thrc\\
in his lot with the acrobats. He had t: grhit
himself to play on the flute, and it was his
sole function lu play jigs, m the Luckuow
stvle, while the acrobats were doing their
feats. It was fmm this troupe that he had
last run away., Tara had heard that the
Zamindar of Nandigram was getting up
some amateur theatricals on a grand scale.
He promptly tied up his helongings into a
bundle with the intention of going there,
when he came across Moti Babu.

Tara’s imaginative nature had saved
him [rom acquiring the manners of any of
the different companies with whom he had
hobnubbed. s mind had always remain-
cd aloof and free. He had scen and heard
many ugly things, but there was no vacan-
ey \\'xthm hiu for these to be stored away.
Like other honds, habit also failed to hold
him.  Swan-like, e swam lightly over the
muddy waters of the world, and no matter
how often his curiosity mmpelled him to
dive into the mire beneath, his feathers re-
mained unruftfled and white. That is why
the face of the raneway shone with an
unsullied  vouthfulness which made even
the middle-aged, worldly Moti Babu aceept
and welcome him, unquestioning and un-
doubting.

After dinner was over, the hoat was
ast off and Annapurna, with an affection-
ate interest, went on asking  all about
Tara's relatives and his home lite.  The hoy
made the shortest possible replies and
last sought refuge in flight to the deck

The vast river outside, swollen by the
seasonal rains to the last limit of its brink,
scemed to embarrass mother Nature her-
self by its boisterous recklessness. The sun,
shining out of a break in the clouds, touch-
ed as though with a magic wand, the rows
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of half-submerged reeds at the water's edge,
the fresh juicy green of the sugar-cane pat-
ches higher up on the bank and the purple
haze of the woodlands on the further shore
against the distant horizon. Evervthing
was gleaming and thrilling and quickening
and speaking with life.

Tara mounted  the upper deck. and
stretched himself under the shade of the
spreading sail. One after another, sloping
grassy meadows, flooded jute fields, deep
green waves of man rice, narrow paths
winding up to the village from the river-
side, villages nestling amidst their dense
groves, came mto sight and passed @aay.
This great world, with its wide-gazing
sky, with all the stir and whisper in its
felds, the tumoiit in its water, the restless
rastle inoats trees, the vast remoteness of
its space above and below, was on terms
of the closest mtimacy with the hov, and
vet it never, for a moment, tried to hind
his  restless spirit within . jealously ex-
acting embrace.

Calves were gamboiling by the river-
side. Hobbled village ponies rimped along,
grazing on the meadow lands. Kinghshers,
perched on the hamboo poles put up for
spreading the nets, took o sudden plinge
every now and then alter ish.  Boys were
plaving pranks in the river. Village maids
up to their breasts in the water chattered
and  laughed as they serubbed their clothes.
Fishwives with their haskets and tucked-up
skirts bargained with the fishermen over
their cateh,—these evervday seenes never
seemed to exhaust  their novelty for Tarn,
his eves could never quench their thirst.

Then Tara started to talk with the hoat-
men.  He jumped up and took turns with
them at the poles whenever  the hoat
hugged the shore too closelv. And when
the steersman felt he would lke a smoke
Tara rehieved him at the helm, and seemed
to kuow exactly how to work the sail with
the changing direction of the breeze and
the boat.

A little before evening Annapurna sent
for Tara inside and asked him: “What do
you usually have for supper 2"

“Whatever 1 get,” was the reply, “and
some days I don’t get anything at all!”

Annapurna was not a little disappointed
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at this lack of response. She felt she would
like to feed and clothe and care for this
homeless waif till he was made thoroughly
happy, but somehow she could not find
out what would please him. When a little
later, the boat was moored for the night,
she hustled about and sent out servants
into the village to get milk and sweetmeots
and whatever other daintics were to he
had. But Tara contented himself with a
very sparing supper and refused the milk
altogether. Even Moti Babu, a man of
few words, tried to press the milk on him,
but he simply said: “I don't care for it.”

Thus passed two or three days of their
life on the river. Tara of his own accord,
and with great alacrity, helped in the
marketing and the cooking and lent a
hand with the boatmen in whatever had
to be done. Anything worth seeing never
missed his keen glance.  His eyes, his limbs,
his mind were always on the alert. Like
Nature herself, he was in constant activity,
yet aloof and undistracted. Every in-
dividual has his own fixed standpoint,
but Tara was just a joyous ripple on the
rushing current of things across the infinite
blue. Nothing bound him to past or future,
his was simply to flow onwards.

From the various professionals with
whom he had associated, he had picked
up many cntertaining accomplishments.
Free from all' troubling, his mind had
a wonderful receptivity. He had by
heart any number of ballads and songs
and long passages out of the dramas.
One day, as was his custom, Moti Babu
was giving a reading from the Ramayana
to his wife and daughter. He was about
to come to the story of Kusha and Lava,
the valiant sons of Rama, when Tara
could contain his excitement no longer.
Stepping down from the deck into the
cabin he exclaimed : ‘‘Put away the book,
Sir. Let me sing you the story.”” He then
began to recite Dasarathi’'s version of the
story in  a faultless flute-like  voice,
showering and scattering its wonderful
rhymes and alliterations all over. The
atmosphere became charged with a wealth
of laughter and tears. The hoatmen
hutig round the cabin doors to listen, and
even the occupants of passing hoats
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strained their ears to get snatches of the
floating melody. When it came to an end,
a sigh went forth from all the listeners,—
alas, that it should have finished so soon!
Annapurna with her.eves brimming
over, longed to take Tara into her lap
and fold him to her hosom. Moti Babu
thought that if only he could persuade
the lad to stay on with them he would
cease to feel the want of a son. Only the.
little Charu, their daughter, felt as il she
would hurst with jealousy and chagrin!

3.

Charu was the only child of her parents,
the sole claimant to their love. There
was nd end to her whims and caprices.
She had ideas of her own as to dress and
toilet, but these were liable to constant
fluctuations. So whenever she was invit-
ed out, her mother was on tenter-hooks
till the last moment, lest she should get
something impossible into her head. 1If
once she did not fancy the way her hair
had been done, no amount of taking it
down and doing 1t up again would be
any good—the matter was sure to end in o
fit of sulks. It was the same with most
other things. When, however, she wasin a
good humour, she was reasonablencss
itself. She would then kiss and embrace
her mother with a gushing affection, and
distract her with incessant prattle and
langhter. In a word, this little mite of a
girl was an impossible cnigma.

With all the fierceness of her untamed
heart Charu began to hate Tara. She
took to tearfully pushing away her
platter at dinner, the cooking was done so
badly! She slapped her maid, finding
fault with her for no rhyme or reason. In
fine she succeeded i making  her parents
thoroughly uncomfortable. The more inter-
esting she, with the others, found Tara’'s
varied accomplishments to be, the angrier
she became. Since her mind refused to
admit Tara's merits, how should she not
be wild when they became too obtrusive?

When Tara first sang the story of Kusha
and Lava, Annapurna had hoped that
the music, which could have charmed the
heasts of the forest, might serve to soften
the temper of her wayward daughter. She
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asked her: “And how did you like it,
Charu?” A vigorous shaking of the head
was all the rq)l\ she got, w thh translated
into words must have meant: “I did not
like it, and I never will like it, so there!”

Divining that it was a pure case of

jealousy the mother gave up showing any
attention to Tara in her daughtcrs
presence. But when after her early supper
Charu had gone off to bed, and Moti Babu
was sitting out on deck with Tara,
Annapurna took her seat near the cabin
door and asked Tara to give them a song,
As the melody flooded  the evening sky,

seeming to enrapture into a hush  the
villages  reposing under the dusk, and

filling Annapurna'’s tender heart with an
ecstacy of nnutterable love and heauty,
Charu left her bed and came up sobbhing:
“What a noise vou are all making, mother!
I can’t get awink of sleep!™ How could she
bear the idea of being sent off to bed alone,
and  all of them 11.111;;111;, round Tara, re-
velling in his singing ?

Tara, for his part, found the tantrums
of this little girl, with the bright black
eves hlghl\’ (ll\’(‘l‘tll]" He tried his hest
to win her over by tcllm;, her stories, sing-
ing songs to her, playing on the flute for
hcx,-—lm‘r with no success.  Only when he
plunged into the river for his daily swim,
with his dhoti lifted short above his knces
and tightened round his  waist, his fair
supple limbs cleaving the water with skil-
ful case, like some water-sprite at play, her
curious gaze could not help being attracted.
She would be looking forward every morn-
ing to his bath-time, but without  letting
any one guess her fascination. And when
the time came, this little untaught actress
would fall to practice her knitting by the
cabin window with a world of attention :
only now and again her eves would he
raised to throw a casual, seemingly con-
temptuous glance at Tara's performance.

They had long passed by Nandigram,
but of this Tara had taken no notice.  The
big hoat swept onwards with a leisurely
movement, sometimes under sail, sometimes
towed along through river, tributary and
branch. The days of its inmates wore on
like these streams, with a lazy flow of
unexciting hours of mild variedness. No
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one was in any kind of hurry. Theyv all
took plenty of time over their dailvy bath
and food, and cven before it grew quite
dark the boats would be moored near the
landing place of some village of suflicient
size, against “a woodland  background,
lively with the sp arkle of fireflies and the
chirping of cicadas. In this wayit took
them over ten days to get to Katalia.

4.

On the news of the Zamindar Babu's
artival, men, palanquins and pouies were
sent out to meet his hoat, and the retain-
ers fired off 2 sadvo startling the village
crows into noisy misgivings.,  Impatient
ot the delay oceasioned by this tormal
welcome Tara quaietly slipped off the hoat
by himself, and made a rapid round of the
village. Some he  hailed  as brother or
sister, others as uncle or aunt, and in the
short space of two or three hours he had
made friends with all sorts ud conditions
of people.

It was perhaps because Tara acknows
ledzed no bonds that he could win his way
so casily into others’ affections,—anyhow
in a few davs the whole village had cupic
tulated unconditionally.  ©ne of the r
sons for his casy victory was thuquxckmss
with which he could enter into the spirit
of every class, as if he was one of them-
selves. He was not the slave of any
habit, hut he could casily and simply get
used to things.  With children, he was
just 2 child, yet aloof and superior.  With
his clders, he was  not  childish, but
neither was he a prig. With the peasant,
e was a peasant without losing  his
brahminhood. He took part in the
work or play of all of them with zest
and skill.  One day as he was scated at a
sweetmeat-seller's, the latter hegged him
to mind the shop while he went on some
errand, and the hoy cheerfully sat there for
hours, driving off the flies with a palmyra
leaf. He had some knowledge of how to
make sweetmeats; and could also take a
hand at the loom, or at the potter’s wheel
with equal case.

But though he had made a conquest
of the village, he had been unable to oder-
come the jealousy of one little girl; and
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it may be that just hecause he felt that
this atom of femininity desired his hanish-
ment with all her might, he made such a
prolonged stay in Katalia.

But little Churu was not long in fur-
nishing fresh proof of the inscrutability
of the feminine mind. Sonamani, the
daughter of the cook* (a Brahmin woman)
had been widowed at the carly age of five

or six. She was now of Charu's age and .

her closest friend.  She was confined to
her quarters with some ailment when the
family returned home and so could not
come to see her companion for some davs.
When at last she did turn up, the two
hosom friends ncarly fell out for  good.
This is how it happened.

Charu had started on the story of her
travels with great circumstance.  With
the thrilling episode of the abduction of
the gem, known as Tara, she had tully
expected to raise her friend’s curiosity and
wonderment to the topmost pitch.  But
when she learned that Tara was not un-
known to Sonamani, that he called Sona-
mani’s mother, aunt, and Sonamani called
him dadit—when she further gathered that
Tara had not only charmed both mother
and daughter by playing songs of the
loves of Radha and Krishna on the flute,
but had actually made & hamboo flute for
Sonamani with his own hand, and plicked
fruit for her from tree tops and Howers
for her from brambly thickets,—she felt as
if a red-hot spear had heen thrust into her.

That very day, Charn, on some different
pretext, vowed ctcm.ll cnmity to Sorra-
mani. And going into Tara's room she
pulled out his favourite flute, thirew it on
the floor and kicked and stamped and
trampled it into shivers.

While she was thus furiously busy Tara
came  into  the rvoom. The picture of
»assion which the girl presented amazed
Lim.' “Charu !" he cried. “Why are you
smashing up my flute "

“Serve vou right. I'd do it
she screamed, as with flushed

again !

face and

Cooks in Hindu houscholds  are  usually
Brahmins tinvariably so in Brahmin houscholds)
and are on a much higher footing than menial
servants,

t+ Elder brother.
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reddened cves she gave the flute some more
superfluous kicks and then ran away
crving from the room.

Tara picked up his flute to find it utterly
done for. He could not help laughing out
loud to think of the sudden fate which had
overtaken his  unoffending  instrument.
Charu was becoming for him more and
mmcmml)]cttoi curiosity as days went by.

Ile found in this house other ol)_]ects
also, which gave full scope to his curiosity.
These were the English picture books in
Moti Babu's library.  Though his know-
ledge of the outside world was considerable,
he found it diflicult to enter fully into this
world of pictures.  He tried to make up
for thedeficiency by dint of hisimagination.
But that did not prove wholly satistactory.

Finding the picture hooks so greatly
:ltLr.lctmg Tara, Moti Babu one day asked
him: “Would vou like to learn English ?
You could then understand all about these
pictures.”

“I would indeed ™

Moti Babu, highly delighted, at once
arranged with  the head master of the
village seliool to give him English lessons.

exclaimed Tara.

O

With his keen memory and undivided
attention, Tara set to work at his English
lessons.  He seemed to have embarked on
some adventurous quest and left all his
old life behind.  The ncighbours saw no
more of him, and when in the afternoon,
st before 1t got dark, he would pace
rapidly uj and down the deserted river-
side, getting up his lessons, his devoted
band of hoys looked on dejectedly from
a distance, not daring to interrupt him.

Even Charu hut rdtch came across him.
Tara had been used to come into  the
zenana for his meals, of which he partook
leisurely, under the kindly eves of Anna-
purna. He could no longer hrook the loss
of time which took })Llu over all this, and

begeed Moti s Babu's  permission  to  be
served in his room outside.  Annapurna

was grieved at the prospeet of losing his
company, and protested. But Moti Bdbu.
glad to find the boy so mindful of his
stlu.(lics, fell in with the idea and so arrang-
ed 1t
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All of a sudden Charu announced that
she also must and would learn English.
Her parents at first took it as a great
]okc and laughed heartily over their htLIe
one's latest caprice. But she effectually

rashed away the humorous part of the
prop()sul with a flood of tears; and her
helplessly doting guardians had to take
the matter seriously.  Chara was placed
under the same tutor and had her lessons
with Tara.

But studiousness did not come naturally
to this fiighty littic creature.  She not
only did not leari herself, hut made it
diflicult for Tar.c to do so either. She would
lag hehind hy not preparing her lessons,
hut would fly into a rage, or burstinto
tears, if Tarawent on to the next one with-
out her. When Tara was through with one
book and had co get another, the same had
to he procured for her also. Her jealousy
would not allow her to put up with Tara’s
way ot sitting alone in his room to do his
exercises.  She took to stealing i, when Lie
was not there, and daubing his exercise
book avith ink, or making away with his
pen. Tar: would hear these depredations
as long as he could, and when he could not
he would chastise her, hut she could not he
got to mend her wavs

At last, by aceident, Tara hit upon an
eftective method.,  One day, as he had torn
out an ink-hespattered page from his exer-
cise Tmok and was sitting there thoroughly
vexed aboudit, Charu peeped “Now |
am going to catch 1t,”" thought she. But
as she camein, herhopes were disappointed.
Tara sat quiet, withoat a word. She flitted
in and out, sometimes edging near enongh
for him to give her asmack, if he had heen
so minded. But no, he remained as still
and grave as ever. The little culprit was at
her wit's end.  She had never heen used to
I)ngmg pardon, and vet her penitent heart

carned to make it up.  Finding no other
\v:'._\' out, she took up the torn-out page
and sitting near him wrote on it in a large
round hand : “I will never do it again.”
She then went through a variety of
manceuvres to draw Tara’s attention to
what she had written. Tara could keep
his countenance no longer, and burst out
laughing., The girl fled from the room be-
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side herself with grief and anger.—She felt
that nothing short of the complete obli-
teration of that sheet of paper, from eter-
nal time and infinite space, would serve to
wipe away her mortiheation !

Bashful, shrinking Sonamani would
sometimes come round to the schoolroom
door, hesitate at the threshold and then
take herself off.  She had made it up with
Charu, and they were as great friends as
ever in all else, but where Tara was con-
cerned Sonamani was afraud and cautious,
So she usually chose the time when Charn
was inside the Zenana, to hover near the
schoolroom door. One day Tara caughit
sight of the retreating figure and called
out : “Hullo, hw.:., is that vou? What's
the news @ how 1s Aunt 2?7

“You haven't heen to us for so long,”
satd Sonamant.  *“‘Mother has a pain in the
hack, or she would have come to see vou
herself.™

At this point Charu came up. Sonamani
was all in a flutter.  She feit as i she had
heen caught stealing her friend’s property.
Charu, with a toss ol her head, and her
voice pilchc d shrill, eried out : “For shame,
Sonamani! To be coming and (hstullnng
lessons ! 'l tell mother. " 4o hear Tara's
sclf-constituted guardian, one would have
thought that her sole care in life was to
prevent the disturbance  of his studies !
What brought her here at this time  the
Lord might have known, but Tara had
no idea.

Poor, flustered Sonamani sought refuge
in making up all kinds of excuses, where-
upon Charu called her a nasty little story-
teller and she had to slink away, owning
complete defeat

But the sympathetic Tara shouted  after
her @ “All right, Sona, tell your mother I'll
go and see her this evening.”

“Oh! Wil vou ?" sneered Charu.
“Haven't vou got lessons to do ? I'lE tell
Master masai,” you seeif L don’t !

Undeterretl by the threat, Tara went
over to Dame Cook’s quarters one or two
evenings. On the third, Charu went one
better than mere threatening. She fastened

»

* Resfectful way of addressing or refgrring to a
teacher of English. 17r,
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the chain outside Tara’s door and, taking
a small padlock off her mother’s spice-box,
locked him in for the evening, only letting
him out when it was supper timc. Tara
was excessively annoyed and swore he
would not touch a morsel of food. The
repentant girl, beside herself, begged and
prayed for forgiveness. “I'll never, never
do it again,”” she pleaded, “I beg of you at
your feet, doplease havesomething to eat.”
Tara was at first obdurate, but when she
began to sob as if her heart would break,
he had to turn back and sit down to his
supper.

Charu had often and often said to her-
self that she would never again tease Tara
and be very, very good to him, but Sona-
mani,—or something or other,—would get
in the way and spoil her virtuous resolu-
tion.

And it came about that whenever Tara
found her particularly quict and good he
began to look out for an explosion. How
or why it happened he never could make
out, but there it was sure enough,—a re-
gular storm, followed by showers of tcars,
—and then the hright sun shone out and
there was peace.

6.

Thus passed two whole years. Tara had
never before permitted any one te cage him
for so iong a time. Perhaps it was his
attraction for the novelty of his studies ;
perhaps it was a change of character, due
to increasing age, which made his restless
spirit welcome the change to a restful life ;
perhaps, again, his pretty little fellow-
student, with her endless variety of teasing
ways, had cast a secret spell over his
heart.

Charu had reached her marriageable
age. Moti Babu was anxiously casting
about for a suitable bridegroom. But the
mother said to her husband : “Why are
you hunting for bridegrooms, high and
low ? Tarais quite a nice boy,—and our
daughter is fond of him, too.”

The proposal took Moti Babu by sur-
prise. ‘“‘How can that be ?”’ he exclaimed.
“We know nothing of his family or antece-
dents. Our only daughter must make a
good match.”
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One day a party came over from the
Raydanga Zamindar's to see the girl with
a view to make a proposal. An attempt
was made to get Charu dressed up and
taken to the reception rooms outside. But
she locked herself into her bedroom and
refused to stir out. Moti Babu stood by
the door and pleaded and scolded in vain ;
at last he had to return outside and make
feeble excuses to the would-be bridegroom'’s
party, saying his daughter was indisposed.
They came to the conclusion that there
was something wrong with the girl which
was sought to be concealed, and the matter
fell through.

Then Moti Babu's thoughts came back
to Tara. He was handsome and well-
behaved, and in every way desirable. He
could continue to live with them, and so
the wrench of sending away their only
child to another’s house could be done
away with. It also struck him that the
wilful ways of his little one, which seemed
so readily excusable in her father’s home,
would not be so indulgently tolerated in
that of her hushand. .

The hushand and wife had a long talk
about it and finally decided to send over to
Tara’s village in order to make inquiries.
When the news was brought back that the
family was respe;table enough, hut poor,
a formal proposal was at once sent off to
the mother and the elders. And they, over-
joyed at the prospect, lost no time in signi-
fving their consent.

Moti Babu discussed and scttled the
time and place of the wedding with his
wife alone; with his habitual reticence
and caution he kept the matter secret from
evervhody else.

Meanwhile Charu would now and then
make stormy raids on the schoolroom
outside,—sometimes angry, sometimes
affectionaie, sometimes contemptuous, but
always disturbing. And gleams, as of
lightning flash¢s, would create a hitherto
unknown tumult in the once free and
open sky of theboy's mind. His unbur-
dened life now felt the obstruction of . some
network of dream-stuff into which it had
drifted and become entangled. Some days
Tara would leave aside his lessons and’
betake himself to the library, where he
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would remain immersed in the pictures.
And the world, which his imagination now
conjured up out of these, was different
from the former one and far more intensely
coloured. The boy was struck with this
change in himself, and conscious of a new
experience.

Moti Babu had fixed upon a day in July
for the auspicious ceremony, and sent out
invitations accordingly to Tara's mother
and relatives. He also instructed his agent
in Calcutta to send down a brass hand and
the other innumerable paraphernalia
necessary for a wedding., But to Tara, he
had not as yet said a word about the
matter.

In the meantime the monsoon had set
in. The river had almost dried up, the only
sign of water being the pools left in the
hollows ; elsewhere the river hed was deeply
scored with the tracks of the carts which
had latterly been crossing over. The vill-
age boats, stranded high and dry, were
half imbedded in the caking mud. Then all
of a sudden one day, like a married daugh-
ter returning to her father's house, a swift-
flowirtg current, babbling and laughing
with glee, danced straight into the empty
heart and outstretched arms of the village.
The boys and girls romped about with joy
and never seemed to get done with their
sporting and splashing in the water,
embracing their long lost friend. The vill-
age women left their tasks andcame out to
greet their boon companion of old. And
everywhere fresh life was stirred up in the
dry, languishing village.

Boats from distant parts, small and big,
and of all varieties of shape, bringing their
freight, began to be seen on the river, and
the bazars in the evening resounded with
the songs of the foreign boatmen. During
the dry season, the villages on either hank
were left in their secluded corners, to while
away the time with their domestic concerns,
and then in the rains the great outside
World would come a-wooing, mounted on
his silt-red chariot, laden with presents of
merchandise, and all pettiness would be
swept away for a time in the glamour of
the.courting ; all would be life and gaiety,

and festive clamour would fill the skies., -

... This year the Nag Zamindars, close by,
L 822 .. -

were getting up a apecially gorgeous ear.
festival, and there was to e a grand fadr,
When, in the moon-lit evening, Tara went
sauntering by the river, he saw hoat upon
boat hurrying by, some filled with merry-
go-rounds, othérs hearing theatrical parties,
singing and playing as they went, and any
number carrying traders and their wares.
Therc was one containing a party of stroll-
ing players, with a violin vigorously play-
ing a well-known tune, and the usual ha!
ha! of encouragement hoisterously shouted
out every time it came back to the refrain.
The up-country boatmen of the cargo boats
kept up an unmeuaning but enthusiastic din
with their cymbals, without any accofipa- -
nying song or tune. All was the excite-
ment and bustle.

And as Tara looked on, an immense
mass of cloud rolled up from the horizon,
spreading and bellying out like a great
black sail; the moon was overcast; the
east wind sprang up driving along cloud
after cloud ; the river swelled and heaved.
In the swaying woods on the river banks
the darkness grew tense, frogs croaked
and shrill cicadas scemed to be sawing
away at the night with their chirp. .

All the world was holding 1+ carfestival
that evening, with Hags flying, wheels
whirling and the carth rumbling. Clouds
pursued - cach other, the wind rushed
after them, the hoats sped on, and songs
leapt to the skies. Then, the lightning
flashed out, rending the sky from end to
end ; the thunder crackled forth; and out
of the depths of the darkness a scent of
moist earth, from some rainfall near by,
filled the air. Only the sleepy little village
of Katalia dozed away in its corner, with
doors closed and lights out.

Next day, Tara’s mother and brothers
disembarked at Katalia and three big
boats full of the various requirements of
the wedding touched at the zamindar's.
landing ghat. Next day, Sonamani jin
great trepidation ventured to take some
preserves and pickles to Tara’s room.:and
stood  hesitating at his door. But next
day there was no Tara to be seen. Before
the cogspiracy of love and affection had

succeeded in completely hemming himin, the
ucceeded in c - mem

- unnttgghed, fromsouled
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fled, inithe rainy night, with the heart of
the village which he had stolen, back to
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the arms of his great world-mother, placid
in her serene unconcern. - P
Translated by
SURENDRANATH TAGORE.

SIVA OR MAHADEV

5y THE SISTER NIVEDITA.

VERY well-born Hindu hoy is taught

2 that his ancestors have not always

lived in India. The people’s own name
for themselves is Arvans and they believe
that they came into the Peninsula from the
North, across the mountain-passes of the
Himalayas. Indeed, there are still a few
tribes living in the Hindukush called the
Lall Kaflir, or Fair Folk, because they arc
of pale complexion. The original stock of
the Hindus probably have been left behind
on the Southward march of their
countrymen.

At any rate, the stories and present
religion of the people have grown up since
they crossed the mountains. In early days
they had no images. Neither had they
temples. They had open spaces orclearings
and here they would gatherin crowds to
perform the Fire-Sacrifice. Thefire was made
of wood, borne to the spot on the back of
a bull. And there were priests who recited
chants and knew exactly how to pile up
logs—for this was done in geometrical
patterns, very carefully arranged—and how
to make the oflerings. This was the
‘business of the pricst, just as it is another
man's work to grow corn or to understand
weaving. He was paid for it and used his
money to support his wife and children.

As far as we can go back however,

Hindus have always believed that if a man
wanted to be religious, he must give his
whole life up to that. A good man may

things? So vou scc they have a very high
ideal of what being religious means. But
wher¢ do vou think they expect a man to
go in order to become this? The musician
takes his place before some instrument—
does he not ?—the piano, or the organ,
or the violin. And the student goes to
school or college. But to become religious,
the Hindu would send a man into the
forest! There he would he expected to
live in a cave or under trees; to cat only
the wild roots and fruits that he could
find in the wood and to wear pieces of
the bark of the white birch for clothing.
This is a curious picture that you see now
with your eyes shut, isitnot? Butit is
not finished. You sec the idea is thata
great part of religion consists in quieting
the mind. And being alone, without any
need to think of food or clothes or home,
in silence, nmongst the trees and the birds,
must be a great help to this. But it goes
further. What would become of a man’s
hair, living far away from other men,
without brushes and combs and scissors?
It would grow thick and unkempt, would
it not ? And so great masses of hair coiled
up hastily and fixed on the top of the head
are amongst the hest marks of religion in
these forest-dwellers. They are expected
to bathe constantly, even to wash the hair,
but they can not spare time from medita-
tion to make it beautiful. Now and then

we see a man like this passing along the
streets of some Indian city, with his long
staff in one hand crowned by three points,
—like thé trident of Neptune,~and =
begging-bowl with a handle inthe other.
But the place to-find such people in great

. manage a home and family and business, ’
.they say. But if a man wants to be
- £.gaveical he gives all his care and thought
it music; if clever, to study. And is it
. easier to know Truth than to do these
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AUTUMN-FESTIVAL

By RABINDRANATIT TAGORE.

Translated hy the anthor from o Bengali play written ror the hoys of the
Shanti-niketan.

CHARACTERS
SANYASI—EMPEROR VIAvADITYA IN DISGUINE

THAFURDADA

LUCKESWAR

UPANANDA

Rajan

Tur Bovs, COURTIERS, &C

SCENE =The
Vetasini

Forest near the River

LUCKESWAR AND UPANANDA,

Luckeswar.,
IMave vou brought me the money which
is long overdue?
Upananda.
My master died last night.

Luckeswar,
Died! Absurd! That trick won’t do.
What abhout the money ?
Upananda.
He hasn't left anvthing except the vina

which was his only means of paying off

your debt.

Luckeswar,
Only the vina! That's a consoling piece
of news to bring tome. -
Upananda.

I haven't come to give you news.
There was a time when I was a begfar in
the street; he sheltered me and allowed

me to share his food, which was scanty
enough. 1 have come to ofler my service
till hig debt is folly paid,

.

Lucheswai

Indeed ! Now that he is no more you
have come to share my foou, which is not
overabundant I am not such an ass as
to he taken in by you. However let me
first know what you can do,

Upananda.

I can copy manuscripts and illuminate
them. Food I won't take in your house,
I shall earn it and also pay off the debt.

Luckeswar.

(Aside) The vina player was a big fool
and he has moulded this boy in his own
pattern. This vagabond is pining to take
up some voluntary hurden to be crogbed
to death. For some creatures this js the
only natural death.—Good, I agree. But
you must pay me the money on the thivd
day of each month, otherwise—

{'pananda. ,

Otherwise what! Your threats are of
no use, In memory of my dear master §



470 . ' THE MODERN REVIEW
take this up. But no threats for me, I
warn yox,.

Luckeswar.

Don’t take offence, my child. Youare
made of gold, every inch of you ; you are a
jewel, You krow I have my god in the
temple, his worship depends upon my
charity. If, owing to any irregularity in
your payment, ! have to curtail the temple
expenses, the sin will be on your “head.
(Upananda moves away to another side
of the forest.) Who's that! It must he
my own hoy prowling abont this place. I
am sure the rogue is seeking for the place
where I keep my treasure hidden. Simply
out of fear of these prying noses I have to
remove it from place to place.—Dhanapati,
why on earth are you here ?

Dhanapati.

If you give me leave, I can havemy game

here this morning with the other hoys.
Luckeswar.

(Aside) Tknow their game. They have
got scent of that big pearl which T hid
near this spot. (To Dhanapati) No, that
~won't do! Come at ouce to vour multi-
plication table.

Dhanapati.
But, Sir, it is a beautiful day—
Luckeswar.

What do you mean by the day being
beautiful ! Come at once! (Drags him
away.)

ENTER Bovs Wittt TILAKURDADA.
First Dov,
You belong to our party, Thakurdada!
Second Boy-.
No, to ours.
Thakurdada.

Children, I don't sell myself in shares.
I must remain undivided. Now for the
song.

(THEY SING.)
(ver the green and vellow ricefields
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sweeps the shadows of the autumn clouds
followed, by the swift-chasing sun.

The bees forget to sip their honey ;
drunken with light they foolishly hove
and hum.

The ducks in the islands of the river
clamour in joy for nothing.

ENTER ANOTHER GROUP OF Bovs.
Third Boy.
Was it fair ? Why didn’t you call us
when you came out ?
Thakurdada.
It is your part to call me out. Don’t
quarrel, finish the song.
(THEY SING.)

Letnone go back home, brothers, this
morning, let none go to work.

Let us take the hlue sky by storm and
plunder space as we run.

Laughter floats in the air like foam on
the flood.

Brothers, let us squander our morning
in futile songs.

Iirst Boy.

Look there Thakurdada, a sanvasi is
coming,

Second Boy.

It's grand ! We shall have a game with
the sanyasi. We shall be his followers.

Third Boy.

We shall follow him to the end of the
carth and nobody will be able to find us
out,

Thakurdada.

Hush, he has come.

The Bovs.

(Shouting) Sanyasi Thakur! Sanyasi
Thakur !

Thakurdada.
Stop that noise! The father will be
angrv.
First Boy.

Sanyasi Thakur, will you be angry with
us? e )



AUTUMN-FESTIVAL

‘Second Boy:.
We shall become your followers for this
morning.
ol .
' Sanyasi.

Excellent! When vou have had your
turn, I shall be your followers.
That will be splendid fun !

Thakurdada.
My salutation. Who are you, iather ?

Sanyasi.
I am a student.
Thakurdada.
Student !
Sanvasi,

I have come out to fling to the four
winds my books.
Thakurdada.

I understand. You want to be lightened
of your learning, to follow the path of
wisdom unburdened.

I'irst Boy.

'l‘halmrdgula is wasting time with talk,

and our holiday will come to its close.
Sanvasi.

You are right, my hoys. My holidays
are also near their end.

The Boys.

Have you long holidays ?

Sanvasi.

Oh! no, extremcly short. My school-

master is alrcady after me.
First Boy.

You frighten wus! Even

school-masters ?

vou have

Sanyasi.
What boy is that under the shade of
that tree, merged in his manuscripts ?

Boys.
He is Upananda.
First Boy.

Upananda, we are Sanyasi Thakur's
foliowers, come and become our chief.

i’
Upananda.
Not to-day. I have my work.
Second Boy.
No work. You must come !
Upananda.
I must finish copying manuscripts.

Third Boy,

Father, vou ask him to come. He won’t
listen to us.

Sanyasi.

(To Upananda) What work have you,
my son ? To-day is not meant for work.

Upananda.

I know it is our holiday. But I have
my debt to pay and | must work.

Thakurdada.
Upananda, your debt! To whom ?
Upananda.

My master has died, he is in debt to
Luckeswar. 1 must pay it off.

Thakurdada.

Alas ! that such a boy as you must pay
your debts, and on such a day! The first
breath of the autumn has sent a shiver
through the white crest of flowering grass
and the shiuli blossoms have offered their
fragrance to the air, as if in the joy of
reckless sacrifice, and it pains me to see
that boy sitting in the midst of all this,
toiling to pay his debts.

’

Satyast.

Why, this is as beautitul as all these
flowers,—his paying his debts. He has
made this morning glorious, sitting in ite
centre. Baba, you go on writing, let me
watch you. Every line you finish brings
you freedom, and thus you fill your holiday

with truth. Give me one of your
manuscripts and let me help you. -
Thakurdada.

I have my spectacles with me, let me
also sit down to this work. A

First Boy. '
We shall also write. This s great fim! .
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Second Boy.
“Yes, yes, let us try.

‘ , Upananda.
~ Butit will be such a great trouble to
you, father.

Sanyasi.

That is why I join you. We shall
take trouble for fun. What do yvou say to
that, boys ?

The Boys.
(Clapping hands) Yes, yes.
First Boy.
Give me one of the hooks.
Second Boy.
And me also.
Upananda.
But are you sure you can do it.
The Boys.
O! Yes!
Upananda.

You won’t be tired ?

Second Bov-.

Never.

Upanaunda.

You will have to be very careful.

First Boy.

Try us.

Upananda.

There must be no mistakes.

Seconud Doy

Not a bit,

Sanyasi.

Baba Upananda, what
master's name ?

was  your
Upananda.
Surasen.
‘ Sawuyasi.
Surasen, the vina player ?
Upananda.

. '.,‘ . .F N
- Xus, father.  Was he known to you ?

Sanyasi.
~ Icame to this place with the one hope
of hearing him. :

Upananda.
Had he such fame?

Thakurdada.

Was he such a master, that a sanyasi
like yourself should have come all this way
to hear him ? Then we must have missed
knowing him truly.

Sanyasi.
But the Rajah of this place ?

Thakurdada.
The. Rajah never even saw him. But
where could yvou have heard him play ?

Sanyasi.

1 suppose vou know that there is a
Rajah whose name is Vijayaditya.

Thakurdada.

We may he very provincial, but surely
you don’t expect us not even to know hin.
Sanvasi.

Very likely. Surasen played the vina in
his court, where I was present. The Rajah

tried hard to keep him permanently in his
capital, but he failed.

Thakurdada.

What a pity that we did not honour
him.

Sanvasi.

But that negleet has only made him all
the greater. God has called him to His
own court. Upananda, how did you come
1o know him ?

Jpananda.

At my father's death I came to this
town seeking shelter. It was at the end of
July and the rain was pouring down in
torrents. 1 was trying to find a corner in
Lokanath temple, when the priest came
and drove me out, expecting me to be of a
low caste. My master was playing the
vina in the temple. At omce he came up
and putting his arms round my neck asked
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me to come to his house, From that
day he brought me up suffering calumny
for my sake. :

Sanyvasi.
How did you learn

illuminating
manuscripts ?

Upananda.

At first 1 asked him to teach me to play
the vina, so that I could carn something
and be useful to him. He said, *“‘Baba,
this art is not for filling one’s stomach.”
And so he taught me how to use paints
for copying books.

Senvasi,

Though Surasen’s vina is silent, I hear
the undying music of his life through vou.
My boy go on with your writing.

The Boys.

(Starting up). There he comes, Lucki’s

owl! Wemust run away. {They go.)
ENTERS LUCKESWAR.
) Luckeswar.

Horror! Upananda is sitting exactly
on the spot where the pearl is hidden. 1
was simple to think he was a fool secking
to pay off other people’s debts. He is
cleverer than he looked. lle is after my
pearl. I see he has captured a sanyasi to
help him. Upananda !

Upananda.

\Vhat's the matter !

Luckeswar.

Get up from that spot at onee! What

business have you to be sitting there !
Upananda.

And what business have vou to be
shouting at me like that ! Does this place
helong to you ?

Luckeswar,

1t is no concern of yours, if it does or
does not.—You are cunning! The other day
this fellow came to me, looking innocent
as a babe whose mother's milk had hardly
dried on his lips. And 1 believed him when

he said that he came to pay his master's
debts. Of course, it is in the King'sstatute
also,— -
Upananda.
Isat down to my work here for that
VEry purpose.
Luckeswar. .
That very purpose! How old am I do
vou think ? Only born overnight ? ‘
Sanvast.
But why do you suspect him and of
what ?

Luckeswar.
As i you kuow aothing! False
Sanyusi !

I'pananda.

{Getting excited) Won't 1 just smash his
teeth with this pestle of mine !

(Luckeswar hides himself behind the
sanyasi. )

Sanyasi,

Don't he excited. Luckeswar knows
human nature hetter than any ot you here.
Directly he sets his eyves upon me, 1am
caught,—a sanyasi false from his matted
hair to his bare foot. T have passed
through many countries and everywhere
they believed in me, but Luckeswar is
hard to deceive.

Luckeswar,

(Aside) I am afraid 1 am mistaken.
It was rash on my part. He may curse
me. Istill have three hoats on the sea.
(Taking the dust off Sanyasi’s feet.) My
salutation to you, father ! I did make a
blunder. Thakurdada, you bad better
take our Sanyasi to our house, I'll give
him some alms. But you go first; don’t
delay, 1shall be there in a minute.

Thakurdada. ;

You are excessively kind. Do . you.
think that father has come crossing g’iﬁn'
and scas to accept a handful of rice from
you? ' .

Sanyasi.

Why not Thakurdada! Where fﬁatxi
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v haﬂdful of rice is so very dear, T must
'cla:m it. Come Luckeswar !

Luckeswar.

- Ishall follow you. Upananda, you get
up first! Get up, I say, with vour books
' and other nonsense.

Uvananda.

Vety well, I get up. Than Icut off all
connection with you for good.

Luckeswar.

That will be a great relief to me. I was
getting on splendidly before 1 had any
connection with you.

Upananda.

My debt is paid with this insult that I
* suffer from your hands. (Goes.)

Luckeswar.

My God ! Sepoys riding on horses are
coming this way! I wonder if our Rajah
also—I prefer Upananda to him. (To
Sanyasi) Father, by your holy -feet I
entreat you, sit on this spot, just on this
spot ; no, slightly to the left, slightly more.
Yes, now it is all right. Sit firmly on this
plot of grass. Let the Rajah come or the
Emperor, don’t you budge an inch. 1If you
keep my words, T'll satisfy you later on.

Thakurdada.

What is the matter with Luckeswar ?
Has he gone mad ?

Luckeswar.

Father, the very sight of me suggests

money to my Rajah. My encmies have
falsely informed him that I keep my trea-
sure hidden underground. Since this
report, our Rajah has been digging an
enormous number of wells in this kquom
When asked for reasons, he said it was to
removethe scaruty of water from this land.
" And now I can’t sleep at nights hecause of
* ‘the fear that a sudden fit of his generosity
might lead him to remove the water scar-
city from the floor of my own dwelling.

. EnxTERs THE Kine's MESSENGER.
Messenger.

Father, my salutation !

e You are
“ApurvasAnanda ?

Sanyasz
Some people know me bythat name.

Messenger.

The rumour is abroad of your extra-
ordinary powers. Our Rajah is desirous
of sceing you.

Sanyasi.

He will sec me whenever he sets his

eyes on me.
Messenger.
If you would kindly

Sanyasi.

1 have given my word to somebody
that I.shall remain immoveable in this
place.

Messenger.
The King's garden is close by.
Sanyasi.
All the less trouble for him to come.
Messenger.
I shall make known tohim your wishes.
(Goes.)
Thakurdada.

Since an irruption of Rajahs is appre-

hended, T take my leave.
Sanyasi.

Do you gather my scattered friends
together and keep them ready for me.

Thakurdada.

Let disasters come in the shape of
Kings or of anarchy, I firmly hold by you.

(Goes.)

ENTERS LUCKESWAR.

Luckeswar.

1 have overheard all. You are the
famous Apurvd-Ananda! 1 ask your
pardon for the liberties I have taken.

Sanyasi.

1 teadily pardon you for yonr callmg
me a sham sanyasi.
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Luckeswar.

But, father, mere pardon does not
cost much. You cannot dismiss Luckes-
war with that. I must have a boon,—
quite a substantial one.

Sanyasi.

What boon do you ask ?

Luckeswar.

I must confess to you, father, that I
have piled up a little moncy for myself,
though not quite to the measure of what
people imagine. But the amount does not
satisfy me Tell me the secret of some
treasure, which niay lead me to the end of
my wanderiugs.

Sanvasi.
1 am also seeking for this,
Luckeswar.

1 can't believe it.

Sanyasi.

Yes, it is true.

Luckeswar

Then you are wider awake than we
are,

Sanvasi.
Certainly.
Luckeswar.
(Whispering) Have got on the track ?
Sanyasi.

Otherwise I shouldn’t he roving ahout
like this.

Luckesvear.
(Touching his feet) Do makeit a little

plain to me. I swear I shall keep it sccret
from everyhody else.

Sanyasi.,
Then listen. I am on the quest of the

golden lotus on which Lakshmi keeps her
feet.

L]
Luckeswar.

How bold! This takes my breath
away. But, do you think you can find it
unaided ? It means expense. Do one thing,
let us go shares in it.

478
Sanyasi.

In that casc you will have to be a
sanyasi, never touching gold for a long
time.

Luckeswar.
That is hard,
Sanyvasi. .
. You can only prosper in this business
if you give up all others,
Luckeswar,

That sounds very much like bankrapt-
cy. But all the same 1 do believe in you—
which astounds even myself. There comes
our Rajah ! Let me hide hehind this tree.

( Hides himself.)

ENTERS THE Rajan.,

Rajah.
My salutation !
Sanyasi.
Victory to you! What is your desire ?
Rajah.

Surely you can divine it already. My
desire i1s to rule over a kinguom which is
suprenie.

Sanyasi,
Then begin by giving up what is small,
Rajal.

The overlordship of Vijayaditya has

hecome intolerable to me
Sanyasi.

To tell you the truth he is growing too

much even tor me.

Rajah.
Is that so ?
Sanyasi,

Yes. All my practices are to bring him
under control.

Rajah.

Is that why you have becomg a
sanyasi ?
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Sanyasi.
Yes.
Rajah.
‘Do you think your charms will he
potent enough 1o bring you success ?
' Sanyast.
Bt is not impossible.
Rajah.
In that case do not forgei. me.

Sanyasi.
I shall bring him to your court.

Rajah.
Yes, his pride must be hrought low.
Sanvisi.
That will do him good,
Rajah.

With vour leave I take my departure.
(Goes. )

(Returning) Father, I am sure you
know Vijayaditya personally-—is he as
great as the people make him out to be ?

Sanyasi,

He is like an ordinary person,—it is
his dress which gives him a false distine-
tion.

Rajah.

Just what I thought. Quite an ordi-
nary person !

Sanvasi. ‘

T want to convince him that he is very
much so. [ must {ree his mind from the
notion that he is a different creature from
others.

Rajah.

Yes, yes, let him feel it. Tools puff him
u¥ and he believes them, being the greatest
o

their kind. Pull down his conceit to
_the dust.

Sanvasi.

‘e I am ‘engaged in that difficuit task.
' ) (The Rajah goes.)

ENTERS UPANANDA,

Upananda. -
Father, the hurden is not yet off my
mind.
Sanyasi.
What is it that troubles you, my son?

Upananda.

In my anger, at the insult offered to me,
I thought 1 was right in disowning my
debt to him. Therefore I went back home.
But just as I was dusting my master’s
vina its strings struck up a chord and it
sent a thrill through my heart. 1 felt that
I must do something super-human for my
master. If 1T can lay down my life to pay
his debts for him, this beautiful day of
Octoher will then have its full due from
me. .

Sanvasi.
Baba, what vou say is true.

Upananda.

Father, vou have scen many countries,
do you know of any great man whois
likely to buy a boy like me for a thousand
kahan? That is all that T need for the
debt.

Sanyasi.
What do you say to trying Vijayaditya,
who used {o be so fond of your master ?
Upananda.
Vijayaditva ? But he is our emperor.
Sanvasi.
Is that o ?
Upananda.
Don't you know that ?
Sanyasi.
But what if he is your emperor ?

* Upananda.
Do vou think he will care to pay any
price for a hoy like myself ?
‘ ~ Sanvasi. .
I can assure you, that he will be asham-_
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ed of his full treasury, if he does not pay
your debt. '

Upananda.
Is that possible, father ?
Sanyasi.

Do you thinkin God’s world Luckeswar
is the only possibility ?

Upananda.

But I must not idly wait for chances.
In the meanwhile, let me go on with my
work and pay off in small parts what1
owe.

Sanyasi.
Yes, my hoy, take up your burden.

Upananda.

I feel ever so much stronger, for having
known vou. Now I take my leave.

{Goes. )
ENTERS LUCKESWAR.
Luckeswar.

[ give it up. Itisnot in my power to
be your follower. With an infinite struggle
I have-earned what I have done. To leave
all that, at vour bidding, and then to re-
pent of my rashness till the end of my days,
would be worse than madness ; it would
be so awfully unlike myself. Now then,
father, you must move from your seat.

Sanyasi.

(Rising) Then I have got my release
from you ?

Luckeswar.

(Taking out a jewel case from under
some turf and dry leaves) For this tiny
little thing T have been haunting this
place, like a ghost from the morning. You
are the first human heing to whom I
have shown this. (Holding it up to him
and then hastily withdrawing it) No, im-
possible ! I fully trust you, yet I have not
the power to put it into your hands even
for a moment. Merely holding it in the
light makes my heart palpitate. Can you
tell me, father, what kind of man is Vijaya-
ditya ? IfI try to sell it to him, are you
sure he won’t take it away by force ? Can
you trust him ?

60342

Sanyasi,
Not always,
Luckeswar.
Well, that does not sound promising,
I suspect, after all, this will lie under.
ground, and after my death nohody %ill
he able to find it
Sanyasi,

Neither Kings nor Emperors, but the
dust will claim it as its final tribute,

Luckeswar,

Letit; that does not trouble me. But
my anxiety is lest some onc should dis-
cover it, when I am no more....... However,
father, I shall never forget about that
golden lotus. I feel sure yvou will get it
sone day ; hut all the same 1 cannot he
vour follower.

{ Goes.)
LiNters THAKURDADA,
Sanyasi.

After long days 1 have learnt one thing

at last, and that I must tell vou.

Thakurdada.
Father, vou are very kind to me.
Sanyasi.
I know why this world is so beautiful,
—simply because it is ever paying back its
debt. The ricefield has done its utmost to

earn its fulfilment and the Betasini River
is what it is because it keeps nothing hack.

Thakurdada.

I understand, father. There is One
Who has given Himself in creation in his
abundance of joy.” And Creation is every
moment working to repay the gift, and
this perpetual sacrifice is blossoming every-
where in heauty and life.

Sanyasi.

Wherever there is sluggishness, there
accumulates debt, and there it is ugly,

Thakurdada.
Because where there is a lacking ia the .
gift, the harmony i broken in the etetnal
rhythm of the payment and repayment,
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Luckeswar.’

What are you two people conspiring
about ?

Sanvasi.

Ahout that golden lotus.

* Luckeswar.

Have vou already given away vour
secret to Thalkurdada? You hope to he
successful when vou do vour business in
such a manner ? But is Thakurdada the

proper man to help vou? How much
capital has he, do vou think ?
Sanyasi.
You don't know the secret. He has

quite a hig amounnt, though he does not
show it.
Luckeswar.

(Slapping Thakurdada on the shoulder)
You are deep. I never thought of that. And
vet people only suspect mie and not you,
not even the Rajah himself. . . . Father, I
can't hear Thakurdada to steal a march on
me, [et all three of vs join in this business,
Look there, a crowd of people is coming
this way. Thev must have got news that
a Swami is here. Father, thev will wear
out vour fect upto the knces taking the
dust of them. But | warn yvou, father, vou
are too simple. Don’t take anvbody else
into vour confidence. .. But, Thakurdada,
you must know husiness is not mere child’s
play. The chances of loss are eleven to
one—keep that in mind. T give it, up. Bat
no, I must take time to decide.

{Goes.)

ENTER VILLAGERS,
First Villager.
Where is the Sanyasi they talked about?
Second Villager.
1s this the man ?
_ TN Villager.
» -«_-,J‘zfl.e Tooks like.a frand. Where is the real
ong, .. : -
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Sanyasi. ,
A real one is difficult to find. I am play-
ing at Sanyasi to amuse boys.
First Villager.
But we are not hoys.
Sanyasi.
[ know the distinction.
Second Villager.
Then why did someone say, that some
swami is somewhere about ?
First Villager.
But vour appearance is good. Have you

2

learnt some charms -
Sanyasi.

Lam willing to learn. But whois to

teach me ?
Second Villager.

There is a proper man. He lives in

Bhairabpur. Ile has control over some
spirits, and there i1s no doubt of that.

Only the other day a boy was about to
die. And what do vou think this man
did 7 He simply let the hoy’s life-spark
fly into the inside of a panther. You won’t
believe it, but [ can assure vou, that
panther is still alive, though the boy died.
You may laugh, but my own brother-in-
law has seen ‘he panther with lis own
eves. If anyhody tries to injure it, the
father rushes at him with his big stick.
The man is quite ruining himself hy offering
kids twice a day to this beast. If vou must
learn charms, this is the man for von.

Third Villager.

What is the use of wasting time ?
Didn't 1 tell you in the beginning, that I
didn’t believe a word about this sanyasi.
There are very few people in these days
who have magic powers. -

Second Villéger.

That ia true. But I was told by
Kalu's mother that her nephew knew a
Sanvasi who overturned his pipe of ganjn
and there came out a skull and a _full pot
of liquor R
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o Third Vi]lager.
But did he see it with his own eyes ?

Second Villager.
Yes, with his very own eves.
(They go.)

EntTERS LUCKESWAR.
Luckeswar.

I can't stand this. You must take
away your charm from me. My accounts
are all getting wrong. My head is ina
muddle. Now I feel quite reckless about
that golden lotus, and now it seems pure
foolishness. Now I am afraid Thakurdada
will win, and now I say to myself let
Thakurdada go to the dogs. But this
doesn’t seem right. It is sorcery for the
purpose of kidnapping. No, no, that will
never do with me. What is there to smile
about ? I am pretty tough, and you shall
never have me for your disciple.

(Goes.)

EntER Boys.

First Boy.
We are ready for the autumn festival.
What must we do ?
Sanyasi.
We must begin with a song. - (Sings)
The breeze has touched the white sails,
the boat revels in the beauty
of its dancing speed,
It sings of the treasure
of the distant shore,
it lures my heart to the voyage
of the perilous quest.
The captain stands at his helm
with the sun shining on his face
and the rain-clouds looming benind.
My heart aches to know how tosing tohim
of tears and smiles made one in joy.

Sanyasi,

Now you have seen the face of the
antumn.

First Boy.
But where is it, father ?

sr9.
Sanyasi.
_ Don’t you see those avhite clouds sail-
g on ! Cam
Secoud Boy:
Yes, yes,
“Third Boy,
Yes, I can sce them.
Sanvasi.
The sky ills up.
Lirst Boy.
With what ?
Nanyasi.
With light.  And don’t you
touch uf the dew in the air ?

feel the

Second Boy.

Yes.

Sanyasi.

Only look at that Betasini River—what
headlong rush to spend herself. And sec
the shiver in the young shoots of rice.
Thakurdada, let the boys sing the welcome
song of the autumn and go round the
forests and hills yonder,

( Thakurdada siugs and the hoys join him).

1 have spread my heart in the sky
and found your touch in my dreams.
Take away that veil from your face,
let me see your eyes.
There rings your welcome at the doors
of the forest fairies ;
your anklet hells sound
in'all my thoughts
filling my work with music.
(The boys go out singing.)

ENTERS LLUCKESWAR,
Thakurdada.

Hallo ! Our Luckeswar ina sanyasi's

garb
Luckesyar.

I have become your disciple at last
father, Here is my pearl-case, and herc
are the jewel caskets. Take care of them.
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5o . Saﬂyasi. .
- Why has this sudden change come over
you? :
Luckeswar.
The Emperor Vijayaditya's army is
marching towards this town. Nobody
“will dare touch you, 80 you are the safest

man‘to whom 1 can entrust my treasure.—
I am your devoted follower,—protect me !

ENTERs THE Rajan.
Rajah.
Father !
Sanyasi.

8Sit down. You seem to be out of breath.
Rest awhile.

Rajah.

No time for rest. 1 am informed that
Vijayaditya is almost upon us. His flag
has been seen.

Sanyasi.
Very likely. He must be feeling eager
to acquire new dominions.
Rajah.
What do you say ? New dominions ?
Sanyasi.

Why do you take offence at it, my son ?

You also had a similar idea.
Rajah.
‘Oh! no, that was quite different. But
whatever that might be, I ask for your

rotection. Some mischief-makets must

ave carried tales to him. Please tell him,
they are all lies. Am I mad, that I should
want to be the Emperor ? Have I got the
power ?

Sanvasi.
Thakurdada !
Thakurdada.

Yes, my master !

' Sanyasi.

Simply with this rag upon my back and

afew boys as my followers, I was fully
- successtul in muking this day glorious. But

look at this wretched man,—this emperor,
—he has power only to ruin it.
Rajah.
Hush ! Somebody may overhear you !
Sanyasi.
I must fight it out with that—
Rajah.

I won't allow it. You are becoming
dangerous. Can’t vou keep your senti-
ments to yourself ?

Sanvasi.

But 1 already had a discussion about

this with you, haven't I ?

Rajah.

What anawfulman you are! Luckeswar,
why are you here? Leave this place at
once.

Luckeswar.

Sire, I can tell you, it is not for the
pure pleasure of vour presence that I am
here. I should he only too glad to get
away, but 1 am fixed to this spot. I have
not the power to move.

ExTER VjAYADITYA 's COURTIERS.
The Minister.
Victory to the Emperor Vijayaditya !
(They all how.)
Rajah.

Stop that stupid jest! 1 am not
Vijayaditya. I am his most unworthy
servant—Somapal.

Minister.

(To the Sanyasi) Sire, the time has
come for you to come back to your
capital.

Thakurdada.

My master, is this a dream ?

' Sanvasi.

Whether your dream or theirs is true

who can tell ?

Thakurdada.
Then—
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~ Sanyasi. .
Yes, these people happen to know me
“as Vijayaditya.
Thakurdada.
But this new situation has made things
critical for me.
Luckeswar.

And for me also. I surrendered myself
to the Sanyasi in order to be saved from
the Emperor. But I do not know in whose
hands 1 am now.

Rajah.

Sire, did vou come to try me ?

Sanyasi.

And also myself.

' Rajah.

What is to be my punishment ?
Sanyasi.

To leave you to your memory.

ENTERS UPANANDA.
Upananda.

Who are these people ?
Rajah. (About to leave.)

Oh ! hereis the

Sanyasi.
Upananda, do not go! Tell me what
you had come to say. -
Upananda.

I came to tell you that I had carned

this three Kahans by my day’s work.
Sanyasi.

Give them to me.  They are too valuable
to go for clearing Luckeswar's debt. I
take these for myself.

Upananda.
Must vou take these, father ?
Sanyasi.

Yes, I must. Do you ,think I have

mastered my greed, because I have hecome

a sanyasi ? These tempt me beyond any-
thing else.

Luckeswar.
This sounds ominous ! I am undone!

481
Sanyasi.
Where is my treasurer ?
Treasurer.
Here I am.
Sanyasi.
Let this man” have a thousand Kahan
from my treasury. .
Upananda. )

Then does he buy me ?
Sanvasi.

“ You are mine. (To the minister) You
were troubled, because no son had been
born to my house. But I lLiave earned my
son, by my merit, und here he is.

Luckeswar.
How unlucky for me that I am too old
for such adoption !
Sanyasi.
Luckeswar !
Luckeswar.
Command me !
Sanyasi.

1 have protected your jewels from the
grasp of Vijayaditya. Now they are given
back to you.

Luckeswar.

1f the Maharajah had given them back
in secret, I could feel secure. Who is to
save them now ?

Saiyasi.

That is my business. But Luckeswar,

something is due to me from you.
Luckeswar.

(Aside) Curse me! I knew it would
come at last. '
Sanvasi.

Thakurdada is witness to my claim,’

Luckeswar. .

(Aside) There will be no lack of fa,ln‘

witnesses for him now. |
Sanyasr. Y
You wanted to give me alpu. Xou owe
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e, a ‘handful of rice. Do you think you

‘will be able to fill an Emperor’s hand ?

Luckeswar.
But, Sire, it was a sanyasi’s hand which
gave me courage to propose what I did.
' Sanvasi.
Then 1 free you from your promise.
Luckeswar.

With the Maharajah’s leave I take my
departure. Everybody’s eyes seem to be
turned upon these caskets,

(He goes.)
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ENnTER THE Bavs.
They shout.
Sanyasi Thakur ! (They suddenly stop
and are about to run away.)
Thakurdada.
Boys, do not go.
Sanyasl.
Rajalh, leave me.
(Rajah goes.)
And you also.
(They go.)

(To his courtiers)

Now back to our festival.

COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN THE UNITED STATES

MERICAN universities have within
the past few years undertaken a
new responsibility. Just as they

have for many years been training students
to become lawyers, physicians, clergymen,
and technical men, they are now training
them to become business men. Commerce
has been made a subject of study in
American universities ever since it became
recognized as a science : ever since hy
systematic experiments and investigations
its laws have been formulated ; and the
theories of advertising, marketing, and
accounting have been established.

Twenty years ago the commercial
schools and colleges, so-called, limited
themselves to the teaching of sMorthand,
typewriting, and bookkeeping. Even now
there are many of these schools, turning
out sometimes eflicient, more often, in-
different stenographers, clerks, and book-
keepers. But the more progressive schools
are now giving courses which arc wider in
scope, though even these cannot be said to
give a traimng which will qualify a student
to become a business executive.

 There are, however, about a dozen first
class universities which do make this claim,
and most of them with justice. Among

. thgse the most noteworthy are, (1) School

-of Commerce, Accounts, and Finance of
‘the New York University ; (2) School of

Business of Columbia University ; (3)
School of Commerce of the University of
Chicago ; (4) Wharton School of Finance,
of the University of Pennsylvania ; (5)
School of Administration and Finance, of
Dartmouth College ; and the Schcols of
Commerce of the Northwestern University
and the Universities of California and

llinos. :
A Dbusiness may be said to have five
departments :  production, distribution,

transportation, financing and accounting.
These universities offer courses which give
a general knowledge of each of these, and
a thorough training and education in any
particular one of them, if the student so
desires. Then there are further courses in
the more important special lines of busi-
ness, such as Foreign Trade, Insurance,
Real Estate, Consular Service, cte.

Courses in accounting begin with sumple
book-keeping and then proceed to the
accounting of compilcated business ven-
tures, to the theory of accounting, to
fiduciary, investment and cost accounting,
auditing, and research work, consisting of
audit examinations, and investigations
and system building in various felds of
business. :

An advertisement of a school of accoun-
ting, emphasizing the value of this study,
savs (— -
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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.
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HisTorY OF AURANGzIB, Jadunath 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 alreadyreviewed 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. ,

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 horsc-
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officers. One of them, Mr. L. K. Roy (the
son of Mr. P. L. Roy of Calcutta)
been sent to Sandhurst to undergo

' training along with five Indians who
- recently arrived from India. The others,

Bonarjee, Rudra, and Mr. V. N. Bhola

" Nauth, son of Colonel Bhola Nauth, until

- recently Assistant Director of Medical
Service in Mesopotamia, were some time
ago, sent to Indore for training.

" From this survey it is clear that inspite
of the most fervid Imperial patriotism and
dogged determination shown by young
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Indians in the United Kingdom, the ‘
that be have kept the door lea
military rank almost as tightly s

when hostilities began. It matters ki
to Indians whether one department ar
another in Whitehall is to blame. What
matters is that 19 months after His
Majesty’s Government announced, with
a flourish of trumpets, that the colous*bax
had been removed, less than a dozen
Indians have been given the opportuni
of obtaining training in Britain to qual
themselves to become wilitary officers.

)

_==
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Tue HoOME ax» THE WoRLD, by Rabindranath
Tagore. Translated into English. (Macmillan)
Pp. 2944 10. One dollar 75 cents.

This novel of modern Indian life in the days
of the great Swadeshi movement in Bengal is
Rabinderanath’s reply to Arabindo Ghosh. And
thereby hangs a tale.

Our wrestlers salam each other before they
come to grips, and so do our poets. At the
dawn of the present Nationalist agitation
Tagore published a long poetical salutation
to Arabindo in his best style: Arabinda !
Rabindrer Laha Namaskar. The inspired scer
of Indian Nationalism was equally sweet on
Rabindranath. And then they began to spar.

Tagore publicly denounced the cult of hatred,
violence and political jugglery taught by some
of our Nationalist leaders. This moral canker
would, he ardgued, kill all our country’s hopes; in
God's world nothing immoral, nothing false,
can triumgh in the end. Arabindo (or more
correctly his “pal”) replied in the Vande
Mataram, saying that such moral preaching
was unpractical, that a great National regenera-
tion can be effected only by rousing a whirl-
wind of passions, that' in the great churning
of the Indian mind which must precede the
construction of our new heéaven, poison and
nectar alike must be expected to rise to the
surface, that we must awaken the cntire man
Jin Tndia in Eaesionate insurrection ggainst the

-existing order and then somehow in the end
the good will trinmph over the evil of the

Revo;gﬁou Mr. Bipin Chandra Pal also

preachéd Rousseau’s ‘dangerous doctrine that
Bess) must Be compelled to” be free, tht

those people who through ignorance or scif
interest cannot accept the Swadeshi cult, must
be coerced to join the Nationalist ranks; in shott, .
that Rabindranath, a dreamy poet living in an
etherial atmosphere far away from our real
world, was a * preacher of love and sweetness”
(as Arabindo styled him) but a child in politics;
and our war with the Anglo-Indian_bureaucracy
cannot be conducted in kid gloves. g
Rabindranath did not reply immediately, "
The moral shock that he had received forced
him to leave the Swadeshi ca..;; and seek to
heal his stricken heart in the rural quiet of
Shanti Niketan. But he )
“In meditation dwelt,
And shaped his weapon with an edge severe.”"
That reply i3 no polemical tract or platform-
oration, but a novel—the Home and the World
(Ghare Baire), the moral of which he who runs
may read. o
Here in tie corner of Bengal selected as the. .
scene, the fiery orator (Sandip, ‘blazing')t}peﬂly},
preaches that all the bhaser passions of man,.
must be roused if we are to save our country;
that copybook morality, a sober decorous
conduct on the part of our people, will not servé -
this high purpose, that the moral and intellectuat
elevation of our countrymen for ensuring trite
national union and love of independence is tdo.:
slow a process and will be thwarted by thé
alien bureaucracy, and that we have only tg*
set fire to our house and the mysterious foree;
of Goodness will somehow or other present us
with a newer and better home as the result}"
He openly justifies force and fraud in the great
cause of the Motherland. He would -shut his
eyes to the enormous drag of so . aitlioun

of igporant Muhammadans

_and. " depreges
Namsgudras, agd instead of followiig. S &



“Wat sure process -of converting them, elevating
them makiong [friends with them,—he ‘hoped tg
achieve a speedy success by hood-winking
_them, coercing them, ridingroughshod over
“them, as negligible factors. The whole novel
proves that these are not negligible factors and
" that' a nationalist. India when not based upon
. strength of character, hearty union and true
" ‘obliteration of differences, is a house built on
~sand, The storm came, the rain descended,
+and the Nationalist “New Jerusalem” fell (in
B Bqnsal), and tragic was the fall of it. With
" this tragedy the novel ends.
. But Ravindranath is too clever an artist to
write 'a sermon and label it as a novel. The
Home and the World is much more than a
‘political parable. Indeed, readers ignorant of
. recent Benial history will relish it none the less
" for altogether missing its political significance,
for the abiding interest of the book lies in its

. unfolding a grave human problem with Janc
Austen’s delicacy of touch and subtle analysis
of character. The problem is, bow does the
cloister virtue of the Hindu home fare in the

- wide world outside? Hitherto Hindu wives
have led a sheltered life within the family circle;
we have set up walls round them, not so much
out of suspicion as from a desire to protect them.
We have been giving our daughters in

- marriage before they could know what tempta-
tion is. And they have been models of virtue.
But how would such virtuc stand the strain of
the world outside the harem walls where men
and women move freely? Would not freedom
under proper chaperoning in the early years
have braced their characters and made them

# anble to guard themselves like the free woman-
hood of the West or even of Maharashtra? The
Irish girls carefully herded by Catholic priests

.~ it all their acts are models of virtue at lhome ;

* but the same Irish girl breaks down hopelessly
when thrown on her own guardianship as an

emigrant in New York, bLecause she has never
been taught to take care of herselt.

: “Queen DBee” the heroine of our novel, at
home is all that a wife should be. Bat as soon
a8 she enters the world, her unformed character
is imperceptibly driven by the irresistible force
of environment and incident into a stage of
development which ruins her home and appals
her dwn self. Dr. Tagore's pitiless scalpc{) has
dissected her heart at every step of this tragic
‘change, - and herein lies his literary craftsman-

" ship., ly enough, some vernacular writers

. have denounced this novel as a plea for free love

.. and the wrecking of wedded life!

.. . Apart from its personal and decper signi-
ficances as described by me above, can we not
~~detect in the novel, an ironical laughter of

Ta&ore? I8 not ‘he here telling his opponents
in the Swadeshi camp that’ he has renounced,
fon g;utify force gnd frand in imposing
Swagdeshi on the unwilling, ignorant minority.
s{_ﬁgwglwquld you like to see the same means
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employed, for a perspnal purpose to win an
igngrg:f woman I?xfirnsg with;gx the circle of the
home? Can the rules of private morality be
safely abjured in politics?" -
JADUNATH SARKAR. -
S1UplEs IN MucHAL INDIA, Jadunath Sarkar,
M. A, Pp. 313, M. C. Sircar & Sons, Calcutta,
Rs. 2. ‘

Professor Sarkar nceds no introduction to
the public. The present volume is the second
edition of his ‘ Historical Essays,” with no less
than twelve new essays on various topics.
Written in his usual simple and graceful style
Professor Sarkar’s essays are very charmin
indeed. He possesses that rare gift of making
highly learned subjects easily intelligible, and
productions of his mature scholarship as they
are, these essays will be equally interesting to
the serious student and lay readers. Here will
they find, all that is known, about the daily
life of'two great Mughal Emperors, the revenue
regulations of Aurangzebe, some account of
Art and Education in Muhammadan India, the
education of a Mughal prince and also learned
treatises on various other historical topics. To
these have also heen added biographical sketches
of two great Hindu Historians of Medieaval
India, Bhimsen and Ishwardas Nagar, William
Guine, a European scholar, and Khuda Bakhsh,
the Indian Bodley. Such a work would have
gone through several editions in a single year
in Europe, but here in India it will be considered
a great thing that it has scen a second edition
at all. Every student of Indian History should
provide himsell’ with a copy, as the price is
within the means of almost all.

S.N. S,
(GUJARATI.

SAKSHAR JIVAN (QrRC eYaw ), by the late
Govardhanram Madhavram Tripathi, B.A.,
LL.B., printed at the Nirnaya Sagar Press,
Bombay and published by his son, Ramanuja-
ram G. Tripathi, Bombay. Cloth bound, with

a coloured photo of the writer. Pp. 809. Price
Rs, 2, (1919).

A melancholy interest attachesto this publica-

tion, as the writer died before he could com-
plete it. 1t first appeared about eighteen years
ago as a magazine article in the quarterly
Samalochak, and at the timeattracted the atten-
tion of several thinkers, by the philosophical
aspect which was lent to it, owing to the
wriler's predilection for the subject. %—Iows,ver,
as it was essentially a theme for those who
were learned and cultured, it lay in that sbape
till young Ramanujaram conceived the idea of
bringing 1t out as a separate book. In addition

by the Tndians of ovp. saccially: S motenge
y the Indiaus. , Suck notaige .
g ek il

Tripathi in elueidatiiif
old,
schblars as Vyas and

Lhe lit
Vashieh

pulication; in the introduction contribwed to3t

gl

1o the decp learning displayed by the late Mr. .



COMMENT AND CRITICISM

. picture of Mother India by Mr. Abanindranath

agore, C. I. E. This calendar ought to adorn
the wall of every nationalist’'s house, ,

3, 4. SrR1 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
Ambherst 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 spoﬁen of very
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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 ‘admonishin

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 ol

Rabindraqath Tagore on
. Aurobindo Ghosh.

[A gentleman 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. ]

3
¢

Saﬁtiniketan,

: ov. 30 .
DEAR SIr, , 1919 .
. I have 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 we
have, angl t}!erefore liable to be misunderstood
even by his friends. What I myself feel for him
13. not mere admiration but reverence for his
depth of spirituality, his largeness of vision and
his literary gifts, extraordinary in imaginative
msight and expression. He is a true Rishi and a
Poet combined, and I still repeat my namaskar
‘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.” .

KRe Mr. Gangoly’s note and - Mr.

te.)%xvr}dher. fores , X

1th reference to Mr. 0. C. Gangoly’s note

published in the Modern Review reggarging ‘the

origin of the Lion and :Elephant motif 1 find

Das’s

Mr. P. C. Das has taken exception to the alleged
inaccuraqy in regard to the true sequence of
Kesari and Gajapati Dynasties. Mr. 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 motifis 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 & 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.
0. R.S,, Sept. 1919, Vol. V, P1. 1II, 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
néver 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 Kesart Dynasty of Orissa, the following
among other writings of mine may be referre
to, viz,,—(1) J. B. 0. S. 1916, and (2) Sonepur
in the Sambalpur tract. B. C. MAZUMDAR. ..
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KARNA AND KUNTI

[Karna, the commander of 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 of the holy Ganges. I am Karna,
the son of the charioteer Adhiratha. Tell
me who you are.

KunTi.

iam 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
of a blind past that cannot see itself. Tell
me, strange woman, with what mysterious
bond my birth is bound to you.

KonTr.

Patience, my son. I shall answer you
when it grows dark, and the lids come
down upon the prying eyes of the day. In
the meanwhile know you, I am Kunti.

KARnNa,
Kunti, the mother of Arjuna?’

KunTI.

. Yes, indeed the mother of Arjuna, your
nval. But do not take that into your
heart and hate me. 1 still remember the

day of the trial of arms in Hastina when
you a boy unknown to fame boldly
stepped into the arena, like the figgt-born
light of the dawn among the stars of the
night. But, sitting behind the arras with
the women of the royal house, who was
that unhappy woman whose eyes kissed
your bare shim body through their tears of
blessing? It was the mother of Arjuna
herself. Then the Brahmin teacher of arms
came to you and said, ‘He who is of lowly
rank cannot challenge Arjuna to a trial of

. strength.” And you stood speechless, like

a thunder-cloud of the sunset flashing with,
the agony of its suppressed light. But
who was the woman whose heart caught
the fire of your shame and anger, and
burnt into a flaming silence? It was the
mother of Arjuna. Praised be Duryodhana,
who found out your worth {ad then and
there crowned you the King of Anga, thus
gaining you for ever as 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 at 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 at the
sight of this heroic pride of meekness. It
was the mother-of Arjuna.

Karna.
But why came you alone here, Mother

" of Kings ?
KuntL
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.

KonTi
I have come to take you.

KARNA.
Where ?
. KunTr.

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.

Kounrr.
Your place is before all my other sons.

KARNA.
But what right have I to step there?

KunTt1. :

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
of dim conscibusness. However, be it a
dream, or some fragment of 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 of the Kauravas like suspended
waves in a spellbound stormy sea. Between
the din of tomorrow’s battle and the
awful hush of the battlefield this night,
why does there comhe to me a message of
forgotten motherhood through the voice
of the mother of Arjuna and why does my
name find such music on her tongue
drawing my heart towards the Pandava
brothers?
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KonTI.
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 gour call, and the struggle for victory
and fame and the rage of hatred have
suddenly become untrue to me like the
delirious night in the serene light of 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?

KUNTL
Oh my son!

KARNA,

Then why did you banish me in a
castaway world uprooted from its
ancestral soil, adrift in a homeless current
of indignity ? Why set a bottomlesschasm
between Arjuna and myself turning a
patural attachment of kinship into a
fearful attraction of hate?..You remain
speechlesssthere. Your shame penetrates
into the infinite darkness of night touching
my limbs with its invisible shiver.—I take
back my question. Never explain to me
what made you rob your own son of
his mother’s love. Only tell me why you
have come today to call me back to the
ruins of that heaven which you wrecked
with your own hands. -

KuUNTIL

A curse more deadly than your
reproaches ever follows me, and though
surrounded by five sons my heart still
withers under the sorrow of the childless.
The great rent left in my love by my
deprived son draws all my life’s pleasure
into a void. Today I meet you face to
face. On that accursed day of 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
sin.

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 akingdom
who can refuse a mother’s love ? The
living bond of kindred which you severed
at its origin is dead,—it can never grow
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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 !

KunT1.

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 I'will 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—le ave me once again without
pity to the calm expectation of defeat and
death.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS

By Dr. SupHINDRA BOSE, M.A., PH.D.,
.~ LECTURER IN POLITICAL SCIENCE, STATE UNIVERSITY OF Iowa, U. S. A.

war, the editor of the Hibbert Fournal,

Professor L. P. Jacks of Manchester
College, Oxford, wrote : “The nations at war
are finding their souls.”” Both in America
and England, this irandiloquent 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? Have they abolished
militarism and navyism ? Are they establishing

EARLY in the beginning of the European

‘“justice on equal terms for all nations great
and small?”’ Have they insured-freedom to
all the world as they pledged? Have the
victors of the war started to apply the
principle of self-determination to their own
protectorates and dependencies ? 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 of the political tyrant and economic
exploiter is over? Is the world really at the
dawn of a better age, at the threshold of 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 RABINDRANATH TAGORE,

lT isa great pleasure to me that you
§hould 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 oneof themselves. The
difficulty is, however, that from an out-
side point of view, I am mistaken for an
old man, so that when young people invite
me they do 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
Iinvited boys to come and be near me.
" This I did, not so much for their good, as
“or my own. Let me explain what benefit
1 gained.

Pride always occupies a large part of
man’s mind ; so when he grows old, he

cannot help thinking that there is some- -

thing to be specially proud of in the in-
crease of 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. Of what
avail is it to him, whose future is growing

shorter and shorter, to boast of his length.-.

ening past ?

If man had really cause to be proﬁd of -

old men, the fates would not have been so
busy getting rid of them. It is easy
emough to see that the standing order
for the old men is to get out of the way,
—"“Make room, Make room,” the usher
keeps on crying.
. Why ? Why should™ we
sixty year old seat of ours ?
Because - Prince Youth comes. God
appoints Youth again and again to the
throne of the world.
Is there no meaning in this ? Of course

give up this

there is. It means that God will not have
his creation_lagging behind, tied to the
past. The manifestation of 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 bhurst
and - melt away like bubbles, whil: the
young blossom out in the lap of the world
like flower buds in the new morning hght.

God keeps on calling the young with
his flute-notes, and as 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 of 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 ;
notr do I burden their hopes of the future
with my fears from the past. Iam able
to say to them,—‘'Fear not. Inquire,
experiment, reason. If you mneeds must
break up truth, to find out all about it,
then Doldly and honestly fight against it,
till you are conquered by it in the end.
But whatever you do, go forward.”

The strain of 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 of youth is
a truer guide than the hesitating cautious-
ness of old age;for to the impetuousity
of inexperience truth yiclds 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, butin 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.
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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, itis
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 canne -
justify the wings of a bird. But marys
yearning for knowledge, his striving to
find out truth in himself and in nature, to
seek and discover thc great gifts God has
kept reserved for mankind in the earth and
water and sky, and more than all else in his
own soul, to wrest fruit from the desert, to
conquer disease on behalf of health, to
annihilate space in order to gain his free-
dom of movement, to control his feelings
in order to achieve freedom of powers,—all
these struggles forward speak of 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 or privation as an unalterable decree ]
of 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 of her endeavour, she has achieved
to-day the right to be the teacher of man-
kind. If we mistake the lessons she has
to teach merely for book-lore, or belittle
their importance by putting them down
merely as information about things, we
shall only be 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

tiis 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 ofindependent 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
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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
as privations and indignities. When the
water of a river dries up, it is no wuse
lamenting the emptiness of its channel bed.
The absence of the moving water is the
thing to be deplored. When the soul-life
ceases to flow, then comes the emptiness
of dry formality, which is like the forms
of the grammar of 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 of revelation. This is so, because it
is the object of truth to realise the limitless.
So whenever it is sought to confine truth
for all time within artificial limits of any
kind, it kills itself, like a flame of light in
the grip of a snuffer. Likewise the soul
of man, which is on its way to the Infinite,
flows on with new creations at every turn.
Progressiveness is of the essence of its
journey towards light and power. The
soul misses the very reason of 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
as the true symbol of truth. If we were
right, if there were a spot in the universe
where the manifestation of truth had come
to a stop for all time, then they only
would have won in this world who would
not move, then all progress would be out of
harmony with the inner principle of crea-
tion and all movements would knock
themselves to death against the dead walls
of immutability. But the fact is, that the
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to wus from the feast of the rich? Can
head-clerkships make wup 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 placeof authority,
and originality is an offence to be persecu-

ted with persistency of punishement? Itis

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

« .we blow our trumpets and beat our drums

" at its ceremony of demolition and congratu-
late ourselves on being the only people in
the world, who have such amazing unique-
ness of mentality. But let us not delude
ourselves with the hope that by boasting
of our misfortunes they will prove any the
less unfortunate. Itis the same cheating
of 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 of all proportion. When we look

for results, we are met with university

de%rees and remunerative posts; but our
debt ,

to truth remains unpaid and our
heads are bowed in shame before the
world. . : '
When we are envious of other peoples
who enjoy political freedom we overlook
thefact 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
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alive with water. We would cut the very
roots of our true life and then cast envious
glances at the fruits of freedom borne by
living branches; we would keep our boat-,
clinging to the moveless bottom of the
stream by means of hundreds of small and
big anchors and then try to tug it against
the current with a tow-rope of 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 shapein our outward world
forming barriers against freedom of 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
of 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 atleast a score
of boys who attended my class. Knowing
that such a number of coincidences could
not be accidental, I made enqujries and
found out that one of the students of 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
of the training of generations they are
ready to accept everything that does not
offer any reason for its proof of truth.
Ready submission to unreason is the
poisonous breeding ground for submissive-
ness to all authorities however arbitrary
they may be.

One of the greatest mischiefs that such
a habit of mind produces is the pessimistic
belief that all evils are permanent or
incorrigible, that they are decreed by fate.
The West has never accepted malaria or
plague or famine or any tyranny of man
or nature as permanent, as inexorable.
Its own mind moves and therefore it cons-
tantly pushes things away that are obs-
tacles. Thismovement of mind, thisfaith 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 of. 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 of humanity which has led other
great peoples to their greatness. What is
the vow ? The vow of giving out of 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 irterest 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
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a desire nor utter so me¢an a prayer.
“There is no joy in the small; therefore
seek thou the Great.” If we are oblivious
of the Great within and only seek for it
without, then whatsoever of comfort or
pleasure we may succeed in getting by
beggary will spell the doom of our country.

Sovereign Truth is out in his chariot

“of victory. His trumpet call is resounding

from sky to sky. Those who are timid of
spirit, who are indolent in mind, who are
enamoured of their self-deluding false logic,
who try to bar the path of truth with
dead words of a decaying age, and thus
hope to keep him captive at their own gate,
will only succeed in forging fetters for their
own feet. Sweep away this rubbish heap
of ages,—for the King of the travellers is
abroad. Every day the question comes
from him, “How far have you made
progress ?’ Should we every day repeat
the same answer with a foolish swagger
year after year and age after age, “Nota
single step ?’ Should we keep our post at
the same fixed spot, at the cross-road of
the world’s pilgrimage,—like a beggar _

with a castaway coat of the past age worn+
"to tatters,—and raise our impotent arms

to the fortunate pilgrims who have their
place’ in the chariot of the King of travel-
lers, and beg from them for our food and
help and knowledge and freedom? And
when they ask, ‘“Why shouldyou also not
come with us for the search of wealth ?”
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 ?

INDIAN SETTLERS IN AFRICA

|

N these articles my desire is to write down
I as simply and lucidly as 1 can some of
the main thoughts that have been im-
pressed upon my mind, during a long absence
from India, while travelling up and down the

continent of Africa and mecting there settlers
from Asia and from Europe.

The journey which I undertook was an
extensive one. It stretched as far north
as the sources of the Nile in Uganda and as
far south as Capetown and the Cape DPenin-

“x
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Acr 1 and cannot bear the least wrong around
KEHIRI THE MAID SERVANT me. This fastidious delicacy of mine dooms
Khiri me to solitudé. The servantsyou had were

OME people have the means to be
good in gorgeous comfort, and others
like us groan under the burden of 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 Rant KaLyANT
Kalyani .
Sulky as usual !
Khiri
That proves I am made of flesh and
blood.
Kalyani
What is your latest grievance ?
‘ Khiri

That I made a wrong choice when I
chose you for my mistress. Why should
I come to a Rani’s house, if I must serve
a whole world of 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,

Oy
“, s 1

pure-blooded robbers, blessed with a dan-
gerously innocent look.

Kalyani

And what about yourself ?

"Holy Mother! I never claim to be an
exception. I freely take all that I can lay
my hauds on. Yet I have but a single
pair of them. The Creator made these to
grab and to hold; therefore if youmultiply

hands about you, you divide your posses-
sions.

Kalggni
But your soﬁtudm be bursting

with a crowd of nephews an@ nieces and a
miscellaneous brood of cousins. Hasn’t
each of them a 'pair of hands for their
share ? You anger me and yet make me
laugh.
Khiri “

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 at that lazy
crowd waiting at your gate. Some of
them have the story of 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 of lies, to ex-

i



2 :-:1.PHE MODERN REVIEW FOR JULY, 1920

_ change them for solid sitver. 1 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. | P

- ENTER NEIGnBougtmG 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 i fide come to our house.
I have brought her for your-blessing.

Khiri .
It is easy to gtess what you mean by
blessing. ' :
= Kalyani
She has a sweet face.
Secopnd woman

But not a particle of jewclry 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. . v ,
“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 mé.
Third woman
And that old witch of a potter woman
took away frot her areal woolen rug as
a reward for her facility in weeping.

Fourth woman
. There is no harm in charity, but must it
be foolish ? ,
. First woman
But she has such a sweet nature.
Khiri '
A great deal of one’s sweetness belongs
to one’s pocket. : e
Fourth woman
What I object to inher 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. Itisall

give and take. She supplies food to our
mouths, to gather back praise from them.



A -

_THE TRIAL ; '3

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! Ihear 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 all so busy talking
about ? _
Khiri
They have been furiously ploughing the
ground of your good fame, harrowing,

hoeing and raking, weeding out every
green thing that bore flowers.
. "Kalyani

Before you go 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 of 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 by 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 do it, it won't matter
much if the rest of us fail.
E:z 3 . N

Enough for the Sk Jk of detrac-
tion. Now you can go home with eased
hearts and try to forget tlee smart of
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 all day. -
Appetite has its 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 ? - '
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 1n 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 ? 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.
' ~ el

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 ?
* Khiri
Lies are necessary to give dignity to

begging. Truth would be monotonous
and mean.

Kalyani

But, have I ever denied you, when you
asked ?

Khiri
To neglect our weapons, when not
needed, is the sure way to miss them in
the time of need. But I must tell you that
you encourage lies by believing them.
Kalayani
They will fail this time.
Khiri
I shall not despair about my mnext
chance. Till then, my father’s youngest
sister shall never be mentioned again.
(Kalyani goes out langhing)
Mother Goddess of Luck, your favourite
bird, the owl, must have daily carried you
to this house. Could it by mistake alight
on my shoulder, I would feed it with choice
morsels of mice flesh till it became languid
and lay at my door.

(ExTERS GODDESs LARSHMI)
Kbhiri
Visiters 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 on 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 séat,
and do not be in a hurry to leave. Iknow
full well you have no mercy for those who
have brains. Itis, 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?
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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, only the

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 all intelligent people.

Lakshmi

Do you think you will ever be able to

spend a farthing in charity ?
) Khiri

With pleasure. For when charity grazes
only at the fringe of one’s surplus, it adds
to the beauty of the view—and it can also
be made paying by good management.
Ox}ly change our mutual position, and you
will find the Rani developing a marvellous
talent for devising means to get whatis
not her own. On the other hand, Ishall
become perfectly silly in swallowing lies
and parting with my possessions, and my
temper will grow as insipid as that of an
egregious saint.

Lakshmi.

Your prayer is granted. I make youa
Rani. The world will forget that you
ever were a servant unless you yourself
help it to remember.

Acr 1II

Kam1 THE QUEEN
Khiri
Where is Kashi ?
Kashi
Here I am.
Khiri
Where are your four attendants?
Kashi

It is a perfect misery to be dogged b
servants day and night. &8 d

Khiri
Should the elephant ever complain of
the weight of its tusks ?  Malati !

Malati
Yes, Your Highness !
Khiri

Teach this girl why she must be follow-
ed 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 of
pet mongooses ; each of them had four
maids for their attendants, and sepoys
besides.

Khiri

Kashi, do you hear ?

Attendant

Moti of our neighbourhood craves audi-

ence.

Khiri
Malati !

Malati
Yes, Your Highnes

What is the form of salutstion expected
from visitors in your Begum’s house ?
~ Malati
They have to walk forward, salaaming
by touching the earth at each stem, 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 of your mnose.
Once again—not so fast—step properly.

Moti
Ah my poor back ! How it aches !
Malati. ’

Take dust on the tip of 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. Malati !
Malati
Yes, Your Highness!
Khiri
Let this woma ke her leavein pro-
per style. w P
® Moti
Then I go.
Malati

Not so easily. Bend your head down.
Takeap 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 ?
Bini
Not stolen.
Khiri
Then lost ?
Bini
Not lost.
Khiri
Then someone has cheated you of it ?
Bins

-

No.
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Khiri

You must admit that a thing either
remains, or is stolen, or lost, or......

~ Bimi
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 all your

servants, with her children starving. I
have such a heap of rings, I thought . . .

| Khiri |
Listen to her ! Only-those of 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.
A Malati
She shall be driven away.
Khiri
But not with the ring on her. What
music is that outside my palace ?
An attendant
A marriage procession..
2 Khiri
A marriage procession in front of the
Rani’s house ! Suppose I happen to object,
what is there to prevent me ? Malati |
] Malati
Yes, Your Highness !
Khiri
What do they do 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
at each of his ears, and then he is hanged
if he survives.
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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
servants. Malatil

Malati
Yes, Your Highness!
Khiri
Is it possible to send them away?
Malati
I shudder to think of it. .
Kalyani \
Then let me goll you briefly. Our
Pathan Kiwcibly robbed me of my

lands. C
Khiri
You are not joking? Then those
villages Gopalnagar, Kanaiganj and . .. .
Prig Kalyani
They no longer belong to me.
Khiri
That'’s interesting. Haven’t you some
cash left? \
Kalyani
Nothing whatever,
Khirt
How funny! That sapphire necklace
and those wonderful diamonds and that
chain of rubies, seven rows deep .
' Kalyani
They are all taken away.
Khiri
. Doesn’t our scripture say that wealth
is unstable like a water drop on a lotus

mere .

leaf ? And your jewelled umbrella, and
that throne with its 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 Ileft you your

palace ?
Kalyani
The soldiers are in possession.
Khiri

It does sound like 4 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 Ican 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. Of 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,
Khiri
Must yougo so soon? By the by, if
you still have some jewelry left, you may
leave it with me for. permanent safe
keeping.






RHYMED VERSIONS FROM “THE CRESCENT MOON"

forward to relieve their sufferings 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
areattempting 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 steeped in
poverty and dense ignorance of the liberating.
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torces—economic and political, of the world,
need the active and confant sympathy and
assistance of the workers other countries.
The State, too, ought to\give up its stoic
indifference, should sweep away all criminal
opposition to the just demands of labour,
fix a2 minimum wage for every branch of
industry, save more than eighty million men,
women, and children from under-feeding, ill-
breeding and social injustice and thus restore
them to freedom, comfort aud culture.
, BAL KRISHNA,

e e—

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 publish
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, sa swift and free ?

A wonder world is my baby's mind,
It has visions that I can never find,~-
To which my world-worn eyes are blind.

But he can see !

"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 flaws,
And Truth wins wild applause,
In baby’s world.

WHEN AND WHY,

That love’s sweet summer flowers
May perfume all your infant hours,

1 bring these colours in your toys,~
Little childish, painted joys,~

That every tint may win your sight,
As colours in a rainbow bright, -
Making your day one perfect light,
That all life’s colours may control
The freshness of your so

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 heard no more,

The wild waved heart of the waters,
Caressing the listéfiing earth,
Shall supplement your childish mirth,

To your baby lips I hold
The cug of life’s pure gold,
Filled to the brim and o’er the rim,

Till Death’s angel dim
Shall call me after a while.

I kiss your tiny brow,~—
Ah ’tis the dawn of morning now

I gaze and bow

To your sweet tender smile.

THE 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 love, my joy !"!
She said.
‘“You wete hidden deep in my heart’s desire,
You were the lame of my-own life’s fire ;
With little dolls I used to play
And with tiny play-things made of clay ;
The little Baby Christ, enshrined,
So purified my heart and mind,
That as I knelt before heaven’s shrine,
My trembling soul could scarce define,
God’s ultimate, divine
. Sweet will,
Until
You game to me, my child !
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The Virgin Mother’s falutation
Thrilled thtough my life’s probation
Through gll the years, X
Bringing sweet hopes, sweet/ fears,
Welcome as the dawn,
Your little 1if¢ in me was born,
And you fléated down the stream
Of all my virgin dream,
Until reaching
My beseeching

oul
You gained the portal fair of birth’
On this all-welcoming earth. §

*“As T gaze upon your face,
Little hero of the race, -
1 scarcely know what I should do,~
Is there fear of losing you ?
Ah! I press you closely to my breast,
God knows all things best,
Little baby mine,
In this great world I”

THE RECALL,

On' a dark dark night,
When all were sleeping,
And I wag alone, awake and weéping,
My baby’s soul took its angel flight
Far away to the land of light.
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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,
Your baby soul recall.

Ab, could I but see beneath the pall
Of sullen Death !
8o much of life around is wasted,—
Your little soul had hardly tasted
‘Harth’s sweet inter-play
When you were taken far away
Out of the light of our common day,
Leaving me desolate.

My longing soul can ask but this
Give me one baby kiss, ’

Tonight,
Liverpool.

M. M. Evaxs,

WRONG DIET AND WRONG HYGIENE AS SECONDARY CAUSES
OF OUR PHYSICAL DEGENERATION

By PramMaTrA NaTH BosE; B, sc. (LoNDON)

MPOVERISHMENT leading to dearth of
proper aliment is one of the primary
causes of the increasing ill health of the

multitude. But it cannot be operative in

the case of the small class of fairly pros-
perous Neo-Indians consisting of well-to-do

officials, lawyers, doctors, &c. The noxious

effects of the other primary causes—
obstruction of drainage offered by railways,
taised roads, embankments of canals, &c.,
and mental 'strain—no doubt have their
influence on them as on others. But it
might not unreasonably be expected to .be
counteracted to some extent by proper
diet and hygiene. There appears to be
but little indication of that, however.
Until lately, the diet of the upper class
Hindus consisted of cereals, pulses, fresh

vegetables, fruits, and milk and its products.
Since the Vedic period, at least, they have
mostly abstained from fish and flesh except
in -Bengal, where also meat was but
occasionally partaken of. The diet was
theresult of untold centuries of experiment,
and that it was well suited to their
constitution is attested by the splendid
physique and the mental .vigour of those
who still adhere to it, especially among
the Brahmans of southern and western
India. The properties of all its ingredients
had been thoroughly studied, their physio-
logical effects were well known, and they
were skilfully combined into dishes highly

" palatable, easily digestible and serving all

the purposes of nutrition in a tropical
or subtropical climate. In Bengal, for in-
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- EAST AND WEST

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE,

(D)
T is hot always a profound interest {n
l man that carries travellers nowatays
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 gut 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 pebhle 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 locaf 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.
Suclr 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 heen admitted that the dealings
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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, ancf 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; butitis 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.

(1V)

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 rcmains that the
Western mind, after centuries of contact
with the East, has not evolved the enthu-
siasm of a chivalrous idcal which can bring
this age to its fulfilment. It is everywhere
raising thorny hedges of exclusion, offering
human sacrifices to national sclf-secking.
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It has intensified the mutual feeling of
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
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 asthe modern politician
adroitly avoids the word “possession” and
uses the word “mandate”. “Compulsory
labour in some form,” they say, “is the
















KEFORM OF FIGHTING IN COURTS OF LAW

society, a mutilation of mind, a niggardli-
ness of culture, a puritanism which is
spldrxtual penury, it makes me inexpressibly
sad.

1 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
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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.

REFORM OF FIGHTING IN COURTS OF LAW

IGHTING in Courts of Law between
individuals or between the State

_ .. and ome 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 Francein 1793 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, spect-
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 18
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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! THE UNION OF CULTURES
By RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

T cannot but be admitted that thisis 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 ata
distance, agape, watching ourshare 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 [ruth
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. A

But whoever contemns the useful, say-
ing he hasno usefor 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 school master’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 “
machine, but only himself. On the oth
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THE MODERN AGE

By RABINBRANATH TAGORE.

1
HEREVER 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 bethe Office! ”” and there was
Calcutta. She brought with her no dower
of distinction, no majesty of noble or ro-

maantic 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
villagesclinging to it ; when Calcutta, with
her tilted-up nose and stony stare, had
not completely disown~d her fostermother,
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 instanee 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 comesto 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 solituge.
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-
dugtion are allowed to runamuck 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 iz killed.

FOR DECEMBER, 1921

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 mnature.
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 disrespec.t,
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 pass,
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 breafith,
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 appearaunce 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 evidenceisdisclosed 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 nnhappiness, not so much when it isin
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

639

can realizz what formidable forces of
annihilation are kept in check in our com-
munities by boonds 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
the 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 alsois
Capital ; so are the Government amd 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 forcesis 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 of mind 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. Itis 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, hasbeen 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 sarvini bhutini &tmanyevanupa-
shyati
Sarva bhuteshu chitminam na tato
vijugupsate.
* “He who sees all things in Atm3, 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
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machine in the universe, and organizes
men into a machine, is like the eruptionof
Etna, 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 concer-
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 w!nch 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 thm
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 ¢xplosion
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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. Iknow 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 moreand more power,
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,
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Maitreya, 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 forsafety 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-

- tioms, 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 has been cleared, at a sweep, of
the dense fog of the contemplation of secur-
ing money. Thisis deliverance. In the
meanwhile [ 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 days 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 THE ATLANTIC

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

I Y
S.S. REYNDAM.

HE very fact that we have turned our
. face towards the East fills my heart

with joy. For me my East is the®

poet’s East, not that of a politician or a
scholar. It isthe 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 his child-
ness. [ 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 [ feel exceedingly
small and to my utter dismay discover I
am not a leader, not a speaker, not a
teacher, and farthgst 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
inte 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
practlcal questions of the day ! But tam

L)
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afraid the present time is a tremendously
difficult one in India for the child, for the
poet. It is no use protesting that heis
lacking in understanding,—that he is con-
genitally incapahle 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 mnot 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 ecall 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.

11
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. 1 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
unconnecied 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 ? Iave you lost all your love
for me, that you can talk of putting me

A

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, 1 have my deepest sentiment
of ténderness 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

nows how to flatter and generally wins
his case with me,—especially when others
arec too cocksure of the result of their
appeal ; and I jump up trom my judgment
seat, and, holding the Poét by the hand,
dance a jig dance and sing : I shall join
you, Comrade, and be drunk, and be
gloriously useless.” Ah, my evilluck! 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.

111
S. S. RuyNpAM,

My difictilty is that when, in my
environment, some inténse feeling of pride
or resentment concentrates its red light
within a certain limited area, Ilose 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 itis 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
contraction’of 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, ard 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 Indias
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 najion, our Muhammadan invagders
would ultimately have lost their line of

3

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 crimes
are being committed by British patriotism

in Ireland ;—it is a python which refuseg -

to disgorge this live creature which strug-
gles to iive its separate life. For 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 arein.
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 more 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
i3 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.

1V
S. S. REYNDAM.

Plato threatened to banish all poets
from his republic. Was it.in pity orin
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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 ldve—
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
oneis true and two is nought, and the
other, which is the doctrine of the green-
turbanned sages, asserting that two is
truth and one i1s 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,
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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 te 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 onme. 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 twois 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 game 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. y -

V .
* S. S. RHYNDAM.
The sea has been exceedingly rough—

2



LETTERS FROM THE ATLANTIC 5

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 sereme 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 wys
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
streigth. 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; itsregulations 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 sistet 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 [ am unwell and utterly home-
sick ; and the vision of home, which
haunts my mind, night and day, is

«tieea *fafrssd [ Amader Shantiniketan

=Qur Shantiniketan ], and the big towers
of International University obstruct its
view. | 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. RayNpaM.

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 begin§ tomove,
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. While 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 jts divine dignity

®
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unimpaired, whilé we, on our side, find
our self-respect knocked into pieces. I am
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 oneis drunk,—the
greater part of the contentis spilt. And
yet | 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 ironmical 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
lenging for rest. -

ON THE TEACHING OF APPLIED CHEMISTRY
( A paper read before the Students’ Society, Lucknow. )

By Dr. E. R. WATSON, M.A., D.sC.,
PrINCIPAL, TECHNOLOGICAL INSTITUTE, CAWNPORE.

HAVE now been in this province nearly
two years. I came to start a Reséarch
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 Inmstitute
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 Chémistry 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
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everything else, if only the white race
supremacy itself remained unbroken.
C. F. ANDREWS.
Calicut.

A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS y

By RaBINDRANATH TAGORE.

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 [ could not remain silent.

Yet the trouble was, that I hardly knew
anything about Satish ; we seldom evendad 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 yp 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 mnot scen 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 calumny is untrue.”

“But,” I protested, “must not the
be —"

“They are not liars,” interrupted Satish.

“I had a poor young neighbour,” he went
on, “who had epileptic fits. Last winter |
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 you are an atheist ?”

He said : “Yes.”

[ 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

liars

‘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 ina
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

'I:herefore 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 mdrried 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

‘to his life.
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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
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 seemedto 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 : .

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 itis apt to pive 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 zoolcgical identity.

) Yours,

d Jagamohan.
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Jagamohan used to discuss with Satish

subjects - which are wusually 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 bhis 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,t 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
* 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 werc sur-
prised to find preparations going on in
Jagamohan's quarters for a grand feast.
The cooks and 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
e%ually indignant. He threatened to drive
all these unclean guests away.

When Harimohan expressed his protest
to his brother the latter answered : “l never
make any objection to your offering food
to your idold.
my oftering 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.
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 [ 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 hecart also.”

Purandar came to his uncle and swore
in a high-pitched voice that he was prepared
to take desperate mcasures 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

“ Theists

* Meaning monotheist, 7.e.,, onec who does not
believe in caste or ritualistic observances and thus is
looked upon as a non-Hindu by the orthodox.

You should make none to
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are. | 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 ready 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.
Jagamgohan’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 selfish
sanity of prudence in human nature. He was
certain that the savour of good living would

“tempt S#tish 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 fo 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 tolet 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 [ am.”

Harimohan's insinuations, helped on 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
onthe 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 conchies and prayer gongs.
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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 toa
chdir 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. Buta
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 ?”
asked in surprise.

Very faw 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 :
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.

Satish

“Bring the girl here at

* This greeting in Pengal is for the youngerto
touch the feet of the clder 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, justas 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.

23—6
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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.” L

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 1 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 JagamoKau’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 past 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 d=ad child.

One midnight Purandar had driven Noni
from the room kicking her in a fit 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 som’s moral aberritions witha
kindly indulgence. But Harimohan thought
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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 tramslating 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: *“lI am
Noni's cousin. | have come to take her
with me.”

Jagamohan caught bold 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! You 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 bhad got to a safe distance, he swore
« that he would take legal proceedings in order
to rescue his ward.

“Qpen, 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 tothe civil marriage rites.’

Jagamoban stood up, went to Satish and
pressed him to his heart.

Since the partition of the house, Hari-
mohan had not ounce been over to see his
elder brother. But that day he came in,
dishevelled, and said: “Dada,f . what
disaster is this you are planting ?”

“] am saving everybody lrom 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, “lI humbly ac-
knowledge defeat at your hands. I am will-
ing to write away half my property to you,
ifh on,ly you will not take revenge on me like
this.’ .

Jagamohan started up from his chair as he
bellowed out: “You want to throw me your
dirty leavings, as you throw a dog a bone !
I am an atheist,~remember that ! [ am not
a pious man like you! [ 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. | 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 solutionof a difficult problem, if only he
could muster up the courageto 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
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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 longiug to see you nicely
dressed, and you really must satisfy my
desire.” He 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 Jagamoban get up hurriedly.

He snatched away his feet from her embrace,
protesting : “I am afraid, Noni, | 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 I 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 2 believer
in my
farthing for a blessing, myself. Yet I cannot
help blessing you, every time [ 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. [n her hand was a letter. Satish
was standing by her head. Jagamohan
opened the letter and read :

Baba, forgive me. I cannot do what you wanted.
I have tried my best, for your sake, but I could never

@

know each other better, before they were forget him. My thousand salutations to your gracious
united in wedlock. Satish consented. feet. . .
Jagamohan fixed a day for their first talk ] Nonibala, the sinner.
logether. He said to Noni: “My little (10 be continued)
[ ———— ]

CIIANCE AND PLAN

HANCE brings fortune to some men and we
C have got into the habit of overvaluing it.
The difference between depending on luck,

and relying upon an intelligent plan, is just
the difierence 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 iump into boats, but a heap more are

caught in the regular way on _hooks.
—The Amcrican Boy.

old age. 1 wouldn't give a .brass.

P |
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class, which, constitutes 95 percent of the
people, bave 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 Great 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 and in 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
‘“‘gedition”.

‘‘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
EBuphrates. 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-

ressions, 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-
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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 lahor
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 fhis 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.
1t was no longer a question .of wages or a job
in Europe. It was a question of life or
death.”

" Suclt are the opinions of a professor of econo-
my and sociology, an avowed Pacifist, and at
the same time, a Pacifist-revolutionary.

ALICE BIRD,

f—————

A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTERS

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE.

IL.

SATISH

HE 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.

37%-—-3

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’s father, Hari-
mohan, was sure that their Mussulman neigh-
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bours, the untouchable leathér 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 [ 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 !*

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 dgead 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 [ have all

* According to the Hindu Shastras the present
age, the Kali Yuga, is the Dark Age when Dharma
( civilisation ) will be at its lowest ebb.
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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. We 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 [ could not help suspecting that

+ 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 trde 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 theranks 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 Airfans*
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. 1 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 7 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.
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 1 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 to the rhythm.

Many of them
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over endless fields. The nights I spent in
grocers’ shops, At last in one of the villiges
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 4irtans 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. 1
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, 1 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 an which the great man was installed,
but somehow my sitting down did not come
off. [ 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 fowards 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 Airtans started again and went on till ten
in the night. .

When 1. 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 ?
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 free lom 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 Univérsi!y.
t  Ungainly, ugly.

Is Uncle Jagamohan, then,
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‘““ 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 |,
Srivilas, but a representative of all humanity,
just an idea. Such ideas are like wine. When
they get into \the 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.

5
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 enrap-
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, we 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 1 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

<
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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.

6

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 1 could
understand that the wonderland of our quest
was just there : there, where the keys jingled,-
tied to the corner of Bami’s sar7; 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 name 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. '

Daminit 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 housd.
+ Damini means Lightning,
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In Nonibala I have seen the Universal Woman in
one of her aspects,—the woman who takes on herself
the whole burden of sin, who gives up life'itself for the
sinner's sake, who in dying leaves for the world the
balm of immortality. In Damini 1 see another
aspect of Universal Woman. This one bas 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
tbat 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 Swami. :

In the meantime, with. the sub%xdence 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. ”

“] caunnot go te 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 cpen safe, with
her ornaments spread out before her. “ What
in the world is keeping you ?” inquired he.

“] 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
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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 ornamenls!" she com-
manded.

“ Why, what will you do wzth 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 “orld]y
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 ina 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 fit 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
auy pattern set by the scriptures, nor of ouar
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 hecame 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 onher 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.
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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 |
thought that this constant ecstacy of emotion
was proving too much for me. [ 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. gatish was to attend on him.

[ 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. o

The master sent for Damini. “My little
mothet,” he told her, “I am about to leave
you for the dyration 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.”

* January-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 seaacoast,
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 the cocoanut 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 [ 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
burstingsweetness 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 long thus, before she raised her
head.
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10
[From Satisk'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 breath 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 knecked
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 1 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 hali-
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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A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTEKS

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE.
111
DAMINI

E 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 partiéularly 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 browsthere
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

the 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 conspiéuous. Her
frequent absences smote us tempestuously.

The Swami put this down to her
pride, and 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 ?”

“I 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

but succunb she must, in
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he ~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 lose the thread of his discourse and
at last gave it up altogether.

The Swami left the room and went
off to Pamini’s door. “Damini!” he
called. “Why are you all alone here?
Will you not come and join us ?”’

“I am engaged,” said Damini.

The bafled 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.
all, not at all !”

Taken aback by her heat, Satish gazed
at her insilence. 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? lLeave me alone, I beg and

“Not at

~ personal grievances.
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I was at peace. I would be at

pray you.
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 upall 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, [ 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 farceful 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 1 am afraid my psychological
propositions are more likely nothing but
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 the 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 talksshould 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,
atall? 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 everflowing 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
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clearly would bave 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. Iput 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. [ 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 off. 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. 1 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
thus regaled.
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In the drama which was being played,
the hero and the heroine spoke their
paris ‘aside’. 1 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 | was paid off, from day
to day, for taking up the role of middle-
man. What a.situation to bein!

3 L

For some days Satish clanged bis 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,”
1 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 it 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
pet. The vision of Beauty with which
she has ensnared you to-day will vanish
as soon as its purpose is accomplished,
and with 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 ?”’

“] 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
chaanel, 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 the 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 difhicult 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 ome’s choking throat. flowed from
her lins 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 ? 1 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.”
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“No,”” avowed Damini, expectantly.

“Why, then, do you stay amongst his
devotees ?”

Damini’s eyes flamed up as she cried :
“Why do Istay? 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 ?”

‘lYes.i’

“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 sobbing 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.

4

The World of Reality has made a
determined onslaught on the Mystic
Paradise, within thc 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 tottering 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 [ 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 [ 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.”
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“Expenses are not the only burden. It
isno 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 ?”

“] 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 [
have neither father nor brother ; neither
home nor property ; nothing at all to call
my own. Thatis 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
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 mneed I

mercy !” sighed the

‘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 1 seemed
to be where Damini was concerned.

Well, the books 1 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 ama
sannyasin, 1 have no worldly desires.”

“You forget that I am not a sannya-
sin. 1 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
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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 further
progress that day.

Satish may, very likely, have understood
that while he envied the absence of
reserve between Damini and me, its
presence was just what lenvied 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 moré, 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 : ‘‘1'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.
“l 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 you also promise me .ome
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.”

5

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 herintercourse
with the Master. When she made her
- salutation to him, I could catch the glint
of severely repressed temper through her
half-closed eyelids. Iknew 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.
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her breath : “I will sin no more. I will
sin no more.” ‘

But what Satish had tried for did not
come off. On the last occasion of Damini’s
self-surrender, he had seen the beauty of
the surrender only, 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 pupgpy,
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
think,” she said.

Nabin was a neighbour: ome 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

taken poison, I
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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 fixesd 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 himand,
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. ¢

THE MODERN REVIEW FOR APRIL, 1922

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 ?
[t 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 d
by that ogress, Passion, who killed her.
Did you not see the hideous countenance
of the murderess? For god’s sake, my
Master, Iimplore you, do not sacrifice me
to that ogress. Uh 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 guru! I would follow none
else. Give me some creed — higher than
all this — which can save me. Do not let
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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
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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

By Prmxcreal G. C. BosE.

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 /Jess than
35 acres ( 100 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

a' N instructive and interesting article

as the country which may-afford Bengal some
guidance in the matter of education with spe-
cial reference to agriculture. Although 9o
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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By RABINDRANATH TAGORE.
1v
I,"SRIVILAS

HERE 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 resthaving
crumbled into dust. When returning
homewards, after performing Damini’s
last rites, the place as we passed by i,
somehow appealed to me, and | 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 siteofthe gateway, aad 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
garden pool have caved in and let the
water trickle away, leaving the bottom
to serve asa bed for a coriander patch.
As ] 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-
dous was he compared to puny me!
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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 remaining traces
require but a touch or two more to
vamsh for ever.

This scarcely snovel refl=ction, 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, Iknow.
Shankaracharya’s philosophy spares no
one,- All the world is maya, a trembling
dew drop on the lotus leaf. But
Shankaracharya was a sannyasin. * Who
is your wife, who your son?’ were
questions he asked, without understand-
ing their meaning. Notbeing a sannyasin
myself, I 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 arec 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. ) .
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Idid not keep house long enough to
settle down as a houscholder, nor is mine
the temperameat of a sanayasin,— that
saved me, So the Damini whom 1 gaiaed
became neither housewile nor maya.
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. Itis 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 isthe 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 | had given up hope of happi-
ness,— no, no, that is saying too much;
I was not so non-human as that. Happi-
ness | 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. . .

‘)

~

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-
room and they are asked to look at each other.
his is the Auspicious Vision,

2
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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 asdemanding from wus 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 br
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 1 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.
go to your Calcutta house.”

“I am not quite ready for that yet,"
Satish replied.

I did not understand him.

““There was aday,” 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 be
a bottomless abyss. The reason and
the emotion, you see, were alike mine.
Man cannot rely on himself alone. !
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 &

“Let's
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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. Kather, some of
the smart of the sting got expressed with
it.

“I know, Srivilas Babu,” Damini
replied. “It takes a great deal tokill 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. They
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 suggestnon
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 you.”
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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 wiil-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 rveduced 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,” | suggested, ‘‘don’t you think
it would be better to go to some gury
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 difhcult.”

“But would it not be better,” I tried
again, ‘“‘if some guru were to gulde you
along the path of 1ruth ?”

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,— [ 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 [ dared not smile, I maintained
a solemn silence. :

“I 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 by nature and
could net 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.”

“l am a poet,” said Satish, without
blenching.

That finished the matter. Icameaway.

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 kechness
of an over-sharpened knife. One felt this
could not go on much longer. Yet I could
not muster up courage to inferfere.
Damini, however, was utterly unable to
bear it. She was grievously incensed at
God’s ways. w“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 painsin 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
endeavoure. But one morning he waded
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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.

“l 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 glaace 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 torrénts. I cannot
tell what it felt like within my breast.
I came near and sat down on one side.

W hen she had calmed herself a little
Iinquired : ‘‘ 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 [ 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.”

“] 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
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seem to have no eyes 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 vou. Srivilas, my boy,
next time you take birth, take good care
to be born in the world of topsy-turvy-
dom.”

for you,

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! — 1 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.

‘1 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
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creation. Play on, then, with our forms
and let me take my plunge into your
formlessness.— O 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 wavesdown 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
of 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.

tn 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.

“Who is that ?”’ I heard Satishcry out
all of a sudden in the darkness,
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“It is I,—Damini,” came the reply.
** Your windows are open aand the rain is
streaming in. | 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.—If 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. 1he shriek of
the storm was overcome by her cry : ‘‘At
your feet I swear [ had no thought of
sin against your God! Why punish me
thus ?”’

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 [
have no need for anything else at all.
Damini, have pity on me and Icave me to
Him.”

After a space of silence Damini said:
“1 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
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my bed.
that night.
lhe 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 balmn 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: ‘“l have grievously
sinned at your feet. May I hope for
pardon?”’

Satish with his eyes fixed on the ground
replied: ‘1l 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 bands. I bad to hold
them back by main force.

When we arrived in the evening, I left
amini at her aunt’s and went over to a
lodging house, where I used to be well-
known. My old acquaintances started
at sight of me. ‘Have you been ill1?”
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.”

Further sleep was impossible
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It appeared that her aunt would not
have her. Scandal about us was all over
the town. The Poojah 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. Anylow, it had resulted in this
shrinkage of room in the house of Damini’s
distant aunt.

Damini had lost her parents. put I
had an idea, that one of her brothers was
living. [ 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 brotherin an awkward
position. What if he also came to say
there was no room? .

“Where will you stay, then?”’ I had to
inguire. :

“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,” 1 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 [ 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
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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, 1 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.”

«if 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 1 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 whatl am.” .

“You also know what I am,” I
rejoined.

Thus was the proposal mooted, relying
more on things unspoken than on what
was said.

7

Those who, in the old days, had been
under the sgell 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 ome 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
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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 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, daysis
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 toit?”

“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 1
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
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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 uever 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
that. Moreover, there were the Musalman
friends of uncle jagamohan. When they
hcard the newvs, they were so extrava-
gantly jubilant,—the neighbours must
bave thought it was for the Amic 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 tc boot.

“Come and occupy my house, Visri
old fellow, " said Satli)gh. y o
“Come with us, too,” 1 added.
us set to work together, over again.”

“No, thank you,” said Satish: “My
work is elsewhere.”

“You won’t be allowed to go, till you
have ‘assisted at our house-warming;”
‘insisted Damini. ‘ ,

This function was not going to be a
crowded. affair, Satish being the only

“Let
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guest. But it was all very well for him
to say: “Come and occupy my house.”
That had already been done by his father,
[larimohan,—not directly, but througha
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 baving died there of 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 usto
undertake together the toil of setting up
house without outside assistance. With
the seal of Premchand-~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-buoks, which were eagerly
availed of as patent nostrums for passing
examinations. | 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 matters bevond the means of her
brother himself. [lis 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 had 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, Damini 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 ?”

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. Iam
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, of which, however, she then .
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dower, I was able to come to you. iilse,
I would not have been worthy.” - ~

The doctors, each of them, had a
different name for the malady. Neither
did they agree in their prescriptions.
When my little hoard of gold was blown
away between the cross fire of the
doctors’ fees and the chemists’ bills, the
chapter of medicament cime to anend,
and change of air was advised. As a
matter of fact, nothing else of 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 of Magh ended with
its full moon, and Phalgun began; while
the sea heaved and sobbed with the wail
of its lonely eternity ; Damini, taking the
dust of my feet, bade farewell to me with
the words :

told no one. This suddenly took a turn “I have not had enough of you. "May
for the worse, and when I asked her you be mine again'in our next birth.
about it she said : “This is my secret : Ex
wealth, my touchstone. With it, as Tue Exo.
[
RAM-LEELA*
By Miss SEETA CHATTERJEL.
appearance. The younger was not good

HE hot and sultry evening was drawing
to a close, It was still insufferably
warm, and the leaves of the guava tree

which stood by the house, were unstirred by
a single whiff of air and looked like the
creation of a painter’s brush, so motionless
they were. ‘
The house stood at the extreme end of a
small town of 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 tive years of age, another about three.
The elder was clad in a dirty and ragged
cloth, which ill became his beautiful and fair

* T'he annual festival in Upper India to celebrate
the deified hero Ram’s victory over the Rukshas king
Ravan of Lanka or Ceylon.

looking at all. But he was dressed in a frock
of 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? [ have been shrieking for
about half an hour; are you deaf, that you
cannot hear ?”

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, he picked up 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 loverkeeping 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 hand 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 Muktadhira. §

The inhabitants of Uttarakut are seen
visiting the temple with their offerings
and preparing to hold in the temple
cdurt-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.’

+ The Free Current.

The temple DEvVOTEES 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. ]

Tue 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 goin.
A stranger comes with his oflerings of
worship and meets a citizen of Uttarakut.
STRANGER. What’s that there put up
against the sky ? It is frightful !
Crrizéx. Don’t you know ?

a stranger, I see.—It’s the Machine.
STRANGER. Machine! What Machine ?
Crrizex. The Royal Engineer, Bibhuti,

has been working at it for the last twenty-

five years. It's just been. finished. A

You're
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festival is now being held in honour of
the occasion.

STRANGER.
Machine ?

Crrizen. 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.

Crrizen. The life within us has got a
thick hide to protect it! You needn’t have
any fear for us !

STRANGER. All the same, thisisn’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 ?

Citizex. 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 sucha
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, “;itba
white veil which covers her head and body
and trails in the dust.

AMBA.

What's the object of the

My Suman! My Suman!
Won’t my son Suman come back to me ?
You've all returned, but where is he ?

Crrizen. Who are you ?

AuBa. I'm Amba of Janai village.
Suman, my son, ’s the light of my eyes,
the breath of my life, —my Suman !

CrrizeN. 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.
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CrrizéN. Then he must have been
récruited for the work of building up the
embankment.

AMBA. ['ve heard that they've taken
him along this road to the west of the
Hill of Gauri; and my eyesight doesn’t
reach so for. I can’t see the way across
it. .
CrrizeN. 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.

Crrzex. Who's that ?

AMBA. The one who's taken my Suman
away from me! Idon’t know who itis.
Suman ! My Suman ! My darling !

[Thaey go.

The messenger from Abhijit, the Crown
Prince of Uttarakut, meets Bibhuti, while
he is on his way to the Temple.

MEsSENGER.  Bibhuti! The
Prince has sent me to you.

BisauTi. What is his wish ?

MEesSENGER. You have been for along
time building up an embankment across
the waterfall of Muktadhira. Over and
over again it gave way, and men perished,
smothered with sand and earth; and
others got washel 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.

Crown
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BiBEHUTL. 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—

Bisauri. 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 ?

BrBHUTI. 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.

MEesSENGER. 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.

MEesseNGER. Cannot the cry of hunger
interrupt that contemplation ?

BisBHUTI. No ! the pressure of water
cannot break my embankment ; thecry
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 afraid
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
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to attain a greater glory by demolishing
that creation.

BiBHUTL. So long as my work remained
unfinished, it was mine. But now that
it is finished, it belongs to all Uttarakat.
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.

Bieauti. 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 grig.

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.

Bipauri. Holes! What do you know
about them ?

MEessENGER. Nothing. But He knows,
who makes use of them.

[ Messenger goes.

Citizens of Uttarakut, on their way to
the Temple, meet Bibhuti.

1st Crrizen. Engineer, you're a
wonderful fellow ! We never noticed
when you got ahead of us !

2xp CrrizeN. 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 village school.
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And yet he's done such wonders, sur-
passing us all ! '

3rp CrtizeN. 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 ?

3rp CrrizeN. 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.

2np CrtizeN. Harish, our
has n't yet arrived.

1st CrrizéeNn. That man ’s the very
prince of the sluggards! He needs a good
beating on the drum of his back.

3rp CiTizENx. Nonsense, he can beat
the drum far better than we can.

4t1H Crtizéx. 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 ’ll go walking to the temple. Let’s
carry him on our shoulders. .

BisaUTI. No, no! Thisis too much! .

5ta Crtizex. 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 drived the inert from its rest.

drummer,
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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.

Ranajir. 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-
dhira. 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 bave controlled a turbulent force
with greater security and permamnence
than this one before us

RaNajiT. 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.

MiINISTER. 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 things are intol-
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erable, then the small becomes great with
the power of their suffering.

Ranajir. 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 growmd of the higher position;
and that foreign subjects must always be
under that pressure.

MmuasTER. Yes, I did say that ; but the
circumstances then were different ; there-
fore my advice was timely. But now,—

Ranajir. It was against my wish to
send the Crown Brince to Shiu-tarai.

- MixisTer. Why, Sire ?

Ranajir. 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,—

Raxajyrr. 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. 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. Ile answered,
that he had come into the world to open
out roads : this was the inner meaning of
his life which he must fulfil;
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Ranajit. The prophecy, that he would
be the ruler of a great empire, is no longer
credible.

MiINIsTER. 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 raish the price of food
and clothing in Uttarakut.

MiNnisTER  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.

Ranajir. 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.

RaNajir. You need not trouble yourself

about it.
MixnisTER. No Sire |

trouble about it.
Euter Warder.
WARDER. Sire, your uncle,
of Mohangarh, has come.

I want you to

Viswayjit,

« 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 rest
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 of Ranajit, enters.

Ranajir. My greeting to you ! I never
expected the good fortune of your cuming
and joining with us to-night in our
worship. )

Viswajir. I have come to waran 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 youdo it ?

Rananir. To defeat our enemies !

ViswaniT. Are you not afraid of making
an enemy of your God himself ?

Rananir. ‘Our victory is His. He is
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the Patron God of Uttarakut. Thersfore
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. )

Viswayir. If that is true, then the
worship you offer to Him is no worship
at all, but merely wages.

Ranayir. 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.

Ranajir. | 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, Muktadhari.

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
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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 centain
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.’

Ranajir. Now, I understand.

Viswajir. What do you understand ?

RanajiT. Abhijjit 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.

Viswajir. 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. | have not the power to
leave you. But if you leave me, I shall
merely suffer it.

[ Goes.
Enters Amba. v
AMBa. Who are you there? The sun

is about to set, but my Suman has

n’t yet come back.

Kanajir. 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
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peak of Gauri, where the sun is sinking,
the light is sinking, and everything is
sinking ?

Ranayit ( to his minister ).
that—

MinisTER, Yes, Sire, it must be con-
nected with the building up of the em-
bankment.

Ranajir (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.

Ranajir. 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 Imgerator.”

Boys. ‘Salve Im—'

SCHOOLMASTER. ‘—perator !’

Boys. ‘—peritor !

ScHOOLMASTER. ‘Salve Imperitor Im-
peritorum !

Boys. ‘Salve Imperitor—’

SCHOOLMASTER. —‘Imperitorum !

Boyvs. ‘Imperitorum !

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,

It seems
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Ranajit, Do these boys know what
Bibhuti has done ?

THE Bovs. ( clapping their hands and
jumping ). Yes! Yes! We know. He
has shut up the drinking water
of the Shiu-tarai people !

Ranajir. Why has he shut it up ?

Bovs. To give them a good lesson.

Ranajir. What for ?

Boys. To make them smart !

Ranayit. Why ?

Boys. Because they are bad !

Ranapir. Why bad ?

Bovs. Oh they are terribly bad. Every-
body knows it !

Ranapit. 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!

Boyvs. Yes! Yes! Their religion is
rotten !

SCHOOLMASTER. Aund 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 ?

Bovs. 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 thatso ? '

Boys. Yes! They conquer the world
for themselves.
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ScHOOLMASTER. Is there a single case,
in which Uttarakut has been defeated ina
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 respoasi-
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 so
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 woulg
not be possible.

Rananrr. What is that in the sky ?

MinisTer. Have you forgotten about
it ? That is the top of Bibhuti’s Machine.

RanapT. I have never seen it so clear
as it is to day.

Mmuster. The storm this morning has
cleared the sky. That is why it is so
distinct.

RanNajit, 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.

Ranajir. It is time for us to go to the
temple.

[ They go.
A second group ot CITiZENS of
Uttarakut enters.

1st CrrizeN. 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'll realise, that it’s not good
for the sword to grow longer than the
sheath.

2np Crrizex. Whatever you may say,
Bibhuti has upheld the reputation of
Uttarakut.

1st Crrizen.  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.

3rp Crtizex. Who knows that it won’t
give way once again ?

1st CrrizeN. Have you noticed the
mound on the northern side.
2x8p CrrizeN. What about it ?

NnAos ~

543

1st Crrizen. Don’t you know ? Every-
body, who has seen it, says—

2np CrrizeN. What ? Tell me.

1st Crrizen. You are a simpleton!

" Don’t you know, that from one end to the

other, it's—O0h, rubbish !

28p Citizen, Do explain it to me a
little more clearly.

1st Crrizen. Wait a while. It ’ll ex-
plain itself, when all of asudden— ( ends .
with a gesture ).

2np Crrizen. 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.

o2np CrrizéN. 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.

3rp CitizeN. Some people say that all
the science of Bibhuti—

1st Crrizen. Yes, yes! It's stolen
from Benkot Varma. 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.

3rp Crtizen. Oaly of starvation ?

1sT Citizex. Whether from starvation
or from some food from som: 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 in this land. Our people
can't bear to hear good of others.

oxp CitizéN. Whatever you may say, -
he's a—

1st Crrizéx. What wonder is there in
that. Just consider in what soil he flour-
ijshed. ThatChabua 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. :
2np Crtzex. Of course! Everybody
in Uttarakut knows him. He’s that—
what do you call it ?

1st Crtizen. Bhiskar. 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.
~ 8rp 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 CrrizeéN., 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 ?

Bart. 1 warn you, friends! Don’t
take that path! Go back, while there’s
time !

2np Crrizex. Why ? .

Bartvu. They’ll sacrifice,—sacrifice human
beings ! They’ve taken away by force
two of my grandsons, never
returned.

3rp CrTiZEN. Sacrifice ? Before whom ?

Batu. Before the Demon Thirst !

2np CiTiZEN. Who's that ?

Batu. The Demon whose dry tongue
grows and grows, like a flame of fire fed
by the oil.

1st Crrizex. Madman!
to Bhairava’s temple.
Demon Thirst there ?

Batu. Haven’t you heard the news ?
They’re going to dethrone Bhairava to-

who

We're going
Where's your
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day, and the Demon Thirst will occupy
his altar.

28D CiTizen. Ilold  your  tongue,
madman ! The people of Uttarakut wil |
cut you to pieces, if they hear you talk
like this. )

Baru. They're throwing mud at
me, and the children are pelting me with
stones. Everybody’s 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.

2np CrTizeN. I must confess his

words seem to send a shiver of cold
through my blood.

1st Crrizen. Ranju, you're a great
coward. Let’s go !

. [ They all go.
Enter the Crown Prince Abhijit and the
Prince Sanjay.

SanjaY. I cannot wunderstand why
you are leaving our palace.

Asayir. You will not fully under
stand it. For how are you to know that
my life is a stream which must have its
free course over the stones of the king’s
house. :

Sanjay. We all have noticed, that you
have been feeling restless for some tim:
past. It seemed as if the bond that kept
you tied to us was slackening every day.
Has it snapped at last ?

ApHIIT. Sanjay! Look at that image
of the sunset over the peak of Gaur'
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! Ido
not like this ‘omen! Now is the time
for rest. Come into the palace.

ABHIIT. Where there is an obstruction,
theré'can be no rest.

Sanjay. How have you discovered,
after all these days, this obstruction of
which you are speaking ?

AsapIr. I discovered it when I heard
that they had bound the waters of Mukta-
dhara.

Sanjay. I do not
meaning of these words.

Asaiyir. 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-dh3rd. 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 thh you as your
companion !

AsanIT. 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 [

ApHyIT. 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,

understand the

and the music of the nightfall comes
floating from the palace tower. Has not
this also its call ? All thatis stern and
strenuous may have its glory. But all
that is sweet has also its value.

ApHyiT. 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
hauat your memory, who hid herself, but
not her worship ?

ABHnrr. 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. Caanot you see the picture
of an infinite sorrow in the twilight
glow, clinging to that purple hill ?

ABHyir. 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
etting sun fills my heart with a sadness
which is sweet. How beautiful 1s this
world ! Here is my salutation to all that
has made my life sweet. )
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Enters Batu.

Batu. They would n’t let me go on,

but turned me back with blows.

ApHyrr. 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.

ABHmIT. 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.

ABHIIT. Yes, the skrine will break in
pieces. The time has come !

BaTu (coming closeto him, whispers).
Then you must have heard —hear,d the
call of Bhairava ?

AsHyir. Yes, I have heard.

BaTu. Then there is no escape for you ?

ApHIjIT. 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 ?

ApHIIT. By the grace of Bhairava, I
shall bear it.

Batu. When everybody becomes your
enemy ? When your own people renounce
you ?

ABHOIT. | must bear it !

Baru. Then there’s no fear !

Apaimir.s No fear for me.
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Batu. Good! Keep me in your mind.
I'm also bound for that path. You ’ll be
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

UppHAB ( to the Crown: Prince ). Sire,
what made you open out the road along
the Nandi Pass ?

AsapiT. To save the people of Shiw
tarai from perpetual famine.

UppuAB. Our King is kind !
not always ready to help them ?

ApHIjIT. When the right hand inits
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.

Upbnan. The King says, that you
have taken the bottom out of Uttarakut's
food vessel by breaking down the fort of
the Nandi Pass.
~ ApHpIT. 1 have set Uttarakut free
from remaining for all time s parasite of
Shiutarai.

UpbpHAB, It was extremely rash of
you. The King has heard the news. !
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.

Is he

[Uddhab goes.
Enters Amba.
AmBa. Suman, my darling! Hare
none of you followed that path, along
which they took my Suman ?

Apnyrr. Have they taken your son
away ?
AMBA. Yes, towards the West, where
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the sua sinks, where the days come to
their end.

ApaIIT. My journey is also along
that path.

AMBA. Then remember an unfortunate
woman like me. When you meet him,
tell him that mother is waiting.

"ABHyIT. Yes, [ 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! Thé Terrible !
[ They go.
Enters a General, Bijaypal.

ByaypaL. Princes, accept my humble
salutation. I come from the King.

ABHIjIT. What is his command ?

ByaypaL. I must tell it to you in
secret.

SANJAY ( holding Abhijit by his hand).
Why in secret ?—Secret even from me ?

ByjavraL. Such is my instruction. I
beg you, Crown Prince, to enter the tent.

Sanjay. I must accompany him.
( Attempts to do so)
BijayraL. No! That will be against

the wishes of the King.
Sanjay. Then I shall wait for him at
this road side.
[ Abhjjit, followed by Bijaypal, goes
towards the tent.
Enters a Flower-seller.
FLOWER-SELLER (to Sanjay). Sir, who
i8 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
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are throwing flowers on his
Uttarakut. He 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. [ 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
offers money.) No! No price for this!
Give jthe Father my salutation, and tell
him that I'm the poor woman of Deotali,
who sells flowers.

path in

[She goes.
Enters Bijaypal.

SANjAY. Where is the Crown Prince ?

ByavpaL. He is a captive in the tent.

Sanjay. The Crown Prince a captive !
What arrogance ! \

BijaypaL. Here
the King.

Sanjay. Whose conspiracy is this? Let
me go to him for a moment.

ByaypaL. Pardon me, I cannot.

Sanjay. Then arrest me, also !
rebel ! *

is the warrant from

lama
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ByavpaL. I have not the instructions.
Sanjay. I go myself to force from him

the instructions. (He goes sonie way, and

then returns.) Give this white lotus to

the Crown Prince, in my name.
[They go out.

Enters the Bairagi, Dhananjay of Shiu-
tarair 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 ?
1se Suiu-traral Crrizex. 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.

2np SHiv-rarat Crrizex. Then, what’s
your wish ?

DHANANJAY. Raise your head ! Say
that nothing hurts you, and then the hurt
will receive its death blow.

38rr Surv-taral CrTizeN. 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 of Dhananjay and a great part of
the language he utters are taken ftom an carlier play
of the Poet, called ‘Prayaschitta,’ whicli was written
more than fifteen years ago.

N
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with your mouths gaping wide open ?
Cannot you follow my words !

2np S. Crrizen. Father, we understand
you ! It doesn’t matter if we fail to
understand your words.

DuananNjAy. 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. . '

DuANANjAY. 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.

DuaNANjoy. 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 heasts.
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 [ win, or thou !
* A name of the God Shiva meanihg the Death.
Conqueror,
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In the markets, in the highways, among
the crowds,
I had my mirth and I laughed.
Let mesee if at last you can make me
weep !
ArL ( Crying out together ). Bravo,
Father.—* Let me see if at last you can
make me weep.”
2np S. Crrizen. .Tell us where are you
going ?
DraNaNjAY. To the King's Festival.
3rp S. Crtizen. But the King’s Festi-
val is not for you. Why do you go there
at all ?
DaANANJAY. | must make my name
known in the King's Court.
41H 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 !
- 1stS. CrmizeN. 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.
2xp S. Crrizen., Very well then, We
also shall accompany you !
3rp S. Citizen, Yes! We shall go to
. the King's Court.
Duananjay. What will you ask the
King ?
3rp S. CitizeN. There are so many
" things to ask. But the question is, which
of them will be granted.
DHanNaNjAY. Why not
kingdom ?
 3rp S. Crrizen. Father, you're joking !
DraNANjAY. Not at all! If the king-
dom belonged to the king alone and not
also to the subjects, then the hopping

ask for the
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about of that onelegged 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.

2xp S. Crrizen. 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 befutile.

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.
Thou 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. CrrizeN. Whatever you may
say, we don't understand why you're
going to the King’s Court.

DHANANjAY. Shall 1 tell you why ?
It’s because I have misgivings in my. mind
about you.

1st S. Crrizen. 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. Crrizen. But the king won't
easily let you go !

DuANANjAY. Why should he let me go ?

2np S. Citizex. 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 !

DrANANJAY. 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. CitizeNn. Have you noticed the
features of these men of Uttarakut ? They
look as if the Creator, when Ile made them,
had begun with a big lump of flesh and
had had no time to finish His work.

2np S. Crtizen. And do you see how
they dress themselves in tight clothes.

3rp S. CrrizeN., They pack themselves
up tightly in bundles as though to
prevent the least leakage.

1st S. CirizeéNx. They're born to
drudgery. They spend their lives in going
from market to market, and from one
landing place to another.

2np S. CrtizEN. They ’'ve no culture
worth speaking of. The books that they
have are worth nothing. 4

1st S. Crrizen. Nothing at all. Havn't
you noticed the letters in them like lines of
white ants creeping across the page.

2np S. CitizeN. Well said | White ants
indeed ! Their culture gnaws everything
to pieces.
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3rp S. CrTizEN. And heaps up earth
mounds. They kill life with their arms
and destroy mind with their books.

2xnp S, CrTizen. Sin! Sin! Our guru
says that even to cross their shadow isa
sin. Do you know why ?

3rp S. CitizEN. Tell me, why.

2np 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 !

3rp S. CiTizEN. Where did you learn
all this ?

2np S. CitizeN. From our own guru !

3rp S. CrTizeN ( reverently bowing his

. head ). Guru, you're-truth itself !

A group of Uttarakut citizens enters.

1st Urrarakur CitizeN. Everything
has passed off so happily, excepting the
admission of that blacksmith, Bibhuti,
into the Kshatriya order by our king.

2xp Urrarakur Cit zEN. That'’s alla
domestic question. We shall deal with
that, later on. Meanwhile let’s ery “Long
live the Royal Engineer, Bibhuti.”

3rp UrtarRAkUT 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.
2np 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 peuple suddenly thumped on the
head and thus stopped in their growth.

2np U. Crtizen. Of all head dresses,
why have they chosen this ? Do they
think that ears are a mistake of the
Creator ?

Ist U. Crrizex. They have put an
embankment- over their ears, lest the
precious little intelligence which they have
should ooze out.

3rp U. Crrizen. 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 ?

3rp U. Citizen. Don’t you know that
to-day’s our festival ? Come and join us
in our cry—‘“L.ong live the Royal Engi-
neer, Bibhuti !”

1st U. CrTizEN. 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 )

3rp U. CrrizeN. 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. CrrizeN. Our water in Bibhuti’s
hands ! Has he suddenly become a God ?

28p U. Crrizen. He has  dismissed
God from service. He ’'ll take up God’s
work himself.

699,—3
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1sT S. Crrizen. Is there any specimen
of his work ?

1st U. Crrzen. Yes! That embank-
ment across Mukta-dhara.

( Shiu-tarai people laugh loudly. )

2np U. Crrizex. 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. Crrizex. See with your own
eyes there in the sky !

28D S. CitizEN., Great heavens ! What
on earth is that ?

3rp S. CrtizeN. Good God ! It looks
like a gigantic grasshopper just going
to jump towards the stars !

1st U. Crrizen. That grasshopper
18 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. CrtizeN. We refuse to perish !

3rp. U. Crrizen. 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.

3rp U. Crrizen. Listen to these men
with their ear-capson! Nobody can save
them from utter destruction.

[ The Citizens of Uttarakut go out.
Enters Dhananjay.

Duananjay. Fools ' What have you -

been saying? Isit in my bhand to sa
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you from death >—Then you're dead
thrice over !

GaneEsH. The Uttarakut people said

to us that Bibhuti has stopped the
water of Mukta-dhari.
DranaNjay. Did they say that an

embankment had been raised ?

GanesH. Yes, Father!

DHANANJAY. You haven’t listened to
ti:cm carefully !

Gaxesh. It is not worth listening to !

DaaNANjAY. Have you kept all your
ears with me alone? Must I hear for
all of you ?

3rp S. Crrizex.
at all, Father?

Daananjay. Is it a small thing, to
control the turbulent power, whether
it is outside us or within us ?
- GanesH. That may bhe;
about this stoppage of—

DHAaNANJAY. That’s a different matter ;
and Bhairava will never suffer it to be
done. 1 must go and find out all about
it. This world is full of voices. To
stop listening to them is to perish.

What is there to hear

but what

[ Dhananjay gocs out.

Another Citizen from Shiu-tarai enters.

.4tH S. CITIZEN,
news ?

‘Bisuan. The Crown Prince has been
recalled from Shiu-tarai.

ALL. Impossible !

BisHaN. What are you to do ?

ALL. We shall take him back.

Bismax. How ?

ALL. By force.

Bisaax. What about our King ?

Arr. We defy him.

Enter King Ranajit and Minister.
Raxajit. Whom do you defv ?

i

_Bisb an, what’s the
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ALL {( to tae king ).
Majesty !

Long live Your

GaneEsH. We have come to you with
our prayer.

RaNapir. What is it ?

Arr. We want the Crown [’rince for
ourselves. '

Ranajrr. You are modest
demand. .

1sT S. CrTizEX. Yes, we must take him
back to Shiu-tarai.

RaxayiT. And then triumphantly forget

to pay the taxes ?

in your

ALL. But we're starving.

Ranajir. Where is your leader ?

2xp S. Citizex ( pointing to Ganesh ).
Here's our leader, Gaunesh.

Raxajyir. No. Where is the Vairagi ?

GanesH, There he comes. °
Enters Dhananjay.

_Rananit. It is you who make these

people forget themselves.

DHANANJAY. Sir.
myself also. '

Raxajir. Don’t parry words with me !
Tell me, are you for paying taxes ? .

DraNanjay. 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.

Raxajit. Do you prevent my 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.”

Raxapr. Their timidity you merely
repress with your own assurance; bat
when that bloated assurance is pricked

Yes, And 1 forget



THE WATERFALL

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. ' ’

DrAxaNjaY. 1 have taken that tablet
to my heart. There dwells He, who is
above all trouble.

Raxapr (to S. Citizens). All of you
go back to your place, and the Vairagi
will remain here.

ArL. No, that cannot be !

Duananjay. (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 That
which your greed tries to keep, is a stolen
thing. It will have to be given up.

(Sings) 'y
““You are wilful, you are strong, in the

all.

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.

Raxajir. Minister, keep this Vairagi
under custody.

MINISTER. Sire,—{pauses)

Raxajir. This command of mine is not
agreeable to you?

MiNisTER. A terrible engine of punish-
ment i1s made readv. You merely weaken
it, by trying to add to its fierceness.
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S. Citizens. We shall never allow this.

Daananjay. Leave me, [ tell you!
Leave me and go ! :

1s1 S. Crrizex. Have n't you heard,
Father, that we have also lost our Crown
Prince ? ‘ '

2nd S. CrrizéN. Who is there to sus-
tain our strength if we lose both of you ?

DuanaNjAYy. I am defeated ! Let me
retire. '

ALL. Why, Father?

DiaNANjAY. 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 8. CitizeN. Don’t say that! We
shall do whatever you wish.

DuaNaNjaY. Then leave me and go.

oxp S. CrrizeN. But have  you the
heart to keep away from us 7 Do you not
love us ?

Duananjay. It is better to love you
and keep you free, than to love you and
smother you by my love. Go! No more
of this! Go, aud leave me !

2nn 8. Citizen.  Very well, Father, we
But—
DHaNANjAY. No
heads high and go ! )

ALL. Very well, father, we go !

( They niove slowly away. )

Daaxanjoy. Is that what you call
going ? Quick ! Begone!

GanesH. As you wish. But you must
know, that all our hopes aund thoughts
remain with you.

go.

‘but’!  Hold .\'our‘

[ They go.
Raxair.  \What are you thinking ol,
Vairagi ? Why are you so silent ?
Duanaxjay. They have made me anxi-
ous, King |

Ranajrr.  For what ?
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DuaNaNjAaY. I am afraid that I have
succeeded in doing what your own Chan-
dapil has failed to accomplish with his
baton.

Ranajrr. What makes you think so ?

Daananjay. Oance I chuckled to my-
self and said,—‘[ 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.

Ranajir. How has that been made
possible ?

DaANANjaY. 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.

Ranajrr. They have taken you to be
their God.

DHANANIAY. 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 ?

DuANANJAY. Ido 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 ?
DuANANJAY. To remain

away from
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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 Bibbhuti
and me to account at the same time.

Ranajitr. 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—

MixIsTER. Sire, is it not right,
you yourself should personally—

Ranajir. No, no! He is a traitor
against his own people. 1 shall not see

that

his face, until he confesses his guilt.
I go back to my palace. Send me the
news there ! [ The King goes.

Enger 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

X forth Truth,
Whose right arm smites the
uarighteous,
Whose guidance leads mortals
across Death.
[ They go.
Udhhab re-enters.

UppHas., 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. 1 must go and see

the Crown Prince. [ They go out.
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Some Citizens from Uttarakut enter.
1st CrtizeN. We must be firm. Let's
go to the King.
28D CrrizeN. 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 Crrizen. 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.
2np CiTizen. If this can come to pass,
then there’s no justice in the world !
3rpo CrTizex. It ’s impossible to trust
anybody merely by his appearance.
1st Crtizex. If our king does
punish him, we must do it ourselves.
2np Crtizex. What will you do ?
1st Crrizex. He’ll not find his place
here. He must be sent off along the very
path he has opened out at Naudi Pass.
3rp CiTizex. But that man at Chabua
village says, that he 's not at Shiu-tarai
at this moment. And he cannot b2 found
in the palace here. .
1st Crtizex. 1 am sure that our King
has been hiding him from us.
3rp Crrizex. Hiding him? We'll break
down the palace walls and drag him out !
1st Crrizen. We'll set fire to the palace.
Enter the Minister and Uddhab.
1st Citizex ( to the Minister ). Don’t
you try to play the game of hide and seek
with us ! Bring out the Crowa Prince !
MinisTerR. Who am I, to bring him
out ?
2xp CrTIZEN.
your advice.—But, I tell you—it won’t do!
We ’ll drag him out from his hiding place.

n't

[t must have been by
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MinisTER. Then take the reins of this
government in your own hands, and re-
lease him from the King’s prison. .

3rp Crr1zex. From the King's prison !

MinisTer. The King has imprisoned
him.

ALL. Long live the King ! Victory to
Uttarakut ! ' ’

2np Crrizen. Come, let’s go to the pri-
son, and thers—

MinisTer. What ?

2np Crrizen. We'll take the flowers
from the garland that Bibhuti has cast
off, and put the string of it on the Crown
Prince’s neck.

MimnisTER. The Crown Prince is guilty,
you say, because he has broken the Fort.
But is there na guilt in it, when you
break the laws of the realm ?

2np Crrizen. That’s  altogether a
different affair.

3rp CITIZEN.
laws ? .

-MiNisTER. You may jump into the void
because. you are not in love with the
ground underneath your feet. But [ can
assure you, that you won’t find yourself
in love with that void.

3rp CitizeN. Then let’s go and stand
before the Palace and shout, ‘Long live
the King.’ .

1st CrrizeNx. 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.

28D CrtizéN. 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. I understand, why

But if we do break the

Now
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the King has kept the . Crown Prince
captive in his own camp.

UppHAB. Why ?

MixisTEr. To save him from the
hands of his people. But things look ugly.
The excitemeuat is growing wilder every
moment. ‘

Laters Sanjay.

Sanjay. 1 dare not show my eager-
ness to the King, because that only helps
to make his determination stronger,

MixisTER. Prince, try to keep quiet.
Do not add to the complications which
are already too great.

Saxjay. I went to talk to the people.
I knew that they loved the Crown Priace
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.

MixisTer. Then you ought to under-
stand, that the Crown Prince’s safety
lies in his imprisonment itself.

Sanjay. | have ever followed him,
from my childhood. Let me follow him
into the prisou. -

MinisTER. What good will that do ?

Sanjay. Every man is but half a man
by himself. He finds his unity only when

he is truly united with someone else. My
unity [ find in my union with the
Crown Prince.

MixisTER. But where the union is

true, a merec 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
like your own. They sound like his.

MiNIsTER. « His words arc evervwhere

words do not scem
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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. 1 shall serve him by
living away from him. [ must now go to
the King.

MixisTer. Why ?

Sanjay. I shall ask the King to give
me the Governorship of Shiu-tarai.

MiNnisTerR. But the times are very
critical. '

Sanjay. And therefore, this is the
best time.

[ They go.

Laters Vishwajit, the King’s Uncle.
Visuwajit. Who is there? Is that
Uddhab ? '
UbpHAB. Yes, Sire'
Visuwajrr. [ was waiting for it to
grow dark. Have you received my letter >

UbpHan. [ have.

Visuwapir. Have you followed my
advice ?

UppHAB. You will know - within a
short time. But—

VisHawajir. 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.

UppHap. But he will never forgive
the man who does it.

Visuwajrr. My soldiers will take you
and your guards captive. The responsi-
bility is mine. *

A voice from outside,

Upbiian. There 1t 1s!
on fire the kitchen tent,
the guard-room. This is the opportunity

“Fire! Fire!”
They have set
which is near



THE WATERFALL

for me to release and the
Crown Prince.
( He goes out, and Abhijit comes inlater. )

ABRIT ( to Vishwajit). Why are vou
here ? .

VisawaJr. 1 have come to capture
vou. You must come to Mohangarh,

AsHijiT. 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.

Visawajir. Why, child ? What work
have you to do ?

ABHIJIT. | 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.

VisawajJIT. There is time enough for
that, but not today !

ABHijiT. All that | know 1s this, that
the time has come! And no one knows
when that time will ever come again.

VisawajIT. We also shall join you.

ArHiitT. No, the quest is mine ; it has
never reached you.

Visawajir, 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 ?

Apaijit. If my call had come to them
also, they would never sit waiting for me.
My call will only lead them astray.

Visuwajit. It is growing dark, my
child.

ABHIjiT. The light comes from that
direction, from whence comes the call. .

VisEwWAJIT. | have not the power to
turn you from your own path. Though
you are taking a plunge into the dark-

Dhananjay
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ness, I will trust in God to guide you.
I must leave you in His hands. Oaly
let-me hear one word of hope. Tell me,
that we shall meet again.
AsHijit. Keep it ever in your mind,
that we can never be separated.
[ They go in opposite directions.
Eater Batu and Dhananjay.

BatTu. Father, the day is ended and
it grows dark. : .
DraNaNJAY. 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 ? ‘

Duaxaxjay. When Bhairava begins
His dance, it is not visible Only when it
comes to its end, is it revealed.

Batr. Give us confidence, Master. We
are afraid ! 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! awake !
Awake ! [ He goes.

Enter Citizens of Uttarakut.

1st CiTizEN. It was a lie! He’s not
in the prison house! They have - hidden
him somewhere. :

28p CITIZEN:
can hide him. :

Draxaxjay. No ! They will ncver be
able to hide him. The walls will break
down ; the gate will be shattered. The
light will rush iato the dark corner, and
everything will be revealed.

1st Crtizen. Who's this ?—He gave
me such a sta t ’

Awake Bhairava!

Bhairava,

We shall see how they
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3rp Crrizen. All’s right ! We must
have some victim'! This Vairagi will
“serve us quite well. - Bind him !

DraNaNjaY. What is the use of catching

one, who has always surrendered
himself ?
1st Crtizen. 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 CitizEx. 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 aredead,
Victory to Him, whose voice thunders
forth Truth,
Whose right arm smites the unrighteous,
Whose guidaace leads mortals across death,
Victory to Him !
3rp CrrizéN. Look there! Look at
that ! The eveding is darkening and that
machine is looking blacker and blacker.
)sT CrrizeN. In the day time, iE tried
to outmatch the sunlight, and now it’s
rivalling the night itself in blackness. It
looks like a ghost !
2xp Crrizen. [ can’t understand why
Bibhuti built it in that fashion. Wherever
we are in the town, we cannot help look-
ing atit. It’s like a shriek rending the
sky.
Enters 4th Citizen.
41H Citizex. uur King’s uncle has
carried away by force the Crown Prince
along with the gunards who guarded his
prison.
1st CrtizEN. What's the meaning of
that ? °
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3rp Crrizen. 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 CrTizEN. ¢utrageous ! Think ofit!
To encroach upoa our right to punish our
owan Prince ourselves !

2xp CitizEN. The. best thing to do,
friend, is to—you understand ?

1sT CiTizex. Yes, Yes. The gold mine
which he has in his territory,—

3rp CitizEN. And I've heard from a
most reliable source that he has at least
fifty thousand head of cattle in his stall.
We must take possession of them, couat-
ing every head. [his is insufferable !

4tH CimjizéN. And then again, the
yearly yield of his saffron field must
amount at least to—

2np CiTizen.  Yes! yes! His State
must be made to disgorge it. What an
aftront !

1st CitizEN.
the King about it.

Come! Let us inform
[ They all go.
Enters a Traveller, who shouts out.

1st TRAVELLER. Budhan! Sambhu!
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 nosign of them.—(Looking up)
That black iron monster over there! It's
making grimaces at me! [t makes me
shiver with fear.—

Enters another Traveller.

Who's there 7 Why don’t you aaswer?
Are You Budhan ?

2xp TRAVELLER. ['m Nimku, the lamp-
seller. They ’ve got an all night festival ia
the Capital, and lamps will be needed.—
Who are you ?
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1st TRAVELLER, I'm Huabba. I
belong to a band of strolling players.
Did you meet with our party on the way,
and their leader Andu ?

NmMgu. There are crowds of men
coming up. How could I recognise them ?

HueBa. 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.

NiMgu. How much will you pay for
it ?

HusBa. If I could afford to pay, I
should order you in a loud voice, and not
waste my sweet tones on you !

NiMru. You seem to be a humorist !

[ He goes.

Husgsa. 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 !
1t is like pins and needles in the limbs of
the sky, made audible.—I wish [ had used
my muscle with that lamp-seller, instead
of displaying my humour.

Enters a Recruiter.

RecruiTER. Up! up!

HuBBa. Obh, goodness ! Why on earth
d’you go and frightez me in that way ?

KECRUITER., Get ready to start !

Eussa. That was exactly my intention,
my friend. ‘And now I am trying to digest
the lesson how to get stuck when one
trizs to go ahead.

RECRUITER. Your party is ready. Only
you are wanting.
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HueBa. What do you say ? We, in-
habitants of Tin Moh3na 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 !

HusBa. H'm! Yes! The simple
meaning is, | 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. ’

HusBa. To Shiutarai? On this dark
night ? What is the subject of the play
there ?

RecrRUITER. The subject is
rebuilding of the fort of Nandi Pass’.

Huesa. You mean - to rebuild the
Fort with my help ? My dear friend, it’s
only because you can’t geta good sight
of me, in this darkness, that you could
ever utter such an absurdity as that!
I'm—

KecrulTER. 1 don’t care who you
are! You've got your two hands.

tiupBa. 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

‘The

" mouth. We shall discover it at the right

time. Come now ! Get up !

Enters 2nd Recruiter.

onp RECRUITER. Here’s another man,
Kankar.

KANEAR. Whois he ?

WAYFARER, I'm nobody,.Sir! I am
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.Lachman. I sound the gong in the Temple
-of Bhairava. .
- . KaANKarR. That means your hands are.
strong. Come to Shiu tarai !

LacHMAN. But the gong ?

Kaxgar. Bhairava. will sound His
own gong himself.
LacHMnAN. Pray, have pity on me!

My wife’s ailing !

KANKAR. She’ll either be cured or
dead, when yon're absent. And the same
thing ’ll- happen if you’'re present.

HusBa. 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. .

KANRAR. Listen ! I can hear the voice
of Narsingh. . ,

Narsingh enters with a gang of men.
KANKAR. Is the news good, Narsingh ?
NARsSINGH. 1've gathered these men for

our purpose. And some have already
been despatched.

ONE OF THE ParTy.

KANKAR, Why ?

I refuse to go.
What's the matter
with you ? ‘

ONE oF THE ParTy. Nothing.® But
I'm not going.

Kaxgar., What's his name, Narsingh ?

NARSINGH. . His name’s Banwari, He
,makes rosaries out of lotus seeds.

Kaxkar. Let me settle with him.
(To Banwari) Why do you refuse to go ?

Baxwari. 1l've no quarrel with the
Shiu-tarai people. They ’'re not our
cnemies.

Kankar. But let’s suppose that we
_are their enemies ! Hasn't that also its
responsibility ?
Banwarl. P'd hate to take part in
.. wrong-doing. '
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Kankar. Wrong's only wrong where
you’ve the right to judge. Uttarakutisa
great body, you're only a part. What-
ever you do as a part of it—you can have
no responsibility. for that !

BanwaRtl. There's a greater body, whose
part’s Uttarakut as well as Shiu-tarai.

KankaRr. I say, Narsingh! This man
argues ! Nobody’s a greater nuisance for
the country than the man who argues!

NarsincH. Hard work is the best cure
for that! This is why I'm taking him
along with us. :

Banwarr. 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.

Banwarl, What's your method ?

Hupsa. 1 usually sing. But that
would only be useless now, and tkerefore
I keep silence.

KANKAR ( to Banwari). Now tell me
what you’re going to do.

Banwarn I shan’t move a step further.

KaANKAR. Oh! Then we'll have to make
you move. Bind him with
this rope.

I say there !

HuBssa ( intervening ).. My dear sir,
please let me say ome word. Don't be
angry with me! The force you spendin
carrying this man can be better used, if
you save it.

KaNkAR. Those who are unwilling to
serve Uttarakut—we've got.. our .un-
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pleasant duty towards them,and we can't
neglect it. D’ you understand ?

Hupba. H'm, yes! Very clearly in-
deed !

[ They all go out except Narsingh and
Kankar.

NARSINGH. lere comes Bibhuti. Long
live Bibhuti !

Enters Bibhuti.

KaANkAR. We 've made great progress.
Our party’s grown strong. Why are you
here ? They ’re waiting for you at their
Festival.

BisHuTI.
Festival.

NaRrsiNGH. Why ?

Bisuuri. 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.

I have no heart for this

KANKAR. Who's the rival ?
BisruTi. 1 do not want to utter his
name. You all know it. The problem

bas become acute with him,—whether
he shgll have more honour in this country
than I. T 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.

NARrsiNgGH. What impudence !

KankarR., How could you bear it,
Bibhati ?

BisHUTi. It is useless to contradict

the ravings of madness.

KAXKAR. But is it right to feel too
secure 7 [ remember how you said once
that there are one or two weak spots,
which can easily be—

BisHuTL. Those who have any infor-
mation . about_.these. weak spots_also
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know, that they themselves will be carried
away by the flood, if they meddle with
them.

NagsiNgH. Wouldn’t it
keep guards at those places ?

BisauTi. 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

be wise to

die happy.

KaNkagr. It’s not at all difficult for
you to do that,

Bisuuri. 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, Bhairava ! Awake!

Lnters Dhananjay.

Kaxkar. This is an evil sight for us
at the moment of starting for our
adventure.

Bwsnuri.  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. |
DuanaNjay. I have no doubt in my
mind, that it’s for you to awaken Him. |
Bisuuti, Our process of awakening
Him is not through sounding temple
gongs and lighting temple lamps.
DuaNaNjAY. No ! When you bind Him.
with your fetters, ' e will wake up to
break them, '
BisuvTi. Our fetters are not easy to
break. The evils are innumerable, and
there are an infinite number of I;noté. ‘
DHANANJAY. His time comes when
the obstacle becomes insurmountable,
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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.

MmiIsTER. Sire, the camp is deserted
and a great part of itis burnt away.
The few guards, who were there—

Ranaprit. Never mind about them.
Where is Abhijit ? 1 must know !

Kankar. King ! We claim punishment
for the Crown Prince.

Ranayit. Do I 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.

RaNajir. Suspicions ? Against whom ?

Kankar. Pardon me, Sire! You
must understand the state of mind 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.

BisaUTI. Of our own accord we have
taken in band the duty of building up
again the Fort of Nandi Pass.

Ranajit. Why could you not leave
it in my hands ?

BiBaUTI. 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
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it still more turbulent by your impatience,
Ranajir. Who is there ? Isit Dhanan-

jay?

DHANANjAY. 1 am happy to find that
you have not forgotten me !
Ranajir. You certainly know where
Abhijit is. )
DHANANJAY. I can never keep secret,
what I know for certain.
Ranajir. Then what are you doing
here ?
DHANANJAY. I am waiting for the
appearance of the Crown Prince.
From outside, the voice is heard o1 Amba:

Suman! Suman, my darling! It's
dark. It’sso dark!

Ranajir.  Who 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
Shiu-tarai is marching up.
BiBHUTI. How 1is 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!
us!
BiBHUTI. Suspicion knows no limits.
KAnkAR. Then we also suspect you.
BmsHUTI. You have the right! Bat

You suspect even
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when the time comes, there will be a
reckoning. :

Ranapir (to the Messenger). Do you
know, why they are coming ?

MEsSENGER. They have heard that
the Crown Prince is in prison, and they
haveé 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 !

Duananjay. Both of you will find him.
He has no favourites.

MEesseNGER. There comes Ganesh, the

leader of Shiu-tarai.

Enters Ganesh.

GANEsH ( to Dhananjay ).
shall we find him ?

DHANANJAY. Yes.

GANEsH. Promise us !

Duananjay. Yes, you shall find him.

Ranajir. Whom are you seeking ?

GanesH. King !
him.

Ranayir. Whom ?

GaxesH. Our Crown Prince! You do
not want him, but we do! Would you
shut up everything that we need for
our life,—even him ?

DuaNaNjAY. Fool ! Who has the power
to shut him up ?

GanesH. We shall make him our King.

DraNaNnjAY. Yes, you shall! He is
coming with his King’s crown.

Father,

You must release

Enter the devotees, singing.

\ictory 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,
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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 ?

DuaNANjAY. It is laughter, bubbling up
from the heart of the darkness.

BisBrUTI. Hush ! Let me find out from
what direction the sound comes.

In the distance, the cty is faintly heard,
“Victory to Bhairava !”

BisauTI (listening with his head bent
towards the ground ). It is the sound of
water.

DuANANjAY. The first beat of the drum
in the dance—

BisuuTtt. The sound grows in strength !

KaANKAR. It seems— Co

NARSINGH. Yes! It certainly seems—

BiBHUTI. My God ! 1here is no doubt
of it! The water of Muktadhirs is freed!
—Who has done it ?—~Who lias broken the
embankment ? 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. 1t is the call to the Feast
of the Breaking of Bondage—(Sings)

The drum beats ;

It beats into the beatings of my heart.

MINISTER. Sire, it is—

Ranajir.  Yes, it must be his !

MiNISTER. It can be no other man
than—
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Ranajir. Who is so brave as he ?
DueANANJAY. (Sings)
His feet dance,
They dance in the depth of my life.
Ranajir. I shall punish  him, if
punished he must be. But these people,
maddened with rage,—O my Abhijit! He
is favoured of the Gods! May the Gods
save him !
GanesH. I do not understand what
has happened, Master !
DuaNaNjay. ( Sings)
The night watches,
And watches also the Watchman.
The silent stars throb with dread.

Ranajit. I hear some steps !—Abhijit !
Abhijjit !
~ MiINISTER. It must be he, who comes.
DuaANANjAY. ( 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 Muktadhard
has borne him away, and we have lost

him.

Ranayit. What say you, Prince ?

Saniay. 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.

Ranajir. Tell me more !

YANJAY. 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
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that blow against him. Then Mukta-
dhir3, 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 !
DrANANjAY. You have found him for
ever ! ’
Enter the Devotees of Bhairava, singing.
Victory to Him, who is Terrible,
The Lord of Destruction,
The Uttermost Peace !
The Dissolver of doubts,
The Breaker of fetters,
W 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-
dhird—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 1is
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, | must ask my readers to
treat it as a representation of a concrete
fact of psychology. The Crown Prince
Abhijit, is one of the principal
characters in this drama, suddenly comes
to learn that he is a foundling, picked
up near the source of Muktadbiri. This
unexpected revelation profoundly affects
bis mind, making him believe that lis
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

who
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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-
dhard. 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 inmer 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

1
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 bluc.

Since Love, new-wakened, maketh strong

the weak,
Radha hath kept the tryst, but not her

Lover.
Him, therefore, Jninadisa 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 [ should know that he was really near.,”
Govindadasa, the poet, singeth so
Of Krishna and a Maiden long long ago.

L3
The night is dark ; clouds thunder overhead.
How will he come to me,
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PICTURE
[ Translated from Rabindranath Tagore's "Balr;ka‘"]
By K. C. SExn, 1. c. s,

Art thou a picture mere, on canvas limn'd ?
~—That starry cluster, distance-dimm’d
That throngs its nest
Of heaven’s breast ;
That tireless travellers’ band
A-journeying through the darkness, lamps in hand,—
The sun and moon and stars that speed -
Through wheeling year by year :
Art thou not real like those, indeed ?
Art thou, alas, a picture mere ?

*Mid restless change why art thou fix’d in rest ?
Be thou the traveller’s comrade blest,
O thou who hast lost thy' way !
Why night and day
Dost thou, in midst of all,-remain so far from all,
Immured in quietude’s inmost hall ?
This dust doth raise
Its grey-hued skirt, and plays
With winds in wanton mirth,
In summer months it drapes the Earth,
Of splendour shorn in widow’s weeds austere.
In spring-time of the year
It paints and decks her youth :
Thus dust, too, lives in truth.
These leaves of grass
That lie at the Universe's feet, alas,
Are real, too,—they change from green to sere.
Thou changest not,—thou art a picture mere,
A picture mere !

Once didst thou walk beside us on our way.

Thy breast did heave and sway,

Thy life in every limb of thine

In melody and grace
- Did trace .

Its own new rhythm and rhyméd line,

Attuned to the music of the spheres.
Since then have passed by many months and years.

And in my life, my world,

That round about thee whirled,

42%-9
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How real wert thou, in sooth,
O goddess of my youth ! )
For thou didst paint, with beauty’s brush,
All earth and sky, in joy's deep flush.
Yea, in that dawn on Earth,
In thee all Nature’s voice had birth.

We walked together hand in hand ;
But thou didst step aside, and stand
Behind the shadow of the night.
Since then, with all my might,
Onward I *ve walked, and on,
Through grief and joy, alone.
Daylight and night, the heaven’s ebb and flow,
Pass on and go ;
The flowers I greet
Beside the road, move on with silent feet,
In splendout’s hues array’d.
In a thousand streams Life’s river sweeps unstay’d
With Death as anklets sweet
On its dancing feet.
Afar and farther still
Irove
Stirred by a nameless thrill :
For I have given the roadside all my love.
Where thou didst step aside,
Thou standest still.
-And thou dost hide
Behind the dust, behind the leaves of grass,
Behind the sun and moon and stars, alas,
Thou, who wert so dear,
To-day a picture mere !

What senseless fancies cloud the poet’s brow ?
A picture thou ?
Ah no, thou art no picture mere.
The painter’s lines have not confined thee, dear,
: Nor silence stopt thy breath.
Ah no, for if the joy that's thou had met its death,
This river
Would lose its liquid quiver,
‘This cloud that gleams
Would fold for e’er its golden beams.
If from this world the dark enchantment of thy hair
Did pass and fade,
The wind-fann’d murmurous shade
Of the blossom’d woodlands there
Would dreamlands’ be.
Have I, indeed, forgotten thee ?
Ah, no, thou hast thy seat
In Life's own source, and heart’s red beat ;
So art remember’d not,
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So we remember not the flowers that dot
The paths we walk with listless hearts distraught.
So we remember not the stars.
Yet they,
Across the viewless bars,
Add fragrance to the breath of night and day,—
Unseen, .unsought,
They fill oblivion’s void with tunes unheard.
Forgetting’s not the same as’remembering not ;
So thou hast stirr'd
And sway’d my blood, unknown,
From oblivion's throne,
Thou livest not before mine eye,
For in its pupil dost thou lie.

And that is why
Thou livest in the woodlands green, and in the azure sky.
In thee
My world hath found its inmost melody.
None know they hear thy accents ring
In all the songs I'sing.
Thou art the poet that sits within the poet’s heart ;
No picture, no, no picture mere thou art !
Thou camest, long ago, array’d in morning’s light,
And I have lost thee in the night.
Since then,
In midnight gloom, unknown of men,
Thou hast been coming back to me, my dear :
No picture thou, thou art no picture mere,

BHARATAVARSLIIA
A PLay IN ONE ACT.

By Mgs. Nokrall RICHARDS.

Persons of the Play SCENE—The courtvard of any house in

DR, PURANA
Dr. STEAM

DR. WHIsTLE
DR, WHITEHALL
DR. DELII

Indra.

The Sick MAN, Ais WIFE, BHARATA and

Dyr. PURANA are discovered, Dr. PURANA

.. is seated in the centre facing the Sick MAN
Physicians. who is lying on a clzar)azg to the riﬁfn’,*

DR, SHorTIs reclining against a big pillow. The WIFE
DR, MonTAGU FORD of the SICK MAN is seated on a pirhi below
A Sick Man ’ the charpal, she occasionally fans the patient.
Iis Wirg BUARATA s sitting below and a little to the
RHA'?RATA, their son. left of PURANA.

SOY. % Right and left ave to be unders
A SERvaANT, the pointgof view ofj;hc audience, food asfroW .
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NoTk . On the Incidence of Taxation
for 1922 (Budget).

Crores.
1921—Additional Central Taxation
amounted to—
Customs ]
Taxes on Income N5
1922—Additional Central  Taxation
amounted to Customs 0.0]

Addition in March 1921 due to in-
crease in Customs duties .5
Taxes on Income
192:2—Additional Provincial Taxation
amounted to— 1.2
So lakhs in Bombay,
40 lakhs in Dengal.

Total additional
and 1922—
We have in all

taxation in 1qar

30.09
30 crores of Additional
taxation for all India in the years 1921 and
1922, If we take 248 millions as the popula-
tion in 1922, (the census ligure for 1921 is
247 millions ), we get Rs. 1-3-4 as the
additional taxation per head in these two
years.

FHE MODERN REVIEW FOR NOVEMBER, 1922

Rs, As. [,
The Incidence for 1920 is o1
The additional taxation per head

in 1921 and 1922 amounts to 1 3

The Incidence for 1922 is, therefore, 6 4
Similarly the Incidence for 1922 will
he 67 ;
il we include the net profits
from Commercial undertakings.

NOTE, 2. In his specch as a member of
the Commercial Deputation on Retrenchment
to Ilis Excellency the Viceroy on May 3oth,
1922, Mr. Purushottamdas Thakurdas gave a
tahle showing the Incidence of Taxation in

o

India, His figures given below are in sub-
stantial agrcement with those estimated
abhove. Ile compared the taxation per head

with the four well known estimates of the
average annual income per head, relerred to

above. [lis estimates of taxation per head a«
under : --

1871 ... Rs. 113 9 1911 .., Rs. 2 11
1881 ... Rs. 2 2 3 1913 ... Rs, 214 =
1got ... Re. 2 6O 0 1qg22 . Rs, 6 1 8

VE LOVED THIS WORLD'S FACE

Zranslated from Rabindranath Tagorc's Bengali Poem. )

I've loved this world’s face splendour-girt
With all my heart ;
And [ have wound,
In fold on fold,
My life around it and around ;
The gloom of dusks, the gold
Of countless dawns across my soul
have rolled,
And sped and passed ;
At last
Ay life to-day is onc
With carth and sca and sky, and moon
and sun.
Thus life hath won my heart,
For [ have loved this world's face
splendour-girt.

And yet [ know that I shall have to die ;
One day my cye
No more the light of day will drink,
In the abysmal void my voice will drop and
sink,

My soul no more will fly
To greet the morning's Mlaming light ;
No more will night
Iler secrets whisper in my ears.
'll take my final look on earth, and tell
My last farewell,
When Death appears.

As true
Is passion’s yearning cry,
So, too,
This bleeding parting when we die.
And yet some inner harmony must bind
the two;
Or the Universe, so long,
Would not endure the fraud, the wrong
So grievous, base,
With smiling face ;
And all its light
Would wither like a worm-bit flower in blight.

K. C. SEN.
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have had some thoughts about it. Chiefly of
its force ; of its power to rush on, sweeping
all onwards with the current, Consider, |
have thought, how much any piece of Eliza-
bethan prose has in common with all the
prose of the age ; how much any piece of
18th or 1gth century prose bears all the
strong features of the writing of the time, and
you will realize how much the time makes a
man’s style, however he has one of his own.
It is always a fellowship and a common lot ;
so that the very man (the purist) who cries
out against his neighbours’ manners, will be
seen at a distance (of time, thatis) to have
had them in general for his own.

We are aware, when we sec a man
clothed, that within the garments is a man,
and our attention may be so occupied with
* the man, that we go away from him unable to
say how he was dressed. Let him, however,
put on the garments of a dead age. We
then see nothing but clothes, It is much the
same, if a man use the vocabulary and modes
of construction of a bygone age, He ex-
presses a grammatical meaning, but hardly
will it pass from his page to a reader’s mind.
Shakespearc may wrile—

“in the dark backward and abysm of time,”
and we catch our breath in wonder ; but let
Tennyson write—

“in this low pulse and palsy of the slate,”
and we cry : “It is dead, dead, dead " The
tide had swept Shakespeare's age away,

So let no man bhe a purist without
sufficient cause, as that it is his business, or
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his good pleasure, Nor let anyone listen to
the purists without a good reason ; for to do
so lends to disturbing of peace. A purist
may tell you that some phrase or another is
faulty : you may thiak you will not vex your
soul about it ; but you can never afterwards
take up a book, it would seem, but the
offending phrase is there ; and each time you
see il, it says: “You remember ?” It need
not be, either, that the phrase is faulty : the
man may have said no more than that he,
personally, dislikes it, and prefers another,
The phrase may be wuuder the circumstances,
which he says is wrong, or commence, which
he dislikes, preferring begin—you never
alterwards can meet under the circumstances
or commence without an impertinent distrac-
tion of attention.

To end with a foot-note to an earlier
paragraph. ‘The frequency ot occurrence of
the phrase which you have been taught tc
disapprove, and which you can consequently
never overlook. is another index to the
strength of the ocean tide. It has appeared
to me that from about a certain time until
yesterday there was no writing man who was
capable of saying in the circumstances.
Under the civcumstances appears in book
after book—even in Newman. So, too, there
was a time, apparently, when it would have
been safe to uffer £5 to every writer who had
showed he preferred degin to commence, and
yet one cannot help thinking that begin is
much the pleasanter word,

J. A. Cuapymax.

MY SONGS THEY ARE LIKE MOSS

(Translated from the Bengalee of Rabindranath Tagore )

My songs they are like moss ; where they
have birth
They are not rooted to the earth.
They’ve flowers and leaves, but roots
they’ve none,
Upon the wave they dance, disporting
in the sun.
No home, no hoarded wealth they
own,
None know when they appear, these
guests unknown.

When July-rains descend in ceaseless
torrents swift,
Flooding the earth with rising drift,
My restless moss, that day,
Is swept away
By th’ inundation’s tide, .

And, losing way,
It flies tq every side, o

To land and set and bay,
Adrift upon the waters wide.

K. C. Sen.
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THE PROBLEM

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE
( duthorised hanslation f r the Modain Bevew )

TUDENTS flock to our examination halls
m their thonsands, for all of them,
the qunestions are identical, presented
to each on precisely similar printed paper,
and the same answers Likewise gerve to gam
them their diplomas, 1t being even possible
to pass by copying from one’s neighboar
But the examination system of Gods pro
vidence 18 not 8o simple The peoples of the
Earth have been given their own particular
problems, the solution of which each of them
wust find for itself inits own way, in order
to gaiwn place and honour 1n the world
India bas thus had her own problem set
to her,and until ehe troly solves it, her
gsorrows cannot be ended All this time we
bave been trying to pass our examination by
copying oor answerg from Enrope,—at frst
stupidly, word for word , then more cunning
ly, with change of phrasing,—but t6 no
purpose  The round marks, given by the
Kxaminer's bloe pencil in either case, do not
even gain Ly addition, the empty total still
FemaIning zero
An atmospheric storm 13 called “nasty
weather ’ because of the angry buffetings to
which it subjects bz \¥hat 13 there behind
all its discomforting turmeill? Only some
break in the harmony which should sabsist
between the neighbouring etrala of air, one
having developed undse weight, the other
tco muoch lightress Until their harmony

can be restored, the fary of the elements
knows no bounds upsetting the gravity even
of the forests and driving the very ocean
mto madness  No mere incantations, how-
ever fervid, can help to appease this agony
of discord, due to break in normal relation

As with the elements, g0 with men All
our trouble 18 due to some Dbreal in the
barmopy of troe relations No agitation on
our part, constitutional or otherwise, can
serve to counteract the thundering of onr
wrathfol Flysians or the wrangling of our
bundred and one distracted elements 1§ hen,
therefore, we clamour for I reedom, we should
try to be clear in our own minds, what 1t 19
we desire to be free from

Man las absolute liberty only where he
18 absolutely nlone, baving no relations with,
no respensibilities to, no dependence npon
anyone elss, but this1s o kind of freedom
which man not only does not want, but 13
beslgebmmselélf he glets ;

tobinson Crosoe lost this absoln
when he found his man } rlday—fﬂrtELf’:ablfrEi
the relation of master and servant there 19
mutual dependence—but he did not fee] it
as a Joss of freedom, such s he woylg have
done 1t Frniday had been g treacherons, self
seeking ravage This shows that we (iO not-
as a matter of fact, feel frepy when our
relations with our fellow men arg lax g:
lacking, but ratber the reverge The oy of
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Freedom 1s gained only when these 1elations
are full and wunobstincted We are fieest
with our greatest friend to whom we are
bound by the strongest of ties
The empty, negative freedom of absence
of relations hurts, becanse man 13 not ful
filled 1n s solitary state, but can only
realise the truth of lis humanity m his reln
tions with others, with the All And upeon
hig failure to realise this truth, owmmg to
gome break, or imperfection, or distortion
i such relations, man’s freedom 15 obstruct
ed 5o that, the true freedom 13 the positive
freedom of fulness of relation
Whether 1 the domestic or in the polits
cal world, storms oceur when ony of the
natural relations are broken o1 disturbed by
envy or greed, lending to mutual encroach
ment  So, when we want freedom for our
country, 1t cannot be the emphiness of
negative freedom, but the removal of all
obstructions in the way of our countrymen
maintaining the fullest relations with thewr
fellows, — obstructions which may be internal
ns well ns external
We have read in history how the people
of the West have stormed and raged for
Liberty We imitate their outery, but we
forget that whenever this happened n
Europe, there were some particular sorrows
of some break in their own ternal relations
from which they sought to be freed, and
when such rapture was healed, they felt
their end gained YWhen we feel the lack of
freedom we shonld, rather, first of all try to
form a clear 1den of what Dbreaks mm mutnal
relations are obstructing onr common wel
fare and thus cansing us sorrow To pay
no attention to such obstructions, and yet to
talk of striving for freedom, 13 unmeaning
" In T'urope, agamn, we have seen new
political conditions brought about by revolu
tions At the bottom of the<e were dif
ferences Dbetween rulers and ruled, wlo,
howeser, belonged only to different classes,
not to different races 1 henever the diver
gence between the nghts and privileges of
these became so excessive as to lead to an
outbreak, the sole function of the resnlting
revolution has heen to repaur this rent in
the gocial fabric
Now n days another revolution 15 1n pro
gress in the West, which on investigation
}nrovea to be due toequally excessive dif
erences between the rights and primleges

of capitalists and wage earners The capt
talists scenting danger, have begun to take
thought for the amelioration of the lot of
their workers,~—better housing, more edaca
tron, and mcrease of amsenities generally,—
but the reason why the progress of this
revolution has not jet been cheched 13, that
patchwork by means of snch doles does not
serve to establish true relati ns

When England first colomsed the New
World and tried to keep her Amerncan
childien 1n leading strings, the chafing of
the strings proved too much of a stramn for
even the ties of blood, and the remedy had
to be found in a permanent <eparation, 1n spite
of the closeness of their brotherhood In
Italy, likewise, when the Austrian was at the
head and the Italian at the tail end, there
was no living connection between head and
ta1l , and their enforced propinquity, in the
nbsence of true relations, became so intoler
able that Italy, also, bad to seeh her free-
dom in a definite rupture

So we see, in any case, that the way to
true freedom 1s by getting rnd of the tor
ments of the absence of troe relations In
the religion of our country this troth s
expressed 1n its most general form by saying
that the sense of break in relation 18 an
Untruth due to ignorance, only by over
coming which by the realisation of the Truth
of our relation with the All, can we gain our
salvation

As I began by saying, the same questions
are not set to all the examinees 1n the exam
nation hall of Providence Their problems
are various A sandal on one foot and a boot
on the other, 13 one kind of trouble , one leg
ghort and the other long, 15 another hind, a
broken legis a third they all impede progress,
but if the broken leg 13 content with copying
the prescription for the sandalled foot, 1t will
only make matters worse for itself

In the case of Europe, a rvevolution of
the constitutional wheels might have sorved,
on occasion, to repar some rent 1n the social
fabric but where, ns 1n onr country, the
fabrio itself 1s et to be woven,—the very
warp lying disarranged, threads broken here,
there tangled up into knots,—any such
mechanical remedy 13 unthinkable So with
us we must go furth er back , getting the warp
straightened up, put on to the sociological
loom, and made up first into woven stuff lhal
may take tame  But, to import a sewing
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macline in place of the loom, does not help
to save time in the makmg of the fabinic
Our narsery thyme tells na of the three
wives of Shitin, the Bralbmin The first one
cooked , the zecond ate, the last, getting
nothing, went off to her father’s, ina pet
The third mife, apparently, not bemng in the
favoured position of the second, songht, under
the old paternal roof, a round about solotion
of her food problemm The record is vague as
to how the first wife fared in regard to the
sattsfaction of her hunger, I ms?ect. the was
an example, not rare 1n history, of one having
to sweat that the other may enjoy
This motherland of ours 13 not in the bappy
mtuation of the old Bralimin's favourite,—~that
much has been made clearer and clea er
doring the centnries T'ither she neglected
to coob, and on being reprimanded took, 1n a
haff, the long, long rond back to her father's,
or, in spite of having contrived and cooked,
she foond, every time, the dish being served
vp to the other one Her problem 13, there
fore, to dis~over and remove the canse of the
old man s annoyance with herself , 1t will do
her no good to be constantly grumbling about
his partiahity for her more fortunate sister
Ve are fond of repeating that foreign
domination 1s our one curse and that with its
disappearance will disappear, likewise, all our
sorrows 1 have no love for foreign domina
tion, no more than I hasve for the nsarpation
of onr interior by nt enlarged spleen Bat I
have been noticing for long that this encroach
ment of the spleen npon our witals bas not
awaited onr pleasure And now it bas become
as dangerons, quietly to allow it to remainn
possession, as to dislodge 1t forcibly at the nisk
of rapture
Ve 1se men tell ns that unless and ontil we
'iﬂrl?‘u'trb‘nrdrﬂm'uwuhmg‘m]mmfhwu
as, the spleen will remain to fill our nsides
At which we are aghast , much rather, woold
we, that their depths be filled with our tears,
than have these sacred foot prints of Father
Time obliterated] So all our irntation
contimues to be vented, not on the holes,
but on the spleen Meanwhile the different
sections of our community are kept effectively
gegregated by these innamerable patfalls
My readers, by this time, must have got
fairly impatient ¢ Out with your problem !*
cry they I have been besitaticg and beating
abont t{e buosh, only because it 13 s0absurdls
simple  ‘ Don’t we all know that {” will be

the reply ns soon as Isay it So [ have been
lile the doctor who dares not demand his fee
unless he calls a case of want of sleep by the
rame of Insomnia
Well, the real trouble with us 13, we are
not one our differences are innumerable I
have alreads indicated that Lreak in true
relstion 1s the one fault, the onginal sin,—
breals which may oceur between our own
people ns well as with the foreigner It 1s
becanss of the+s that we cannot nse our polity
as a properly co ordinated body It goes
withont faying that if, when the blood tries
to feed the brain, & counter current promptly
drives 1t back or when the foot requires
massagine tho hand goes in for o harfal, then
such lumbering entity cannot expect to enjoy
the eflictency of the Body pohtic from over
the seas
To see the jwunty Stranger, with stylish
shoes nod elegant umbrella pursming hs
prosperous career, makes us feel that by
emalating his outfit we shall attain to his
sleekness as well D it it s futile to try and
rectify the omsstons of Providence by adding
to it one of our own Ve may procure shoes
and umbrella of the same pattern, but they
will slip off our fest or be blown out of our
kand or being enatched away, ba used as
weapons of offence against ourselves convert
ing comedy into tragedy  The problem 1s not
that of providing an outfit Lut of building
up o body which can carry 1t
This earicatare of a body of onrs seems to
have left aside the daty vf co ordinating its
limbs for the present 1n the belief that by
dressing up fashionalbly facility of movement
will come of itself Dut this blind trost in
things hajpening of themselves 13 only a
deloding of oneself and self delasion 15 &
“unmwWiredn nnm e s ‘totinive wm aTreduon
for, and then refuses to pnt to tle test
I remember how, when yet I was young,
there used to rage, off and on, a great contros
versy as to whether we were, or were not, a
Nation 1 cannot clhim to have [ollowed all
the arguments of the rival dispatants, but of
this I was sure that, fa king I would have
put the no Nation party into gacl, or if n
popular leader cut off their sccial amenitins
Non violence towards them would have been
for ‘Ee’ nutt o{ the question | !
e stoch argument of the
party was that,1f 1n SwJL?erIarId t ::e?el:‘ﬁfg'ﬁ?
ent races could live gide Ly side ns one
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nation, then where was the difficulty 7 And,
as T heard 1, I sard to myself that now, b
last, all wng safe Bat, 1 13 one thing to ery
‘no fear” and another to feel really reassured
The man in the story, condemned to the gal-
lows, was advised by his advocate “Don’t be
afraid—swing off 1o the name of. Durga—
we shall see about 1t 1n appeal!” The poor
follow d1d not mind calling on Durga, but,
for the life of hun, he could not overcome
his objection to being swung off | It 13 not
much of a consolation to establish by
argument that, if Switzerland 1s 1 nation, 80
are we tor, when it comes to practical
effect, they are on firm ground, and we are
left swinging
Tt 1s well worth considering what it 19
at the root which leads to this dispanty mn
the frmit W hatever may be the other
differences Dbetween the sections of the
people of Switzerland, the feeliny of diffcrence
1s not there  I'here 13 no obstacle, whether
of law or of tradition, n the way of their
formmg DLlood connections But  soch
obstacles, with ns, are so tremendous, that
the very 1dea of Ie;{lalatmn permitting 1nter
caste marriages, throws our social %e&ders
nto o cold sweat  And yet relationship runs
more deeply tn the current of blood, than m a
torrent of words
If those who plume themselves on being
one great community levve no chanuel open
for the blood current to flow through and
through, therr umty can never be o living
one , 1t will always remain difhcult for them
jointly to dedicate their lives to any chuse,
for ther joint lives will uot form one Demg
A friend of mine nsed to live in the N W

I rontier Yrovince There were frequent
abductions of Ilindu women by Pathan
roughs from across the border On one

guch occasion my friend ashed n loeal Hindu
why they did not band together to resist
such outrage on the Hinda commumty  * Oh,
that was only n Bama wench,” was the
sueering reply The Bamia girl was a Iindg,
50 was the contemptuous speaker but, for
all their common acceptance of &l arc
bonds, there was clearly mno lning tie
Letween them That was why the blow
sulfered by one found no response in the
other Oneness of Nations mcans at bettom
oneness through birth,—the very deriiation
of the word shows 1t. 1ts underlving 1deal
demands 1t

Nothing great can be based on unrealiby

W hen mnn gets mto an awhward posthion,
he often tries to escipe from his own
conscience by cheating himself When ab

his wit's end ke can bring lumself to believe
that 1t 13 possible to gamm with the right
hand what he has depiived himself of by the
left

At the bottom of our hearts we all
Luow how unreal 1s the nmity of relationship
ot the base of the political unity of our
agitations , that 13 why we are so anxious to
keep this fundamental defect oub of sight
and are wont to display so vehemently the
materials we have gathered for the pohitical
superstructure But, to smother a shaky
foundation by » superabundance of the
best of bulding material, does not tend to
make 1t stronger, but rather, brings outis
weakness all the sooner

The reciudescence of Hindu Moslem
outbreaks, after the collapse of the propped-
up truce of the hhilfat, 1s an instructive
example of this, proving that a defect at the
root cannot be cured ab the branch To
point this out, however, puts some of us out
of patience “There's n third party,” say
they,— ‘our enemy, the foreigner, who foists
the quariel onus It’s hus fanlt, not ours
Didn't we, Hindus and Moslems, formerly
Ine side by side 1 amity T etc, etc iy

But our Astrology telis us that Saturn has
to awaut some fault before he can fasten his
baleful influence on man Ie can contrive
our downfall only if he finds open some
gateway of sin  The enswing disnster mny
bo an outside thing, but the sin 1s our own ,
and the greatest of calamities always 19 the
fondness we ncqmire for the sin, reserving
all our ire for the disaster

This leaky yessel of ours doubtless used to
make 1ts passage in fatr weather, gihing Iittle
trouble except for the occasional baling out
But, now, with the storm, the leak has in-
creased and 1t threatens to founder If the
Captamn throns all the blame on the storm,
content with calling for a chorus of 1mprecas
tions, and leaving tha leak to tahe care of
iteelf, then his leadership will lelp the vessel
to the bottom, not to port If the storm be on
us, ns an anfriendly tinrd party, we should
remember that it is not there to nssist us to
do repaur work , rather will it wax loquent
in showing up our ntter lack of sean orthiness,
Mgy more, 1t will snute us now on the right
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cheek, then on the left, to make it qmite clear
that if our right and 1«ft hands cannot work
tozether at the real remedy, the only course
we shall eventually steer 13 straight for
perdition
1t we but apply the time and energs
we waste 1n futlfe fretting and fuming, to
the repumr of the eracks at the bottom,
there s yet hope of saving ourselves If
Providence 13 inchned to make game of ns,
there may be a lall in the storm for & wlhile,
bat Tam afraid a deaf ear will be torned
to any pra?'er, even of the holy Hinda, for
the anmhilation of the atmosphere which
breeds storms, or for a reduction of the sea
toa puddle So 1 earnestly implore our
captains nol to seek to emalate the storm
with their atentorian roarings, in order to
drown the question of setting nboot the
repatr of those cracks
Our leaders assure usthat this sabject
has their attention , for, orthodox as they
arg, have they not nevertheless pronounced
against untouchabulity 7 DBat, =say I, that
again 13 mere tinkering  This untouchalnlity
1s but one of the outward symptoms of our
fundamental feeling of disunion To break
off one twig of the spreading tree of dif
ferences which stands across our path, will
not serve to clear the way forus I have
said elsewhere that where religion divides,
the door to nnion 1s barred from within  Let
me here try to make my meaning clearer
Religion 1a that which binde Our word
Dbarma means that which holds together
That 1s to say all things that afford usa
ture refoge appertain to Dharma,—things
sbout which there 13 no room for argument,
which are not subject to change 1If imn
regard to these, our athitude 1s not stable,
our optntons and conrse of action [iable to
fluctuation, then wshall our very life become
In3ecure
® DBut there 1s another department of life
whers chanpes are ever going on, where acci-
dental happenings are incessant, where the
maintaiming of Iife 1s not posmble without
constant adaptations to varpingp circums
stancer  If into this department we import,
and there try to establish, that which pro-

perly belongs to the realm of the unchange-
able, then catastrophe t3 inevitable

The {firm soil 13 pood for the rooted tree,
but it 13 pot healthy for it to haye ite free-
swaying branches hkewize imbedded The

earth npholds me and its immovaluhty 13
essential for my securnity, 1ts qualing 15 a
calamty The carriage also holds me,f,
howerver, it stands fast instend of advancing,
it Lbecomes for me not as the earth, but like
a cige, with it my proper relitionsare
those of constant adjustment, selling the
old one, baying a new one, getting in or
coming out,—may be, jumping off 1In a pify
at any sizn of overturning

When relimion tells me that I should Le
friendly with the Musalmans, I accept that
reverently without a word of argument, for
the truth nnderlyspe this dictum 38 for me
as permanent as the great ocean itself  Dut
when rcligron tells me that T should not eat
food touched by a Masealman, then argue I
must, and ask  why «u® For the vahdity
of thus kind of proposition 15 to me as i1m-
permanent as the water in a pot, which I
can heep or throw away as my reison may
dictate

To those who inwst that even snch
tnjunctions if given by rehigion, must be
deemed beyond qanstion, my reply s, that
if need be [ am prepared to take my stand
against all the scriptares of the world and
assert that on such commandment lws the
curse of [lim who bath souchsaled anto us
the supreme pgift of Reason ( Dhiyo jo
nak prachodarvit}  Thosa who voice
such commandment are really plieing priest
before detty and Lut insalt Heligion 1n whose
name they dire thus to speak

In the region of the mind, man can truly
unite with man only through reason If
unreason gams entry its ampish pranks
upset the mental equilibrium nltogether
A spectre onns no home of its own and, as
it pays no rent for its haants, it cannot be
given notice to qut  So, once we admit the
unreal as real we cannot make 1t answerable
to control That 13 why 1t males our legs
giwve vay, our hearts go pit o pat and shivers
run down out back, the only thing left firm
being our Lelief in 1t If one questions
‘MWhy this belief ¥ all we can do 19tg
point a trembling thumb over onr shonlder
and  whisper  “lhere 1t 18" If the
questioner persists and asks YTy herg?” g
go for him a1 an unbeligver , threatemng,

moreover, to deprive lim of sanctifie
tion when he 13 dead ! 4 d cremas

If we enthrone Reason

In on
there we have Srmrrt“ for the ¥ mind,

re we acknow.
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ledge our own sovereignty,—as well as the
sway of the best minds of all places and
times  Unreason tyrannises becanse 1b
belongs neither to the individual nor to
humanity It rednces our mentahty to a
prison house 1n which we can associate only
with other equnlly fettered, prematurely-
decrept fellow unfortunates, deprived of all
communion with the free millions ontside
This separation from the Great 1s indeed
bondage, the primal trouble, the nltimate
disaster
It has become the fashion with us to
decry big factories, for that they rednce
men to machines We find 1n this thought
all the more of a consolation hecanse 1t
amounts to an imdictment of western civilt
szbion  But why do factories mutilate man
hood ! DBecause the workers are forced into
narrow grooves, without scope for their
fullest development Now, unreasoning in-
junctions are not a whit less hard and
rigid than machinery of steel
The India wide castiron social system,
which with its cruel penalties has for ages«
compelled countless men and women to
submit unquestioningly to a continual repet:
tion of the same unmeaning, unreasonable
practices, 1s as much of a mechanical
monstrosity as the worst of factories 1In
fact 1 know of nothing more heartless and
unyielding devised by the mind of man,
any country or age, on so vast, so complets
a scale
Once upon a time, when India out of the
fullness of her heart offered up a prayer, she
prayed  Ya eko'varnah  sa no budhyi
sanbhaya samyunakin — may He, 2ho 13
beyond distinelrons of colcur or caste, umile us
by means of good understanding Then 1ndia
did pray for Umty, but not mechanical unity,
whether social or political  she wanted to
become one, led by budhya eubhayi—good
understanding, not by being tied ronnd with
the same fetters, whether of acquiescence
in political subordination, or of unreasonming
obedience to scriptural injurctions
In the sphere of the Impermanent, as I
have said, man has to ndjust himself conti-
nually to the variations of his environment
It 13 one of the most important functions of
onr intellect to help ns in regard to such
ndjustments These variations, our experience
tells us, accidentally occur in Nature They
coma as 1solated facts which have to be

assimilated and bronght into line with the
unisersal rhythm,to which in turn they contri-
bute their vartety Tlie same happens in the
societies of man, a= well as 1n his individual
Iife He has to learn to deal properly wmith
unlooked for aceidents, that 1s to say instead
of allowing them to come as an ontrage on
mtellect, feeling, or taste, to bring them into
harmony with hfe by the evercise of s
wisdom

Suppose that a faqir, having by chance
planted o stake in the middle of the road to
tie up his goat, has departed with the animal,
leaving the stake behind hum What 15 to
be done about 1t ! Reason alone can deal
with new facts , unreason needs must assume
that 1t was nlways there, and that whatever
13, should be allowed to remamn  Thereupon
some sanctimonious simpleton turns up, who
besmears 1t witk vermillion, and enshrines it
within a temple raised around 1t And the
almanac compiler follows with the date of its
festival and a list of the ments to be acquired
by 1ts worship

Thus, in the realm of unreason do nall
accidental stakes put nto the ground
gtick there 1n sanctified permanence, and so
1t becomes easier for the people to remain
bound to them, than to steer clear of them in
order to move onwards Nay more the pious
section of them soon begin to proclaim that
they are the anointed of the Lord, different
from all the other peoples of the world , so,
what though all progress be blocked, to
remove an} of the stakes 1s desecration |

Finally, those who have no faith n
the sanctity of the stakes, even including
sentimental foreigners, then hold up their
hands n admiration saying  ‘“Ah, what a
spiritual peopleY In the same breath they
add “Of conrse 1t would never do for us,
with our different temperament, to do lLike-
wise, but we do hope they will not be so silly
as to give up the seremity of their repose
within their pristine fence of sacred stakes,
so beautiful to contemplate from a distance 1°

As to the beauty of 1t, I will not argue
That 1s a matter of taste Like religion, beauty
18 suflicient unto 1tself But s mere modern
hike myself will nevertheless make bold, from
the v1ew point of his reason, to inquire how
the ear of freedom can possibly progress to
its goal through this stale studded road And
yet however bold in questioning the modern
man’s pride of reason may impel kim to be,
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he puts his queation ot the visk of his might's
rest , for, as hig cartain lecture will remind
him, his womankind are mortally afraid of
the evil eye

‘Why take risks, with our precious

children about ' they cry “\Who knows
what may be the effect on their fortunes
of wuprooting which stake? There ore
plenty of desperate yoaths without ties, now-
a-days Why not leave the clearing of the
road to them *"

Upon which admonition even onr modern
souls cannot help confessing to qualms,
for, say what we will, all tradition cannot
be strained out of our blood 8o, the very
next morning, there we are at the Stake
temple, bearing s little over the regalation
offarinze prescribed 1n the almanac |

Thes then 13 our main problem How to
get nid of the stakes of superstition which
make thorny the lughway along which alone
wa can march side by side ton common prospe
rity , how to uproot the stakes of calloosness
and contempt which permanently fence us off
from one another and prevent our coming
together at all , how to cast oat the unreason
which stops us {rom working to remove these
obstacles, nay more, impels oy to maken fetish
of them

Qar gentimental pietists atand belore

these age-long obstacles with tears in their
eyes, saying that the big, the beautiful
thing 13 the devotion,— the prrticalar stake
for which 1t happens to be feit being o mere
accident of no moment Ve, the moderns,
mast reply that the big thing, the beantsfal
thing, 1s Reason, while the stakes, ns well as
the worship lavished on them, nre ahlke
rubbish

“But O how unatterably sweet 131t to seo
our women, for the sake of the wellare of
their loved ones, pledge even their rnglt
bands in o very ecsiasy of devoliom, as a
thanks offering to tleir deity !’

W kereat the staunch moderner must still
aver  “¥Where the night hand 1s purpose-
fully dedicated to a good canse, with oOpen-
eged, courageous acceptance of consequences,
there alone does Leanty blossom Dul where a
bliind fear of nnmeanming ewil visitations eats
into the sweetness, with its cinker of igno
rance and poverty of apieit, there 1sall beanty
spoift, all goodness destroyed, at the core’

Another of our urgent problems 18 the
closed door to {he mutual approachment of

Hindu and Moslem The solution of this 13
8o difficult becanse of the impenatrable barrier
of relizion with which each of them has
hedged himself round their religion 1tself
haviag macked out, 1n their raspactive views
of hnmamty, the white and black spheres of
the ins and the o ifs

In this world, all separation cannot
be avoided between self and not self
But, when the gap between them yawns too
wide, ew] finds entry The bushman type
looses hus potsoned arrow at the stranger on
sight, and consequently he has Lept himself
deprived of all expanston of his manhood
which 1s the outcome of relations between
man and man On the other hand, the people
which wsucceeds in redocing tlus gap to
the lowest dimenmon attatns the highest
expression of its homanity, and 1o the co-
operation of its individuals with one another,
1t raises its thought and work and character
to their fullest development

The Hindu prides himsell on being reli-
gious and so does the Musalman That 19
to eay only a narrow margin of their lives
1y left outside the enclosure of religion,
which thurefore bLecomes the main barner
Leeping them at a distance from each other
and from the rest of the world, militating
aganst that expansmon of their manhood
which depends on the maintamming of true
relatrons with all bumamty  This religioas
saparatism likewise keeps them, screened off
within their own narrow bounds, from the
grand universal aspect of Truth That 1y
why, with both of them, outward njunctions
and artificial costoms carry more weight than
the ideal of Righteousness, in their dealings
with others In their world, the gap between
self and not self has been alloned to become
tco wide

In modern Hindu orthodoxy the onls mnat
always remain out, for with it the one endea-
vouralwaysis to prevent the outsider, whether
mlecc/ a of panak, from gawmg any menns
of entry 1ith the Musalmans it )s the oppo-
mte  Vith them, too, the man outside the
pale of their religton 1s an utter outsider, byt
they are only too glad to have him coms into
the {old and there 10 secure him gy one of
ttemselves Ve need not troulle to ferret
out serjptural texts in suppost of thus, for g1
13 clear enough from theip age long i)l‘.[t{‘.‘tic
that the one, with 1is protecting wallsg mnai
the outside world, »s buddled up withm itsplf
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while the other has its fortress willun wineh
it seeks to Lrinp in and confine 1ts captives

1Ins has resulted mn two different ty pes of
separatiem  becommng ingramed i the
mentality of these two commumities, whe,
between themsclves, have been destmed by
Providence to occupy the cluef position m
Indin The Moslem s mleccha to the Hindu, the
Hindo in turn is T afir to the Musalman Nes-
ther will have anything to do with the other
by way of acknowledging or permitting kin
sinp There 1s only one narrow ground,
that of opposition to the third party, the
foreigner, on which they now and agan try
to mahe o united stand

If the story of Shubn, the Brahmmn, had

come down to us in more complete form we
shonld probably have found that ordinanly,
there was a common understandmg, aganst
Ins favonrite, between the first wife who did
the cooking without any part in the eating,
and the third wife who, getting nothing, had
to betake herself to her father’s  But when
the second wife would be away from home,
then the erstwinle pohitical alliance between
the other two would gne place to a bont of
mutual hair pulling !

I have seen on the sand banks of the
TPadma niver, when the wind was lugh, how
both crow and wagtail n tl eir efforts to save
themselves from being blown away, would
flutter side by side, wing almost touching
wing, busy dlgg1n¥ their bills into the ground
Such a spectacle, however, need not make us
rush to sentimentalise about bird friendships
because during the much longer periods of
calm weather, I have also seen their beakes
otherwige occupied—with eacl other’s bodres!

At the time of the Swadeshi upheaval 1n

Bengal, Hindu and Moslem did not nnite
For, to the Muealman, the dismemberment of
the province of Bengal was not a real sorrow,
such as 13 the dismemberment of the Turkish
Empire, which recently made him join the
Hindu in the non co operation movement
Now, this kind of nnion cannot by 1its very
nature be permanent There las been no
real union ot bearts, but only a temporary
flutter side Ly side, one facing East, the other
facing West So that, no sooner las the
weather clanged, than the fluttering wings
have given place to peching lLeaks And
political leaders have to epend all their time
cogitating how they can divert them from
damaging each other

Buat the real museluef 18 deeper m the
blood, and no mera diversion will do as a
remedy Religion s not the only thing standing
in the way of Ilindu Moslem umty A difs
ferenco of social etrcngth has also nrwmen
between them  The Islamic system has
brought about a compact solidarity amongst
its followers, while the Ilindu system lins ope
rated to sprend wider and wider disunion
through 1ts ranks

‘Ihe result 18 that, with or without
cause, Ilindus are always batthing amongst
themeelves, wlhile oven for the best of
canses they cannot stand up aganst n foe
The Musalmans, on the contrary, even when
no outside cause 15 operating maintain thewr
ranks intact, while when ocersion arises they
can give most vigorous battle to the apgres.
sor Ilis 13 not dae to superior physical
prowess, but to more effective moral support
from their own community

How can two such unequal rivals come to a
permanent understanding ¥ They may hang
on together during some temporary stress,
but they are sure to fall out agun over the
diviston of spoils, whereupon the lion's share
will go to the lion by virtue of the strength
of his paw

During the late Furopean war, when the
whole P'nglish nation had gone pale with
fright, they had occasion to call upon even
us weahlings to come to their aid  Not only
that, but they were swept by o wave of unt
versal good fceling,—such as comes for the
time upon even the mest worldly minded in
the face of a great calamity,~~under the
influence of which they felt a sudden genero
sity towards their dushy fellow participants
m the carmival of carnage DBut no sconer
was the war over, than came the demoniac
doings of Jallianwalla Bagh, to be followed
by the order of the boot from Kenya for all
Indians This may mnke uns anpry, but it
should aleo make ns remember that to
be treated as an equal one has to attain
equality

That 18 why om Mabatmap made his
stupendous effort to rouse the power of the
mnsses He Lnew that so long asthis gulf
between powerful and weak remained nn
bridged, peace between the two was out of
the question And o peaceful solutron was
his one object Mad our soul force been
able to set up n quake beneath the Ling’s
throne, all the king’s torses and all the
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km?'s men wounld have hted to invite us to
conler on n settlement But sfsop has
recorded once for all, the history of the
conference between the wolf and the lamb
cn the question of the right of drninking at
the sfream, and the easy settlement of the
difficulty which was eventoally arnived at by
the stronger party

If we desmre the welfare of India as o
whole, Hindu and Moslem must not only
unite, bot they must come together ona
footing of equality,~~not the personal
equality of two rival champions, Lut equalit
tn regard to the social support at their
back,

The ugly icerdent of the Vopla outrages
occurred ot the very height of tﬁa hhilafat
entente  Both the contending parties had
been for ages in the Imbit of applying their
religion as a weapon to defeat the dictates of
umiversal morality The religion of the
Nambode: Brahmins has always contemned
the Musalman, the religion_of the Moplas
despised the Brahmm It 1s futile to
expect a lasting bridge between the two to
be made with the feeble cement of the
brotherhood mannfactured on the Congress
platform

And yet we peraist “Let
onr old religion remain just as at s
what 1f the means be unreal, the results will
bereal and will right the wrong” 1le are
anxions to checkmate first, and then think of
our moves fo gamn Swara) to begin with,
and wait for the development of onr manhood
afterwards|

Dr Mooy, in his report on the Mopla

incident made to the Sankaracharys, the
kead of the Deccan Hindus LES L

* The Hindus of Malabar are, generally speak
1og, mild and doeile, and have come to entertain
suich & mortal fear of the Moplas tlattle
moment any snch trouble arises, the only way of
escape the Hindus canthink of 18 to ran for their

ives leaving their clsldren and womenfolk bLe
hind, to take care of themselves as beet s they
can  thinkipg perbaps honestly, that if the
Moplas attack " them withont any previouns
mo'estation, God the Almiglty and the Omn
eczent is there to teach them a lesson, and eyen
to take revenge on their behalf *

This 13 one of the examplez which make
it 50 clear that the Hindus have not yet
learnt the lesson of dealing with the world
t0 & worldly manner Spintsal and matersal

2

in eaying

have become ntterly jumbled up within these
bramns, arl o wrought havos with theit
intellect, and Lecanve of ther resulting
inertness of mind, tley fail to understand
how this 1sult to Iivimits, offered by the
deprectation of their own humanity, 1s at the
root of all their sorrows

In another part of Dr Monp's re port e
ntates that, esght hundred years ngo, o Hindn
Ling of Malabar, on the advice of his
mimsters, offsred special indncements to the
Arabs to gettle in his territory, going ro far,
tn his pro-Arab proclnities, ns to assist them
1o the conversion of Hindus to therr fasth by
promulgating a law that onc member of
every fishermnn hooeehold should eml race
Islam  The reason appears to have Leen
that this extremely religious king, together
with hus extremely religions mrnisters, dread
ed to violate the shaxire prohibition against
sca voyage, so that, for the protection of
their coast they had to fall back upon thoss
who preferred tl« dictates of Reason to
thoee of Manu, the law giver !

Here, again  we have an Mummating
instance of ﬁ:w those who make a religion
of obeying the beliests of unreason cannot
achieve independence, even on the throne
ttsell  For them the light of day 13 no more
than the night for sleep so that even in the
full bLlaze of midday thar backs are pelted
with the brickbats of the ghost in the
nurgery rhyme

In the old days the Malabar king merely
wore the mask of hingslhip leaving tha
sovereignty to unreason 'The same unreason
1 still the dr farfo occupant of the indy
throne of Malabar Tlat s why the llindus
there get all the punishment, whist they
Leep on asseverating that Ged 18 on high

Throoghont all India we Hindgs cringa
and fawn before the Unreal whicl OUT Uune
reason has enthroned in gar midet  That
empty throne, that awful yoid forsalen Ly
Gods providence, leaves g vaciney to hp
flled from time to time Ly the Pathan, the
Moghul, the Foglishman 1y, ascribe oy
punshiment to them, Lot they are byt tle
tools of Providence,~—the brickbats, not the
ghostly thrower whom we, oureelves, fayg
conjored up by shatting our ©yes to the light
of reason, converting day mto night Arnd
80, while the rest of the wide awake wor]g
15 busy thinking and domg,—-—bng, bang
on our devoted heads shower the brickbasy |
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Our fight must consequently be with this
apectre of unreason, of unreality flhis 1s
what keeps us asunder, what imposes foreign
dominion on ug, what heeps ns go blind that
we c1n only rave agoinst the missiles while
dedicating our very homestead to the ghost
of our adoration  If we confine our view to
the brichbats, our future seoms hopeless, for
their nnmber 18 lemon, nnd they are to be
found on every side, lut the ghost 13 one,
and 1f that be exorcised, the bricks will
remain lying at our feet and not come hurtl
ing on onr hends

ON T

DURING the voyage to Lngland, which I

was unexpectedly called npon to malke,

i April, 1923, at the wish of the henya
Indion delegates, my mind was acutely
absorbed by the greater 1ssues of the East
African straggle and 1ts world significance
It became necessary for me to unburden
myself to one, who could understand the
deeper meaning of the smituation Before I
started on my long journey westward, I had
been travelling with the 1’cet, Rabindranath
Tagore, in Bind and Gujerat, and he had
vory strongly urged ma to leave my worlk at
the Asram and undertake this new task n
Eogland It was natural, therefore, that I
should write to him rather than to any one
else On board the ship, I had abundant
leisure to think out the problems, but m
London, every hour of the day was taken up
with interviews and visits and consultations
The extracts which fallow were written on
the voyage and they represent the thoughts
that came to me before I reached England

8 S Kaser 1 Hind Apnl 15

This boat 1s crowded almost heyond
haman endurance Everyone 1s tired and
hot and cross including the waiters and the
cabin stewards Yhat p strange experience
1t has been to come from the strike of the mill
labourers at Ahmedabad into an atmosphere
such as this | It was a very great relief to
me to read, that Shankerlal Banker would be

the time has therefore come to utter once
agan, with o full heart, that same ancient
prayer of Indin, not by onr voices nlone, but
also 1n thought and deed, and reverently in
ourmutanl relations

Ya ekah avarnah  sa no budhya
subhaya samyunaktu.

May Ife, nho s Leyond distinchuns of
eclowr cr caste, wale we by gor d understanding

Translated ly
SURI'NDRANATH TAGORE

i EVE OF A GREAT STRUGGLE

immediately released, and therefore could
take the burden of the Mill strihe off Anasuya
Bapu’s shoulders ¥ For 1t wns very diflicult
for me to go away and leave her to bear
that burden I felt so deeply the sufferin
which was in her eyes, and the tired loo
she had,

Just before starting, I received o com-
munication from the Uovernment of India
It appears, that the Kenyn authorities have
warned the Government concerming the
danger of a visit from me, which would be
resented by the white settlers Tor this
reason, the Government of Indin would
snggest, that I should not land at Mombasa
However, my plans have been changed by
the Kenya Indian delegates’ insistence on my
going to England with them and therefore
all this information 1s out of date The sea
has been more than ususlly calm, but I have
had sea sichkness all the same, though only
in the form of ‘malaise  Yet it makes
gerious thinking somewhat difficult Perhaps
1t would be better to give way to tiredness,
till 1t 13 past, and read novels DBat the novels,
which fill the hibrary of a great steamer hike
this, are so utterly inane and immpid, that o

* Shankerlal Danker and Anasuya Dapn
had been the organisers of labour in  Ahmedabad
onder Mabatma Gandhi Shankerlal had been
1mprisoned along with Mahatma Gandhi but Ins
term +was ended about the middle of April



