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EDITORIAL NOTES. 

AS there are wines that improve with age, so there are customs 
which become the more savoury, the older they grow, and of 

these the Editor's time-honoured privilege of welcoming new students 
is certainly one. The College is the bond of unity which binds 
together all its alumni—the young in their 'teens' and the old in 
their 'ties.' It is pleasing to reflect that the chain is getting longer 
year by year and the editor has genuine pleasure in welcoming the 
'freshers' just admitted to this illustrious roll. 

There are many who have come here with fond dreams about 
College-life. It will be unwise to undeceive them. But fact is fact, 
and we are afraid that here also the mist of dullness and monotony 
woiild soon close in upon their bright dreams, and that of the two 
elements in 'College-life,' the second is too often and too cruelly 
atrophie4 by the first. It is hoped, however, that 'all students will 
try to hold the balance even between them, and to have as much of 
' 1 . . , ' , as of "College". 



2 Editorial Notes. 

Openings there are—the magazine, the athletic club and 
the various societies. In the Inter-College athletic competitions, 
our College is no longer 'Premier.' The secretaries complain of a 
woeful lack of general enthusiasm. As for the magazine, the editor 
who has to collect articles cannot rehearse a more refreshing tale. 

When begirtning our old activities anew, it is good to remember 
and lay to heart all this. It is never too late to mend. We may 
shake off our apathy and put on more steam henceforth. But shall 
we ? 

* * * 

Leaving aside this 'periodical wail' (to quote an Ex-Editor), let 
us look out for something refreshing. The results of this year's 
I. C. S. Examination held at Allahabad reflect much credit on the 
Premier College of Bengal, True, we have not been able to 

jslodge Madras from its pride of place but we have occupied the 
)nd place, and one third of the successful number is from our 

liege too—'a result we can well feel proud of. 

The hyper-cfitical editor of a local monthly is not very 
lirtably disposed towards this achievement of Bengal. He says 

Bengalisjare, of course, successful in their scramble after service 
Jag behind the Marwaris and Bombay-people in other competi-

chiefly in those of industry and trade. We simple people can-
jther about these bigger topics. To us the academic aspect 
question is all-important. It would be a good thing certainly 

luminaries in all spheres shot forth from here ; but granting that 
lave not produced a Tata, that is a very bad reason why 

PreiSency College as Presidency College should be any the less 
proud of a Romesh Dutt or an Atul Chatterjea. 

We confess that this year's results in the B.A. B.Sc. and the 
Intermediate Examinations have not been up to our traditions. In 
the I.Sc. we have taken the first place as also the second, but have 
yielded some of the succeeding top places. In the LA. too we are 
not much better off. There we have occupied the First place, but 
have lost the Second In the B.A. and the B.Sc. many of our mono­
polies have been wrested from us, the Econotiiicb-department being 
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the only refreshing exception. We hope, however, that this is but 
a temporary set-back, presaging glorious success in the future. 

* * * 

Since we appeared last there have been many important changes 
in the staff. First, Dr. Cullis has finally retired from service Dr. 
Cullis's is a name which will ever remain indelibly impressed on the 
history of Mathematical' research and teaching in India. In the 
region of Pure Mathematics he has opened up many a "fresh field 
and pasture new ', and has thereby incalculably added to the glory 
of the College and the University which were both so proud of him. 
It is a pity that in these times of materialism we should not show 
adequate recognition of our thinkers and teachers. In this City, 
for example, which is honey-combed with busts of Commissioners 
and Governors, what memorial is there for a Cullis or a Percival ? 
We do not think of one even. Probably it is because they don't 
need any. Their names are enshrined in books that will not die 
and embalmed in memories that will not fade. 

Professor Holme has left us and joined the LaMartinere College 
as its Principal. This is a loss to the College which can hardly 
be overestimated. Mr. Holme had been here since 1910 and during 
this long tenure of office he captured the hearts of all his students by 
the sterling qualities of his heart no less than by his wonderful 
scholarship and excellent teaching. His scholarship had that sedate 
solidity which is the reverse of vaunting shallowness. Then this 
magazine was an object of particular affection with him. He was for 
a long time its Editor-in-Chief, nay, its life and soul. 

Much the sam-e can be said of Professor B. B. Roy, who has 
left us and joined the Scottish Churches College. He^was young 
in years but old in wisdom. He was kind, genial and amiable and, 
though possessed of a vast learning, he was not at all bookish. 
We congratulate the LaMartinere and the Scottish Churches College 
on their respective acquisitions. 

The smiling figure of Professor Khastagir is not also to be seen 
now in our College, he having been transferred to Chittagong. For 
a dozen ye,ars he was a professor of this College and his departure 
has left a real void in our College life, a sense of irreparable, 
almost personal loss, which we have not yet been able to get over. 
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His University life was as brilliant as his career as a professor 
was successful. He was never tired of expounding the abstruse 
intricacies of Mathematics to his students. He never lost his temper 
and the most exacting demands of his students found his stock of 
patience and good-humour quite inexhaustible. We wish him all 
success in his new surroundings ; and in the meantime we pin our 
faith in the assurances of the Principal that his transfer is likely to be 
a temporary affair. 

Dr. Cullis has been succeeded by Professor B. M. Sen and in 
place ' f Professor B. B. Roy, has come Professor Manjugopal Rhatta-
chary a. Mr. Sen is an "Old boy"—one of the most distinguished' 
c 'd V\>ys—of the College His University career both here and 

broad 'has been uniformly brilliant, and as a professor too he has 
been no less successful. We hope that in the field of research 
also he will prove worthy of his illustrious predecessor. Professor 
Bhattarharyya is new to this College but he has already won our 

t sU^h i s efficient teaching no less than by his engaging geniality 

of 

K Retrenchment Axe is beginning to make itself felt. Al-
r e ^ y W | have had a reduction in the Mathematics Staff and Mr. 
Hwm^P place has not been filled up either. A committee which 

•¥ is m|ll 11 contemplation will recommend further 'cuts'. The Govern­
ment, it is said, will try to reduce the staff by increasing the work 
of each professor. That is, after all, not a very wise step, we are 
afraid. In education blind arithmetic is an unsure guide, and drastic 
economy cannot but tell on efficiency, for the work of a professor 
is not judgec! by the number of hours he works at the College, but 
by the amount of energy, thought and study that is brought to bear 
on it. Hence the fewer the subjects he teaches and the fewer the 
hours he works for, the better will his work generally be, A staff 
therefore to be efficient must first be sufficient. 

* * * * 

The talk of retrenchment brings us on to another question, viz, 
the introduction of Geography into the College course. Professors 
Zachariah ^nd H. C. Dasgupta have been insisting on it for a pretty 
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long time with no tangible results. Now, in the face of an all-besetting 
retrenchment, any proposal involving expenditure would seem to be 
idle and even wild. But nobody can deny the utility of Geography 
in a scheme of all-round education and it is further impossible to 
have a thorough mastery of History and Geology without the aid 
of Geography, wSuch instruction is forely maimed. Will the 
authorities in their anxiety to prune away weeds also cease to sow 
useful seeds ? That would be poor husbandry indeed. 

« * * * ' 

On August, 30 last we had the Anniversary of the l^engali 
Literary Society. This is the first commemoration of the A.'-niver-
sary of the Society though it was established as far back as tL î yep̂ r 
igi6. .The Society this year invited the renowned novelist jriji 
Sarat Chandra Chatterjea, to deliver an address. In Europe many a 
noble contribution to thought and culture arises out of such periodical 
society-addresses. In our country Presidency College ought to 
be the pioneer in this direction, and we congratulate the Secretary on 
his setting the ball rolling. 

* * * * 

Sarat Babu looms large before the public of Bengal. He is, so 
to say, the inaugurator of the Strum and Drang movement in 
Bengali literature, and we hope out of the stir that he has given to 
the cultural life of Bengal will sprout forth a national literature 
as rich and impetuous as that which Winckelmann, and Herder 
ushered in Germany. But Sarat Babu is a recluse and therein is his 
failing, and if the Presidency College Literary Society can bring 
him into touch with the budding literateurs of Bengal, it will have 
rendered a service which is pregnant with mighty possibilities. 

* * * * 

The name of Sarat Babu is now much talked of as a possible 
winner of the Nobel prize. The names of Mrs. Sarojini Naidu 
and of another Indian writer Mr. Egbal have also been suggested. 
About Mr. Egbal we confess we know nothing. Mrs. Naidu is of 
course 9ne -of the brightest luminaries of India. She is one of 
her best poets and greatest -political leaders. Her politics has been 
much coloured by the high-pitched emotional strain o" her poetry. 
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As a poet, she is not new before Europe, Long ago her works 
were introduced and extolled by eminent critics like Mr, Arthur 
Symons and Mr. Edmund Gosse. Her poems have a strong lyric 
note about them, being mostly "short swallow-flight of song", and 
Ifrtsmf, we know, is the stuff of genuine poetry. 

Sarat Babu, again, is one of the greatest novelists of modern 
times. In him we have an apotheosis of the outcast and the for­
gotten. He has found what is called the human touch in those 
whom society unfeelingly oppresses as dull machines and upon whom 
it has hitherto turned its back with thoughtless complacency. Sarat 
Babu has set society a-thinking and lashed it into a sense of its 
duties and imperfections. 

Where merits are so evenly balanced, it would be unwise to rush 
to any hasty distinction. If either of them gets it, Bengal will 
feel the same amount of pride and glory. 

» * « * 

A few weeks ago we had three performances of Tagore's 
'Bisarjan' by the members of the Biswavarati. The Bengali stage 
is at present in a very bad way. The thing is it has not kept pace 
with our progress in culture and education. We have had no 
good drama in recent years. The plays that are produced are not 
written as works of art but are only a medium by which the actors 
may exhibit their skill. The result is that both dramas and their 
acting are getting conventionalised. All plays contain the same 
puppet-show and repeat the same melodramatic platitude.^. Re­
cently there have been attempts to improve acting, but in default of 
good dramas such attempts must fail. Before we have a Booth 
or a Kean we must have, at least an approach to a Shakespeare. 
The dramas acted must be good works of art, and must be produced 
by masterminds and not by uneducated hirelings. They must keep 
in touch with the culture of the country, or the stage will be a 
place for puerile pastime to which educated Bengalees would be 
ashamed to go. 

Dr. Tagore has recreated many a branch of Bengali literature. 
But in drama he has not given us of his best. His plays are often 
too symbolic, his characters do not often walk, Bengal would 
eagerly look forward to him, in his old age, as a master play-wright 
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and we hope that his pen will create a rich dramatic literature 
in Bengal and arouse the stage from its present somnambulism into 
new life and iresh activity. Our Edmund Keans and Herbert Trees 
will then sprout forth in numbers and our Hazlitts then will be 
influenced by our Siddonses. If the Biswavarati can do this it 
will have rendered a much better service than it can hope to do by 
periodical banquets of lectures and choral songs. 

* * * * 

A bit of politics now. The first Reformed Council is coming to 
its close and 'elections' for the second are now ahead. Already 
various parties have set about their campaign. Even a number 
of non-coopsraters have (of course without repudiating their original 
creed !) entered the lists. They have drawn up a programme which 
aims at reconciling contradictories and at least displays forensic 
ingenuity. It is a pity that even now, while we have had so little of 
real power, our national life should be so muddled by party politics. 
The most important work of the new council will be to decide the 
fate of the University. We can only hope that in the wash and welter 
of politics, the serener streams of Truth and Beauty will not be lost. 

* * * * 

The biggest event by far, of the world this month is the woeful 
destruction of Japan by a violent earthquake and volcanic eruption. 
Such a cataclysm is one of those mysterious heavings from the 
Unknown Abyss which make us atonce theists and atheists and give 
a rude shake to human vanity, showing that inspite of his much 
vaunted civilisation how helpless man is against the great unloosed 
forces of nature. 

* * * 

Europe is still busy settling her post-war international disputes. 
It is live years since the Armistice was concluded but still an impar­
tial .observer may ask, "where is peace" ? The League of Nations 
which sought to end all wars is unable to close the one from the 
dying embers of which it arose. It seems that peace won^t come, and 
that appears to be the lesson of the war. Some time ago a leading 
dramatist of England, Mr, John Gals worthy-said, "Modern civilisation 
is like a man running down a road followed at a respectable distance 
by his own soul." The war is a demon facing this soulless man, and 
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unless he turns back to get rejuvenated by his soul, the demon will 
not be crushed. We must listen to ' the greatest Political Economist 
of all times, the author of the Sermon on the Mount ?' 

# * * » 

Let us close with a word about ourselves. It is a word of complaint 
about the Library Catalogue. Sometime ago, in a rather trenchant 
letter Mr. P. B. drew attention to the '' masses of musty papers tliat 
are shamelessly flaunted on the counter". We have been assured that 
arrangements are being made for getting a printed Catalogue. Print­
ing a Catalogue is not the matter of a day, but we are being fed with 
such assurances for more than four years, and the inconvenience has 
now become almost an abuse. We hope that the authorities would look 
sharp about the matter and put an end to this long period of weary 
waiting. 

A PLEA FOR BETTER CRITICISM. 
Mr. B. B. Roy, M.A. 

L 

CR I T I C A L writings are pretty much of a piece nowadays • a languid 
air of sameness and monotony hangs over all interpretative effort, 

shutting out from the casual observer ever so faint a stir of virile 
thinking. A smart phrase or a paradox ; a cackle or perhaps a growl; 
a pose of cheap omniscience—-and the critic seems more than 
qualified for his occupation. Yet, possibly, the fault rests not so 
much with the critic as with an education which standardises 
culture and drags a finger of coarseness over the fine material of art 
and letters. Hence it is that to generations of youths Shakespeare 
has been a matter of four periods and Milton of three; Bentham's 
Principles of Legislation a factor in the Romantic Movement; and 
the dates 1660 and 1798 touched with a strange magic—absurdities 
over which they have wasted many an intense hour till literature 
and life have become pale, meaningless things, and a hundred finer 
activities of the brain maimed at their birth. 

Far be it from the present writer to condemn altogether the 
bygone modes of critical thought; they were needed in their time 
and in a subtle way they are still working to fashion a clearer under­
standing of art. And education, undoubtedly, takes its colouring 
from the reigning thoughts of the age. But even so, there was never a 
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period in the history of education when theories have had greater play, 
even to the point of crushing individuality, than the one which is 
just beginning to close. The over-worked dicta of Matthew Aniold 
never seemed quite spent up. There had been revision; but 
of the tamest and the most gingerly type—a phrase knocked over 
or a saving clause brought in. Even Pater and Oscar Wilde had 
their little day ; and just when they were thrown into the dustbin 
of discarded gods, their idiosyncracies in style and thought started 
to work in a hundred incalculable ways amongst a race of wondering 
adolescents, so that but for a scholar here and a journalist there, 
criticism stands today practically where it did two or three genera­
tions ago. So far from enlightening it has ceased to inform ; and 
even the gentler art of reviewing has not produced any delicate or 
illuminating result. Yet, beneath this superficial dullness, older 
critics have seen the stirrings of a new criticism. And possibly they 
are right. For already a good many cherished canons of criticism 
have become antiquated in a slow, almost underhand fashion ; and 
a good many people feel it, even if not all think it necessary to 
speak out. 

II, 

Most ideas get antiquated more quickly than most of us imagine; 
and a regular comedy occurs when whole sets of ideas get antiquated 
all at once, with, apparently, little or no warning. Yet such comedies 
have taken place in literature several times over ; and one has been 
on the boards for some time now. Ideas, theories which seemed 
but a moment ago to be alive and active are as it were seized with 
palsy ; and presently we are called to their death bed. Let us for 
a moment remember the modes of criticism we were used to in 
the hand-books—the long faces we pulled over the chronological 
arrangement of Shakespeare's plays or the search for a meticulously 
correct text or the reading of literature in the light of a movement; 
the devout beaming eyes with which we pored over histories of 
literary forms or the literary intercourse between nation and nation. 
Yet all this smacks today of German Scholarship, of the plodding 
and uni'iluminated type—things more suited to the writers of 
laborious theses than to those other students who can never quite 
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untwine themselves from the roots of life. For them the book re­
mains or perhaps the author and the twin eternal problems of 
Style and Life, which other forms of scholarship merely darken and 
obstruct. And they desire that Education should sharpen men's 
eyes to these and mark off as things secondary, if not without a 
certain distant usefulness, all the other phases which convention 
has overemphasised. 

For them the book remains—a thing which has grown out of 
life and which therefore evades all mechanical ways of capturing 
it'—a. thing which grows with the life of the reader and becomes at 
moments inexplicable like what it has arisen from—^a thing which 
is, to use a much-abused phrase, 'a human document.' For them 
the author remains too—no mechanism to be chronologcally cut 
up and labelled according to a formula ; but a soul which hasn't 
yielded all its secrets to the pen ; which can be plumbed only in 
moments of insight; whose immensities can be '̂ een through the none 
too facile medium of stvle. And they depend for their criticism on 
these intermittent moments oi vision and insight, accepting the 
services of the patient scientific worker, giving him his due but never 
allowing him to stand between themselves and their perceptions. 

This is the position to which criticism seems to be drifting, 
hesitatingly—not for the first time certainly, for nothing in the 
history of knowledge happens only once—but it has a wealth 
of meaning for us which we cannot well lose sight of. At is 
this attitude glinting amorphously out of shy reviewing-work done 
by younger men which makes the older people rejoice ; and it is a 
hopeful one even if it takes long to crystallize. It is practically an 
intelligent return to a primitive mood, which is often more profitable 
in the long run than persistence in a foolish convention of adulthood. 

III. 

Criticism of the older type hardly ever tackled with the real 
issue—^The older critics took literature to pieces, as though it were 
a machine, instead of what it actually was, a complex product of 
life and mind. The history of a form, the sonnet or the blank 
verse is after all an abstraction—arising out of a too hasty applica­
tion of the theory of Biological Evolution to literature. When 
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Milton improves upon Sliakespeare's blank verse, it is quite as much 
because Milton was Milton as because he came after Shakespeare. 
Possibly he might have done no worse if he had come before hirn. 
The theory of a history of literature has been ridden too hard ; 
although in itself it is a sound theory and works safely so long as 
it does not forget the incalculable element of personality. Similarly 
the relation between nation and nation touches only the surface of 
literature; it brings in a sheaf of new words, sometimes words with 
a peculiar colour and flavour; or perhaps a new sentiment passes 
like a delicate spray over corned y or the more formal poetrv j or 
again, more rarely a hurricane of maddening ideas works loose and 
produces perfervid poetr}'^; but in all cases, without exception, the 
effects are at best transitory ; they never make for lasting literature 
for such literature is personal or at most national. Italy and France 
and India have had their influence on England ; but a Shakespeare 
or a Wordsworth or a Kipling were made not so much by them as 
for them. They are English in soul and style; they have permanent 
interest by reason of this only; and the exotic flowers they gathered 
on foreign lands have merely a decorative value. 

An equally fatuous air seems to brood, in retrospect at least, 
over the herculean labours of a Furnivall and a Skeat over Shake.s-
pearian and Chaucerian chronology. For the physical order in which' 
the plays were produced is no trustworthy guide to the mental 
development of Shakespeare and Chaucer. This development may 
quite possibly be independent of chronology. To say this is 
perhaps to be wise after the Event ; yet one need not fear a rebuke 
of this nature ; scince it is nothing new in the history of knowledge. 
But surely the fact remains that the professional critic has up till 
now studied literatute more externally than internally. He has 
rightly believed in literary chronology ; but he expected miracles 
from it, which it could not obviously give. 

The abstract studies of the history of rhythm or style have 
much the same air of illusory beauty. Rhythm or Style are personal 
things ; they are less the product of history than of personality. 
Even if there is such an abstract thing as i8th century English 
prose st^le; it becomes vital and intelligible only when it is spoken 
of with reference to Dr. Johnson or /Addison or Swift; and then 
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the 18th Century element becomes a very thin if still important 
affair. The style of Oscar Wilde is doubtless a fascinating style 
by reason of its delicate artificiality ; its avoidance of pain ; its 
search for strange effects ; its attempt at creating a beauty wholly 
external to life. Obviously Wilde took great pains with it and 
caught from Pater hints and suggestions of no small importance ; 
but a really profitable study of O. Wilde's style cannot be 
made unless it is closely referred ^o his internal and parti}' 
external life. 

All this might seem touched with the violence of heresy and 
the insolence of ingratitude. The fact is, however, that these old 
modes of scholarship have begun already to stultify themselves. 
They have been regarded not as means to an end but as an enrl 
in themselves; hence those cartloads of unnecessary theses that 
annually stream out of America and Germany. And they stand like 
a stumbling-block in the way of higher intellectual activity. Kept 
in subordination they will still do useful work, in clearing the path 
for the right kind of reader in suggesting clues where left to himself 
he might have blundered. But they must in order to be helpful 
be the province of groups of patient, laborious Scholars rather than 
part of the curriculum of general Education. For more harm than 
good comes out of mechanical attempts at enlarging the bounds 
or deepening the efficiency of literature. 

IV. 

Lastly, the courtly pastime of building aesthetic theories of 
criticism has not j 'et quite gone out of fashion. Essays towards 
a theory of art have filled in the uninspired intervals of poets' lives. 
Which poet hasn't written them ? But we have not )'et had a sound 
theory of criticism just as we have not had a final theory of know­
ledge. What is forgotten is that literature drives at practice and not 
at theory; like most activities of man literature is highly practical 
in methods and in aim. Hence it jibs in harness with philosophy ; 
hence the disaster arising from applying philosophical formula to 
literature. Alike the maker of literature and the man in the street, 
the only two parties that matter, get along well without a theory. Sys­
tem and terminology which are the life of philosophy are death to 
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literature. It shrinks from their touch ; it ceases to grow ; it begins to 
die. For literature obeys an irregular law like Nature's own move­
ments, like her own air that bloweth where it listeth That in literature 
which matters come unaccountably; plod he never so well, the 
literary historian will never succeed in accounting for it. Hence 
literature must be approached just as Nature is approached with less a 
scientific than a spiritual mood ; with just the emotion with which the 
deeper things in life are contemplated, the burst of sudden happiness 
or the crash of unexpected misfortune, the birth of children or the 
solitary dialogue between a man and his soul. Not the history, not 
the biology, not the environment, but the thing that is art, that is 
literature that counts. Those may be left to scholars ; this is necessary 
for seekers after truth. Often enough it shrinks into the compa.ss 
of a single book, the Bible or the Quoran or the Gita or sometimes 
even a Shakespeare. Even so it is helpful, it leads one into light. 

The man that gains most from litera'ture need be no scholar at 
all. He may know nothing but his own dialect. He ma}' be a humble 
worldly man. But the life of simple duty and pure enjoyment will fit 

him to profit by literature more than if he had read a hundred 
books. For not until literature is read with an aim at practice 
does it become profitable. Therein it resembles religion, which 
becomes mere formality, mere priestcraft as soon as it is made into 
an abstraction. And scholarcraft in literature is no less dangerous 
than priestcraft in religion. Real criticism comes not from that 
quarter, but when a man tells in plain language, how exactly and 
in what way a book has profited him. 

V. 

Possibly the new critic whose profile has been hinted at above 
will be a man of fewer books and more life. But he will be no loser 
thereby; but a truer and bolder critic. The late professor Walter 
Raleigh's hunger for life and latter day distaste for books is 
significant, like the parallel and older instance of Hazlitt. One 
wonders at the encyclopaedic reading of a Saintsbury or of art 
Elton and impertinently asks oneself if they had not felt at times 
that they had been paying too much for the whistle. Monumental 
scholarship is good ; but the windows of the study must be thrown 
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open to let warm life in. Youth might be bookish overmuch in the 
ecstasy of adventure but age draws nearer and nearer to life and Pros-
perolike buries the book. Hence itis that in criticism the words of 
the old go deeper than those of the young, a chance phrase of Goethe 
or an obiter dictum of Carlyle shooting like an arrow into regioii<; 
of the heart and the brain, sealed for ever to the suavities of Pater 
or Oscal Wilde, 

With the quest of life goes the quest of truth—a thing never 
boldly in evidence in most current criticism. With some scholarship 
becomes a mania, a thing which becomes an end in itself or else 
an object of vanity, a form of egotism and thus what is gained 
in the end is not truth but profound self deception. Criticism ceases 
to inform, ceases to kindle, becomes a sort of mirror for the dandified 
form of the critic to reflect itself in losing the quality of sincerity it 
loses its usefulness. 

The deepest criticism flashes out of a sort of mental suffering, 
out of two souls—the reader's and the writer's—colliding meteorlike 
across the infinitude of life ; and recorded in the privacy of a letter 
or a diary than in an article of formal criticism. It is these that 
matter, for they are like slits or chinks giving us private glimpses 
into things that we live and die for. All the rest is mere acquisition, 
more like a high road on which undistinguished crowds gather and 
pass with a dull uniformity of feeling and a hurry which allows of 
no high emotion. 

ONE ASPECT OF RABINDRANATHS MYSTICISM. 

NiRANJAN M O H A N BARDHAN, Sixth Year Class. 

IN "Prachin Sahitya" Rabindranath has made an interesting 
remark on the psychology of love, which gives a keynote to an 

important aspect of his mysticism. In tracing the emotions of 
that supreme lover, the Birahi Jaksha (f%ft !f̂  ) of Meghduta, he 
incidentally alludes to the barrier which, in this world, continually 
separates one individual from another and renders perfect union 
impossible. The world, he goes on to say, is a place of continual 
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beparation (fMf^?r? ) where, like the lover in Meghduta, one can 
only send messages of love to one's beloved but can never meet her 
in perfect union. But amidst this separation there lurks in the 
lovers a common feeling which is worth quoting in the exact 
language of the author, " f^ 'sijirf̂  m^ ^f ^tt^1 ĉ R C^l^ ii5^^lFt <Si^^ 
lil^ 5r(viy[r.?rR:̂  fl^ltsr, cm-t^ ^tf^ f^4lfws ^ f | l" This lurking sense 
of a previous union in some unknown existence, now broken oiif by 
birth into this world, is an aspect of Rabindranath's mysticism which 
has found beautiful expression in many poems of his Gitanjali and 
Balaka. Love, in Rabindranath's poetry, is not a mortal thing 
confined to one particular life alone ; it proceeds from birth to 
birth It forms a link between two souls who are vaguely aware 
of having been once united in some unremembered bygone 
existence, but who have since then begun their unending march 
from birth to birth, for ever yearning after each other but never 
meeting in perfect union. It is this supreme truth about love that 
the poet in his capacity of a lover tries to express in such lines as :— 

^'Sl ^Tft̂ 1 f5#5! SfĴ  

Love is therefore so far as this world goes, a continued state 
of separation ( f^^s ), sometimes lighted up with hope and sometimes 
darkened by gloom, but never ending in realisation. Rabindranath's 
love poems are for this reason a continued chorus of t%^ which 
gathers strength and poignancy from the sights and sounds of the 
universe. 

^^w ^^w iJtn^ ĉ  

This separation is however not an unmixed sorrow, not 
without a tinge of sweetness in it. This yearning for love, though it 
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may never bear frint, has yet some inherent sweetness which makes 
even sorrow agreeable. 

W«f1 ^ t t t , Î«f1 'It? 

CAS m'^ « t^ mi'^i I 

This yearning arising from separation, which the loving soul 
endures from birth to birth, is coloured with many tine shades of 
emotions and touched to a variety of evanascent hues which give 
to it the appearance of an evening sky that changes colour every 
moment. Sometimes in a cloudy night the lover imagines his 
beloved as an "abhisarika ' ('sjfeJTtf^^ ) vvho will be coming to him 
on a visit of "abhisara". Sometimes he is full of regret that he 
has missed the desired visit while asleep. Sometimes, again, on a 
cloudy morning of "Sravana" he imagines his beloved as a traveller 
wandering in search of shelter and he keeps his doors wide open 
in vain expectation. Amidst all these vicissitudes of f̂ ?r5, its 
alternate passions of hope and fear, the lover all the time has the 
haunting sense of a close kinship with his beloved from birth to 
birth. He is dimly conscious of a bygone unremembered existence 
when he had been one with her, and the unending journey which 
the two entered upon through a course of alternate life and death, 
for ever drawing closer and closer to each other but never meeting. 

sftfjf •Sftf^ C^ t^ ^Tfw^ l^ l 5C^ 

^\^-\m '^^t.^ ft^Jiw CTft^ 

•^^f\\ C5 f«t?( <p^ -^r^ -fim 
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^ ^ ^CM ^ ^ (?F5 J^tf^ ®tCT 

f̂?r?i1 ^%1 ^ k ^ 1"̂ 1:'̂  

It is only when the poet attains to such an inspired vi.sion 
sweeping his whole existence from birth to birth, that he becomes 
truly the mystic poet of the East. For, such a conception of love 
as a predestined bond of union between two souls is a purely 
Eastern idea running through many of our ancient lores. 

In order to appreciate Rabindranath's conception of love, one 
has to bear in mind another imporant significance attaching to it 
viz^ that his love coincides with his love of God. Frequently, 
in his poetry, he applies to God the attributes of an ordinary beloved 
soul, and feels for Him all the thrills of emotion that a lover 
experiences for a human being that he loves. His soul yearns after 
the Divine, but he is at the same time confident that this yearning 
is mutual, that the divine Soul also must feel an equal yearning for 
his own. Like the child in Dakghar (^st^^^ ) he perfectly knows 
that his beloved God is also eager to come to him :— 

îTf^ film mf^ f̂̂  

And the poet's own remarks, at the outset, with regard to the 
psychology of ordinary love between two human souls, hold good 
when he takes up the attitude of a lover of God. In this attitude 
also he feels as if his soul had been at iirst one with the Divine, 
and then separated and sent out on a continual march through 
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life and death. But the love has remained in tact, and the yearning 
that one feels for the other has gathered freshness at each birth: 

'srfsit?! '^ft ^1 ^m ^f%ni cwm 

^a fe?( ^-^ ^i<^ cnz^ I (^^t^1) 

The poem from which the couplet has been taken beautifulh-
expresses the poet's fancy that the Divine Soul feels an yearning 
for him as much as he does for the Divine ; as if he and God are two 
lovers, feeling for each other all the thrills and raptures of love. 

;£i^ti ^'c^ -s^t?! c r̂s 

^ f^ cam 

f f t f i l «^1 tT*R C|^1 5TS51 I 

^tfji ^^.m^ '«t^5 csmt^ "^ 

* * * * 

•STrfst ciinsiif ^t^«\ C ^ W ^ ^ ^ , 

We will conclude with another poem from "Balaka," which ex­
presses the mystic love of God to which we have alluded with a unique 
depth and beauty. It records a moment when the poet suddenly 
becomes aware of his kinship with God through ages beginning from 
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time immemorial. All his previous existences pass before his vision 
in a panorama, and he discovers how his soul has been yearning 
after God at every birth and feehng His approach, though never 
actually realising it, 

^z^ ^z^ î t̂ t̂ ffl ^^m^ c^t^ft ^^w i 

d)^ ^<cw^r?r ^ftfw ^f^5 "̂ fWf f 

This QS\^^ of God is none but the poet himself and the ^J(^ f̂ ^ 
is the eternal separation between the Divine Soul and his own. 

The attitude of love towards god is not an altogether new 
thing in Bengali poetry, for it forms the basic principle of the 
Baishnava religion and has found beautiful expression in the poems 
of Chandidas and Vidyapaty. But what is absolutely new is the 
mystic note attaching to the love of God, a conception of the love as 
enduring through ages from birth to birth, beginning from an 
unremembered time when one's soul had been detached from the 
Divine and sent out on a long-continued march through life and 
death. This mystic note is a permanent asset to our literature and 
has made Rabindranath pre-eminently a poet of the East, 



BIRTH TAXATION: A MEASURE FOR 
SOCIAL UPLIFT. 

PAVITRA KUMAR BASU, B.A. 

TH E modern state has declared the child to the most important 
membef of society. He is most important because he is the 

the latest representative of the species. He is also important because 
he is the superman of the Future. As the modern state is too wise 
to be ignorant of its limitation it has given up the idea of arriving 
at the Utopia in the present age. Its only hope is in the Future 
and it is honestly thinking of making provisions for the future. 

Thus the modern state lends to insist upon the education and 
the nurture of children and comes in more and more between the 
parents and the child in the interests of the Future. It is taking 
over the responsibility of the general welfare of the children more and 
more, and, as it does so it is time to consider which procedure is 
most amenable to reason and practice. 

Let us then turn to our country and try to realise what is the 
position of the child in our societ}' and what improvenents are 
desirable without being impossible. Of course the problem does 
not belong exclusively to us, but surely it pn>sents itself most 
dangerously and most imminently to this country, and unfortunately 
it is also this country in which the problem is most persistently 
ignored. We thall therefore begin by making the uncomfortable 
confession that this most important member of society has been 
most persistently neglected among us. In India children are too 
often born to die in childhood. The most tragic event—the death 
of a child —is the most commonplace occurrence in our country. 
People here first compete to give birth and then compote to escape 
death and wretchedness m as pathetic ways as possible. 

Marriage is universal without being compulsory and takes place 
at a shamelessly immature age ; and procreation .starts as soon,—at the 
earliest occasion nature allows, for these are the only performances for 
which no initial prepration is thought necessary. Even the pettiest 
government officer has to show a minimum of personal efficiency— 
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of health and conditions. But parenthood is unconditional and any 
man and woman may conspire to become parents without encoun­
tering the least opposition from society. " Thus in our world at 
present through the defects of our medical science and nursing 
methods, through defects in our organisation, through poverty, 
carelessness and ignorance and through the birth of children that 
never ought to have been born, one child out of every five born, dies 
within five years. And a large number of those who happen to live, 
live ineffectually the dreary, dismal and disabled life of paupers and 
criminals. Yet such is the logic of our conventional morality that 
nobody makes himself responsible for this sheer waste of life and 
sheer torment of suffering. We imprison and hang criminals but 
we are too full of pity towards the makers of these criminals and 
cry Poor Humanity! 

Poor indeed, when it chooses to make itself so! Everywhere 
around us there are signs of obvious over-population, people are 
undertaking bigger concerns in parenthood than their means allow. 
The extravagance is most conspicuous in the middle class where 
the conquest of bread is daily involving a more frenzied struggle. 
The occupations of the class are limited above and below by con­
vention, and within the enclosure fresh crowds are increasing the 
suffocation. Children are emasculated from underfeeding, untaught 
and unprovided. There is such a lamentable want of capital that 
children cannot wait to gain any skill or experience for their living. 
So from poverty they turn to despair and from despair to cynicism. 
Thus our strength in number has become a weakness in resources. 
We are individually so little because we are collectively so many. 

Such widespread and deeprooted misery naturally calls for 
drastic reform. But hasty measures do not hasten improvement 
particularly among a conservative people. The evils which have 
accumulated with ages must take time to eradicate. As the saying 
goes, the ground must be prepared before the seed is sown. It is 
the inevitability of this practical wisdom that makes us suppose 
that every scheme of reform that has been dreamt of by European 
idealists is not equally applicable to India. In truth most of these 
schemes are still unrealised ideas even in the country of their origin. 
For example, it has been said that parties to a projected marriage 
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should first obtain licenses from the state. These will testify that 
both the parties are, in health and condition, free from certain trans­
missible taints and sufficiently energetic, intelligent and moral. A 
still more centralised programme was given by Plato, the proposal 
of what may be called the human stud farm. 

But these reforms have not been accepted in Europe, however 
ideally desirable they may be. And they will not be accepted 
in India. The ideas these proposals involve, are surprisingly new 
to Indians. They have not learnt to regard parenthood as a social 
function, or a service which every body is not privileged to render. 
They have never recognised the interference of the state in family 
affiairs as legitimate and desirable. They are not sufficientlj-
conscious of the fact that children do not come but are fetched and 
" they have not that philosophical insistence which holds that things 
which can be explained shall be explained and that what can be done 
by calculation and certain methods, should not be left to chance." 
And to be sure, they will be scandalised by all the talk about control 
and prevention which is so common in America and France. 

Thus social reforms should be administered to them only in 
doses and the new mentality should be created in them and fostered 
with the greatest caution. We must take such steps that they may 
be gradually made to think and feel, but be not overwhelmed by 
thoughts. The changes should be gradual so that they may appear 
to be automatically evolved out of the growing sense of consequences 
and responsibilities. 

What then is this healing dose. It is a birth tax imposed pro­
gressively on higher standards of living. At its inception, for a 
period of years, it should be low so that people may get accustomed 
to it and realise the morale of the tax. Afterwards it should be 
raised on all incomes and should at the same time be progressive. 

I realise quite well that my position is unfortunate, for I have 
proposed to rob people of their money, and nobody finds it com for-
table to be taxed particularly for the accident of having given birth 
to a child. Surely it is a most unnatural and inaesthetic occasion for 
a visit from the tax assessor. But a little honest thinking will show 
that there is nothing more inaesthetic in a birth-duty than there 
is in other taxes —i. e. the fact of having to pay at all. I shall 
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endeavour to show that a birth-tax is as natural as other taxes and 
altogether more desirable 

The object of such a tax is obvious; directly, it is the welfare 
of the children that are born ; indirectly, it is the discouragement 
of prolific and indiscriminate procreation. Children have till now been 
so mercilessly neglected by their parents that they can no longer be 
trusted absolutely with their parents. The state must step in for 
the sake of the baby and make itself responsible to some extent. 
And if the state becomes responsible for the prospective children 
it must also be allowed to make its rules so that the responsibility 
can be carried out. Thus it may rightfully seek to limit the number 
of undesirable children, and to demand that the father should give 
a proof of economic fitness. 

This tax does not insist on the physical fitness of the married 
couple. It is assumed that the proportion of tainted or devitalised 
births is not very considerable, but that the proportion of the 
underfed and unprovided is immense. It is also assumed that a child 
born of healthy parents may become enfeebled by underfeeding, but 
that a child born feeble may yet grow to be plump and bright, if the 
parents are rich enough to afiford scientific nurture. Thus it is that 
this tax emphasises economic fitness. This ta.x does, again, impose 
no restriction on marriage, for it has been observed that postpone­
ment, though otherwise desirable, is not sufficient security against 
overbreeding. In fact, statistical studies have proved that postpone­
ment rather serves to increase the fertility of each marriage. Statistics 
have also shown that the longevity of the married is greater than 
that of the unmarried. We therefore disapprove of marriage restric­
tions, as an uncomfortable hindrance to personal happiness and long 
life, particularly as it does not save us from over-population. Of 
course, from the point of view of a statesman, marriage is the union 
of man and woman in a manner so intimate as to involve the pro­
bability of offspring. But the responsibility of the state begins 
definitely only when a child comes in, for then comes in also the 
future of the species and the state intervenes as the guardian of 
interests wider than the individual's. But a legitimate union of which 
there is no offspring calls as yet for no such intervention. Here the 
adult's private life is an entirely private life into which the state 
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may not intrude. Thus parenthood and not marrige is of primary 
importance, and a tax is proposed to be levied, not upon marriage, 
but upon births. 

The imposition and collection of such a tax are rather easy. 
The government can make the registration of birth compulsory, and 
the tax can be received as a registration fee at municipal ofHces 
or police stations in the country. As is suggested above the rate 
shall vary with the income which can be determined with sufficient 
exactness by considering, say, the "choukidari" Tax, or a declaration 
of the Panchayet or other reliable men of the locality. But I need 
not run into the details of tax gathernig. Obviously, the case is 
easy enough and the governm.ent will have to undergo little additional 
trouble or cost for collection. At the same time we need not fear de­
fault. If a father has the slightest sense of self-respect or social pres­
tige, he will not bring upon himself the humiliation of declaring^that 
he cannot pay the birth tax for his child. For any attempt at evasion 
or falsification of his income will disgrace and ridicule his parenthood, 
and the occasion of a child's birth will be the occasion also for scandal. 
Undoubtedly, there are many fathers who deplore their unfitness in 
their heart of hearts. But to declare this most delicate and lamen­
table secret from the housetop to jeering neighbours is more than 
any man with nerves can undertake to do. Nobody will make the 
mean and cowardly confession that he is not entitled to have the 
child he has brought into the world and so taxes will come in 
promptly to the government officers. 

The government will thus find itself in possession of an ample 
fund to conduct its welfare schemes. Every one of us is painfully 
conscious of the wretchedness of Indian mothers and their children. 
Each item of their destitution will become an object on which the 
government can profitably spend its money. 

The first requirement seems to be that of qualified state nurses 
with medical establishments spread broadcast over the country. Our 
people are too ignorant of the elementary facts about the physiology 
of sex-life and motherhood. For the Indian mother the period of 
gestation is a period of danger. She finds herself inconvenienced and 
suffering in a thousand ways, she wants to be advised and attended 
to. But her shyness stands in the way, and still more, the ignorance 
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and . carelessness of her people The mother, too,—often a baby 
mother—bears her child in neglect, gives it birth in neglect and brings 
it up in neglect. Many die in confinement from the criminal 
ignorance and unscientific handling of the village nurses and their 
babies die oftener than they live. Or else both live a life of prolonged 
misery and decrepitude. This is the condition of our Indian 
nursery. 

In such a typical home there are apparently many things to be 
done by the nurse. We can hopefully look to a time when she will 
rule over a small knot of villages and like a ministering angel 
make herself the friend of the village wives and the sweet god­
mother of the village urchins. She will visit prospective mothers, 
prescribe medicines and diet. She will help at child-birth and 
advise the mother about the necessary precautions for her baby's 
life and health. Till the child grows to a certain age, say three, 
within which period infant mortality is most appalling, it shall be 
the business of the nurse to visit the child at intervals and 
supply medicine when necessary, free of cost or at a reduced price. 

Special provisions will be made for those who have lost both 
parents, or the father. Orphanages will be started and assylums for 
the unclaimed, the neglected children of bad characters and the 
unprotected family of the convict. 

Again the intellectual vigour of the future generation will be 
provided for equally with its physical proficiency. From the surplus 
income of this tax free primary education will be financed. To 
everybody who keeps his eys open, the illiteracy of our common 
people appears as the most tragic event in our society. Even if the 
advantages of an elementary education be not put higher than a ca­
pacity to read and write its universaldiffusion will be no mean achieve­
ment. But as the great Gokhale said, elementary education for the 
mass of the people means more than a mere capacity to read and 
write. It means for them a keener enjoyment of life and a more 
refined standard of living. It means the greater moral and economic 
efficiency of the individual, and an altogether higher level of culture 
for the community in general. Hitherto the government of our country 
has not listened to the crying need for free elementary education. 
But the ample funds which the birth-tax will put into its hands will 

4 
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be a practical argument more convincing than any that has ever 
been suggested and the government will no longer decline to educate 
the masses when it has been provided with the means. 

I t may be doubted whether the income from the birth-tax will 
be as large as it is tacitly supposed to be. But considering the number 
of births that usually take place in our country and the rate of 
taxation which we have never hinted to be small, there is absolutely 
no reason why the income should not be large. Indeed the rate 
should be considerably high- The indirect effect of the tax which 
we have defined as the discouragement to indiscriminate procreation 
can never be realised if the taxation is not felt as a burden and if it 
does not make people pause and be less adventurous. 

Now we shall first deal with the subjective effect of this tax. 
In fact the most important effect of such a tax will be that it will 
make the people think. It will at once appear to all—it must appear 
sometime—that parenthood is not a pleasure to be enjoyed at will, but 
a social function to be undertaken after preparation, that all affairs 
of the family are not private, that the State may and ought to 
intervene to supervise and to superintend. It will emphasise in their 
mind the inevitability of an economic basis for the favnily and the 
parents' responsibility for the child's future. It will teach them that 
the death of their babies and their wretchedness are not all the work 
of a capricious destiny, but the consequences of their economic 
folly. Thus, altogether, a definite movement will set in for a more 
enlightened understanding of the economic foundation of the family 
and a sincere respect for the oversight of the State. This is a distinct 
gain, as regards both a cultured civic life and individual welfare. 

And when once the attitude of the masses towards parenthood 
ha3 changed, when once they have realised the necessity of prepara­
tion aiid calculation, that is to say, when once the end is fixed, there 
will not be any want of means and methods. Here, as everywhere 
else, necessity will be the mother of invention. People will not wait 
for dazzling things occurring to them mysteriously, but shall want to 
accomplish the great object by an active policy. They will find the 
means of having just as many children as they decide to have and no 
more. The child will not come as a byproduct, as if by accident, 
and be a nuisance and a vexation to the parents, Every child that 
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is born will be a child that was positively desired by the parents. 
It will be a welcome guest and not an intruder. Its position in the 
ethical and economic world of the family will be highly improved. 

There is no fear that the percentage of marriages will suffer an 
abnormal fall accompanied by a corresponding outburst of promis­
cuous relations. We have anticipated this fear by insisting that only 
birth should be the occasion for taxation and not the bare fact of 
marriage. 

There is again nothing in the taxation to make the relations 
between man andVoman more pronouncedly physical and egotistic 
The feelings and emotions which most serve to differentiate the 
union of husband and wife from their lawless perverisons are the 
considerations of health and morality, good taste and love. There 
is no sinister influence in a mere birth-tax to weaken the vitality or 
to pollute the sacredness of these finer feelings. What is there then 
in the tax to degrade marriage! The logic of that morality must 
be very strange which accuses the tax of being a corrupter of conjugal 
relations—the tax which aims at inculcating the higher responsibili­
ties and a sense of the enduring consequences of parenthood and 
asks the parents to restrain and control themselves for the sake of 
the child. 

The next possible argument against the birth-tax is that if the 
parents do not restrain themselves out of foresight and love for the 
child, that if they are not stopped by the consideration that they 
should have to feed and clothe and teach the child till the time when it 
can look after itself, that is to say, if they are not stopped by the in­
evitability of long and heavy charges, what can a special assessment 
at a particular point of time do to restrain their folly. To be sure 
it can do much, much more than love or the prospective costs of main­
taining a child have hitherto succeeded in doing. That the tax is to 
be paid not by annual instalments, but in a lump, is a great point 
in its favour. Again the minimum charge is never to fall, in the case 
of the poorest father below the minimum cost of maintaining a child 
for one year. Thus the prospective father is obliged to lay aside 
a considerable amount of capital and this will act as a great check 
in a country where there is a deplorable lack of capital. The child 
does not eat much, nor does it dress richly, so its charges add only 
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an imperceptible amount to the family budget, and are apt to escape 
notice, as if nothing exceptional had taken place beyond a slight rise 
in prices which are beyond the control of the individual consumer. 
But when the demand comes from outside as a special charge on capi­
tal in the shape of something like an insurance payment, the father 
can no longer pretend to be unconscious of the responsibility which he 
has thoughtlessly undertaken, but should have thoughtfully declined. 
To his so called consideration of love and care for his child's future 
is added the more tangible, more imminent and more uncomfortable 
demand of money. He is at once shaken out of his let-it-go-hang 
attitude, and begins contemplating seriously what he can do to pro­
tect himself from these unexpected raids on his capital. 

The birth-tax may also be attacked from a quite different 
quarter. I t may be urged that it may hasten the decay of the race 
by bringing about an abnormal fall in the birth-rate. This however 
assumes that the tax is to be abnormally high. The state surely 
is not interested in killing out the race, nor is it out for robbing the 
people or penalising the natural desire for children. It strives to 
protect itself from the nuisance of a mushroom growth and does not 
aim at urging racial suicide. 

A somewhat similar argument is that the birth-tax will seriously 
reduce the birth-rate, so that fewer occasions will be found for taxa­
tion ; and the whole scheme of welfare movements detailed above will 
collapse for want of funds. This argument however does not look 
to the other side of the shield. For if fewer births are recorded, the 
responsibility of the state will be correspondingly lightened. The 
reduction of the state's income is preceded by a reduction in the 
number of children to be tended. If the fall in the birth-rate is 
not undesirably sharp, it is rather a proof that the tax has so far been 
successful in carrying out its purpose of restraining the tropical 
fertility of marriages. 

There may be other arguments against a birth-tax and they 
may be more convincing than those we have considered above. An 
honest desire for truth should prompt us rather to challenge and 
invite those unknown oppositions than to avoid them. For the 
problem presented is believed to be one of great practical impor­
tance, and not a mere academical puzzle for showing off one's power 



Birth Taxation : A Measure for Social Uplift. 29 

in defeating others with sophistries. Besides, the question is an 
economic one and it is a point which people can be made to under­
stand only with the greatest difficulty. I have therefore assailed the 
present wretchedness of our children from all obvious quarters and 
tried to prove the necessity of a birth-tax by inventing oppositions 
and refuting them. 

As a consequence I have found it impossible to avoid coming to 
the conclusion that the birth-tax is a general remedy as overpopulation 
is a general problem. But considering the problem I have thought 
particularly of my own people, and it is to them particularly that 
I venture to propose this remedy. We have complained that the reform­
ed councils have not given us enough space for free movement. But 
here is a new and wide world ready to be taken over by our ministers 
of health and education, if they are really anxious for the freedom 
and the good of their country. I t may be argued that the schemes 
for child welfare are admirable but they may be financed by retrench­
ment in other directions. Perhaps they may be, but by such a 
procedure we shall make the task stupendous for the government. 
Retrenchment may be desirable for its own sake but it shall not in­
volve any discouragement to indiscriminate parenthood. It shall not 
challenge the people to think, it shall ask them to reform their ideas 
about the duties of a father One impetus given to an intellectual 
understanding of things, and a scientific handling of affairs shall 
be lost. It may also be urged that such progressive, and as they 
appear to the people subtle and far-fetched ideals of eugenics 
cannot be advanced mechanically through taxation, that they have 
alreadjr spread in Pur upper classes so that we need not be in haste 
to advocate an arrogant and centralised control by the state. But 
it is certainly not enough that only the upper classes should know. 
The evils of overpopulation are almost nil among them. No 
considerable improvement can be expected if the masses are not 
awakened to a livelier sense of the consequences and responsibilities 
of parenthood. 

But this superior knowledge, if left to advance at its snail's pace 
can reach the multitude only after a long lapse of time. Shall the 
mass of the people continue to suffer till that time to avoid wounding 
the delicate sensibility of some overfine people who will shrink 
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from forceful methods though they recognise the end as desirable. 
These delicate persons have declared a holiday from economics 

-and method. Anything which is decided, tangible and practical is 
rejected by them as materialistic and inaesthetic. But it is through 
these materialistic ways that we can easily and promptty approach 
the masses. The methods of economics, the birth-tax, will have 
instantaneous and tremendous effect on them. And considering 
the advanced stage of our social disease, nothing short of these 
active steps can ensure a recovery within a reasonably short period. 
The opposing party may at this point produce their trump card and 
urge that the people are already over-taxed and impoverished. But 
fortunately poverty is an argument not against the birth-tax but 
rather in favour of it. For it is the poor who are given to the most 
indiscriminate procreation, and it is among the poor that over­
population assumes most serious aspect. A high birth-rate means 
misery, and misery in turn increases birth-rate. It is this vicious 
circle which presents the greatest difficulties in the way of the social 
reformer and if there is any class where the restriction of birth is 
more urgently needed than anywhere else it is certainly the subs­
tratum of the poor and the destitute. If the poor desire to escape 
poverty they must cease to multiply at a break neck pace. A birth-
duty should be launched to act as a lever for raising their standard 
of living. 

Thus however hard we may try to avoid and ridicule the idea 
of a birth-tax, we are repeatedly forced back to it by every fresh, 
honest and sensible line of thought. From the points of view 
equally of morality, economics and public finance, the arguments 
in favour of a birth-tax seem to wield an irresistible logic. 

T H E RECENT GREECO-ITALIAN CRISIS. 

SANTOSH CHANDRA CHATTERJEA—^.^ZV^ Year Arts Class. 

ONE morning the world was shocked to read the flashing headlines 
of Renter—"Warclouds gather over Greece". Next day, the 

more appalling news that Italy had bombarded Corfu, a Greek 
possession, roused widespread horror and surprise, 
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The war-weary nations were rudely disturbed out of their 
apathy. The last Great war had pauperised the world : another such 
ivar would annihilate it completely. 

What had happened was this. An international commission was 
sitting in Greece to settle the boundary question between Greece 
and Albania. The Italian delegation to the commission consisted of 
General Tellini and his colleagues. It happened that they were motor­
ing in Janina, a town near the Albanian frontier, when they were 
fired upon by a number of bandits in ambush, and were killed. Italy 
was horrified at this re-enactment of the Sarajevo murders. A wave 
of wrath and indignation swept over Italy, and Signor Mussolini, her 
premier declared that the culprits must not escape with impunity. 
But the assassins had done their work so skilfully that no clue 
whatsoever could be found as to their whereabouts. But Mussolini 
suspected Greece of complicity in this affair, and a suspicion in 
the case of a strong mind as Mussolini's was as firm as conviction. 
Greece, he decided, must pay the penalty. 

An ultimatum, worded in the strongest possible terms, was 
immediately despatched to Greece, The situation created was 
strikingly analogous to the prewar events of 1914, when Austria had 
thundered forth her terms to Servia. Greece replied in a firm but 
conciliatory tone. "We are no less horrified at these cold-blooded 
murders, and we shall spare no pains to make a thorough search 
to hunt the criminals out and bring them to law. We are also 
prepared to show every possible respect for the deceased members of 
the delegation. But there are several demands in your ultimatum, 
for example the occupation of Corfu, to which we cannot accede. 
Greece cannot allow the principle of sovereignty of states to be 
infringed in her case. We are, however, quite ready to refer this 
matter to an international tribunal and agree to abide by its decision." 

Such a soft reply did not suit Mussolini. Italy must not be 
weak and vacillating now, she must vindicate her position as the 
greatest power in the Balkans. Mussolini resolved to take drastic 
steps and commanded the Italian admiralty to bombard Corfu, He 
was obeyed : Corfu, the Greek island, occupying a strategic position, 
was forced to surrender. 

What was, the League of Nations doing now? Wherewere Sir 
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Robert Cecil and Viscount Ishii, the much-vaunted champions of 
peace ? It is to be remembered that both Italy and Greece are 
members of the League and the most important clause in the 
Covenant of the League provides that none of its members should 
engage in war with each other before the matter of dispute has been 
referred to the Council of the League. In case any member violates 
this injunction, the penalty is to be very severe. "Should any 
members of the League resort to war in disregard of its covenants 
under Arts 12, 13 and 15, it shall ipso facto be deemed to have 
committed an act of war against all other members of the League, 
which hereby undertake immediately to subject it to the severance 
of all trade and financial relations ." (Article 16). 

V\ as this all empty nonsense, or did the Leaguers mean business 
when they had put down the clause ? The covenant put in their 
hands a very potent weapon, namely international commercial 
boycott, if it could be carried out actually. But the League hesi­
tated and preferred to open negotiations with Mussolini. The result 
was that Mussolini's hands were strengtjiened and the League 
undermined its own prestige. 

The League sent a note to Mussolini demanding why Italy 
did not observe the rules of the Covenant thus almost precipitating 
a Balkan War. "Mind your own business", came the hot ringing 
reply of Mussolini, "I want none of your meddling into what is 
purely a private affair. We and Greece shall settle it between our­
selves. If you persist in poking your nose, we shall cut off all 
connexion with the League." 

This is the typical attitude of an international bully. It smacked 
curiously of the dictatorship of Napolean in Europe when he was 
at the height of his power. It is strange, but none the less true, 
that, in all disputes, he who shouts the loudest, has everything to 
his advantage. Thus the defiant mien of Mussolini cowed down 
the League of Nations into a ridiculously tame attitude. If the 
Leaguers were worth their salt, if Britain and France were as ardent 
devotees of the League as Aey outwardly professed, could such 
a monstrous thing have happened ? This insult would have been 
flung back in the face of Mussolini and his challenge accepted. The 
punishment for such a recalcitrant nation is commercial and poll-
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tical boycott, and if those big powers had the grit and stamina to 
carry out the threat of international ostracism, it would have been 
interesting to see the dictator change his tune. But the French 
Press secretly rejoiced, and only a few papers of the British Press 
voiced forth their indignation against the conduct of Italy. The 
moral prestige of the League has been shattered and it would take 
a long time before the League can aspire to be the same pre-eminent 
force for peace and stability in European Politics. 

Having scored this remarkable diplomatic victory, Mussolini 
was too astute a statesman- to spoil it by an unrelenting policy. 
An adroit strategist, he understood that even patience has its limits. 
He had created the necessary impression ; he now came down 
from the heights to offer something like an explanation. "In 
occupying Corfu", said he, "Italy meant no aggression; she only 
wanted a guarantee to obtain adequate reparations from Greece". 
If bombardment of a foreign territory does not imply aggression, 
I wonder what it means. It is a pure and simple jugglery of words. 
He may triumph for the time being, but the murder of the innocent 
orphan children of Corfu will blacken the name of the Fascist leader 
for ever. 

However, the League swallowed this explanation with the best 
grace it could muster. The worst has been averted, war, at least 
temporarily ; and the League suggested that a conference of allied 
ambassadors would be summoned for the purpose of settling the 
dispute. Mussolini fell in with the suggestion and the Italian 
ambassador drafted the note to Greece. The allied ambassadors, 
anxious to avoid any hitch, have endorsed it practically as it stood 
except that the monetary penalty to be inflicted upon Greece has 
been left to the arbitrement of the Hague Tribunal. No ambassador 
had the audacity to raise the question of the legality of the Italian 
occupation of Corfu ; in fact, Italy retains it as a pledge that her 
opponent will adhere to the terms of a hard bargain. As might be 
expected, Greece has accepted the conditions of the note in toto. 

Thus under the threat of a war, ffie Fascist leader has stren­
gthened his already commanding position in the Balkan : he has 
given us one more proof of his daring strategy. 

What do all these recent events teach us ? They show what 

S 
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a rickety structure Europe is : the mighty edifice built on apparent 
professions of goodwill and amity is apt to tumble down at the 
slightest shock. They have shown how a strong determined power 
can at any moment force things to a crisis and precipitate a war. 
The Kaiser demonstrated it in 1914 ; Mussolini could prove it now, 
had he only wished. 

When the last great War crushed German militarism, 
peaceloving men all over the world thought that an era of peace 
would begin. But passing years bring bitter disillusionment : over 
the grave of the German militarism, oth'er spectres, grim, gaunt and 
severe, have arisen—French terrorism, British imperialism, Italian 
Fascism. These sit on the breast of Europe like a hideous night­
mare, slowly but surely throttling the life out of it. 

"The brotherhood of mankind," said Wilson, "must no longer 
be a fair but empty phrase". These passionate words are still far 
from being translated into the actualities of life. The League of 
Nations was founded for the realisation of that idea. But after four 
years of seeming activity and widespread propaganda, it is suddenly 
revealed to us that the League stands exactly where it stood before. 
Nations, at least the big ones, still take war lightly ; and what 
Tagore saw with his clairovoyant vision in 1900 still remains true, 
"The naked passion of self-love of Nations, in its drunken delirium 
of greed, is dancing to the clash of steel and the howling verses of 
vengeance." 

T H E LAST STRUGGLE. 

DEBIDAS BANDYOPADHAYA, Fourth Year Arts. 

At last the day of the final struggle had come. For centuries, 
Satan and his people had been idly busy with little things. Little 
had to be done save tempting two or three couples here and there. 
His eventful career had closed with the unfortunate Adam-affair. 
And sheer boredam would have killed him since, had it not been for 
a few old-fashioned believers in a 'goody goody' God and world. 
This too had been proving tiresome, for Satan was after all as old 
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as the old, old man and he wanted something more real to be left 
for the Satan to be. 

He had long been waiting for this day of days. The Scriptures 
told him that it would come, and that morning Satan had been 
morally convinced that it had. For the census-officer of the worlds 
had confidentially told him that there were now only thirteen angels 
under God. 'Unlucky thirteen and all infirm,' Satan had chuckled 
and sent for his surviving followers. 

The war-council was held and the ultimatum was given. In 
fact everything passed off quite smoothly. You can't expect bald-
headed, toothless people wasting words, as they did in Milton's 
time. They had grown in wisdom ! 

Armoury-affairs gave a little trouble. Everything there had 
grown rusty. Old quaint broad-swords, sixth century brass breast­
plates, 'Ivanhoe' head-gears—all had been lying in a dusty heap for 
ages. But the proverbial demoniac energy had still something of it 
left and Belzebub had not forgotten what Vulcan's daughter had 
taught him in the old mythological days. So everything was 
all right. 

At last ready and fully equipped, Satan marched out. The 
fight was to take place in the 'deep-domed empyrean'. Michael 
had come down earlier with his grey-bearded, white-robed host. 

The battle cry was raised. It was a hoarse, piteous, long-
drawn wail,—some a- a- a and the mighty onset began. 

* * * 

Little Ivy ran all excited to her mother. 
'•Mummy, mummy, I've seen the angels and Satan in our 

grotto.' The mother was listening to a song some thousand miles 
off. "Seen whom ?" 

"Angels—such old, wrinkled, little dears ! And they were 
fighting with little imps—all black. It was so funny. And I pulled 
their tails and beards and the one with the longest beard told me he 
was Michael fighting with Satan—" 

"What nonsense you are talking" "But they told me so"— 
pouted the girl. 

"Tut,*tut, it was a BAD DREAM",—and she took up the 
receiver of the radiophone. 



SOMETHING FROM NOTHING. 

SATYENDRA N A T H K\Y,—Fifth Year Physics. 

TH E title gives us one of those battle-cries that strike a responsive 
note in every heart. In the matter of universal appeal it has 

'Espera.nto beaten hollow. The pedlar with his "new lamps {or old" 
made the maidservant run after him ; had he cried "new lamps for 
nothing" probably the castle of Aladdin itself with the princess 
would have walked after him. 

The world however is growing sadder and wiser. People are 
learning that it is only gentlemen known in America as 'suckers' who 
are taken in by such cries. A certain gentleman offered a ten-rupee 
note free to passers-by in College Street one day but he had on\y a 
crowd of onlookers trying to find out where the 'catch* of the offer 
lay. I t was however a plain and above-board offer which incidentally 
won him a bet. Verily as the Scriptures say "Except ye turn and be 
as little children etc. etc." 

We shall now trace the attempts to get something out of nothing 
in various departments of our life. 

(i) Mechanics: Examinees at various times make heroic 
attempts to master laws of energy which after various if's go on to 
say that you can't get something for nothing. A deduction from this 
is that if you go along the surface of the earth, no work is done. 
Tourists who go round the world do not do much work thanks to 
Cooks'; but they spend a lot of money. However as the intrinsic 
work equation i Rupee = « foot pounds is not known, the laws carry 
the day. Then again, these laws have placed a ban on Perpetual 
motion. But inventors are rarely put off by such petty obstacles ; 
scores of patents are yearly applied for for such delicate machinery 
as a motor driving a pump, the pump driving a turbine which 
again drives a dynamo keeping the indefatigable motor working. 
Scientists however, keep on shaking their heads for such a machine 
is against all laws of their Mechanics and Thermodynamics. "But 
why ?" we ask in despair. It is only Trade Unions who have a right 
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to protest against "work for nothing" and ''working for ever." 
When a boy, the writer had visions of a great project (patent not 
applied for). A motor was to be coupled to a dynamo which would 
generate the current for the motor ; anything you wanted to drive 
could be driven off the shaft. But a wise friend shattered all this 
with a "But this is Perpetual Motion !!" The "Sweets to the 
sweet, Farewell" touch was given by a Useful Tables which said— 
i. h. p. equals 746 watts. That "equals" did it 

(2) In everyday life : To the best of my knowledge the laws of 
work etc. were only once defied in actual life. Patrick was engaged 
by the hour to carry some packages from the warehouse down to the 
wharf. A friend noticed him bringing a package up from the wharf 
He enquired the reason. "Hush," said Pat "I am doing in my 
employer. It is the same package I am carrying up and down." 

Coming down to more literal attempts to get something for 
nothing we can meet with many masterpieces everyday. But the 
masters generally find themselves enjoying His Majesty's hospitality 
for nothing. The fact that this lavish treatment is resented is not 
very wonderful; if you offer a man a paltry thing like a little trouble 
gratis and post free, the chances are that he will grumble orally if 
not physically, at all this trouble for nothing." 

A few years back a genius broadcasted a brilliant project for 
getting large sums of money for nothing or next to nothing. The 
scene of his project was to have been one of those dreary wastes 
(in Canada I believe) where if you want to take 500 acres, the 
government offers j'ou an additional 1000 acres as bonus. This 
gentleman wanted to take a few thousand acres and divide the 
estate into two portions. On one he would start a cat plantation 
and the other was to be inhabited by rats. The initial cost as 
every one can see is practically nil. The promoter then went off 
into statistics of the fecundity and mortality of cats and rats. The 
nett result went to show that in any given time sufificient rats 
could be spared to feed the cats and sufficient cats could be 
killed to feed the remaining rats without interfering with 
the numerical strength of these colonies. "So" he summed up 
"the cats eat the rats and the rats eat the cats and we get the cats' 
furs for nothing." The facts and figures were flawless but still 
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we have heard no further of the scheme. Here seems a golden 
opportunity for the Unemployed Bengali graduate. We can only 
hope that the scheme will not be forestalled by a greedy company 
promoter working with bigger animals to get larger profits. 

(3) There now remains one department in which the task of 
getting something out of nothing is dead easy. It is the domain 
of speakers and writers. They do it almost all the time. One day 
I heard a heated debate on "Is Man Good ?" The speeches were of 
thaf wellknown type which cheers in 15 minute doses but larger 
doses like other poisons make you either run away or go to sleep. 
I preferred the first alternative. Had I been the judge of that 
debate, the decision would have been—•"Is man good ?—not here." 

To show how speakers succeed in getting a lot out of nothing 
1 shall give only a fragment of a speech on any subject—say "Little 
Jack Horner." It would run thus : 

Ladies and Gentlemen : I am here to speak on a nursery 
rhyme familiar to you all. It may be familiar but it is not trivial. 
A closer review will reveal that we are indeed on the threshold 
of a striking sermon in a stone. For decades the children of our 
land, the props of our nation have had the choicest bits of 
knowledge instilled into them in the very acceptable form of a sweet 
rhyme. But for this, I put it to you, how many could tell me 
offhand where we get our plums and raisins from ? How many 
indeed could even tell me what mincepies are made of ? 

"Little Jack Horner sat in a corner eating a little mincepie." 
Here, mark well, Ladies and Gentlemen, we have none of the 
restlessness and hastiness that characterises the modern youth at 
the table. The Horner family was apparently a very well-regulated 
family. There is no mention here of unwholesome pastries prepared 
by indolent chefs with high sounding foreign names. Jack was 
content, in the peaceful seclusion of his home to eat a wholesome pie 
made by his loving mother. "Oh home f it is a sacred place, or 
was in olden days" as the poet says. It is only a return to this 
beautiful simplicity of the olden days as idealised in these elevating 
verses that can put off the ruin towards which we are rushing 
head-long in our mad career:—And thus the speaker goes on 
ad libitum. 
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As an example of how writers do it these few paragraphs will 
serve as a modest example. 

In concluding we must not forget the obituary writer. When 
the rich but miserly uncle of the editor dies this gentleman (the 
obituarist, not the uncle) puts up a heroic effort the finishing touch 
to which is something like this : 

"The late lamented knight was also renowned for his charity. 
So varied and extensive were the ramifications of his generosity 
that the number and magnitude of his benefactions are equally 
unknown. Of him it can truly be said, that not only his left hand 
but also the recipients themselves did not know what his right 
hand gave." 

THE UNKNOWN GOD 

Mystery of Mysteries, what art Thou, 
That, from the dawn of the Primeval Past, 
Benign but unbeknown and hid, dost cast 
On Nature thy myriad rays, dost e'er endow 
Her with creation, Life, and clothe man's brow 
With a Spirit, Light and Power, resistless, vast 
As Eternity, sublime, strong to outlast 
Death, variegated as thy endless Now ! 
What halo'd from is thine. O Source and End, 
Revealer unrevealed ! Or is there none 
Which lesser things created comprehend ! 
Must man, with pious awe, but name the One, 

Omnipotent, Creator, Being, and spend 
His pra}'er on Water, Fire, Moon, Stars and Sun ! 

P. E. D 

SCIENCE ® POLITICS. 

DEBABRATA CHAKRAVERTI, Fourth Year Science Class. 

WH E N Europe just emerged out of the bewildering chaos of the 
last great war, the world heaved a sigh of relief, for it believed 
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that the curse that had overwhelmed mankind had passed over and 
it stood on the open road to progress and prosperity. But before 
the people could scarcely recover from the stun of the great crisis, 
scepticism often peeped into their minds and they began to fear if 
their optimism had not gone too far. For though the world stood 
on the threshold of a new era, yet many still were the barriers and 
hindrances that lay across its way and it had to strain its every nerve 
before it could move forward and make any perceptible progress. 
The problems of Peace were found to be no less difficult than the 
problems of the war. 

What is the train of events that have taken place in the 
world, and what are the courses that the nations are adopting, are 
the questions that await the pursuit of a historian. But one of the 
main questions that have beset all the nations ever since the war, 
is to discover the exact relation that exists between Science and 
Politics. 

At the first reading it may appear to be quite paradoxical to be 
told that Science is really closely related to Politics. These two wings 
of knowledge have all along been supposed to be so wide apart that 
any attempt to point out any relation between the two is sure to elicit 
nothing but laughter and ridicule. Indeed, there was a time when 
a scientist, quietly sitting in his laboratory in the midst of its flasks 
and retorts, never troubled himself about anything except his own 
experiment and scientific investigations, while a politician, busy with 
his House and platform, paid little heed to his scientist friend. IJut 
things have changed now, and people now looks upon them in a 
different light. 

When Science began to march forward in rapid strides and work 
wonders on the face of the earth, people at first paid little heed to it. 
They looked with awe on a wonderful discovery ; they appreciated 
the ingenuity of an inventive mind, they clapped their hands at any 
forward step of the human intellect. But at the outset they could 
scarcely imagine that they were having in their hands an invaluable 
treasure—a formidable weapon at the same time—that was to work 
out the salvation of humanity in some future day. 

Perhaps never before in the history of the world has the power 
of Science been brought so prominently to the view of the world as 
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in the last war. When Europe shook under the weight of the 
howitzers, when the air was filled with the buzz of the engines of the 
aeroplanes and air-ships, and the submarines roamed about under the 
depth of the vast oceans, people began to closely realise that they 
had reached a stage when all power rested on nothing else but 
Science and that Science alone was a measure of the strength of 
nations. 

And it was then that people looked to Science for help. Politi­
cians now remembered of the scientists and ilocked to them to beg 
their help. The scientists were also ready with their services, for 
they owed a moral obligation to the nation and the countrymen could 
rightly claim the services of their brains and intellect. 

Now the war is over but the bond that it has tied between 
Science and Politics remains intact. For each of them has come to 
realise that the alliance is for the good of all. Politics has come to 
respect Science, for it has experienced full well that it can scarcely 
stand without its assistance and Science has quite ungrudgingly 
offered its services for the nation, for the true ideal of Science can 
be perfectly realised only when it can serve humanity. 

Many people often impute to Science the serious fault of being 
the inventor of the best methods of destruction. Surely from the 
study of the gradual development of methods of warfare, and parti­
cularly the annals of the last war, one cannot successfully refute the 
charge. But the mere fact that Science has degenerated into a 
designer of the best man-killing machines, does not throw the respon­
sibility on its shoulders. The politicians, the nations, the entire 
humanity is to blame for that. It may clearly bring to light the 
base mentality, the savage spirits of mankind, but it keeps the fair 
name of Science untarnished. Science can give power only, the way 
in which it is used depends upon the people, upon those who wield it. 

But if we leave this question of warfare aside, the instances 
of its beneficent workings are sufficiently numerous to evoke our 
respect and admiration for this noble branch of knowledge. In fact 
there is no discovery in Science that has not come for the good of 
mankind,„and on the other hand there is scarcely any want of the 
people that has not been closely examined and in most cases removed 
by the new inventions of Science. 

6 



42 Science and Politics. 

No discussion on the subject can be said to be complete 
without a brief historical sketch of the gradual growth of harmo-
nious co-operation between these twin factors of Science and politics 
in different states of the world. But the subject is vast and beyond 
the scope and ability of the present writer. So nothing more than 
a running review is to be attempted here. 

In any discussion on the political applications of Science, the 
first country that draws our attention is Germany. The vast scientific 
progress of the German people is a matter for history. Their indus­
tries, that had faced the competition of other nations under most 
unfavourable circumstances, and invariably won the field in the world 
market, were the outcome of the most advanced modern Science. 
The wonders of phj'sical and chemical sciences, that had surprised 
other nations to a sense of their comparative backwardness during 
the last war, were the result of silent research and hard labour for 
years and decades. But the main cause of the greatness of Germany in 
the scientific world lay in the fact that Germany had learnt the truth 
long ago that there cannot be any real progress without a close and 
harmonious alliance of science and politics. The state lavishly 
patronised all scientific investigations, the whole nation encouraged 
them and the scientist in his turn placed all the result of years of 
experiment and research at the diposal of the nation. 

America, England, France and other powerful nations of the 
world have now realised this fact so thoroughly well that all of them 
have already started numerous Research Stations, National Institutes 
of sciences and many other laboratories for scientific investigations 
all over the land. Many of them are maintained by the States 
while the others receive subsides from the Government and public 
bodies. Truly some of them carry on research for the better 
equipment of the army but most of them work for the development 
of the industries, the betterment of the human life, the elimination 
of terrible diseases from the face of the earth and for such other 
solutions of the problems of peace. 

When we come to consider the case of India, we are hopelessly 
disappointed. The scientific progress of the country is surprisingly 
slow, the scientific researches and their applications to the fields 
of industries, agriculture and other branches of life, are very few in 
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number and the field is very limited in scope. So India is lagging 
behind while the world is progressing on; she is in the fairy 
land of dream and romanticism, while the world is fighting on its 
way upward. And it is why the industries of the country cannot 
eke out an existence in the face of the foreign competition and her 
agriculture cannot supply the poor peasants with their daily bread 
And it is why Malaria and other diseases can have an unobstructed 
sway over the poor villagers year after year, and famines can count 
their victims in thousands and millions. 

Whenever we speak of the backwardness of our country, the 
political degeneration of the land is invariably held forth as the 
cause of our miserable position. I do not intend to discuss the 
question here. That our backwardness is partly due to our political 
slavery is beyond doubt. But one very pertinent question may be 
put in here—we are lagging behind in world progress because we are 
not politically free or we are not politically free because we are 
lagging behind in world progress,—in scientific, industrial and general 
intellectual advancement ? Which one is the cause and which one 
is the effect ? This is the question that I am not in a position to 
answer, and so leave it untouched. 

In India there are a number of people who seem to be under 
the impression that the political regeneration is the only problem 
that faces the nation. When they are asked of the scientific and 
industrial problem of the land, and how India should fare in inter­
national politics when she is free, they, with Micawberian philosophy 
nod their heads and ask us to wait for these things as something 
must " turn up" . But how something is going to "turn u p " if 
nobody turns it up, is a question that naturally arises in our minds. 

In any way, we should not be surprised at this mentality of the 
people. It is the old way of absolutely separating politics from 
science. And they have to learn it still that if the political cause is 
to be advanced we require as much energy and labour for the scienti­
fic and industrial development of the country as for the political 
uplift. Political uplift without the corresponding scientific develop­
ment is olike a lame man without his crutch; it has no legs to stand 

upon. 
A misunderstanding with regard to scientific investigators is 



44 Science and Politics. 

often latent in the hearts of the people of the country. They seem 
to consider scientists as men of the most selfish stuff who care for 
none except themselves and who are perfectly callous to all the woes 
and miseries of the land they live in. The notion is quite natural 
and we cannot find fault with the people for it. But if they would 
care to scrutinise the matter more closely they can not but come to 
the conclusion that though the investigators live far apart from the 
din and bustle of political movements, they are serving the country 
no less than those who are nobly sacrificing their all for the political 
progress of the nation. Politicians may lift up a nation, but it is the 
duty of the scientists to see that it does not slide down. Scientists, 
in a way, supplement the work of the politicians :—the latter work 
for the present needs of the nation, while the former look to its 
future wants. 

So it is obvious that the bond between science and politics is 
securely fastened in every case. Some times there may be a gulf 
between the two, but even this estrangement is but the prelude to 
the formation of a closer relationship at a no distant point. It is for 
the self-interest of both that they must go together, and they cannot 
part. 

But the close relationship between science and politics often 
causes our hearts to shudder in fear and pain. How can humanity 
gain at all if science progresses at such rapid strides and the course 
of international politics does not take a different turn ? How should 
mankind fare before a hungry lion or an angry bear ? 

But we have nothing to despair of, for science itself is working 
for its solution. The modern advancement of science convinces 
us beyond all doubt that it is very soon going to gain such power 
that it will be in a position to annihilate a nation in a day, or even 
in an hour—through her agencies of destruction. And in fact when 
that happens it will be a blessed day for mankind. Every nation 
will be in possession of such tremendous power at its command 
that the trumpet of v/ar will be looked upon at the death-knell 
of all the nations concerned. The power to destroy will save 
humanity from destruction, and it will be the surest safeguard against 
the horrors of war. When science attains that perfection it will 
do incalculable good to mankind. The terror aTid horror of science 
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will remain but fights and wars will be things of the pa.'̂ t, and peace 
arising out of mutual fear and respect, if not out of mi'tual love and 
good-will will reign all over. And where treaties, conventions and 
leagues have failed, science will triumph. 

T H E A N C I E N T L I B R A R I E S O F INDIA. 

GoKULNATH DHAR, Librarian. 

IN the modern sense of the word, a Library is a collection of printed 
books or written scrolls kept for use. The term is not applicable, 

therefore, to printed or written sheets collected together for sale or 
awaiting despatch to the paper mill. "Typically, of course," 
observes the librarian of an American University, "the modern 
library does include many books, a whole separate building and 
a librarian, but even if the books are few, place only a room, a 
chest, a book-case, or a single shelf, and even if it is only the owner 
who is at the same time the keeper, it is still recognised to be a 
library if the books are kept for use and not for sale." 

Libraries, in some form, are said to have existed even in pre­
historic days ; the oldest of all alleged libraries being "the libraries 
of the gods." Brahma, the Creator God, appears thus to have been 
regarded by Hindu mythologists (in one sense) as an "incarnate 
library",—which contained or was the Vedas I 

Mythical libraries apart, one is struck to find "libraries" 
mentioned incidentally in the Upanishads. Says Mantra 13 of the 
Tejobindoopanishat: 

So it appears that in the age of the Upanishads—which falls 
within the Epic Period of Indian History (roughh-, B. C. 1400-
1000)—there u ere people given to book-collecting or forming libra­
ries,—some at least led on by the pleasing delusion that they would 
attain to sajvation by hoarding up religious treatises ! 

In the seventh chapter of the Chhandogya Upanishad (Mantras 
I, 2) NSrada speaks of the ItihSsa-PurSnas as one of the subjects he 
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had studied. This passage and analogous ones in the literature of 
the Epic Period would seem to point to the existence of regular 
historical treatises, Savants have taxed the resources of their in­
tellect in serious endeavours after the exploration of such supposed 
treatises ; and iiave ultimately come to the disappointing conciasion 
that "if such annals existed, beyond what we find in the Brahmans 
themselvs, they have long since been lost. Probably such annals 
were preserved in the traditions of the people" and formed what can 
be supposed as the earliest kind of human library, viz.—i"the 
memory library". The Vedas themselves in mortal hands were 
indeed a viemory library. "Most persons," remarks Professor Max 
Muller in his History of Ancient Sanskrit Literature^ 'acquainted 
with the history of popular poetry among the principal nations of 
antiquity would be ready to admit that the original composition and 
preservation of truly national poetry were everywhere due to the 
unaided efforts of memory". The Vedic books, as well as the major 
part of the literature of the Epic Period were "gathered and handled 
down by a rigorous organised system of memorizing". 

Regular libraries, and in the modern sense, cannot therefore be 
conceived as having come into existence before the invention of the 
art of writing, the earliest use of which is supposed to have been the 
recording of important religious events and political transactions. 
"These records would naturally be preserved in sacred places, and 
accordingly the earliest libraries of the world (properly so called) 
were probably temples, and the earliest librarians priests." 

It is impossible to ascertain when writing first came into 
vogue in India. Heeren affirms that "it is...perfectly certain that it 
must have been employed from very remote antiquity." That there 
have been several forms of writing in use in this vast Peninsula for 
many centuries past, has never been questioned ; and materials of 
writing have always been abunda itly to hand. "The leaves and 
bark of trees furnish a natural paper of which the Hindus made use 
from very early times. The leaves of the palm-tree ...were always 
in great request for this purpose ..To be duly prepared, they have to 
be dried, boiled, again dried, smoothed with stones or shells, and then 
cut to an oblong shape." Palm-leaf manuscripts have been discovered 
in all parts of India. 
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Paper is said to have been invented by the Chinese about the 
second century of the Christian era : according to Dr. Barnett, 
"it does not seem to have been largely used in India until the 
Mughal Period." Father Paulino, however, attempts to prove in his 
Samscrdamicoe Linguae Instituto, and, it appears, with some success, 
that the use of cotton paper in India extends beyond the commen(e-
ment of our era. Writing must have been known before even the 
introduction of paper ; and besides the easily accessible palm-leaves 
already spoken of, "stone, both in the natural state and dressed, 
naturally recommended itself to those who sought to inscribe a lasting 
record, and a vast number of such documents have been preservrd. 
They include such disparate subjects as the records of Asoko's 
pious administration, the publication of grants of land, love-sick 
scribbles on the walls of a cave theatre a propos of a pretty nautch-
girl, and long poems and dramas by Kings and Courtpoets". All 
such written records, whether on palm-leaf, copperplate, plates of 
gold and silver, natural or dressed stones, or on paper, collected 
together in one place went to form the early libraries cf India. 

Such libraries would naturally divide themselves into two 
classes,—the secular libraries of kings and nobles, and the religious 
ones of temples and monasteries; and these were the places which 
sheltered and nurtured the Sanskrit literature of hoary antiquity. 
It has been estimated that some ten thousand Sanskrit works 
exist in the manuscripts now availabJe, In the civilised society of 
to-day when printing presses are to be met with in every nook and 
corner of a large city and when book-production is fast growing, 
this number might not appear so large. We should however, pause 
to reflect how much industry, devotion and love of learning/(?r//j 
own sake were needed in the dark ages to build up even a small 
library ! "Each single copy was the result of the patient, devoted 
labours of a skilled writer, a monk, perhaps, if it was a monastery, 
or a State caligraphist, if it was a royal court, working at it through 
days and months, and sometimes lavishing on it all the hereditary 
skill of his profession to make it a perfect work of art." Nor could 
the work once done be expected to last for ever; manuscripts 
would be crumbling away and might be altogether destroyed under 
outward climatic influences ; their possessors must keep their eyes 
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wide open to detect any destructive influence that might have set in, 
and the copy affected should be re-copied without loss of time : and 
this had to be done very frequently. "As a rule" therefore, observes 
the German Indologist Dr. Albreclit Weber, "the more ancient 
Indian manuscripts are only from three to four hundred years old ; 
hardly any will be found to date more than five hundred years back". 
In striking contrast to the good old days it would seem an easy 
matter to start a library in our own times when the question is only 
of a room, a few shelves, and a few thousand rupees to buy from the 
shops in one lump a large number of vokimes ; whereas each indivi­
dual copy in the ancient manuscripts-libraries was the product of 
infinite labour and has had a life-history all its own. 

It is no easy task at this distant date to form a correct estimate 
of the number of libraries in old Hiudustan and ascertain the locali­
ties where they were situated. One has to be guided chiefly by the 
Reports submitted to Government by learned Sanskritists on the 
searches made for Sanskrit manuscripts, and occasionally by those 
of the Archaeological Department. State libraries, it was brought 
to the notice of the Government, of some of the independent and 
Protected Chiefs possessed many old manuscripts of Sanskrit works. 
About the middle of the third quarter of the last century, therefore, 
Government issued commissions for the search of Sanskrit Manus­
cripts. The results attained were highly satisfactorv. The palaces 
of Hindu Rajahs revealed several large and important collections. 
"The most extensive collection", according to Dr. Rajendralal Mitra, 
"is perhaps the Sarasvati Bhrmdaram of His Highness the .Maharaja 
of Tanjore. It is said to comprise upwards of fourteen thousand 
manuscripts, the whole of which has been examined and catalogued 
by the learned Dr. A. C. Burnell of Madras". The Durbar Library 
of Nepal, however, yields to none in the antiquit}' of its contents,— 
some of its palm-leaf manuscripts being written in later Gupta 
character. It houses about five thousand manuscripts which, says 
Dr. Cecil Bendall, "contain the Royal coHection of Nepal from the 
remotest antiquity, every successive king trying to add to the 
number". 

Of the other royal libraries sheltering ancient lore, the State 
libraries of Kashmir and Mysore and those of several Rajput princes 
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deserve special notice, From treasures they have revealed it would 
not be far wrong to assume that their nuclei must have been formed 
in very early days. Of the State collections of manuscripts to be 
found in Jaipur, Professor Shridhar R. Bhandarkar asserts that the 
rarest books were liberally collected by the owners of the gadi "from 
the time of Raja Man Sinh." In the course of a search for Manus­
cripts in Rajputana and Central India, the same Professor came upon 
sixteen private collections at Bikaner besides the fine State library 
of Sanskrit and Persian books maintained in the fort. At Udaipur 
eleven collections were discovered including the State,—the last-
named being by far the biggest library, and ''well preserved and in 
good order." The princes and chiefs who ruled in Darbhanga 
Muzaffarpur and Bettiah were "staunch Hindus and patrons of learn­
ing, and under their auspices many pandits flourished and carried 
on their favourite studies with great success." Gautama, the father of 
Nyaya philosophy, indulged in his learned dissertations not far away 
from the modern city of Chapra. Tirhut, in North Bengal, witnessed 
the same operations later on, under the leadership of the great 
logician Gangesa Upadhyaya and his pupils; until the scene was 
shifted to Nayadwipa about the fourteenth century of the Christian 
era. Pupils flocked to the Asramas ( hermitages ) of such renowned 
Gurtis ( preceptors ) from the four points of the compass : and al­
though the teaching had to be done chiefly by word of mouth, impor­
tant treatises on the main theme were written down and stored in 
the Asrama, while precocious youths jotted down the preceptor's 
exposition of difficult texts and veteran chelks ( pupils ) busied them­
selves with elucidating important passages in bh%shyas or commen­
taries. And all this is equally true of the other systems of Hindu 
philosophy, and indeed, of all branches of learning. It is conceiv­
able how small libraries in each department were thus in the course 
of forming in the days long gone by. In fact, these Asramas were 
the oldest Hindu Universities. 

The libraries attached to the Hindu temples, and Buddhist and 

Jaina monasteries were exclusively religious in character ; those of 

the maths ( monasteries ) of the different orders of sannyksis (ascetics) 

representing different types of culture. The Sankara math at Puri 

is reported by Dr. Rajendra Lai Mitra as having contained "over 

7 
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twelve thousand works." Kamakshya, for a long time a stronghold 
of Tantric worship is looked upon by the Tantriks "as the best place 
where to find the rarest texts of there scriptures." The Buddhist 
monasteries of Nalanda, Vikramasila and Odantapuri could boast of 
libraries of no mean order. So also Taxila, ..which enjoyed a great 
reputation as a university town in the fourth and fifth century B. C. 
and had become, in the words of Sir John Marshall, "famous for the 
arts and sciences of the day, as is evident from numerous passages 
in the Buddhist Jatakas." 

Libraries appear to have been indispensable adjuncts of the 
Buddhist Viharas ( or, Colleges built by the Buddhist monarchs of 
India ) No less numerous were the Bhanddras ( or, libraries attached 
to Jaina temples) of the Jainas in Upper and Central India. In 
regard to the Jaina palm leaf manuscripts of Anhilvad Patan in the 
Baroda State Dr. Peterson remarks that "the oldest of them goes 
back as far as to A. D. 1062—I know of no other town in India, 
and of few in the world, that can boast of so great a store of 
documents of such venerable antiquity." 

The mountainous district of Jaisalmer lying in the midst of 
sandy desert contains some ancient libraries, the principal Jaina 
Bhandar being far-famed for manuscripts. In Ujjain fourteen 
collections are reported to have existed in 1905. Similar collections 
have been found at Indore, Alwar and other places. Even the Jaina 
upasrayas (or, halting-places for itinerant priests) had such Bhandinis 
attached to them. In his report for 1883-84, Dr. Bhandarkar gives 
an elaborate account of the Upasraya libraries of the Jainas 
"Each Gachcha or sect of the Jainas residing in a city possesses a 
halting place called Upasrayas for their itinerant priests, and each 
of these Upasrayas is provided with a more or less extensive library. 
This library is the property of the Gachcha and is in the charge of 
the prominent lay-members of the sect. When, however, a priest 
makes an Upasraya his permanent residence, the library always 
in his charge and practically he is its owner." It happened not unoften 
that a Bhandar was left to the care of the Panches (or trustees); when 
such was the case, "each Panch ( or individual trustee ) put on his 
own padlock and kept his key^ so that the Bhandaras could not be 
opened unless all the keys were brought together. Under these 
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circumstances it would happen that a Bhdnddr could not be opened 
even if there should be a single dissentient Panch against that being 
done, unless his padlock were to be forced open" ! Irksome and 
disgusting must have been at times the lot of the poor pandits who 
were sent out to visit the ancient libraries and draw up lists of their 
contents, as the men in charge, it has been put on record, "are 
mostly narrow-minded, and have no end of excuses to throw difficul­
ties in the way of the pandit readily and regularly doing his duty" ! 

In Bengal the honour of possessing the largest collection of 
Jaina writings belongs to Azimganj, near Murshidabad. "Rai 
Dhanapat Sing alone," observes Dr. Rajendra Lai Mitra, "possesses 
over six hundred works of considerable extent and value, and 
enriched by two to four commentaries." Besides other collections 
in the possession of well-to-do people of the sect, the local wealthy 
communities of Jainas "maintain several monasteries, locally called 
Panishals, each of which has a collection of religious works of more 
or less value." 

The contents of the old libraries of Southern India have been 
ransacked by competent persons, including Professor E. Hultzsch, 
Government Epigraphist of the Madras Presidency; and most of 
them have found a lasting abode in the Government Oriental 
Manuscripts Library of Madras. One of the most valuable libraries 
discovered by the indifatigable labours of the touring scholars 
appears to have been in the possession of a Marhatta Brahman, 
named Jambunath Bhatta. A large number of ancient manuscripts 
was found in his collection "evidently copied in Northern India." 

Some of the Mughal Emperors of Delhi, notably Akbar the 
Great Mughal, are said to have emulated the Hindu RSjas of old in 
their endeavours to attract round the throne men of remarkable 
erudition. A regular literary circle followed the Imperial Court of 
Akbar who had realised to a large extent the old Hindu ideal of 
royal court and made it the centre of varied culture. The Mughals 
had already, it appears, an Imperial Library at Delhi; it grew richer 
in Akbar's time by the additions made by the Emperor. He 
acquired Jhe library belonging to I'timad Khan Gujrati during 
the conquest of Gujrat. On the death of Faizi, his library of 
46,000 volumes was removed to the King's Library. The successors 
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of Akbar increased the library gradually, till it became the largest 
library in the East. "But the Sepoy Mutiny of 1857," to quote 
Professor Jadunath Sarkar, "brought about the fall of Delhi and 
Lucknow. The Imperial Nawwabi-treasures were dispersed. The 
Nawwab of Rampur (Rohilkand), who had joined the English, got 
the best of the loot, as he had proclaimed among the victorious loyal 
sepoys that he would pay one rupee for every Ms. brought to him." 

Persian and Arabic Manuscripts were stored also in large 
numbers in the libraries of Tipoo Sultan (in Mysore) and Ranjit 
Singh (in Lahore); but they were certainly far less pretentious than 
the Mughal Library just spoken of. In our own times the Patna 
Oriental Library is, as Mr. O'Connor puts it, "one of the finest 
collections of Moslem literature in the world"; the State library of 
the Nawwab of Rampur (a Native State in Rohilkhand) is another 
splendid library of Persian and Arabic manuscripts, and contains an 
exceptionally valuable collection. 

A LONELY D E m 

Mr. B. B. ROY, M . A. 

Inside a ring of low hillocks there is a dell known to all the 
children of the neighbourhood and all the kine. I have sometimes 
wished to call it a valley but sheer modesty has kept me back. For 
the best part of the day it enjoys a shadowy and shiny seclusion ; it 
is only in the afternoons that the boys gather and play and the kine 
are led along in unsteady, spirals down the path that winds downhill. 
But now the boys come no longer, for the schools are closed ; and 
from sunrise to sunset, there is little or nothing to disturb that 
inviolate loneliness. 

For a man that keeps much to himself and lives in the odour 
of looks, an afternoon walk here proves bracing and even medicinal. 
It lifts the mists off his mind ; and his leaden melancholy soon 
resolves into a jubilant participation into the beauty and quiet of 
things. For the trees are in bloom and mid-summer flaunts its pride 
in a wealth of red and white and yellow ; even the close-bitten 
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grass shows up its tender green ; and down the hill side comes a 
pageant of contrasted colours in the deeper or lighter green of 
foliage and the darkers hues of older trees. Patches of naked sand, 
with not a blade of grass to hide their shame with ; and brown 
sunburnt strips on the hillside add a sombre touch to the whole. 

Round about the dell men live and work and bustle ; one sees 
little bungalows lifting their tiny heads with, perchance, a little 
effort; shy lights twinkle from within as soon as their shyer brethren 
appear in the sky. But all forms of human activity seems to shrink 
from this place, modestly, as though any emphatic assertion of them­
selves would be a gross breach of. manners. I have walked here at 
broad noonday with a blazing sun fixed steadily overhead ; and here 
have I whiled away many a morning, alone or with a friend ; but it 
has always seemed to me that this place doesn't belong to man and 
is better left to itself. I have sometimes fancied that there is a 
machiney of Government in Narture as there is in human society 
the old tree yonder, with its grand circular top, brooding at noonday 
over a smaller shadow, safe, for yards and yards round, from the 
intrusion of other trees, I have fancied, to be the king. Its age and 
aloofness imposes upon it nothing short of a kingly responsibility 
and seriousness. Behind, up irregular tiers, rise younger and lustier 
trees, as though to protect the person of the king. Farther off, two 
tall trees, rivalling each other in height and girth, stand permanent 
centry. And they all stand in a fixed unchanging attitude, as though 
they are aware of vast decisions going on in the kingly chamber, 
state secrets of moment and weight which must not ooze out before 
they have gathered a final shape. There is something in the stillness 
of noon which gives rise to such thoughts and fancies which are not 
altogether fantastic, but which one discovers afterwards contain, as in 
a womb, seeds of melancholy and despair, so that, even this fancy, 
with which I have often pleased myself, strikes me with an uncanny 
feeling, as I think of it now. 

Of an afternoon, however, symbolic fancies cease to occur. 
The hill path as it twists and turns gives every minute a changing 
view ; an(| as it stops on the other side you get into another dell, 
more poetic perhaps but not quite as lonely. It is a flowery dell ; 
the red flowers of kristochura trees which go in dozens in these parts 
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are snatched off in armfuls by the rushing breeze and deposited 
there ; but it nestles right where men toil and moil for bread or are 
tended when they fall sick—a humming office and a busy hospital. 
Possib!}^ one feels tempted to rest here longer ; for the sight of man 
and woman going for a walk is pleasing j and there are no skeletons 
of lank, leafless trees such as you saw in the other dell to put 
bitterness into your mind, 

Presently the shades steal ; it gets dark sooner than )-ou had 
perhaps expected. But you are in no mood to go away ; for, right 
from the seaj comes one steady tide of breeze which catches top after 
top of tall trees on the hill-side, till it almost seems to you as though 
they passed high words to one another^ as they wrestled and writhed 
under the impact. Then perhaps at a moment you understand 
what a hundred poets have fancied about trees in the forest—fancies 
which are as old as the trees themselves, fancies, which in 
some subtle way, make the whole world a kin—Meanwhile, to 
your abstracted mind, and enchanted senses, the breeze and the 
trees, and the clouds that move along like continents in a leisurely 
procession seem but the one and the same thing or but the rapidly 
coalescing trifold forms of the one elusive thing that smiles and 
smiles and heeds not our questioning. 

THE GRASS OF THE FIELD. 

HiRANMOY BANERJI , Second Year Arts Class. 

Water, it has been prettily said, is the eye of the world. Grass, 
let us add, is the soft mouth of Nature's face. It is only with water 
and with grass that the earth can smile ; the bare ruggedness of her 
appearance is removed and she puts on a smiling face. When the 
wind blows over the ocean and sets the water in motion, or passes 
over the tall grasses gently shaking their heads, the face of the earth 
changes; she forgets her antiquity; she loses all traces of the 
tragedies and desolations which were wrought upon her fields ; she be­
comes like a babe in the cradle, with all its freshness and buoyancy. 
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To an ordinary man the common grass of the field, which we 
see all round us, has nothing remarkable in it that may catch his 
fancy. The grass that we treat so roughly, even treading upon 
it with our feet, is not at all worth looking upon. Yes indeed, but 
the grass is worth to us more than all the lilies and roses in our 
gardens. If you have eyes to see, you will find in it something 
very great and wonderful. 

Look for a little time upon a broads expanse of grassy fields, 
extending far and wide, and see what it teaches you. It is more than 
common grass. It is more than a collection of tiny blades. It is 
a great poet, a great servant, and a great teacher. How good it is to 
escape from the burning pavements of a city street, with sky-kissing 
buildings towering all round us and have a walk across the green 
fields ! How pleasant to come out of the four walls, and breathe 
in an open space resting our eyes upon the green expanse of the 
grassy lawns ! And if these things be pleasant, what shall we say 
of the great Autumn pageant, when, after the rains, the valleys and 
plains stand %igh with waving grass, flicker and dimple, overflow 
with the ripple of their joy ? 

You dwellers in the city, whose eyes are so sorely disgusti d 
with the hackneyed scene of city streets, come out to the open grassy 
fields and see what an infinite source of joy it is to you, The vast 
expanse of the wide fields, with the blue sky resting above, an 
agreeable loneliness pervading, you take your seat there, upon the 
green velvet and refresh yourself. The gentle breeze will wait upon 
you, the sweet warbling of chirping birds will treat you to sweet 
music, and the bluish green of the grassy fields, meeting the horizon 
where it touches the earth, will soothe your eyes. 

When after the torturous heat of the summer, the rains begin 
to pour in full vehemence, the fields and plains are all covered with 
sprouts ; and, as the rainy season advances, they put on a dark green 
colour, growing in density and thickness, till they cover up the whole 
surface of the earth with a thick soft carpet. How grand the earth 
looks then ! Her worn out form is no more to be seen ; attired in 
a thick velvet gown she appears again in the full blossom of youth. 
How luckless he is, who misses this sight, how foolish, who fails to 
enjoy it ! We have been given our eyes to see things and enjoy 
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their beauty, and how disappointing it would be if, even though 
endowed with this valuable gift, we fail to appreciate the beauty 
of Nature. 

A GLIMPSE OF T H E SNOWS. 

HUMAYUN K A B I R , {2nd Year Arts). 

IT was last summer that I had my first glimpse into the mystery 
of the ' Everlasting Snows". The world shone forth in life 

and beauty in the merry month of May—the birds reeled under 
the "divine madness of melody", and "the soft wind did gently kiss 
the trees." 

The hills burst forth before my wondering gaze as day was 
dawning. The east was aglow with the radiance of the rising sun 
and saffron clouds cast a scarlet shade over the whole world. The 
hills loomed large in the horizon, like dark, sombre thunder-clouds 
and were clearly silhouetted against the calm morning sky. 

The path by and by winded in and out of primiva! 'Sal' 
forests. On both sides of the narrow road stood huge 'Sal' trees 
like sentinels guarding the eternal secret and silence of the hills. A 
brook in the distance, listlessly murmured on and the solitary call 
of a bird came floating from far away. The red earth showed here 
and there out of a maze of fallen 'Sal' leaves, that were strewed 
thick upon the ground like a soft carpet. A large piece of barren 
granite only added to the wild charm of the scene and a creeper 
twined its soft tendril round it, like the soft ministration of love 
round the stern duties of life. 

On reaching Darjeeling in the afternoon, 1 eagerly turned 
to the North, but could only see grey undulating clouds stretched 
from horizon to horizon. Snows, clouds and mist were all lost in one 
huge, blurred mass, damp and grey. 

Next morning I woke up very early to see the sun rise upon 
the snowpeaks. To my great joy, the sky was serene and blue as the 
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bosom of the deep on a cloudless day. It was yet dark and the 
deserted streets were lighted by man's poor contrivance for day light. 
I got up, dressed, and went out into the cold road from the 
friendly shelter of the house. 

Now, a difficulty faced me. I had come to Darjeeling only 
once before, and that only for one day. So I did not know the way 
to Observatory Hill, from which the best view may be had. Trust­
ing to my sense of direction, I started and came to the foot of the 
Observatory Hill, near the Old Post Office, but now I could not find 
the way to the top, nor did I know that the hill in front of me was 
the Observatory Hill. So like a moth, I went round and round it. 
Then, I asked of the Nepalese sentry at the Governor's Places the 
way ; he pointed out to me the road to Birch Hill Park ( as I later 
came to learn ). I started according to his directions and after 
going for a good long distance. I started to find that the scene 
was growing more and more wild and houses were becoming scarce. 
It was still dark, and I was in an unknown wildlooking place and 
only the night before I had heard of bisons and wolves coming 
down from the higher hills. To my great relief, I saw a Lama 
coming from the opposite direction and asked of him my way. 
"Vatory Hill" he exclaimed, "O ham nehi j^nta" ( I know nothing 
of i t ) . Then I said, "The place from which people see the snows". 
A smile flickered in his wrinkled face and he said, "Oh Mahakal, but 
this is not the way there." Then I retraced my steps with him and 
again came to the foot of the Observatory Hill. He pointed to me 
the way up and as day was almost breaking, I thanked him and 
started up running. 

Just as I ran up to its top, the sun tinged the virgin breasts of 
the Snows with the first blushes. Before my wondering gaze lay 
unfolded the glorious range. P'ar as the eye could follow, snowpeaks 
rose upon one another—like a thousand milkwhite tents upon a wide 
plane. Each peak caught the light touch of dawn and woke up from 
sleep—ruddy. Beneath—the snowline showed clear against the 
horizon at an immense height and overtopping all, like a king in his 
regal splem^our Kanchanjangha lifted up its proud head, while at 
its feet bowed the other peaks, like courtiers before a king. 

The Snow crimsoned, deepened into bloodred and again a 
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delicate tint of rose shivered on the surface. The sun's rays dyed 
it scarlet, purple and then gold—the melting snow flowed down 
its side in a golden stream, and, as a blast of horn is echoed from 
hill to hill, so the colours were reflected from a hundred peaks. 

The snow became more and more dazzling white and after some 
time it was too bright to look at. 

» * * * 

The next view I had of the snows was in the deepening shades 
of evening. Slowly darkness was enveloping the earth like a 
shroud—the west was burning with gold and Kanchanjangha was 
deep blue. The mystery of evening softened its dazzling glow and 
an indescribable, undefinable exquisite charm floated in the air. 
Bluer and bluer grew Kanchanjangha, looking a heaven of peace and 
calm, while the peaks all around glistened bright with the last 
radiance of departing day. Like the facets of a diamond they 
reflected the evening glow in all the colours of the rainbow, Enthr. 
ailed, I looked upon the scene, charmed and speechless till darknees 
enshrouded it and the fairyland vanished in grey mists. 

Then one cloudless morning, when the city was yet asleep, I left 
Darjeeling. As long as I could see, I kept my eyes fixed upon the 
Snows of Kanchanjangha, which I saw first glimmer with the down, 
then turn crimson and scarlet as day broke out and finally dazzled till 
I had to turn my eyes away. When I looked back, a hil! intervened 
and the glories of the snows were shut out. 

THE BEGGAR 

MR, Bernard Shaw had said "those who minister to poverty and 
disease are accomplices in the two worst of all crimes " Mr. 

Bernard Shaw always says something peculiarly pat to the rebellious 
mood of youth, but for rae who had just emerged from my academic 
lessons of "laissez faire" and ths survival of the fittest, Mr. Bernard 
Shaw wdb particularly irresistible. 



The Beggar. 59 

Impetuous by nature, I immediately became the fervent exponent 
of this Shavian maxim, and no amount of intellectual duelling with 
my club-mates, of an evening, could make me budge an inch from the 
position I had taken up as the staunch champion, the dialectic 
Napolean, I had almost said, of the new and true humanitarianism. 

Of all the Philistines against whom I thus pitted myself, the most 
formidable, because the most calculating, was the eldest son of a 
wealthy, self-made merchant. A small square-built youth of about 
my years he was known at the club to be, for all his academic advo­
cacy of philanthropic liberality and old world largesse, as hard-headed, 
practical and tight-fisted as I was impulsive, idealistic and extravagant 

It was in the course of one of our frequent jousts from which, 
after much bruising and shattering of lances, we were accustomed to 
rest for the day, equally undaunted and invincible, that I received 
a dangerous wound which remained open half the night and cost me a 
lot of intellectual blood. To put aside metaphor, however, the cause 
of a troubled Saturday night, which I have good cause to remember 
well, was a hint, thrown out by my Philistine friend that evening, 
that the idealism of the West, particularly when it was rooted in 
sordid selfishness, was, "to put it mildly, inaplicable, by a long chalk, 
whatever practical value it may have elsewhere, to the social condi­
tions and humane temper of the East." 

This 'twain-shall-never-meet' sentiment, to which I had hardly 
given a thought on the present matter, kept my mind none the less 
busy, though I had an engagement early next morning which necessi­
tated my turning out at an ungodly hour. The more I wanted to 
auto-suggest myself to sleep, the more obstinate and active and acute 
my thoughts tended to become. 

2 
Morning found me at the trystingplace. It was all right. My 

auto-suggestive powers, I was proud to reflect, were, if not perfect, 
sound enough and in good working order. I had succeeded, in spite 
of my own headiness, in tumbling out in very good time, and taking 
my stand at the head of my lane, before my friends came round. 
It was to be a holiday drive across the river and along the Grand 
Trunk, and I wasn't going to miss it if I could help it. 

I was there, keeping my tryst, long before time and I begaq 
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to potter aimlessly about the pavement in the quiet, fresh, summer 
morning. Things were just beginning to look up for the day. 
Milkmen and vegetable carts, market-bound, were most in evidence. 
The "panwalla" on the farther side of the street was sleepily and 
mechanically preparing for the day's sales. 

I am not good at observation; I am afraid I am too much given 
to morning to be that. The nightmare had not left me quite. I was 
debating with myself about it, as I paced dreamily to and fro along 
the footpath when my attention was arrested by the familiar figure, 
a few yards off, of an old, doubled-up beggar sitting, as was his 
wont, at the head of the lane, with his right hand stretched out to 
the passer by. I had long known him to be a regular feature of the 
landscape, in the busy hours of the day. I had recently known Iiim 
to be an impostor. He pretended to be bUnd, and he was not blind. 
He was only a white-bearded, short-featured, tall, lank, stooping 
old man. Physically, I had always associated him in my mind,— 
not least because of his glittering eye—with the Ancient Mariner, 
In respect however, of the precision of his presence and position 
with his back to the corner house, and also of what I believed to be 
his moral propensities, I had often playfully speculated with myself 
as to the possibility of his being old Silas Wegg, reincarnated on 
this side of the Mediterranean. 

This latter analogy, as you can easily understand, only dawned 
upon "me after I had repeatedly seen him, as that English worthy 
has been reported to be seen, in all weathers at his post. It was 
substantiated by my accidental discovery, one fine day, of his 
beggarly pretensions. He was clever enough to bend his head over 
his breast and to stand or sit with closed eyes, so as to appear to 
pedestrians, hurrying along their work, a blind, broken man. But 
he was not clever enough to keep himself in when a street accident 
took place a few paces away from him. His curiosity got the 
better of his cleverness. The moment he gave a slight edgewise, 
furtive glance in that direction, our eyes accidentally met. He had 
betrayed to me, at least, the secret of his stooping posture in the 
momentary vision I had had of those two glittering eyes. 

And there he was this morning, as usual bent and apparently 
blind, silently and therefore the more appealingly, imploring the 
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charity of the hurrying "guala" and the labourer out early to bear the 
burden and the heat of the dawning day. But this time I didn't 
think of the beggar and his wiles. I couldn't find it in my heart to be 
hard on that quiet harmless old man, for all that he was not blind. 
He was, I argued to myself, if with vision, certainly without youth, 
energy, hope, perchance, without support. He seemed to be at grips, 
with life itself. He must live, and, if he couldn't work for his bread, 
why, he must beg it. 

And here I saw him beg it, almost in spite of himself. All 
my harshness had fled like the night before the bright May sun; 
which was just beginning to peep in at the horizon. How could I 
call him bad names to myself when my eyes told me, plainly 
enough, that the wretched man was only half awake ; was continually 
relapsing into the half-finished sleep from which his dire need alone 
had roused him and sent him on his day's work of beggary. I 
saw it unmistakably, the grey-fringed head drop, protestingly, in­
evitably on the uncovered breast. It was futile, perfectly futile, 
for him to seek to hold it up, to arouse himself out of that stupor. 
The streets were quiet; he had nothing to do, as he sat there on 
the pavement, with his staff by his side and his back to the wall, 
save holding out his hand,—and he could not help himself dozing 
off in his misery and vacancy. 

At last, he would not bear it up any longer. He must shake 
himself and feel more alive. He took up his staff and raised 
himself on it, and learning forward on his support with curved back 
put himself into a standing posture 

He had not long thus installed himself when a new form, 
offering a curious contrast to the one I had been so far observing 
swam into ken. It was that of the Street-sweep out on his day's 
work, and at it with remarkable gusto too. On closer inspection, 
he offered a little, little chubby aspect. He had certainly not seen 
a dozen summers, but his joys had apparently, already within those 
few years, rivalled the shock of glossy black hair with which he was 
profusely gifted, and he seemed to have treasured up the memory 
of all his happiness in the sunny, boyish smile he wore. 

He 'came along our side of the street and passed by me, intent 
upon his mop, which, like a farmer's boy behind his plough, he kept 
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pushing gaily away and away from him. He was mopping his way 
in the direction of the old man leaning on his staff. I was interest­
edly following his triumphant progress, when the harsh swish-swish 
of the procession was feebly, almost apologetically, broken into by 
a thin voice. 

"Little one, just come here a moment; .do me a favour, my son." 
It was the old man, unpretending,, open-eyed, addressing the lad. 
But the boy was too busy ; he was preoccupied with the mu^ic of 
his march. He seemed not to have heard. A second appeal, how­
ever, proved successful. He looked up. "My son," the old man 
continued, now that he had won a hearing, "go and fetch a poor old 
man a pice worth of 'biris' from the shop on the other side of the 
way." The boy kept looking on for a trifle longer; then, as if still 
discussing the move to himself, began doubtfully to approach his 
suppliant. He looked crest-fallen: and I immediately thought of 
the Wedding-Guest 

He had but timidly approached and seized the proferred coin. 
In a moment, he had, once armed with the copper, beseiged and 
attacked the unwary shopkeeper, forced his own terms upon the 
enemy, and, like a loyal general, returned to his lord with the spoils 
of the campaign. He placed this copper-worth into the outstretched 
hand and turned to go. 

"Here my boy, take this" he heard behind him. His spirits 
had just revived; he was again troubled. I dare say he didn't want 
to run errands for that queer old man any more. He had better 
things to do. He so wanted to finish his work right off and then 
have the day all to himself and be moreover just in time when his 
pals were getting out into the side-street to make a ripping week­
end of it. No, he didn't want to be troubled any more. Nevertheless, 
he turned round and faced that pestering nuisance. 

"Child here is one of these 'biris' for you. Have a good smoke 
and may Allah's blessings descend upon you". The old man's 
manner was gentler than ever as he, a wise prince, shared the spoils 
with his general. 

The loud tooting approach of my Philistine's car just then, 
docked further observation. 

When we turned the corner, the curtain finally closed for me, 
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on that touching scene but not before I had caught a glimpse of 
a chubby lad engaged at the shop in raising the free end of a dang­
ling coir rope to his mouth. 

3 
A couple of days later, there were seated at the club some six 

of us variously occupied. My Philistine with the Samaritan's 
philosophy in him, suddenly looked up from the daily that he had 
been, for some minutes past, deeply engrossed in. "Here is something 
for our self-styled humanitarians; he appealed to the wall in front 
of him, before he turned to me, as I was thinking he would and added 
"Put this in your pipe, old chap, and smoke it". He handed me the 
paper, indicating the particular column whicn I was to use, apparently 
in place of tobacco, for my edification. 

I had been nervously watching him running his eye along that 
page. But it was cleaV now that he had seen and read it, the stuff, 
I had in my usual headlong way, communicated to the prc^s on my 
Sunday morning's experience. 

"The third column there, a little lower down" ; he interrupted me, 
as I fumbled, clumsily and evidently effectively with the sheet 
before me. "The author", he continued, "a fellow, who with all his 
heart is certainly suffering from a slightly swelled head, talks a 
lot of what you'll", of course, call tosh about a beggar,—an Ancient 
Mariner looking bloke he calls him —who nade our correspondent 
blush, and a sadder and a wiser man, and all that sort of thing, 
by being impossibly^rateful and charitable to a little crossing-sweep 
for fetching him some smokes,—and all particularly because he him­
self, inspite of his niggardly principles, and, as he puts it, not wisely 
but too well, had forked out the coin which happened to do all 
the trick. He had, you see, stood Sam, as it turned out, for both 
the beggar and the kid. 

He stopped to regain breath after this vast delivery which he 
might have done without or shortened into "Queen Victoria is 
dead," for all the information he gave me. But he soon went on. 
"The fellow is like the hip bone; apparently has no name. How­
ever, the, stuff's worth reading though he hasn't quite dressed it up 
and his style is as jerky as yours" (I dived into the paper). Any­
way it's good enough to knock the conceit out of your sordid stinting, 
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tinkering, mukers." His philanthropic enthusiasm, the anonymous 
writer and the summer had worked him up to this outburst. 

A general feeling of "A Harpagon come to judgment" seemed 
to me to have at this instant pervaded the room. It found ex­
pression, at least in the case of the communicative soul next to me 
in a very knowing nudge and wink. 

THE IDEAL OF UNIVERSITY EDUCATION. 

SuBoDH KUMAR DUTT, Ex-Siudent. 

THE necessity and benefit of education has been recognised from 
the earliest times. Education makes the mind broader and 

helps us to have a clearer view of things in life. It stimulates the 
good qualities of man and develops the power of judgment. It 
makes us realise better the importance of social and religious injunc­
tions. The value of Education does not lie solely in learning facts 
and dates, but it lies in the training that it gives to the mind. 
Education trains us to think and act for ourselves and to know why 
we are doing it. Taken in this light it does not matter much how 
we are educated or what we are learning. Any kind of education— 
whether received at home, or in a University, or in Nature's fields— 
provided it is right, will always stand a man in good stead. But 
mass education is only possible in Universities and the educationists 
have evolved the curriculum of the Universities which experience 
has shewn to be the best designed to train the faculties of the average 
boy. Thus literature is necessary to cultivate our minds and to 
enhance the sense of beauty and mathematics develops the power 
of clear thinking. It may not always be apparent of what use a 
certain subject is going to be in after life and every subject may not 
be equally congenial to all, but there is no doubt that every task 
exercises and strengthens some part of the machinery of mind and 
makes us more fitted to cope with things in after life. The ideal 
University equips us mentally, physically and morally to deal with 
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life when we go out into the world and to make us capable of 
thinking and acting for ourselves. 

Now in so far as this ideal is concerned, there is nothing in it 
which can warrant us to say that University education tends to 
make a man unfit for a business career. A man can be none the 
worse for his knowledge of Philosophy or Literature, or Science. 
On the other hand if he can successfully employ his acquired know­
ledge in the field of business, he is sure to have much better pros­
pects than the man who is ignorant, provided they are equal in other 
respects. A good knowledge of Commerce and Economics is sure 
to help substantially a man who is engaged in trade and such other 
businesses. But if in acquiring this knowledge we have to suffer 
a loss which is not compensated by the corresponding gain, we 
cannot hope to achieve as much success as we otherwise would have 
expected ; moreover, this loss may even make us too disabled for a 
business career. 

Let us then examine whether we do suffer such a loss in our 
University life. The traditions of a University require us to lead 
a life of some amount of seclusion for a part of the best years of our 
lives. It makes us live only in the veiled atmosphere of the colleges, 
quite separated from the general mass of people. This seclusion 
does not allow us to mix freely with all sorts of people and thus 
we get no opportunity of studying the nature of man under 
all circumstances and conditions Thus our knowledge of the 
nature of man and his ways gets very limited, and in later years we 
also lose the power of mixing freely with all kinds of men. Again, 
the atmosphere in which we lead our College lives does not make 
us familiar with the nature of the difficulties that we may encounter 
in life. No obstacles cross our paths in the sheltered lives we lead 
in a University, and we get into the habit of thinking that life 
hereafter will be as much of the nature of a plain-sailing as heretofore. 
This habit has the effect of robbing us of our power of resourceful­
ness, and when we come face to face with the difficulties we see 
noway of surmounting them and so suffer irreparable losses. Our 
Universities give us no idea of what life really is, but only make 
us familiar with its shadow which is immune from all dangers and 
difficulties, and thereby we lose the power of bearing stoically the 
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reverses which we are sure to suffer later on. Another defect of 
University education is that it carries specialisation too far. This 
specialised knowledge, though it comes to use sometimes (especially 
in Science) does not improve the mental faculties in the same 
proportion, and so an all-round education which alone serves a man 
so much in after life, becomes impossible. The University also 
induces a bookish tendency and a spirit of disdain and false pride. 
The former does not allow us to find ready solutions of the problems 
that we encounter in life, and the latter prevents us from gathering 
knowledge from all sources and from people of all classes. Hence 
it is seen that though we no doubt gain a large amount of theoretical 
knowledge in Unversities, we do not do it without paying a pricefor i t ; 
in fact, we suffer a loss in our mental qualities which cannot be ignored. 

Knowledge is strength, but knowledge is not the only thing 
that is required in business. Business requires a sound common 
sense and an alert mind always ready to drink at all fountains and 
to profit by the experiences of others. A man to be successful in 
business should be^able to mix with all kinds of men, should have 
a good knowledge of human nature and a ready resourcefulness in 
the face of danger, a keen fore-sight and an unfailing courtesy. 
These qualities of the head and the heart cannot be acquired in a 
University as we have already seen. If we read the lives of the 
most successful businessmen and merchant-princes in this world, we 
shall see that most of them had no University education to spepk 
of, and yet they had reached the topmost rungs in the ladder A 
life only by an indomitable grit and patient perseverance. Without 
a high ambition and an earnest desire for attaining it, a man cannot 
succeed and make his mark in business. But though this ambition 
may not be absent from the mind of a University man, yet the 
University education is not conducive to the growth of the strong 
will by which that ambition could be realised, oo it is seen that 
many highly educated men who have made their marks in the 
annals of a University fail ignominously in following a business 
career, and that they for the most part go in either for service, or 
for the learned professions of teaching, law and medicine. This is 
proof of the fact that a high University education is not 
at ail necessary for being a successful businessman, Again, we 
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cannot expect a University to infuse into the mind the business 
instinct. That is outside the functions of a University. This 
instinct can only be acquired by a practical apprenticeship 
in the field of business and by patience and perseverance. The 
failure of so many joint-stock companies in Bengal is only due 
to the ignorance of the promoters in sound business method.s, 
though they were for the most part highly educated. At the present 
time also though the Bengalis are acknowledged to be the most 
intellectual race in India, yet they are being continually pushed to 
the background in the fields of trade and commerce in their own land 
by people who may be termed dunces in the matter of literary 
education and who do not care a jot for the University. The long 
process of University education and the system of frequent examina­
tions generally weaken the brain and leave a man dull, they rob 
us of the stamina to boldly face and surmount the difficulties and 
accidental setbacks that characterise a business career. 

Hence University education even at its best is thoroughly 
unsuited to any one who wishes to be a successful man of business. 
But we must confess that the education we generally get at the Uni­
versities is not at all up to the ideal. The ideal is more often than not 
entirely forgotten, and boys are made to cram their lessons without 
understanding them The practice of learning things by rote widely 
prevalent amongst the average class of boys leaves no mark in the 
mind and does not improve the mental powers. So we do not get 
even the training of the mind which would have resulted if the ideal 
ha been always kept in the foreground, and this faked education 
makes us even more unsuited for a business career. The prosperity 
and affluence of a country is proportional to the degree in which its 
poeple are successful in trade and business. The present poverty 
and degradation of the Bengalis are solely due to their lack of interest 
in business (which is rather the fault of their education than of them­
selves). But if we ^an reform our Universities such that they would 
teach every one to use his hands and feet together with the brains 
and would educate us without creating an artificial environment where 
the hard realities of life cannot touch us (as was the practice in ancient 
Athens and Sparta), then we may hope to be as much business 
like as learned, and then bring prosperity and wealth to one and all. 



THEORETICAL BACKGROUND OF SOVIETISM 

MR. NIRMAL KUMAR BHATTACHARYYA, M. A. 

Karl Marx, like Rousseau has had the good fortune of presiding 
over a great revolution. The revolution conceived in his name is, 
however, more far-reaching in its effect than that inspired by the 
fore-runner of the French Revolution ; for it has attacked not only 
the social and political systems but also the economic structure of 
society. Like the French the Proletariat Revolution is, nonetheless, 
regarded as the panacea of all social ills by a class of men who have 
not worshipped Marx this side of idolatry. The ruthless logical 
precision with which his dogmas have, not infrequently, been carried 
into practice by the Russian revolutionaries has extorted grudging 
admiration from even the sworn enemies of Sovietism. 

New Russia besides dealing successfully with the English, 
French and Polish invasions has had to face the Counter-revolutionary 
movements of Kolchack, Denikin, Yudenitch and Wrangel in the 
very first and the second years of her birth. Moreover she had to 
check anti-Sovietism in Siberia and Asia. Inspite of these initial 
difficulties she has grown up into a vigorous child and is bidding for 
a "place under the Sun." 

It is undeniable that Revolutionary Russia draws a good deal 
of inspiration and strength from the idealism that pervades her 
constitution. The Declaration of Rights of the Labouring and 
Exploited masses incorporated into the constitution of July lo, 
1918 affirms by implication the fundamental principles of the 
Declaration of the Rights of Man. Russian constitution proposes 
to make the three doctrines of liberty, equality and fraternity a 
practical reality. It attempts to carry into practice universal suffrage 
which remained only in the mind of the French revolutionary 
theorists. The constitution of July lo, 1918 lays down : "The 
right to vote and to be elected to the Soviets belongs to all citizens 
of the Russian Socialist Federal Soviet Republic without distinction 
of sex, religion, or nationality and without any residential quali-
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fication provided that on the day of the election they have reached 
the age of eighteen." Such a liberal franchise law brings democracy 
to the door of practically everybody living in the state by the 
inclusion of a large number of landless and houseless people. More­
over. "The electors have the right at anytime to recall the delegates 
whom they have sent to the soviet and to proceed to new elections" 
(Soviet Constitution ch. XV. Art 78). This provision of the 
constitution may be looked upon as a distinct step towards direct 
democracy which alone is democracy in the real sense of the term. 

The Russian workers' Revolution of November, 1917 produced 
its constitution in July 1918. It embodies the political and social 
significance of the radical changes effected in the structure of society 
apart from a description of the governmental machinery. Looking at 
the constitution we find that it possesses the supreme virtue of 
flexibility and has already undergone some important changes in the 
light of later experiences. The principles of federation and decen­
tralisation have been very largely availed of; and they are seen at 
work side by side. 

The town and the village Soviets constitute the germ cell of the 
Soviet Leviathan. These councils, comparable, for certain purposes 
to the urban and rural parish councils of the English system of local 
government, represent an honest and bold attempt to realise "govern­
ment of the people, by the people, for the people." It has been des­
cribed as a gigantic step forward in self-government and self-admi­
nistration compared with any system previously prevailing in Russia, 
or indeed anywhere else in the world. Mr. Kameneff reporting at the 
seventh All Russian Congress of Soviets in Dec. 1919, on the proposed 
amendments to the constitution said "we find that if only fifteen or 
twenty men take part in administration they must against their own 
will become bureaucrats however much they speak against bureau­
cracy. The wide participation of the workers themselves is 
imperative." The town and the village councils afford ample opportu--
nities for such participation. The next higher unit of local government 
is the rural district, often equal in size to half an English county ; 
the vyezd or county is frequently as large as two or three English 
counties { while there are gubernii, or provinces as large as England. 
The government of these local bodies is carried on by Soviet council. 
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which vvere given a large share of autonomy by the original constitu­
tion of 1918. Gradually however central control has been strength­
ened for tiding over the difficulties of reconstruction. Soviet authori­
ties assert that after the period of reconstruction full autonomy will 
be granted to all the various local government bodies. 

Soviet state like the Maxian slate is an industrial and agricultur­
al community. Soviet definition of the state believing, as it does, in 
"economic materialism" lays great stress on the economic as pect of 
state-life. Marx in Capital gives us a picture of an industrial 
Community. "Let us picture a community of free individuals'' 
says he "carrying on their work with the means of production in 
common, in which the labour power of all the different individuals is 
consciously applied as the combined labour power of the community. 
The total product of Community is a social product. One portion 
serves as fresh means of production, and remains social. But another 
portion is consumed by the members as means of subsistance. A 
distribution of this portion among them is consequently necessary. 

The social relations of the individual producers, both with 
regard to their labour and' to its products are in this case perfectly 
simple and intelligible, both with respect to production and distribu­
tion." This is the sort of economic community that is the ideal 
of the Russian socialists. The third AU-Russian Congress of 
Soviets prepared its constitution "with the fundamental aim of sup­
pressing all exploitation of man by man, of abolishing for ever that 
division of society, into classes, of ruthlessly suppressing all exploi­
ters of bringing about the socialist organisation of society, and of es­
tablishing the triumph of socialism in all countries " It further 
decreed the abolition of private ownership of land and capital. Thus 
Russia has carried out what Marx passionately declared in his com­
munist manifesto : Theory of the communists may be summed up 
in the single sentence : "Abolition of private property." Moreover 
Article 18 of the Soviet Constitution clearly lays down : "The 
Russian Socialist Federal Soviet Republic proclaims it the duty of 
all citizens to work on the principle, 'He that does not work neither 
shall he eat. ' ' ' Russian Republic therefore is the industrial demo­
cracy of free workers so well described by Marx in the Capital. 

Russia has accepped in toto all the three dogmas of Marx—eco-
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Aomic materialism, surplus value and class war. Her socialism is also 
the International Socialism of the writer of the famous communist 
manifesto. It calls upon the workers of the world to unite to over­
throw the capitalist regime. "The communists disdain to conceal 
their views and aims. They openly declare that their ends can be 
attained by the forcible overthrow of all existing social conditions. 
Let the ruling classes tremble at a communist revolution. The 
proletariats have nothing to lose but their claims. They have a world 
to win. Working men of all countries unite !" The famous manifesto 
of Marx ends with this appeal to the wage-earners of the world to 
rise on behalf of communism. Bolsheviks likewise do not make a 
secret of their intention to bring about a world revolution. It was 
Marx who founded the workers' Internationale and today it is Russia 
that is the great patron of this International organisation of 
workmen. 

In the economic organisations of socialist Russia is traceable a 
distinct influence of the two great advocates of State Socialism 
—Lassalle and Rodbertus. They advocated the full control of the 
agents of production by a strong national governments. The central 
authority would lay down and carry out the economic policy of the 
state. Supreme Economic council later on named the Council of 
Labour and Defence, in Russia performs function of economic 
reconstruction. It works in cooperation with those departments of 
the state which perform duties of an economic nature. The council 
of Labour and Defence is assisted by a number of committees whose 
activities extend over the entire field of the economic life of the nation. 
Its economic policy is the policy of nation. Thus so far as economic 
organisation is concerned Russia has imitated Lassalle and Rodbertus. 

Soviet Russia is therefore a worshipper of the proletarian deities 
Marx, Lassalle and Rodbertus. The new state is a liviug and forceful 
reality today. She has been accused of all conceivable offences against 
humanity; inspite of this however many civilised nations have 
entered into commercial treaties with her. She has been a party to 
more than one international convention and it may be'safely conclud­
ed that Russia has virtually received international recognition as an 
independent sovereign state. Bolshevism stands for a new social and 
political order which is hated in most of the countries. But it must 
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admitted that Russia has been carrying on a huge experiment 
which if successful is sure to affect the social, economic and politica] 
structure of all nations. 

THE PRESIDENCY COLLEGE COOPERATIVE 
SOCIETY, Ltd. 

Tlie Annual meeting of the society was held on Friday, the 28th 
of September. The Society was registered under Act II of 1912 on 
the loth of March, 1922. During the short period of its existence 
the society has enlisted 73 members of whom 47 belong to Presidency 
College, 13 to the Hare School, 12 to the Hindu School, and i to the 
Eden Hindu Hostel. The membership includes Professors, Lecturers, 
School-teachers, Clerks and menials. It -is a perfectly democrotic 
institution. 

The authorised share capital of the society is Rs, 20,000 divided 
into 20CO shares of Rs. 10/- each. On the 30th of June, 1923, the 
actual amount of share capital paid up was Rs. 3,743 and the total 
amount of deposits received was Rs 4,851. The total amount of 
loans issued upto the 30th June, 1923 was Rs. 14,104. The purposes 
for which loans have been issued include repayment of old debts at 
higher rates, house-building, purchase of land expenses on account 
of illness, performance of compulsory social ceremonies such as 
daughters' marriages and sradhs etc. Repayments of loan kists 
have been generally regular. The rate of interest charged on loans 
contracted during the year was 9} p. c. per annum or 1% pies per 
rupee per month. 

The society has made a profit of Rs. 434/13/6 and it is proposed 
to pay a dividend of 6^ per cent. The following is a list of office 
bearers in 1922-23 : ~ 

Chairman—Rai J. B. Bhaduri, Bahadur. 
Hon. Secretary—Prof. P. Mukherji. 
Hon. Jt. Secy, — K. N. Chakravarti. 
Hon. Treasurer—Prof. K. C, Ray. 
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FINAL NOTES 

The Christian Scriptures tell us that the best wine is served last. 
And last come, therefore, the two following letters which we have 
as much pride as pleasure in re-publishing from the Calcutta Review 
of September. These letters not only show appreciation of the merits 
of Dr. Ghoshal and Mr. Mukherjea, but also reflect much credit on 
their old Alma-mater the Presidency College :—-Ed. 

Mr. P. D. Mukerjee on Co-operative Movement. 

International Labour office, 
Geneva. 

23rd May, 1923. 
League of Nations. 

Dear Sir, 

Your book on the Co-operative movement in India has recently 
arrived at the International Labour Office and has been passed to me 
as chief of the Co-operative service. I am very glad of this opportu­
nity of stating that I have read it with great interest and profit, and 
can assure you that it will be favourably mentioned in our Inter­
national Labour Review. 

I must say that we have been very anxious here to contribute 
towards spreading in other countries the knowledge of the growing 
Indian Co-operative Movement, and have been very fortunate in 
securing from Mr. Henry Wolff an article on "the Co-operative 
Movement and Labour in India" which appeared in the Inter­
national Labour Review (February, 1922 ). Your book, which of 
course possesses greater fulness of documentation, will, I am sure, 
serve the same purpose. 

Although it seems intended mostly as a reliable guide for Indian 
practical co-operators and also for students of Economics, it shows 
such a sound and sympathetic understanding of the fundamental 
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principles and supplies such accurate and uptodate information on 
the efforts, development and needs of the Indian Co-operative 
Movement and even of the various Co-operative Movements in other 
countries, that in my opinion it places the general public consider­
ably in your debt. 

Yours faithfully, 
Dr. G. FAUQUET, 

Chief of the Co-operative Service 

Dr. Ghoshal on Hindu Political Theories 

Edinburgh 
4, Crawfurd Road 

2Sth July, 1923. 
Dear Sir, 

I am in receipt of your letter Misc 8258-XXVni of the 27th 
of June forwarding to me a copy of Dr. Upendra Nath Ghoshal's 
work on 'A Histovy of Hindu Political Theories.' 

I have read with much interest this work and I am glad to be 
able to say that I think it is unquestionably one of the most consider­
able contributions yet made to this interesting topic. The author's 
information is extensive, and what is more important in this matter, 
his judgment is normally extremely sound. His acceptance of the 
traditional date of the Arthasastra is a matter on which I disagree, 
but fortunately comparatively little turns in this case on the date. 

I have accordingly to ask you to convey to the Vice-Chancellor 
and the Syndicate my high appreciation of their courtesy in sending 
me this work and my sense of the valuable service which they are 
rendering to the cause of Indian studies by the publication of 
scholarly treatises of this kind which are calculated to remove 
prevalent misconceptions regarding Indian political thought. 

Yours very truly, 
A. BERRIDALE VEITII . 

The Registrar, 
Calcutta University. 
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APOLOGIA 

As the College is closing rather unexpectedly early, we have 
had literally to rush through the Press. And hence this issue of the 
Magazine is much thinner than it would otherwise have been. The 
reports of the various organisations of the College and the Hostel 
Notes, in which are reflected our manifold activities have along with 
some articles been withheld from publication. There may also 
be some other shortcomings which but for such feverish hurry 
would not have occurred. For all these we sincerely apologise to our 
readers, and while wishing all a very enjoyable vacation, we hope 
our contributors will not forget during the holidays their old friend 
—The Magazine 

—Ed. 
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E D I T O R I A L N O T E S . 

" T H E year 1923 is drawing to a close—the long year of 
three hundred and sixtyfive days, and yet but a drop in 

the ocean of Time. It is customary to have on the close of each 
year a short pause in the ceaseless march of life, to take a stock 
of the past and a survey of the Future. Yet ordinarily no January, 1 
differs in essence from the preceding December, 31. Then what 
is this marking by 'years' ?—nothing, indeed, but a vain attempt 
of finite man to measure the Infinite. But custom is custom, 
and let us have a lingering look into the past and see (some 
will add) what progress we have made. But to us 'Progress', 
'Improvement' with their contradictories seem to be empty words. 
For after all, human history illustrates not the theory of Evolution 
but of Revolution. Every age believes itself to be progressing, 
though what the absolute goal of life is no body has yet been 
able clearly to define. In truth, we seem to be moving round 
an unknown end, and our judgments of Past and Future are 
determined by our arbitrary standards of the Present. Who 
knows to-day, for example, what posterity will say about 
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1923? It may cast our brilliant luminaries into the sLade and 
throw a halo of light over many a star that today is shrouded 
in gloom. Probably posterity will laugh at the too generous 
courtesy which we have extended to books like ''u Winter 
Comes"—we can only say 'probably'—and indeed that is the 
teaching of Modernism. So many dogmas have been exploded, 
so many confident beliefs have been shown to be cironeous 
that to-day 'sure/ 'certain' and such other terms seem 'O smack 
of anachronism, looking like relics of a trend of thought which 
humanity has long outgrown. 

But this miraculous popularity of 'If Winter Crmes' is 
not without its significance as a reflection of modera ten­
dencies. In modern times Omarkhayyam alone had a similar 
popularity and vogue. Indeed, the popularity of Omarkhayyam 
and the popularity of books like 'If Winter Comes' are 
intimately connected. In Omarkhayyam, was reflecteJ the 
sceptical and rationalistic man of today, from whom science 
had taken away all mental and moral props and yet 
could not in itself supply one. Science is stimulating as a 
pursuit but ultimately it renders man sceptical and mechanical. 
In Omarkhayyam, the Modern Age found its vacant spirit 
rendered into exquisite poetry. But Omar only deepened its 
Cynicism, and man at last has come to this unfortunate conclu­
sion that life is a mere child's play in which he that is serious 
must also be sad. Hence the growth of dilettantism and 
frivolity and a rejection of all that is not light and beguiling. 
Hutchinson has pandered to this mood of 1923. His 'If Winter 
Comes' has this great merit that it has no merit worth serious 
consideration. It has created a storm only because there was a 
vacuum in the atmosphere. The twentieth century was ushered 
by the death of John Ruskin, the most profound hater of 
dilettantism and the dismal scinces and the twentythree years 
that we have passed since then have proved that his death in 
the year 1900 has had a symbolic significance. 
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T h e ment ion of Ruskin reminds us of the last of the great 

Victorians, who passed away a few months ago. Lord Morley 

was born in the year 1838, w h e n Tennyson and Carlyle in litera­

ture and Glads tone and Disraeli in politics were beginning to 

shine in all their effulgence and he died when those brilliant 

luminaries had all faded out of vision and Kipling and Baldwin 

were having their little day. Morley's life was as rich in achieve­

ments as it w a s full of years. His political life may for the 

time being be left out of consideration and political work is not, 

after all, of a kind that endures , for a statesman is but an 

impersonal agent of that anonymous force which we call Public 

Opinion. Hence as soon as a politician leaves the field of his 

activity, the veil of oblivion is d rawn over him, new puppets 

are brought in and with them the nameless mass proceeds 

on its journey towards its indiscernible goal. But an artist, 

though a produc t of his own age and century, has yet something 

intrinsically his own, and this lives on when all accidental 

aroma of t ime and place has worn away. Townshend and 

Grenvil le—how great they were in their own day but do 

they not live today only in the brilliant speeches of that 

ungainly orator E d m u n d Burke. What , again, of that 'greatest 

citizen of the world', William Ewart Gladstone ? Will it be 

blasphemy to assert today that he is already beginning to live 

only in the luminous pages of Morley ? Now to return to the 

great m a n who has just left the world. It has been said of 

Carlyle that he rendered a signal service by his interpretations 

of G e r m a n poets and philosophers. If Carlyle reve?.led the 

greatness of German masters, how many authors has Morley 

interpreted—Burke, Rousseau, Mill, Wordsworth and others too 

many to n a m e ? 

But besides these studies which are not merely interpreta­

tive but also creative, he leaves behind him another rich legacy 

and that is style—its quietness and sanity. He lacked, indeed, 

the wizard charm that 'startles and waylays' but he had the 

^reat homely virtue of sanity which never forced a point nor 
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left any out of consideration. Then above everything else was 
his character. During his Hfetime, he was called 'Honest John.' 
Honesty, indeed, was the strangest note in Morley—both in 
the author and the man. In the modern world of shams and 
jobberies this strong, simple virtue seemed to be an anachro­
nism, and that is probably why he withdrew himself from the 
enormous moral jugglery which is being enacted in the world 

since August, 4, 1914. 
# * # # # * 

Aswini Kumar Dutt is no more, and Bengal has lost one 
of her greatest men, his whole, life being but a round of services 
rendered to the mother country. To us, however, he appeals 
mainly as an educator of youth and that indeed, is* the best 
service that he has been able to render to the people of Bengal. 
It is doubtful if Aswini Kumar's name will be found in a 
History of Bengal, and even if it is found, it will not appear in 
the history of Education. History is an unsure index to truth. It 
choronicles facts that dazzle—facts whose influence has been too 
apparent, and which "loudly protest their right to be heard. 
Aswini Kumar's services are not certainly of this nature. But 
the nation is a product of many intangible forces and of these 
he is one of the most potent. It is not possible for futurity to 
measure such forces. The more reason, therefore, that we 
should today bow down our heads as a mark of respect for the 
memory of a man w^ho devoted his life to the work of educating 
the people of his country. 

The Nobel prize for literature has this year been awarded 
to Mr. W. B. Yeats. A worthier recepient one cannot well think 
of. Mr. Yeats is the leader of what is called the neo-celtic 
movement in English literature. There are critics who do not 
admit the existence of such a movement and regards it as only 
a survival of Romanticism. But this does not detract from the 
charm of Mr. Yeats's poetry—its Mystic idealism, its haunting 
mu?ic as of A wind among the reeds. In word-music and mystic 
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cluirm, He is akin to the poet of Gitanjali, though he is a bit too 
elfin and lacks Tagore's iridescent humanity. In his introduc­
tion to the Gitanjali, Mr. Yeats has said that in Rabindranath 
Indian Civilisation unfolds itself. W e may similarly say that 
Yeats's poetry is a reflexion of the old Celtic spirit—its rich fancy 
and melancholy n>ysticism. 

1923 has been a year of crisis in Indian politics. The future 
is yet so misty and the issues are yet so uncertain that it would 
be premature to pass any judgment now. But we have con­
fidence in the unconscious instinct of events and hope that 
whatever turns out will be all for our best. 

In Europe the old higgle and haggle about reparations, 
national self-determination and other problems is still going on. 
To-day France snarles at Germany, tomorrow Greece advances 
towards Turkey and the day after Italy looks grim at Greece. 
Then there are commissions and conferences which confer upon 
many things, infer little and effect less. An English literateur 
of considerable reputation once suggested the abolition of smoke 
as a most urgent municipal reform. But the measure would 
work better in the political world. Indeed, if the various nations 
of Europe had been plainer and had done away with their 
jugglery of words, they could have gone much futher towards 

the solution of these thorny problems. 
# # * * * ĵ 

Now a bit about ourselves. Since we appeared last, there 
have been two changes in the staff. Mr. Wordsworth has 
returned, the fresher and more genial for his long absence from 
here. Mr. Barrow has left for Chittagong. He carries with him 

the best wishes of us all. 
* # # # * * 

Mr. Dustoor also has left the College and Mr. B. B. Roy is 

back amongst us. W e extend a hearty welcome to Mr. Roy 

and part with Mr. Dustoor with a pang equally sincere. We hope 
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that it will soon be possible for the authorities to re-enlist his 
services, for he was an asset to the College and leaves a gap 

which he alone can fill. 
* * * * * * * 

There is one happy thing to note. The Biological Society 
which had been in a moribund condition for the last few years 
has recently been revived and is doing very good work too. Our 
heartiest thanks are due to the organisers of the society and to 
Prof. S. C. Mohalanobis who, inspite of indifferent health, is 
taking a keen interest in its activities. 

'^ * * * * * 

Our Alma mater the university is going through a very 
important change. Vernacular had hitherto been a sort of 
'third language', in which it was more creditable to fail than pass. 
Attempts are now being made to make it the first language, 
so that to pass in it one has seriously to read it too. The time 
is not far distant, again, when it will replace English as the 
general medium of instruction, and no change is more desirable 
than this. It is a good thing to read such a rich literature as 
English, but a hundred and fifty years of English Education 
has proved what a pitiful waste of energy it is to use English 
as a medium of instruction and expression, for style is not 
only personal, it is also national, and one's mother's milk is 
never out of one's mouth. Indians may write elegant English 
and scholarly English, but they can never write English with 
ease. And whatever England-returned men may think, there 
is scarcely an Indian who writes and speaks English better 
than he writes and spea'ks his vernacular. The fact is that 
our standard of correct English is not determined by what we 
instinctively feel to be so, but by what Englishmen have laid 
down by their usage. Apishness can never produce style 

which is but an expression of personality. 
# * # # # 

As we remarked last time, one of the greatest problems 
awaiting solution from the New Council is that of the university. 
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The aim of the resolutions that are to be discussed there is so 
far as can be gathered from the general trend of the Councillors' 
speeches, to end one-man-rule. But would red-tapeism be a 
better substitute ? Matters may to some extent be put right 
by extension of franchise from Registered Graduates to 
graduates of some years' ( say seven ) standing. It may 
be that it would not end despotism either. If so, the autocracy 
ought to go on. W e must not be led by catchwords. Despotism 
is democracy, if it represents Vox Populi. 

A Congress of Universities is to be held at Simla and our 
university is sending as many as seven delegates. Is it not 
too many ? Sir Ashutosh alone can represent the university 
in all its various interests and activities, and one may well be 
in doubt as to what material help the other six delegates will 
be able to render him. An exception may, of course, be made 
in favour of Mr. Hornell, specially in view of the acute differ­
ences of opinion which the Ex-Vicechancellor and the Senate 
have had with the Government of late. 

* 45- * * ^ * •)«• 

Let us close with a word about ourselves. Encomiums are 
pouring in upon Dr. Ghoshala nd Prof. P. Mukherjea, and we pub­
lish the following with real pleasure and pride. "Prof. Mukherji's 
book. The Co-operative ^fIo^vement in India, has already become 
a "classic" and its third edition will be welcomed by co-operators 
in Europe as well as in India. It would hardly be untrue 
to say that as the co-operative Movement in India expands and 
ramifies, so Professor Mukherji's book expands and embraces 
a larger field with each successive edition ' 

"Readers of the Irish Economist will remember that Pro-
fesaar Mukherji is not a chronicler ; he is a writer who, while 
giving to foreign readers the necessary facts from which they 
can grasp the spirit and progress of Indian co-operation, gives to 
the Indian reader a synopsis of the progress and development 
of co-operation in other lands which can serve as a stimulus and 
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guide to. Indians. His information about co-operation in Europe 

is also valuable to us Euroi^eans, who find in a handy form 

much useful material gathered together. ^^ ^ W e heartily recom­

mend the third edition of Professor Mukherji's book to our 

readers.' * 

As for complimentary notices on Dr. Ghoshal's "excellent 

piece of work" (to quote New Statesman), they have already 

appeared in The Calcutta Review and need not be repeated 

here as too much of sweetness spoils a feast. 

A happy New year for all our readers! 

SOME NOTES ON THE IMPERIAL 
EDUCATION CONFERENCE. 

"\Y7'HEN on leave, I was instructed to attend the conference 
as a delegate from Bengal, and was associated with Mr. 

West, Principal of the Dacca Training College, in this capacity. 
Delegates were present from most of the other provinces of 
India, and from most parts of the Empire, Newzealand, 

strangely, w^as unrepresented. 
# # * * * 

There had been one similar conference before the war. 
Some of those present had been members of that conference, 
and the experience then gained was readily put at our disposal. 
This facilitated business, necessarily a difficult matter wlien 

* I rom a review of Prof. P. Mukheijea's book on T h e Cooperative 
Movement in India,'• pubh.he i m tlie Octobei-issue of the Irish Economist, 
the leading lush Cooperative Joarnal issued fiom the Co-opeiative Reference 
Libraiy, Dubhn. 



Some Notes on the Imperial Education Conference. 95 

many men of different experiences and outlook gather from 
many parts of the earth, 

* * * # >x« 

I have written men. I should not overlook the one lady, 
present as a deligate from Palestine, where she is in charge of 
girls' education. 

# * # * # 

Such an opportunity of meeting to discuss and compare 
a variety of experiences and aspirations is valuable for 
maay reasons, however small, amid such variety, the pros­
pect of arriving at common formulae. But it is pro­
bable that those present from . India valued most the 
opportunity of resuming touch, for however short a time, 
with what is being done in education in England, and with 
the men who are doing and directing it. For England is 
likely long to remain the land to which India looks for guidance, 
inspiration, and experience in education, and the land w îth the 
amplest opportunities for educational experiment. 

This opportunity, of resuming touch with education in 
England, was freely, offered to us. Not only w^ere several 
leading members of the Enligsh Scotch, and Welsh Departments 
of Education members of the conference, but other members of 
those Departments attended to read papers, to contribute their 
special knowledge to the discussions, and to chat with us at 
lunch—always an important part of big conferences. One of 
the most distinguished of public school head masters attended 
to speak about the place of examinations in school work. One 
of the most distinguished of Home Office officials attended to 
tell us about the work of Reformatory Schools in England, in 
the development of which he has played a great part. The most 
distinguished Public Health Official of the time attended to speak 
about the efforts that England is making to improve the health 
and physique of its children. Further, genero'us opportunities 
of refreshing and extending our professional knowledge were 

2 
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offered in other ways. Public schools invited us to visit them. 
The Board of Education and the Teachers' Training Colleges 
combined to arrange an exhibition of work done in schools and 
colleges. The London County Council, one of the greatesi 
educational authorities in the world, also arranged an exhibition 
of the work done in its own schools and other institutions. Not 
only were the results in profusion before our eyes, but day after 
day an elaborate programme was arranged for the enlightenment 
of visitors—a class in 'this room at drill, a school choir 
singing in that, in another a class from a slum school acting 
Shakespeare,' and dozens of other items. As an instance of the 
thoroughness that marked this" exhibition, and of the comprehen­
siveness of the council's work, it may be mentioned that the 
refreshments served up to visitors in the tea room were prepared 
by pupils of the council's cookery schools and served by 
pupils of the council's schools for waiters. 

In addition to the daily work of the conference, there were 
arranged for us four evening lectures, by authorities on their 
subjects. One, by the Lady Principal of a very special kind 
of Teachers' Training College, dealt with baby schools i.e. 
schools for children too young for the ordinary infant schools, 
One of the newest developments in England. A distinguished 
authority dealt with intelligence tesis. Sir Robert Baden 
Powell lectured on the Boy Scout movement, so honourably 
connected with his name, and invited us to tea and to inspect 
the head quarters of the movement in Epping Forest, and lastly 
Sir C. P. Lucas of Colonial Office fame, lectured about the 
Empire and its meaning. These lectures, like all other papers of the 
conference, were followed by discussions open to all present, not 
only to the conference delegates : thus an opportunity was given 
of hearing men of mark in public hfe, and once more, when 
we write of men, we should not forget the woman.. The first 
lecture, on baby schools, w ^ presided over by Mrs. Wintringham, 
the second woman t o . be elected to Parliament; her charm of 
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manner and of speech, and her ability in the chair, were 
sufficient to convince and convert the most vigid anti-feminist 
present. 

'A- '/r -Tî  ^ ^ 

In the discussion after this paper Mr. West delighted an 
appreciative audience with an account of some of the difficulties 
that surround primary education in Bengal, and achieved 
a reputation by explaining in answer to a question that primary 
education in Bengal was "neither compulsory nor voluntary, but 

very voluntary." 
•-r # # # * . 

One afternoon we spent at a cinema entertainment. Not an 
ordinary entertainment, made up of French "Comics" and Ame­
rican "Sentimentalities"; the programme was specially arranged 
by the leading men of the cinema industry, that we might have 
the material for form-ng opinions about the place of the cinema 
in education. To the consequent discussion in the conference 
1 may refer in a later note : here I shall only mention the ear­
nestness -with w^hich more than one delegate urged that the 
conference should at least decide the pronunciation of the 
word "cinema", and so make its impress on the growth of 
the English tongue. It is perhaps superfluous to note that many 
of the films put before us were of wonderful beauty But it 
will interest some readers to be told that among the 'literature 
films'" were plays of Shakespeare. "Shakespeare without notes", 
has long been urged by many thoughtful teachers : "Shakespeare 
without words," is, so far as 1 am aware, quite an up-to-date 

novelty. 
# * •/- >;;= * # 

By English traditions, work on conferences is bound up with 
lavish hospitality, and certainly we received no lack of attention 
in this regard. A dinner given by the English Government, with 
the President of the Board of Education in the chief chair, wap 
perhaps an expected compliment, but even a Londoner may 
find pleasure in remembering that he has ta$ted (the proper 
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word) the hospitality of the Mansion House, and looke upon 
a Lord Mayor engaged in that function which in our thoughtless 
moments we regard as par excellence his main duty—the swall­
owing turtle soup. More definitely connecting hospitality with 
education was a lecture on the newly revived folk and country 
dances.by the man who above all men has worked for thisjollowed 
by an exposition of its grace and charm, in which the performers 
were a band of young assista nts whom he himself had trained. 
In India dancing has little to do with education ; grace of move­
ment is learned in other way's. But in Europe it has long been 
an important pert of physical education, and physical education 
is an integral part of education as a whole. It was told to me 
that the young men in this band of dancers were University 
students, on vacation, doing the work in an honorary capacity 
for their own pleasure. . I do not know whether this was the 
case : the mere possibility will be sufficient surprise for Indian 
students. It is not necessary to emphasise what a precious part 
of English culture was once to be found in village songs and' 
sports and dances, in the days when England was justly called 
"Merry," or to insist on the wisdom of preserving and reviving 
these fragments of our past. For they are national in the truest 
sense, and a strong defense against the invasion of the vulgar 
and unhealthy. What ancestors did well must always have great 
value in education. 

There is much else of which I could write I and may write 
for a later number of this Magazine. But what has perhaps 
left the pleasantest memory was an invitation to visit the fleet, 
and inspect the* famous Naval Training College at Dartmouth, 
as guests of the admiralty. Students of history will know that 
what the Navy does it does well, whether fighting battles or playing 
Rugby football or entertaining guests : nor was it a small thing 
to be a guest on H. M. S. Hood, the most wonderful battle ship 
afloat, and to be shewn other types of fighting vessels even 
to the most delicate parts of their insides, Dartmouth is far-
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famed as the training school of the Naval officer, and as the 
most efficient 'vocational' school ever known. But my note has 
been long enough: what Dartmouth had to shew may be written 
at some other time. 

W. C. W. 

A PLEA FOR FINER PROSE. 

Mr. B. B. Roy, M. A. 

I. 

' I 'HE art of writing is, as every one of us has felt in his un­
inspired moments, a difficult one; and even the homelier 

Muse of prose might turn a deaf ear to the hardest of wooers. 
The atmosphere for even passable creative work may not exist 
for us, at every hour of day or night; the very materials of writing 
may rebel; and one may not feel sure whether one should write or 
merely talk. For the prose that informs is a j comparably ' easy 
affair and is perhaps better spoken than written, even if it were 
for no briefer a period than forty years; but the prose that 
creates is harder than poetry, complexer than music, being less 
spontaneous and incomparatively less yielding. Which modern 
can write like Lyly or Bacon or Huxley : or Cobbett or Emerson 
or like Macaulay or Landor or Stevenson or an^ other master that 
took prose seriously ? And, which of us, after we have laid 
down the pen, tired and wondering, haven't felt that Marlowe's 
words about there being a mystery that no pen can distil are 
truer far of prose than of poetry or drama ? 

Yfet it would perhaps be ungrateful to many an aspiring 
writer to say that the desire for turning out high-class prose exists 
no longer or that such prdhe is not present in many a volume of 
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contemporary writing as a blunt and unmistakable fact. Of shy 
reviewers not a few have shot p -etty near the mark ; and mere 
explorers have received posthumous credit for such achievement 
at the hands of anthologists. There is a wider and livelier 
appreciation of the oHer masters ; and literary weeklies correct, 
as best as they could, the hurry and journalese of the daily sheet. 
The very politicians, on the eve of an electioneering campaign 
turn half a dozen delicate phrases or have graduate secretaries 
that do the work better ; and at no time perhaps was the gulf 
between prose-poetry and p^ose better realised. Nevertheless the 
vast mass of popular writing proves that we do not yet betray 
an equal understanding of or even liking for the prose, that 
without losing its character approximates to poetry. 

The fact is, in our protest against fine writing, we "have gone 
farther than a sense of literary propriety should have^ allowed us. 
Fine writing, we are toH, is a goal that fascinates and baffles the 
foreigner that cannot think in idioms ; a species of snobbery or 
else a form of pardonable vanity in a man to whom the static 
in language appeals more than the dynamic. Swinburne puffs 
his cheeks, in spouting superlatives ; and even that literary 
prodigy who wieHs his strength with grace and economy, Joseph 
Conrad and that lord of language, Tagore, do not write "English 
English" in the sheer straining after precision and rhythm. 
Shade of Pater ! 

11 

To a detached observer who looks upon English, with a 
loving anxiety and expectation, all this latter day craze for 
"English Englsh" which obsesses not merely British teachers in 
foreign universities but also native English doctors of style, seems 
a hopelessly one-sided tendency. For one thing they confuse 
pedagogy with art and the idi- matic root of language with the 
consummate flower in rhythm and diction. The foreigner has 
no doubt to be warned, time and a'gain, of the obstinate habit 
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of translating from the vernacular, of mixture of metaphor, of 
conventional verbiage ; but it is too often forgotten that there 
are certain strata in every language to which a foreigner has 
almost as swift and easy an access as a native. The foreigner 
no doubt thinks more in forcelul or vidid words than in rude, 
homely idioms; and the more so if he is a raw student ; but 
even this perfectly natural tendency comes in more for exagge­
ration and caricature than a sympathetic statement. For in 
many a foreigner with a ridiculously inaccurate pronunciation 
and even a comically truant grammar one notices an intuitive 
unstanding of the genius of language, a generally admirable if 
not meticulously correct fecLng for rhythm, a sense of the 
relative beauty, dignity and sonorousness of words which, in all 
but confirmed cynics, inspire wonder and respect. For even 
though the spoken rhythm, of language is difficult to master, 
the sense of a rhythm in the written word or sentence comes in 
calculably from an appreciation of the substance. 

Paradoxical as it may sound, a knowledge of idioms while 
it is essential to a student and while it promotes a correct sense 
of the individuality of a language, dees not promote an aesthe­
tically faultless style. That side of language which has most to 
do with the mental eye or ear of the reader, be he never so crude 
a foreigner has hardly anything to do with correct grammar and 
idiom, although in every serious user of a language, these must 
be more or less taken for granted. TV e £es Letic and the logical, 
sides of a language have not much in common ; and the muddle-
headedness of many an educationist is responsible for that 
undervaluation of the sesthetlc sk e which has resulted in the 
slovenly journalese against which the present essay is an humble 
protest. 

A husky, unmusical, eaccphonous p:ose, however rich in 
idioms is not -an asset to a language, but a positive menace, for 
through sheer obstinacy it loses its breadth and forfeits pro­
gress. A standard of style that dees not insist en a musical 
selection of words and a lively articulation of the finer tones 
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of impressions, .makes for the decay of form, and through it, of 
substance. How welcome, how soothing is the prose of Tagore 
and Conrad, after that of the best sellers of last winter ! 

The same lack of emphasis on the aesthetic side of language 
is betrayed in quarters least suspected—those unwearying 
teachers of "pure accent" to shy, youthful foreigners. Phonetics 
and elocution, precise articulation of vowels and the energetic 
sounding of consonants a r e ' processes and precepts that fight 
down the stiffness or laziness of the foreigner's tongue, and, no 
doubt, those who have been through such a process, have 
been in the end, grateful to those teachers for the revela­
tion . of a new beauty in prose and a new music in 
verse. But it is often forgotten that quite apart from the 
scientific sense of rhythm, which is undeniably useful to 
every stylist and which has been present in every masterly 
user of language, there is an intuitive sense of rhythm even 
of a foreign tongue which makes silent reading a pleasure 
and gives roundedness to the style of many a novice. 

One perhaps can never quite prove, in any absolute manner, 
this intuitive sense of the beauty of sound in a foreign language. 
But every man who has had, either as a teacher or as a learner, 
to do with language has felt that besides the physical ear which 
is sensitive to conventional and correct pronunciation, there is 
a mental ear which is attuned to an ideal beauty of sound which 
transcends the phonetic peculiarities of particular languages. 
It is this mental ear which is the final judge of a vital and 
musical style; and one sees its workings in the groping after 
words of fuller tonic value and the impatience of correct but 
wooden writing which one notices in many an imperfectly 
taught writer and listener. For, whereas a scientific training in 
abstract phonetics or better, the lively spoken rhythm of a language 
is a great aid to those who have a sensitive mental ear, it is 
often forgotten that in mast normal men, such an ear works 
well unaided—a fact to which the teacher of composition 
and accent ought to give more attention than he usually does. 
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III. 

The English language has gained immensely by its being 
written widely outside the limits of the British Isles. The 
catchpenny writer on philology tells of priceless words following 
in the wake of priceless merchandise from the Indies into 
England, of the splash of colour that passed over the whole 
English vocabulary, the cotmtless expressive slangs that 
were born, never to die, in many a heated barrack-room on the 
Indian Frontier, of whole aspects of Eastern life, capJured 
and made immortal in a phrase. 

But there has been a greater gain which has not received 
the serious notice that it deserves. The world-wide use 
of English, by the much-abused "Babu" and the much-envied 
"Educated Indian," the Japanese salesman or the Chinese 
carpenter has revealed to the student of philology the unsus­
pected possibilities of this justly admired language. "Babu 
English" which has happily now a pathological interest only, 
was a frantic attempt at reconciling English grammar to Bengali 
idioms, just as the "Babu" pronunciation of English, now more 
and more on the wane, on account of rigid schooling, was a 
rapid effort at rendering English sounds into their nearest 
vernacular equivalents. "Pidgin" English, as one can see 
from reports of travellers, was as near an approach to stenogra­
phic methods in the use of spoken English as can be imagined. 
But the final passing away of these transitional phases and 
the pretty general writing of good, idiomatic English all over 
the world by peoples widely different from one another in 
temperament, taste and tradition, has given the native English 
writer, an increased confidence in the soundness, the essentially 
cosmopolitan character and the marvellous elasticity of his 
language. The foreign master of English has not seldom 
made the native writer pause and ask if he might not profit 
by the example set before him. The English of Tagore, what­
ever its idiomatic lapses, has visibly influenced many a British 

3 
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writer of prose and verse ; a n d the Engl ish of G a n d h i by its 

unwaver ing sincerity has found not a few admire r s and 

admirat ion has led unccnsciously to imilalicn. T h e r e has keen 

quite a n u m b e r of Irish writers, the greatest of t h e m Oscar 

Wilde, w h o never quite master ing English id ioms have yet 

written English prose and verse of the- highest o r d e r ; while 

the Amer ican writers send annual ly across the At lant ic not 

merely a sheaf of slangs bu t new modes of thought . T h e 

English language has thus become from an insular into an impe­

rial language ; and the native English scholar canno t well play 

the part of a jealous sentry wideawake against the invasions of 

the alien. For assuredly the more reasonable w a y of promoting 

the interests of his mother tongue is to be receptive and to 

watch, in the uncouth exercises of the foreigner, br ight gleams 

of suggestions which might be of immense use of him. 

IV. 

No greater mistake w a s m a d e in literature t han when 

Wordsworth , in violence of reaction, asked for poetry, at 

least, as his defenders remind us, some poetry, be ing written 

in the language of conversation. Coleridge p u t it right, 

and his brief bu t brilliant criticism has disinfected all subsequent 

poetry from the effects of this crude doctrine. T h e same 

mistake obsssses many a m o d e r n mind, in the matter of 

prose. M u c h of modern fiction is written avowedly in the 

language of polite conversa t ion; and their wide popularity 

shows, a pretty general sympa thy with this ideal of facility and 

ease. A n d it is quite true that such writers have h igh moments 

of insight a n d passion, no less t han those others w h o have had a 

higher aim. A t their worst they have perpe t ra ted mere 

journalese and flippancy or no th ing worse than fun. 

But even the ideal of facility and ease, to which so great 

a thinker on style as Pater h a d to concede, m a y b e overworked. 

It is welcome because it is heal thy as a corrective ; just as the 

easy, effortless, rapid jm?nunciation of a mas te r or of quite 
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an ordinary man pleases an ear irritated by the slow and precise 
articulation of a clergyman who hasn' t yet acquired the art 
that conceals art. But then, it is the ease of a Scott or a 
H. G. Wells that pleases us, not the crude spontaneity of an 
undisciplined mind. When, therefore, the language of conver­
sation, even of polite conversation is held up as an ideal for 
prose, prose as a medium of art becomes coarsened and 
relegated to a ridiculously inferior position. For, Tolstoi and 
Wordsworth notwithstanding, c good deal of true art is aristo­
cratic in origin and intention, being essentially selective in 
matter and form ; and a civilisation which becomes complex 
from day to day, cannot but rise, steadily and decisively 
above the elementary forms and instruments of thought. 
Can a democratic diction convey the beauty and subtlety of 
the ideas of a Tagore, or a Maeterlinck, an Amiel or even a 
Pater? Can it, in the description of a discovery or a disaster or an 
emotional crisis, give anything beyond a vague, vast suggestion ? 
For full artistic or literary re-creation, "ordinary" prose is too rude 
an instrument; for full re-creation, we say advisedly, for such 
creative energy must seek as complete and vivid an em­
bodiment for ideas, as inspiration and effort, working hand in 
hand, can allow. T h e art of a mordern age must not be content 
with the subordinate, if often effective, art of suggestion. Here it 
is that the foreign master's English, cautious and slow, but 
rounded and rhythmic and artistically complete, the English of 
Conrad and Tagore might be of use to the native practitioner 
or pedagogue. 

The merely and racily "idiomatic" and vernacular style 
reflecting as faithfully as possible the language of ordinary 
conversation is good for drama and fiction, and even so, only 
of parts of them. The ordinary, even sometimes the deepest 
emotions of life, need merely a dramatic expression ; fullness 
of artistic re-creation is not demanded by them and is, in fact, 
antagonistic to their enjoyment. But for that other and wider 
range of emotipns and feelings—a range that is widened, from 
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day to day, by civilisation as it alters the composition of the 
human mind and the modes of its workings—demand specia­
lised diction, demand a conscious choice of the elements of 
style, rejecting no approach to the reader as too humble if it 
subscribes art. The "modes of impassioned prose," such as De 
Quincey preached and practised, the even finer prose of Ruskin 
and Pater are an increasing necessity for the modern man. The 
native English student of English language must be grateful 
to W. B. Yeats and George Moore and Walter Dela Mare for 
preserving, each in his own way, this, for English, an ancient 
and a noble anxiety for dignified and artistic expression; for 
they stimulate a high quality of thought in those that read 
their books and keep alive thai detached mood of high enjoy­
ment which it is the endeavour of modern culture and ancient 
classic to create. 

V. 

More even than poetry has prose a large destiny before it, 
in this modern age. Or, to put it more correctly, the-increasing 
tendency in modern literature, is for prose and poetry to con­
verge and meet in a "neutral region," in a quite different sense 
than the early English romantic critics had imagined. The 
rapid substitution in Poetics of the distinction between Poetry 
and Science for that between Poetry and Prose, the attempt 
of the school of Pater to write a prose that approximated to 
poetry without losing its character and that of contemporary 
vers-librists to write a poetry that should have the rough, un-
calculated charm of prose, the constant discussion in literary 
periodicals on rhyme and metre and the orthodox forms of 
poetry, the scientific investigations into the rhythm of prose and 
verse, are conclusive evidence if any were needed at all. No 
wonder, if many an irreverent modern youth thinks that poetry 
as a formal species is doomed to a more or less steady decadence 
if not to an undesirable death. 

But even if this be regarded as too exti-eme a statement, the 
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fact remains that prose, during its comparatively briefer existence, 
has been annexing domain after domain of thought and Ufe, 
making it increasingly difficult for verse to keep pace with it. 
It has been the younger and consequently the more adventur­
ous child of literature. T h e very professional poets, poets, 
whose natural voice was poetry, have drifted more and more 
towards prose. Which poet from Milton to Swinburne has not 
practised his left hand, with an increasing amazement at its 
skill and force ? A n d of those who have obstinately, through 
lack of self-criticism used the right hand, like Wordsworth, how 
many have been, as critics have rightly and unmercifully pointed 
out, born left-handers ! 

The fiction-writer, the journalist, the scholar and the politi­
cian have conspired to make prose the ruling if not the exclu­
sive instrument of literature; and it is for the guardians of langu­
age to preserve its purity and wholeness. A much-used ins­
trument is soon out of gear ; the edge is turned ; the screws 
loosen ; and presently a crude mechanician tinkers at it. Or 
else, it is stowed away, in a museum as a thing of antiquity that 
needs rest from profane handling. But there is yet a third way 
to keep it whole and sound ; not by the heavy-fingered purism 
of the pedant ; nor by the fetters of a new grammar or rhetoric ; 
but by the setting afloat a sound body of precepts as to its right 
use and by constant and intelligent practice of it, in lax as well 
as tense moments, as a thing of art. 



JOSEPH MAZ2INI—AN A P O S T L E OF 

DEMOCRACY. 

D R . U . N . GHOSHAL. 

'"THE key to Mazzini's outlook upon democracy must be 
discovered in his passionate faith in the ordering of a 

beneficent Providence and in the high destiny of mankind. 
The principal articles of his theological creed, if such it may 
be called, are beautifully summed up in the famous letter that 
he addressed to the Oecumenical council of the Catholic Church. 
There he wrote, "God, the Father and Educator—the law^ prefix­
ed by Him to life—the capacity, inhorn in all men, to fulfil it— 
free will, the condition of merit—progress upon the ascent 
leading to God, the result of right choice—these are the cardinal 
points of our faith." Simple words these, yet how sublime and 
universal ! How free from the slightest tinge of doctrinal ortho­
doxy or ritualistic pomp ! In truth religion was to Mazzini not 
a sum of dogmas or of rites but a perennial inspiration of the 
Divine Spirit urging the endeavour towards a higher life. With this 
noble cresd was coonbinad a belief in duty performed ceaselessly 
and unselfishly as the highest rule of human conduct. In the mov­
ing pages of his autobiography Mazzini tells us how in the supreme 
moral crisis of his life, when doubt and despair drove him to 
the verge of madness, he found solace in the gospel of selfless 
devotion to duty which he derived anew from his own religious 
convictions. "I came to my better self," he says, "alone and 
without aid from others, through the help of a religious 
conception which 1 verified by history. From the idea of God 
I descended to the conception of progress ; from the conception 
of progress to a true conception of life, to faith in a mission 
and its logical conclusion—duty, the supreme rule of life, and 
having reached that faith I swore to myself that nothing in this 
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world would again make me doubt or forsake it—I dug with 
my own hands the grave not of my affections but of all its 
desires, exigencies and ineffable comforts of affection, and I 
covered the earth over that grave so that none might ever 
know the Ego buried beneath." 

Mazzini's attitude towards democracy was the direct out­
come of these ideas. Religion and democracy were to him 
the central objects of interest, the two fixed poles towards which 
the magnet of his soul was always pointed. His famous watch­
word, as is well-known, ran, "for God and the People." In 
Mazzini's mind the two streams of sentiment mingled in one 
mighty torrent. His conception of democracy, indeed, was more 
spiritual than that of any of his contemporaries. "When all men," 
he declared in his usual elevated style, "shall commune together 
in reverence for the family and respect for property, through 
education and the exercise of a political function in the State,— 
the family and property, the fatherland and humanity, will 
become more holy than they are now. When the arms of 
Christ even yet stretched out on the Cross shall be loosened to 
clasp this whole human race in one embrace, when there shall 
be no more pariahs nor Brahmanas, nor servants nor masters 
hut only men, we shall adore the great name of God with 
much more faith and love than we do now." Democracy, thus 
interpreted, is lifted from the sphere of material interests and 
passions to the spiritual plane. Well might Mazzini, viewing 
the contemporary movement towards democracy from the 
eyrie of his thought, acclaim it as a "page of the world's history 
written by the finger of God." To realize this lofty ideal, it was 
essential to base it, Mazzini characteristically argued, upon the 
conception of duty. A gospel of rights, as this great teacher 
was never weery of re-iterating, had at the best a negative 
value. It helped to destroy the fabric of tyranny but was 
absolutely insufficient to substitute a new and a better one in 
its place. Nay more if we were to press it to its logical conclu­
sion, it would land us in the negation of government. Rights, 
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in short, are not the end but a means, and a democracy based 
thereon can be but an imperfect representation 'of the ideal. 
The true security of democracy and palladium of the rights of 
the citizens consist in rigid adherence to the rule of duty, for 
therein alone lies the guarantee of the fullest sacrifice of the 
individual for the collective good. 

Such, in brief is the teaching of the most religious-minded 
preacher of democracy that modern Europe has seen. To the 
men of his own as of subsequent generations, trained in a 
sham Darwinism, much of his message remained as it still 
remains a sealed book. But a prophet cannot be blamed for 
being in advance of his age. It is at any rate safe to prophesy 
that so long as democracy endures on earth, the life and writings 
of Joseph Mcizzini will serve as a beacon to aspiring and 
generous souls and kindle in them an unquenchable ardour 
for the cause he loved so well. 

A FLOWER P O E T OF BENGAL. 

SAMIRENDRA NATH MUKHERJEE—F//V^ Year Aris. 

CHELLEY'S much-quoted poignant phrase—a poet of 
unfulfilled renown—may truly be applied to the Bengali poet 

Satyendranath. Like Shelley, Byron, Keats and Chatterton our 
Satyendranath remains eternally a juvenile poet—a poet of love 
and enthusiasm a poet of sighs and dreams. Hence the glow of 
youthful imagination and the inspiration of youthful sensibility 
thrill us in every poem of Satyendranath. H e sings of liberty 
and love, of the joys and sorrow that build the human heart 
like many another singer; but he has also a wondering and 
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attentive eye for the beauties of nature ; well-versed in flower-
lore as one of his early volumes "^lv^<\ '^^' show. 

This book—"The Harvest of Flowers"—is almost a tribute 
to floral Bengal. Flowers appeal to all hearts, no doubt—but 
the new-born beauty and aroma of a half-blown flower stii a 
yovTig man's heari wkh romantic feeiings. But, Sowers generally 
appeal in two ways to the hearts of the poets. To the predomi­
nantly contemplative poets, like Wordsworth flowers are generally 
the bearers of Heaven's high message; to those pre-eminently 
emotional like Keats and Shelley they reveal nature's high 
romance of love and beauty. And Satyendranath as a flower 
poet is more sensuous and emotional than moralising or medita­
tive. In this respect he is in the same class with Keats and 
Shelley. 

To Satyendranath, the flowers were lovely maidens in the 
realm of Flora. They come to this world not merely to pain the 
senses but to beautify the gods and men alike. Not a single 
flower of our countty escapes the notice of this poet of flowers. 
And every flower opens the casement of his heart to let the 
warm love in. And like Wordsworth even the meanest unknown 
flowerlet by the wayside delights him with its humble beauty, 
though it does not give him "thoughts that he to0 <ieep for tears." 

It gives him joy pure and simple, it gives him pleasure pure 
and simple and he faints and fails with the excess of joy. 
Thus in his poem "^^t^l^ft" or "grass flower" we find the little 
flowers saying 

Honey-jar and Ear-ring and Blue-bee we are for 
ever in this world unknown and uncared for. 
Only some mad, forlorn poet takes notice of us and 

we adorn the dust.' 

4 
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This poem is taken up to illustrate the Wordsworthian senti­
ment in Satyendranath. Herein we find a mad lover of the 
humble flowers like 'Honey-jar' and 'Blue-bee' like the mad lover 
of the 'Lesser Celandine' and the Pansy. But unlike Words­
worth's, Satyendranath's flower poetry is free from rftoralisation. 
This poem shows that he is so much a lover of flowers that he 
creates new flowers with fantastic names and odours. 

It is no wonder, therefore, that all the beautiful flowers o*̂  
Bengal with their aerial hues and poetic names should appeal 
to this poet. And it is curious to note that almost every flower 
appears before him like a high-born maiden and speaks of its 
native virtues. Thus, he dramatises them and makes them 
tell the stories of their own lives. They are alive w îth the fire 
of life. Satyendranath always feels a tender affection for the 
flowers. They are to him objects of love and pity. 

He always remembers the legends of the flowers so the lotus 
is to him the eternal lady-love of the sun-god and the lily of the 
moon-god. And the poet says to the lotus— 

Tell me O lotus ! how do you feel in your heart 
when the morning sun darts a glance at you ?' 

And his lotus answers him in the poem "Lila Kamal"— 

Though bound with the watery chains and 
growing in the mud still in the dead of darknight 
I start to meet my lover Light at the trysting place 
of the morning.'' 

And his lily startles us with words like these,— 

Lily am I. I have opened my stall of scents 

I . 5f«f^ l2f?fS[ <2f« t^ ^ f g 3. Sf||5^ Sn:^ ^t«f1 ^ T f ^ "SiTfsi 

^ t m r^^^ c^^v, ^i^ ? ^̂ ^ ^_fjj^ ^̂ _̂ J 

N. 3.—The Bengali passages have been freely translated into English. 
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before the nightly breeze, 1 rise awakened by the 
kisses of the moon.' 

And, I salute the sun from far away and I love the 
—moon to my heart 's content for he has pre­
sented me with the nectar though thousands of 
miles away." 

Every flower that comes before us e.g. The 'Ketaki', the 
'Shephali,' the 'Rose', the 'Parul,' the 'Aparajita' and even much-
dreaded Poppy and the much-hated 'Akanda' is alive with the 
touch of the poet's magic wand. 

The greatest artistic triumph that Satyendranath attains 
in the description of the flower is to be found in the narration 
of the innate peculiarties of flowers like 'Champa' and 'Ketaki.' 
These flow^ers are too sweet and too beautiful. They actually 
ache us with too much of sweetness—and they grow amidst 
the terrible, 'Champa,' we know^ is the lady of the summer 
garden as rose is of the winter. And when every thing is ablaze 
with the piercing rays of the summer sun 'Champa' comes out 
laughing at the piercing rays of the sun and says :— 

I come when Spring sobs its last breath away, when 
the sad Earth is trodden by the fiery foot of 
Summer I '.come half in joy and half in fear but 
whole of heart. 

Champa am I divinely beautiful like the bold 
celestial nymph and enter like her into the forest of 
deep meditation.^ 

(3) "^W^ ̂ if̂ :̂  ^^ "^mm '^h^ f̂ ttw, 
f^-^ ri^-i^ f?it f^'i^ ^vm 'ift^^ 
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The fierceness of summer has been beautifully described 
by this flower whose beauty is as dazzling as the rays of the 
sun. And in the poem 'Ketaki' the same thought has been 
continued viz.—how Beauty lives in the realm of the Fierce. 

"Ketaki" says— 

I blow in the thorny jungle full of serpents —and 
grow up amidst numberless drops of tears — 
around me I hear the hissings of the poisonous 
snakes—In terror do I dwell—thorny "Ketaki" 
am I.' 

Here is the feeling of a romantic poet in the description 
of the ferociously sweet one. Here is artistic triumph in Bengali 
poetry. Here is Wonder added to Beauty. This thought is 
repeated in his poem on "Poppy." Like Swinbvirne Poppy to 
Satyendranath also is a symbol of forgetfulness and welcome 
death and in this respect he walks apart from Burns to whom it 
was a type of evanescence. 

The much-beloved rose has undergone a purely romantic 
treatment in the hands of Satyendranath. His rose says— 

——In dreary desert had I been as a mate of 
Accocia ; some wanderer fair came and loved me 
and I blew that night.—' 

And he says that a ross is famous not for its scent but for 
its beauty. Beauty is the only thing that he sought throughout 
his life. 

And so the mean flowers that are ignored by all are 
loved by him and he gives very pathetic description of their 
sorrows. 

^\ Jl*t%« isttl ^"^^t c^sf l ''srrtij ^1 
^Wc^ cw{^-\m ^'stfff^ 
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His "Karabi" says— 

Thorny am I not like a rose, so rosy honey can 
not be expected from me.^ 

And 'Aparajita* very proudly exclaims— 

Lest one should ignore me for my darkness, my 

father names me 'Invicta*—Unconquered of all/ 

The emotional poet worships it for its beautiful name. 

T H E F A S C I S T MOVEMENT IN ITALY. 

SANTOSH KUMAR CHATTEKJEE,—jra? Yrar Arts Class. 

ITALY has recently been in the lime-light. She has forced 
herself into the attention of all the nations of the world by 

her stern uncompromising attitude in her last dispute with 
Greece. A shadow of her glorious Self of the past, she was 
never famous for high-handed action. Whence then this new 
virility, a strange feeling of strength and determination in her 
political life ? All students of Politics, who have followed the 
course of events in Italy, will unhesitatingly attribute this fact 
to a new patriotic movement that has taken her by storm. I 
mean Fascism, which, manned by patriotic Italians and 
marshalled by Mussolini, has swept through the length and 
breadth of Italy. 

(3) c^mftl^ ^® 'F'^ft ^^ -^X (4) ^tc^l •w\ m?:^ C^1 ^ ra c ^ 
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To study the origin and growth of this movement, we 
must carry our mind far back to the days of 1919 and 
1920, when, fresh from war, the whole world lay prostrate 
and bleeding. Not only did the war demolish towns and 
villages: even the old-established political ideals were also 
levelled to the dust. In the general turmoil, every government 
reeled and tottered. Thus in Russia was overthrown the most 
centralised and despotic government in existence, making way 
for the Bolshevik regime, more tyrannical and equally rigid. 

The dream of Plato and Marx came true at last. 

For a time the whole world trembled at this new menace. 
Every government scented danger and suspected 'red' 
spies everywhere. In fact the heads of the Soviet Republic 
drcr not stmt money m carrying out an extensive propaganda 
through all the countries of Europe. The Bolshevik leaders 
plainly declared that they would mainly rely upon propaganda 
as the means to the attainment of a universal socialist state. 

Particularly in Italy was such propagahda carried out with 
tremendous effect. A long time before the war a socialist 
party had been organised there. This party did not look 
upon the existing government with any very loving eyes ; 
still it did not consider that the complete destruction of the 
government was desirable for the well-being of Italy. "Mending" 
was its watchword, not "Ending." What it advocated was an 
increased control of the state over many affairs which were 
conducted privately. But the dramatic success of Bolshevism 
imparted a new stimulus to the mind of the sociaHst leaders. 
They discarded their moderate views to the winds, and began 
to clamour for the immediate overthrow of the government. 
Then again another factor is to be considered, a strictly eco­
nomic one. The war had awfully forced up the cost of living 
and the wages of workers had not been increased proportionally. 
Naturally they were sullen, discontented and rebellious. 

It was among such men that the insidious teachings of the 
ernissaries of Lenin and Tropky had the greatest effect. The 
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Bolshevik hterature, freely and liberally distributed, brought in 
recruits in enormous numbers to the Socialist party. Then 
began a veritable 'reign of terror'. Through trades-union the 
socialists had the workers in their ov^n hands, and they incited 
them to strike, thus paralysing all industry. In Milan and 
other manufacturing centres of the North, they took possession 
of many of the industrial concerns and raided those who 
offered the least resistance. Private citizens were molested. 
Secret murders were not infrequent. 'Viva Lenin' was scrawled 
on the walls of the buildings in hideous mockery of the existing 
government. This state of affairs compelled the ministry 
of Signor Nitti to resign and Victor Emmanuel, the king of 
Italy called upon Signor Giolitti to form the cabinet. But the 
new government too was powerless to protect the most 
elementary rights of citizens—rights of life, of private property 
and of freedom from coercion. 

The gaunt spectre of Lenin strode like a Colossus on the 
breast of Italy crushing out her life. 

But Italy rallied. Perilously near the brink of disaster, she 
drew back in time. She had formerly shown her worth in 
producing Mazzini and Garibaldi : She now gave birth to 
another great leader—S. E. Benito Mussolini. A man of 
magnetic personality and splendid organising powers, it was he 
under whose fostering care the Fascist movement grew and 
spread to the terror and confusion of the Socialists. The word 
Fascisti is taken from an Italian word meaning "a bandage." 
A very happy denomination indeed, for it is the primary object 
of Fascism to heal the political life and cement the national 
unity of Italy. 

It must always be regarded as a curious fact that the 
deathblow to Socialism came from one who was originally 
one of its votaries. Mussolini was originally a Socialist. He 
was even expelled from Switzerland for his revolutionary 
activities. The condition of Russia under the Bolshevik tyranny 
opened his eyes. It certainly checked his idealism. It 
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compelled him to come down from his Soaring theories to broad 
central facts of life. The Socialist theory no doubt contains a 
certain element of truth. The charges that they bring aganist 
the present regime, namely, inequal distribution of wealth, 
exploitation of labour, speculation etc, are no doubt evils which 
every political institution must try its best to eradicate. But 
it is about the method, by which they propose to bring about a 
juster and more ideal regime, with which one is disposed to 
disagree. 

With Mussolini as the nucleus, the first Fasci Italiani di 
Comhatlimento (Fascist fighting corps) w^ere formed. The 
excesses of the Socialists had perfectly disgusted all classes, 
especially the middleclass people. They enrolled themselves 
in these Fascist corps in large numbers. Even students, 
vagabonds and paupers donned their black shirts and placed 
their services at the disposal of their leader. Fascism spread 
like wildfire, to the terror of the Socialists. The whole of Italy 
w âs divided into four zones for the purpose of the Fascisti: 
in each of these parts he installed an inspector-general with a 
large supply of forces at his command. 

At last the clash came. The Fascists did not tamely wait 
for the Socialists to come upon them. They boldly took the 
offensive. A bitter civil war raged in every part of Italy. The 
Fascists met violence with violence, assault with assault and 
even murder with murder. The bloody chronicle of Sinn Fein 
itself pales before this horrid scene of anarchy, rancour and 
reprisal. Almost every night the Fascist hordes issued out in 
their 'punitive expeditions', and swooped down unexpectedly 
on the Socialist headquarters and either killed them or 
compelled them to surrender. Side by side, Mussolini was 
thundering in the columns of Popolo d'ltalia, his own organ. 

The Fascists triumphed at last. In fact they had won 
by sheer force. The Socialist ranks were disorganised : 
numbers came out of them to enlist themselves as Fascists. 
The crisis was past, and Italy saved. 
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Signor Gorgolini has aptly summarised the movement in 
one brilliant sentence. "It is a lawless movement for the 
restoration of Lavsr." But the Fascist cult of Force has always 
distressed me. The movement, admirable in many respects, 
has this black spot in it. Mussolini himself is a firm believer 
in force. No doubt it was a desperate remedy, and highly 
efficacious too, for a desperate disease. Still one is inclined to 
think that brute force is, or at least ought to be, an anachronism. 
It is a relic of barbarous times. MussoUni de'-ended his pcsition 
by saying that he adopted violence only as a temporary 
measure. "As in all human manifestations, so violence has 
its proper share beyond which it damages those who exercise 
it rather than those against whom it is directed. You can never 
pass just limits with impunity. Violence is an exception, not a 
method or a system. It is not directed to personal vengeance 
but to national defence. When it has reached its end, it is a 
very grave error to urge it further. Violence must be that of the 

intelligent and not of brutes This is the true type of 
Fascist violence un'il the day in which it will be possible to 
discard its use bec^iuse life will have resumed its peaceful 
rhythm." 

Upto this time v^re have seen Fascism in its destructive 
palicy. It had eradicated a malign outgrowth on Italian life. 
Now we shall see it carrying out constructive work. During 
this time Fascism rose high in popular estimation. Mussolini 
was acclaimed as the saviour of Italy. Never had people less 
confidence in the ministry in power, which had looked on as an 
apathetic spectator when the Fascists and the Socialists were 
fighting out a duel to death. "Now or Never,"^ thought 
Mussolini. He executed a bold strategic move and the 
Giolittian ministry tumbled down like a pack of cards. 

On October 24, 1921, he convened a Fascist congress 
wherein he issued a manifesto expounding the cause of the 
Fascists and denouncing, the ministry in power as weak, 

vacillatini and quite incapable of solving the most urgent 

5 
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problems of internal and external policy. It must resign to 

make room for Fascism. 

The threat and the manifesto had the desired effect. The 

cabinet resigned, humiliated. The king hastily called Mussolini 

and requested him to form a cabinet. Thus Fascism came in 

power. 
Fascism has now entered from the dynamic to the static 

phase. The movement has now been transformed into a party. 
Mussolini, now premier of Italy has already published his 
programme of the Fascist party. He has definitely repudiated 
the Socialistic principle in it. He will uphold freedom of speech 
and the widest franchise. He does not aim at revolutionising 
the present system of labour and capital, at the instance of 
the Socialists, but he is for smoothing their mutual relations 
by the system of co-operation in production. The government 
will refrain from interfering with private enterprises. Italy had 
railways and telephones under state management; he proposes 
to restore them to private management as soon as practicable. 
His view is that stale management in those cases leads to 
corruption, extravagance and mefEciency. 

The Fascist party does not look favourably upon the League 
of Nations. In course of his speech to the first Fascist congress 
at Florence, he declared—"Fascism does not believe in the 
vitality or principle of the so-called League of Nations. In 
this League, the nations are not really on a footing of equality. 
It is a kind of Holy alliance between the plutocratic nations 
of the Anglo-Saxon group, to guarantee for themselves the 
exploitation of the greater part of the world." But it cannot be 
gainsaid that the League represents the best attempt ever made 
for the realisation of that ideal—'World peace'. It has its 
many imperfections, various limitations. In fact, what institution 
has not got them ? But there can not be a more serious 
obstacle in the way of the League than the distrust of the 
nations in its potency. Recent events have shown that the 
Fascist party Is keenly jealous of the Italian interests in the 
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Balkan. It must now broaden its horizon, and make some real 
contribution for the stabilisation of the world. 

Fascism has been in many respects an admirable, even a 
unique movement; but unless it can rise above the sordid spirit 
of landgrabbing, and hunger for power, it will have nothing to 
distinguish itself from British and French Imperialism. 

THE PROBLEM OF PAUPERISM—WITH SPECIAL 
R E F E R E N C E TO P R O F E S S I O N A L BEGGARY 

IN CALCUTTA. 

BiRENDRA NATH GANGULY —Fifth Year Arts Class. 

/ ^ N E of the most salient characteristics of the modern age 
is the almost confusing variegation in the complex web 

of human life. We are overwhelmed by its uniqueness as well 
as its absurdities by its grandeur and freshness as well as its 
staleness and squalor. W e seem to stand amidst a dead heap 
of desolation and destruction. T h e seeds of rancour and 
hatred seem to have been scattered broad-cast like the Dragon's 
Teeth of old mythology. Humanity has waded through blood 
and has gone through fire and water for great ideals but has 
forgotten them in the same way as some men have forgotten 
themselves through shell-shock or Neurosis. Men have been 
brutalised as much as they are exhausted. The cry of suffering 
has gone forth from a turbulent world. Shrieks of gesticula­
ting maniacs protesting against their wrongs, the maddening 
cries of food rioters, the crashing noise of smashed shop-
windows, the hoarse voice of the communist preaching his 
apocalyptic gospel, the ghastly laughter of starving children 
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as they die thinking of a piece oi bread hidden in a corner of 
their garrets to relieve them from the fear of starvation —all these 
mingled noises reach our ears and produce the same uncanny 
imp.ession as one would feel in the midst of a Laughing Gallery. 
But in spite of what Spencer would call 'Rebarbarisation' nothing 
is more striking than man's growing reaffirmatian of faith in the 
great ideals which would make the earth a happier place to 
live in. The cry of the Disinherited, the poor and the miserable 
has gone forth from the nether worlds of grovelling squalor 
and poverty. It finds a readier response now than ever before. 
Humanitarianism is as strong a force in the world as the 
passions of hatred, cupidity, and strife. Gleams of a new 
world are flitting across the face of an appalling darkness. And 
to those who are visualising it or trying to remedy the lot of 
submerged humanity ready to tear the whole fabric of civilisa­
tion to shreJs nothing is more necessary than to study misery 
and as Comte says "to discover the real laws of our nature, 
individual or social, by the analysis of its suffering.' 

In the art of ficiion, in the study of social sciences, and 
Politics, perhaps in every branch of knowledge in which man 
is viewed in his social aspect, the new humanism of our times 
is fast asserting its dominant sway. The new psychology, which 
has taken up the task of discovering the causes and conditions 
of character-building found^ in the external circumstances and 
surroundings of life and which has tried to prove how weak 
and helpless human will is against the unconscious, inexorable 
and indeterminable tendencies of man's nature, has been called 
into the aid of such studies. The result has been a broad 
justification of humantiy, an almost scientific vindication of the 
pauper, the vagrant, the defective and such other moral and 
physical wrecks of humanity. The former unscientific and 
sentimental humanitarianism has been replaced by a sort of 
scientific ethics of modern times. 

Hence the beggar-problem and the problem of the incurables, 
the defectives, the delinquents and the paupers have assumed a 
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new significance. It is no longer found sufficient and ultimate 
to find a remedy for them in the foundation of certain bene­
volent institutions or in the .threat of the prison-cell. These 
may be msre palliatives. We must see whether the* causes lie 
deeper or not whether the beggar or the pauper is a last stage in 
the evolution of a certain type of human nature or not. If these 
questions are satisfactorily answered, can it not be possible to find 
out a remedy which would lay the axe at the root of the evil ? 

In this paper I propose to attempt a study of the beggar 
problem in the broader perspective of scientific ethics before 
1 deal with the specific problem of Calcutta beggars. 

The beggar problem is closely linked to the all-comprehensive 
problem of the struggle for existence. Although we are apt 
to turn up our nose in disgust or burn with a righteous in­
dignation when petagonists of the Darwinian Law propose to 
extend their experiments on plant life and lower animal life 
to defective human life and to stem the tide of degeneration 
by means of incubators, painless operations and the like, 
we should not deny the operation of the Law even among man. 
Human life might not be so easily amenable to such mechanical 
and sordid methods ; it eludes the grasp of the practical realist 
by its multiplicity, its complexity and its vastness. But while 
this fact may make us sceptical of the success claimed by the 
practical biologist it shows at the same time how wide the range 
of operation of this Law^ might be in the domain of human life. 
The two primary ends towards which nature marches on are 
self-peservation and propagation and the two primeval instincts 
working towards these two ends are those of hunger and love. 
Nature yields to those who have the necessary fitness for a 
certain minimum amount of exertion. Into this exacting world 
of nature some are born whose mental, moral and physical 
inheritance is too poor to come up to the irreducible minimum 
of efficiency. Hence the hard necessities of the struggle require 
that they should be stamped out of this field. But so' far as it is 
human life the struggle is bound to assume human characteristics, 
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befitting the crowning and the most glorious creation of 
nature, whatever might be the primary ends and instincts of 
primeval humanity. Hence the. progressive faculties of man­
kind, instead of merely ministering to the animal wants created 
by the primitive motive-forces of hunger and love, have 
struggled to subdue nature herself. The issue of this age-long 
struggle is that man has come by his boundless creative in­
telligence and creative power as evidenced by the glorious 
fabric of civilisation itself. Hence so far as the highly evolved 
human life is concerned the irreducible minimum of efficiency 
has increased in both its standard and content. But as pointed 
out before there are some who enter this world of conflict 
without the power of adaptation at all. To them life becomes 
nothing but a process of vegetation, an unsentient existence 
swayed by the primitive instincts of hunger and love. Thus 
while the struggle for existence gives full play to the immense 
possibilities of man in some, it degrades others to abysmal 
depths more awful and tragic than death itself. This is one 
of the peculiar phases of the Law of struggle for existence which 
makes the problem of pauperism a problem of pathetic human 
interest. Another peculiar phase is the sufferings of those who 
insist on the right of justice in human warfare ; who plead 
for the equality of opportunity which would give them a sure 
foothold and a convenient vantage ground ; who proclaim that 
the original sin of the monopolisation and accumulation of the 
means of production is the cause of inequality of opportunities 
for great masses of men ; and who assert that they have been 
doomed to degradation and misery not on account of their 
poor physical and moral inheritances but on account of fraud 
and injustice, practised upon them in the distant past but 
having an appallingly cumulative effect in the present. 

The first of these peculiar circumstances has brought to the 
fore the problem of correction, reformation and relief; and 
the second has intensified the great struggle of the Disinherited 
which ha§ shaken the foundations of society, 
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Another law which is clearly exemplified in the phenomena 
of pauperism is the Biological law of variation. The beggar 
is an inferior variant in this world of variety. As 1 have said 
before, the law of struggle for existence has been at the root 
of the multiform and ever-expanding faculties of human life. 
It is at the basis of the progress of the arts and the increase of 
human welfare. It has stimulated the process of change by 
quickening the Divine Discontent in man. Even the pauper 
and the dependent emerges out of this struggle with developed 
and specialised tendencies of nature no doubt, but they are 
ignoble, brutal, abnormal and anti-social. It is this law of 
variation, therefore, which accounts for the unsocial man like 
the habitual vagrant, the confirmed criminal, the feeble, the 
undeveloped, the perverted and the monstrous. 

Let us now turn to the vexed question of heredity, environ­
ment, and the transmission of traits. I will consider this 
question so far as it affects the theoretic basis of the problem 
of Socal Control of these wrecks of humanity and of measures 
of relief or correction. W e have, on this question, to reckon 
with the two rival schools of Lamarckism and Neo-Darwinianism. 
Lamarckism is the theory that acquired traits are transmissible. 
It says that it is nothing short of cynical pessimism to assert 
that man's capacity for change and development is too in­
exorably limited for him. Nor is it scientific to say so. 
Lamarckism thus believes in education and correction of 
human nature so that the lower types of human species may 
improve and develop. It is thus a believer in the good 
Samaritan, in Christian ministration, in Detention Homes and 
Reformatories as institutions of national abvancement. On the 
other hand, there is the Neo-Darwinianism at modern times 
which denies that acquired traits can be transmitted at all. 
It believes in natural selection, in the painful process of evolution 
through elimination and adaptation. The ancient animal 
instinct of selecting the best mates should be made to work, 
as it is the best means of preserving and improving the race. 
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Educat ion and public relief, according to t hem, are mere 

palliatives administered to defective humani ty , m e r e artificial 

s t imulants to postpone the inevitable issue of t he struggle for 

existence. Whatever might b e the t rue scientific conclusion 

on this question there are two solid facts of mode rn times 

which, rightly or wrongly, have turned the t ide against the 

hard matter-of-fact biologist. T h e first is the g rowth of modern 

humani tar ianism. W e simply refuse to bel ieve tha t man , in 

so far a s he is man, can be regarded merely as a deteriorated 

species of plan^ or animal life, however deg raded h e might be. 

W e might not believe m the divine essence of a n y and every 

man or that he has such a thing as soul so gloriously depicted 

by poets a n d philosophers. But slill w e can not be content 

with pena l legislation against j h e paupe r a n d the hopeless 

vagrant or leave h im to die in his dark garret . T h e second 

great fact is the titanic s t ruggle of the Disinheri ted poor 

which has sent its volcanic tremors across the world. It 

has caused uneasiness a n d h^art-searching throughout the 

globe a n d its bearing on the issue we a r e considering is 

almost decisive to everyone w h o has read aright the signs of 

the t imes. But w e mus t not rule the scientist out of court 

altogether. It is important to r emember that our humanitarian 

sympathy and, our fanatical en thus iasm on the solution of this 

problem might do more unconscious harm than conscious good. 

1 have indicated above the main pre-supposi t ions which 

ought, in m y opinion, to ser ' - as a sort of rat ional perspective 

in our examination of the p h e n o m e n a of pauper i sm and of 

the m e a s u r e s to be taken to tackle it. Next 1 would try to point 

out several less general causes of poverty which may be regard­

ed as specific causes. T h e y are however, sufficiently general 

to explain the phenomena wherever modern civilisation prevails. 

I. Personal dependence a n d helplessness m a y arise from 

physical a n d mental conditions d u e to the weakness of (a) Age 

(b) Sex (c) Disease (d) Ignorance a n d " (e) Lack of industrial 

training. 
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(a) Age—Both infants and decrepit old men need the 
support of others. So far as children are concerned, their 
helplessness ought to be regarded as a matter of sacred trust. 
It is derogatory to the stage of society at which we have 
arrived to leave the responsibility connected wi'̂ h this helpless­
ness to the care of the primeval maternal instinct. The support 
of the old and the decrepit becomes a public charge to a great 
extent where the individualistic order of society prevails and the 
family does not always provide an insurance for old age and 
and its disabilities. 

(b) Sex —The weakness of sex is also a prolific source of 
helplessness. This cause becomes very acute and widespread 
in its effects in societies such as ours in which the fate of the 
woman is linked up with that of man so rigidly that she is 
exposed to much suffering and neglect specially after the death 
of the bread-winner. 

The rest of the causes viz disease, ignorance and lack of 
industrial trainirrg are again due to bad surroundings and 
inequality of opportunity on which I have already dwelt. 

II. Personal helplessness may also be caused by unsocial 

habits such as :— 

(1) Alcoholism and drug habits—The effects of these 
habits are disastrous and cumulative. Toxic substances that 
are in alcohol are transmitted from father to children. More­
over there is a weakening of the nervous system which leads to 
inefficiency. Again it might lead to epilepsy, insanity end 
Neurosis in children. 

(2) Licentiousness—This is one of the most fruitful causes 
of economic dependence. It causes weakening of body and 
will and is the mother of various diseases disastrous both in 
the present and in the future. 

(3) Shiftlessness and roving—It is one of the concomitants 
of a restless and feverish We in crowded cities. Men abandon 
their homes, develop the nomadic instinct of aimless wandering, 

6 
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feel contempt for the obligation of marriage and in the end 
swell the members of the parasites of Society. 

It is interesting to refer, in this connection, to Prof 
Lindsay's Table relating to poverty in New York. Prof. 
Lindsay divided the several thousand paupers, whose cases he 
examined, into a number of categories according to the differ­
ences of the causes of helplessness. These are :— 

(1) Lack of employment (23'16 per cent) ; (2) Insufficient 
employment; (3) Poorly paid employment; (4) Unhealthy 
employment; (5) Drink; (6) Immorality; (7) Shiftlessness; 
(8) Crime and dishonesty ; (9) Roving disposition (indicating 
misconduct); (10) Imprisonment; ( I I ) Orphans and cast-outs; 
(12) Neglected; (13) No male support; (14) Ignorance of 
English ; ()5) Accident; (16) Sickness or death in the family; 
(17) Physical defects; (18) Insanity; (19) Old age; and 
(20) Large family. 

I now pass on to the problem of beggars, defectives, 
delinquents and incurables of the streets of Calcutta, who are, 
on all hands, a menace to the health and sanitation of the 
city. To say the least, it is one of tlie worst signs of our 
feeble civic conscience and our lackadaisical patriotism that 
the streets of Calcutta should be infested with horrible wrecks 
of humanity—a swarm of deserving and helpless people— 
incurables and defectives—swelled by the able-bodied vagrants 
pestering people with their importunities and absurdities. It 
is really a harrowing sight to see a degenerate humanity 
suffering from loathesome and contagious diseases—the lepers, 
the insane, the idiotic, the feeble-minded^—men of abnormal 
deformities of body and mind. We pass by quite heedless or 
toss off an occasional pice with an emotion which is as transitory 
as the mental images of the kaleidoscopic sights of the city. 

I will, first of all, take up the question of the extent of 
professional beggary in our city. We are hampered for want 
of census information in many of our social studies. In the 
case of beggars also we have no reliable and up-to-date census 
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to depend upon. T h e census of 1911 puts the number of 
beggars at 5624. For the whole of India the number stood 
at 52 lakhs in 1901, as is evidenced by the census of that year. 
On the question whether professional beggary has been 
increasing or not there are conflicting tendencies which we 
must carefully consider. For want of statistics I will try to 
reach a conclusion by enquiring into causes which are likely 
to increase or decrease the number of beggars. It is quite a 
patent fact that private and well-directed charity which has 
always formed one of the most admirable features of our 
social system has now been at a great discount on account of 
the pressure of economic life. T h e private doles are smaller 
and the existence of able-bodied vagrants masquerading as 
mendicants has caused a reaction against this system of charity. 
The institutions for feeding the poor such as Dharmasalas and 
Atithisalas which used to be established by the benevolent 
rich some two decades ago have disappeared. As Raja 
Rishi Kesh Law, the Hony. Secy. British Indian Association 
pointed out in his letter to the government on this subject, 
it is also a patent fact that we do not find the same number of 
beggars on the occasiohs of "alms-giving such as Shradhas as 
we used to find before. Again, on the other hand, it may be 
urged that beggars find it more profitable to beg in the crowded 
thoroughfares of the city than to go from house to house 
which means much exertion and small doles in kind and not 
in cash. Moreover the disruption of the joint-family system 
which provided insurance against accident and old cge has 
been a cause which tends to increase the number of beggars 
cast adrift into a friendless world. From the census reports it 
appears that out of 5624 beggars enumerated in Calcutta and 
the suburbs, 1283, or less than a fourth, were born in Calcutta. 
This would mean that there is an inflow of beggars and paupers 
from centres affected by famine or failure of crops. This 
tendency is perhaps stonger at the present time than it was in 
the past. Again we must reckon with those immigrants who 



130 The Problem of Pauperism. 

ccme to Calcutta in search of employment and are absolutely 
unknown to any body here. There is ground for believing that 
many of them turn permanent or temporary beggars. All these 
solid facts lead us to conclude that on the whole professional 
beggary has been increasing in Calcutta and its suburbs. 

Next I will attempt a classification of Calcutta beggars. 
Professional beggars in our city form a multifarious body and 
they range from those who are no better than stinking bundles 
of flesh to the well-fed, pestering rogue. Classification is 
necessary not only for purposes of remedy and relief but also for 
a right understanding of the problem. 

Calcutta beggars may be broadly classified into ~(1) Able-
bodied and (2) Disabled. Among the able-bodied beggars the 
religious mendicants whose religious order or sect enjoins 
upon them the discipline of begging, form a class apart. 
As for the rest they fall under the various categories into which 
Prof. Lindsay has divided New York beggars. One of these 
categories, thus, will include the drunkards, the licentious, the 
shiftless vagrants, etc. Another category will include the 
orphans, the cast-outs, the neglected and the like who are the 
products of the disruption of the joiftt-family or the break-up 
of family-life as the case may be. Juvenile beggars generally 
come under this heading. A third category will include 
occasional beggars who beg during the period of their 
unemployment. Among the disabled those who are suffering 
from hopelessly incurable diseases such as leprosy, insanity, 
syphilitic ulcers and sores, fall under a distinct group. A fourth 
category will include the blind, the halt and the lame whose 
disability is an accident. The helpless and decrepit old beggars 
also fall under this category. 

1 shall now deal with the measures taken by the government 
to discourage professional beggary in Calcutta. Without being 
too vehement I can only say that the authorities have neglected 
a sacred trust which forms one of the primary functions of 
government in every land and have tinkered with this problein 
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with an antiquated legislation administered in a slip-show and 
spasmodic manner. 

Up to the year 1910 the beggars of Calcutta and its suburbs 
came under the operation of Sees. 70 and 40 of the Calcutta 
and Suburban Police Acts. The sections provided that "It is 
an offence punishable, in Calcutta, with imprisonment for a 
term not exceeding one month, and in the suburbs, with a fine 
not exceeding Rs. 50, to beg for alms in any public street, 
thoroughfare or place, or to expose or exhibit any sores, wounds, 
bodily ailments or deformity, with the object of exciting charity 
or of obtaining alms, or to seek for or obtain alms by means 
of any false statement or pretences." Thus we had a piece of 
legislation which w^as the least calculated to prove either a 
deterrent or a correclive. k was really nonsensical and cruel to 
send an aged, an infirm or an incurably diseased person to the 
prison without making any provision for any sort of Relief or 
Infirmary. In 1910 the law was amended by adding Sees. 70A 
and 40A to the Calcutta and Suburban Police Acts. It was 
provided that "Any aged, infirm or incurably deseased person 
convicted and sentenced to imprisonment on account of such 
offence might be detained for the term of imprisonment in a 
Refuge instead of being sent to jail." The absurd rigours of the 
Sees. 70 and 40 have been mitigated to some extent because 
there are now the "Refuge," the Juvenile House of Detention 
and the Leper Asylums to accommodate this kind of beggars. 
But still no useful purpose is served by confining them for a 
certain period at the end of which they are free to resume their 
profession more warily. Again it is simply ludicrous to fine a 
beggar because the fine, which is usually not prohibitive, 
amounts to nothing more than a license fee. Moreover there 
is no sense in prescribing the imposition of fines on suburban 
beggars except if it be assumed that the suburban beggars are 
specially capable of paying fines. 

These facts are clearly exemplified in the operation of the 
existing law to which I will now draw the attention of my 
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readers. During 1917 the Police arrested 2739 beggars of whom 
2719 were sent up for trial to the courts where only three were 
acquitted. Of the remainder 1031 were merely warned and 
discharged, 1020 were detained till the rising of the court, 234 
were fined and 155 only were awarded various terms of 
imprisonment. In addition, 145 beggars were sent to the 
Juvenile House of Detention, 5 to the Refuge and 26 to the 
Leper" Asylum at Gobra. It will thus be seen that out of 2739 
beggars sent up for trial 2151 escaped scot-fee after a novel 
and rather amusing experience of a mock-trial which surely 
broke the dull monotony of a beggar's life. Of the remainder 
565 (three of them being acquitted) beggars who were con­
victed, 300 were sent out for a change to the prison or the 
House of Detention. Of the remainder only 31 came under 
the rather benevolent Sees. 70A and 40A of 1910; and these 
31 disabled persons were taken care of not for the rest of their 
miserable existence but for an arbitrary and short period in 
Asylums too few and too small to maintain a large number 
of them. Thus it is clear that the laws as regards beggars 
have proved to be a dead letter and do not reflect credit upon 
either the government or upon the city of palaces which dis­
dains, in its Pharisaical pride, to relieve the lot of the host of 
Lazaruses roaming about the streets. 

I will now take up the case of pauper lepers who are not 
only the most unsightly and sickening of Calcutta beggars but 
also constitute a grave menace to public health. Here also the 
government legislation is inadequate and unsatisfactory. Under 
the present Leper Act a leper means "Any person suffering 
from any variety of leprosy in whom the process of ulceration 
has commenced." A pauper leper has been defined as "A 
leper who has, in a public place solicited alms, exposed or 
exhibited sores, wounds, bodily ailment or deformity with the 
object of exciting charity or who is at large without any 
ostensible means of subsistence." The provision, therefore, 
is that only a pauper who has open sores can be arrested and 
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detained in the Leper Asylum and that he is discharged as 
soon as his sores have healed up no matter whether he has 
the disease or not. So that the result has been, as the Com­
missioner of Police estimates, that 80 p. c. of the admissions to 
the Leper Asylums are re-admissions. But it is a patent fact 
that under the provisions of the Act the pauper lepers are 
discharged in a dangerously infective condition. In fact the 
Leper Act, as the Health Officer of the Calcutta Corporation 
asserts, is "Based upon entirely erroneous conceptions of the 
epidemiology of leprosy." 

Now what are the remedies for this intolerable state of 
things ? Is this policy of drift to go on for ever ? Are we to 
think of city beggars only when we toss off an occasional pice 
or turn away in disgust from a pestering rogue ? 

With regard to the solution of the beggar problem in 
Calcutta it is interesting to enquire what has already been done 
in Ceylon on this line. As early as 1907 Ceylon passed the 
Vagrancy Ordinance and has established the House of 
Detention and Home for Vagrants. Under the Act beggars 
are arrested and brought before the Magistrate. If the Magistrate 
declares them to be vagrants they are taken by the Police to the 
House of Detention which is under Police control. The 
vagrants are here sorted and medically examined. Those who 
are diseased and aged are passed on to the Home for Vagrants 
which is in charge of the Salvation Army. Those who are 
able-bodied are either sent to Tea-estates and other places of 
employment (persons refusing work being liable to imprison­
ment) or are made to sign an agreement to leave Ceylon and 
not return for 5 years and are expelled if they fail to do so. 
The cost of the upkeep of the Home for Vagrants is equally 
divided between the Colombo Municipal Council and the 
Ceylon Government. Other towns which send vagrants to 
the Home pay the cost of their vagrants. Mendicant beggars 
are exempted from the operation of the Ordinance. 

I think that the London of the East should proceed on 
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somewhat the same Hnes as Ceylon has indicated. First of 
all we must provide for the disabled beggars. A s pointed out 
before we must distinguish the beggars falling under this class. 
It is necessary, first of all to establish an Infirmary containing 
wards, each complete in itself, so that each of them will take 
care of a special class of the disabled poor. There should be 
a ward for the blind, the halt and the lame, a ward for beggars 
suffering from incurable or permanent disability, and so on. 
As for the lepers, the Leper Act should be emended and a 
provision for the segregation of lepers in an Asylum or a 
Colony should be promptly introduced. 

The crux of the problem, however, consists in the existence 
of the able-bodied professional beggars recruited into the profes­
sion under various circumstances. First of all, the existing law 
should be so amended as to extend the maximum period of 
imprisonment to six months. Secondly, w ê should provide for 
stringent and deterrent punishment for parents w^ho encourage 
their children to beg in the public. Thirdly, those able-bodied 
beggars w^ho have set up a regular organisation and exploit the 
disabled beggars should be promptly apprehended and severely 
dealt with. Fourthly, we should provide that able-bodied juve­
nile beggars will be accommodated in the Juvenile Detention 
Home not for any fixed, arbitrary period but for a period during 
which they can be educated to earn their liveHhood. Fifthly, 
we must have to provide for a Workhouse with an Industrial 
Settlement attached to it. The Salvation Army has been doing 
pioneer work in this line and so far they have been highly 
successful. 

The peculiar position of religious mendicants has introduced 
an element of great complexity into the beggar problem in our 
country. Mixed up with the real mendicants^ are the shiftless 
rogues who exploit the traditional Hindu custom of alms-giving. 
The existing law has a provision that a beggar is punishable 
if he asks for alms "under false pretences." But so strong and 
sacred is the custom of alms-giving that no one likes to investi-
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gate if there are bogus mendicants or not ; nor is it possible to 
detect them. At present the temptation to bogus mendicancy-
is very small except in the case of those who do not like begging 
in publx, because street-begging is more paying than house 
to house begging. But if the penal measures against the able-
bodied delinquent must have to be stringent, as I have 
advocated, an increase in the number of bogus mendicants all 
over the city must have to be faced. 

Now I shall pass on to the financial aspect of the question. 
All government undertakings of this kind are apt to be too 
expensive, if not anything else ; whereas if they are managed 
as semi-governmen'r institutions or as private institutions recei­
ving government aid the recurring expenses are lower because 
there is a field for honorary, voluntary and self-sacrificing 
labour of love. Mr. Biswas the self-sacrificing Secretary of the 
"Refuge" has calculated that it does not cost more than Rs. 4 a 
month per head for food if we run these institutions on the 
above lines. But whatever the cost, the government, the Cor­
poration of Calcutta and the charitable rich of our city ought to 
be determined to bear it. Moreover, we should consider the 
recommendation of the Special Committee of the Bombay Cor­
poration on this question. The Committee proposed that the 
cost of maintenance of foreign beggars should be torne by the 
district from which they hail. From the census report it appears 
that out of 5624 beggars enumerated in Calcutta and its suburbs 
1283 or less than a fourth were born i i Calcutta. Hence it is 
only just that Calcutta should not bear the entire burden. 

But, after all, the success of every institution or measure 
depends upon the spirit and the marner i i which it is 
administered. I think that the duty of dealing with the beggars 
arrested by the Police ought to t e taken away from ordinary 
magistrates who usually deal with criminBls. That duty should 
devolve upon private individuals who are believers in the 
redemption of the social, moral and rehgious wrecks of 
humanity. A number of respectable persons should be given 

7 
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powers to arrest beggars with the aid of the Police. The Court 
should be like tPe New York City Institution where "The 
language of the Penal Code, the jargon of the jailer, the shadow 
of the Prison" shall not torment or terrify the arrested beggar. 
Those who will sit in judgment over him will "ministei to him 
in mercy" and pray for his soul. The same spirit of sympathy 
and humanity must animate the workers of the different 
institutions. 

On the corner-stones of the Refuge, the Infirmary, the Work­
house and the Detention Home shall be inscribed : 

"Let truth spring from the earth and justice and mercy look 
down from heaven." 

T H E GOAL O F EDUCATION. 

BY MR. PANCHANAN MITRA, M.A, P.R.S 

/ ^ N E is generally coming to recognise in these days the pre­
ponderating influence of heredity. "One should exercise 

the greatest discrimination in the choice of one's parents"— 
such is the slogan of the American Eugenists. England is being 
ruled by the 'hereditary genius' of a few families of statesmen, 
judges and priests, pronounce Galton and his successors in the 
British Eugenist School. Traits are handed down whether as 
a direct heritage or in the Mendelian fashion—this is mainly the 
subject of investigation of human experimental evolutionists 
of the present day. 

So then education and environment as prominent factors 
in evolution are gradually being shoved by some to the back 
ground. But there is also another school coming to have its 
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own now-a-days. It is based upon the latest methods of 
experimental psychology as the former is upon ethnic sociology 
or rather group-inheritance. The psychology of the uncon­
scious lays bare before us more and more the dominance erf 
the unconscious over our emotions and impulses. The ideas 
imbibed during infancy, childhood and adolescence have an iron 
grip over us. There is no escape from them. And thu$ 
Benjamin Kidd in his latest oft=-praised book, the Secret of Power, 
shows that the whole outlook and potentiality of a nation can 
be changed in two generations. If the young ones in their 
immature days are brought up in a new set of ideas and 
environments, their motive-forces and impulses would be radically 
different from those of the preceding generation. Such a revolu­
tion in national potentiality has been actually brought about 
in Japan and Germany in recent times. 

So here then, we find again education playing the leading 
role. Even the Eugenists do not rule it out altogether. It may 
bring out only the latent goodnesses and wckednesses of our 
long line of ancestors in the Galtonian way proceeding from 

immediate ancestors as ^ + |̂  + |̂  + YV &c., or it may tend to 
develop the dominant and recessive traits of ancestors in groups 
amongst the descendants tending to develop either a good or 
a bad trait to a remarkable degree in course of time. Or 
it may be that the education by auto-suggestion and environ­
mental associations is all too powerful. But it is always a 
great factor. Thus it is everywhere the latent potentialities 
are brought out into action by the force of education alone 
either direct or indirect. Hence it is of the supreme interest 
to find out what the goal of education should be. 

Here again, the political thinker would go in for making 
ideal citizens—the sociologist would pine for bringing about an 
ideal state of social relationships—the medical man would like 
to see all immune from diseases—the industrialist for having 
a better set of traders—the scientist for having better brains all 
cifound and so forth. But all would agree in accepting the 
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proposition of the biologist that all these are necessary only to 
be conducive to the general march of humanity or rather the 
making of a truer and a better humanity. Prehistoric anthro­
pology has brought forth before us on lesson that in this march 
of humanity, the role of nations and individual civilisations is 
but insignificant. Countless civilisations have been destroyed 
but humanity as a whole is marching forward. "That which is 
unadapted perishes, that which is adapted is preserved. Trample 
at Minoan culture, it shoots up again in thousandfold splendour 
in the glory of Greece ; crush out Greece, the whole world is 
fertilized ; give the Roman world up to the fury of barbarian 
hordes and the outcome is Modern Europe. We see one race 
stepping into another's place in the van of the march, but 
nothing of the continuous inheritance is lost. Every treading 
down of the seed results in a harvest richer than the last. 
Chaldaean, Egyptian, Greek, Roman, European bear the torch in 
turn ; but the lampadophoria of human progress is continuous. * 
In the progress of evolution races and individuals pass away but 
humanity proceeds onward. The issue is human advance as a 
whole, and as it moves w ê see the separate currents tending 
more and more to fuse into broader confluent streams. For 
progress is marked not by forward motion only but by an 
ever-increasing expansion, continually tending towards the 
inclusion of the entire race within the widening circles of an 
organized correlated growth, towards the creation not of 
brilliant civilizations but of a greater and higher humanity.." 
(Robert Briffault—The Making of Humanity 1920 P. 27-28.) 

Thus it is the making of a perfect humanity that should be 
the goal of all education. "It is not for getting the highest 
marks in examination by any means whatsoever that we are 
to be educated but for the making of a better humanity. Let the 
guardian at home, the neighbours around, the teacher at school 
never cease to din into the boys' ears that knowledge, intelli­
gence, and wealth are but the means, the end is the attainment, 
the making and the perfection of humanity. As the boy has tQ 
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prepare himself early for self-development, social service, 
intellectual growth and physical culture he has to enlist himself 
also from his earliest days for the making of humanity. For 
that is the supreme end. Bookish lore, intellectual display, 
physical improvement—these are but the means to that highly 
desirable end; The moral revolution and the sad decrepitude 
of the present day is maiivly due to having lost sight of the 
end in view and enthroned one or other of the means as the 
supremely desirable object." (Manushyatva Labha 1923 pp. 78-79.) 

But the question may be asked how is this to be achieved ? 
Is it by following some time-worn hackneyed code of morality 
or shaping our own lives by the example of the sublime lives 
of eminent men ? The biologist and the synthetic anthropolo­
gist would here again take his stand on scientific ground and 
turn round and say. "The only ethics, the only goodness, 
the only true way is to realise what man is, to know his 
biological, psychological and historical evolution and to act in a 
way conducive to his perfection by a full knowledge of the 
laws of his evolution" (Ibid. p. 43). 

AJATASATRU. 

BY PRAMATHA NATH CHAKRAVARTY—Third Year Arts Class. 

A N attempt to bring to light any portion of early Indian 
history is undoubtedly a daring and a severe task. The 

subject-matter chosen is the reign of Ajatasatru or Kunika, 
the sixth Saisunaga King. For the history of this period we 
have to depend upon the Puranas but there is another wholly 
neglected, yet more reliable source—the Mahavamsa. According 
to the Vishnupurana five kings of the house of Pradyota reigned 
or a hundred and thirty-eight years ; after them came thq 
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Saisunagas. M"r. R. C. Dutt, in his Ancient Tndia, says that the 
Saisunaga dynasty consisted of ten kings belonging to as many 
generations. The dynasty lasted for three hundred and sixty 
two years. Dr. D. R. Bhandarkar remarks—"According to the 
Puranas Magadha was originally held by the Barhadratha 
family. Then, it seems, occurred the inroads of the Vajjis, 
who held Magadha. In the early years of Buddha, Bimbisara 
thus appears to have seized Magadha after expelling the Vajjis 
beyond the Ganges and to have established himself at Rajagriha, 
the capital of the kingdom."' 

Among the many wives of king Bimbisara" we hear 
of three only—Kosala Debi, Chellana and Ambapali. There 
is ample evidence to show that king Bimbisara had many 
sons, the most important being Ajatasatru, Abhaya, Silabhat 
and Vimala Kondanna. History is concerned only with 
Ajatasatru and if tradition is to be believed the other princes 
became Buddhist monks through fear of death. These stories 
cast a stain upon the character of the great king ; that is why 
they have been frequently challenged. 

Some historians have considered the name Ajatasatru to be 
significant. To them the name means 'one who is the enemy 
of his father even before the very birth.' In support of this 
interpretation a story runs according to which even in his 
mother's womb he drank his father's blood. Besides this, it is 
said that at the instigation of his cousin Devadatta Ajatasatru 
committed parricide even when the reins of government weJe 
handed over to him. The truth of this story has been rightly 
doubted by many authors. 

The marriage of the Magadha king with a Videha lady was 
the result of a peace concluded between the Lichchavis and 
Bimbisara. Bimbisara is said to have gained supremacy over 
Magadha only by dint of help of the Lichchavis. But his son 
Ajatasatru forgot this totally and tried to destroy the indepen-

r. Carmichael Lectures, Ch. II. P. 73. 
3. AccOiding to the Vayupurana this spelhng is correct. 
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dence of the LicKchavis. Vesali was the head of the powerful 
Vajjian confederacy which was defeated but not broken up by 
Ajatasatru. He found the people of Vesali luxurious and 
degraded ; besides, seeds of dissension were sown among them 
by his Brahmin minister Vassakara. Ajatasatru utilised his 
opportunity for destroying Vesali completely. Mr. T. W. Rhys 
Davids in his "Buddhist India" remarks, "But the real reasons 
which induced Vidudabha to attack and conquer his relatives, 
the Sakyas, were, most likely, the same sort of political motives 
which later on induced his cousin, Ajatasatru of Magadha to 
attack and conquer his relatives, the Lichchavis of Vesali." 
Now after the unnatural and inhuman death of Bimbisara, as 
certain authors say, Kosala Debi died of grief and Kasi, which 
was given to Bimbisara as a dowry by the king of Mahakosala 
and so long served as his pinmoney, was confiscated by 
Pasehadi, the queen's brother. War began between Kosala and 
Magadha. The victory lay at first with Ajatasatru. A certain 
hint from a Buddhist monk changed the whole situation and 
Pasenadi came out victorious. Thus in the fourth campaign 
Ajat=^satru was imprisoned and was forced to give up his • 
claim on Kasi. Now Pasenadi married his daughter Vajira to 
Ajatasatru. The plan oi the Kosala king was to attack Magadha 
and to expel Ajatasatru but this plan was frustrated and he 
himself being helpless at last entered into a friendly relation 
with Ajatasatru. 

In the time of the Saisunagas Northern India was divided 
into many small states—Anga, Magadha, Kasi, Kosala, Vajji, 
Malla, Cheti, Vamsa, Kuru, Panchala, Machcha, Surasena, 
Assaka, Avanti, Gandhara, and Kamboja. Of these the most 
prominent were Magadha, Kosala, Vamsa and Avanti—Magadha 
with Rajagriha as its capital under the Saisunagas ; Kosala with 
Savatthi as its capital under the Ikshvakus—Pasenadi and his 
sen Vidudabha; Vamsas or Vastsas with Kausambi for 
their capital under Udena and his son Parantapa ; Avanti with 
its capital town the famous Ujjaini under Pajjota. 
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The river Ganges served as a boundary between Magadha 
and the Lichchavis during this age and Pataligrama had some 
importance ; because it connected the two states. This place 
became celebrated because it was on the way from Vesali 
to Rajagriha. Besides the advantage of this geographical 
situation, there were other favourable circumstances which 
helped the growth of Pataliputra, the most famous of ancient 
India's cities. Another reason for selecting the junction of the 
Ganges and the Hiranyabahu (son) for the establishment of a 
fort was the need of defence against Pajjota the king of Ujjaini. 
But Ujjaini came under the rule of Magadha in the 4th 
century B. C. The Nepalese Buddhist work named 'Asoka 
vadana' by Dr. Rajendra Lai Mitra says that Asoka, the turbu­
lent prince who was born of a Brahmin Queen named 
Subhadrangi was sent as a viceroy to Ujjaini in his early years. 
Buddha during his visit to Pataliputra in the last part o'f his 
life found the two ministers Sunidha and Vassakara engaged 
in building the fortress. About this time Buddha and Mahavira 
preached their respective doctrines. Ajatasatru at first hated 
Buddhism but afterwards became a convert to it. Some say 
that the new doctrine brought some changes in him. He truly 
liked the new religion and tried much to propagate it. People 
liked and revered him very much. The last years of this king 
are plunged in darkness. 

In Ajatasatru we have the type of the hero-warrior. In 
regard to his subjects he adopted the policy of conciliation. 
The stories of his parricide may well be doubted. As a warrior 
he stands very prominent. This is clearly illustrated by the 
facts of his reign. He seldom came out unsuccessful in fair 
fighting. The selection of the site of Pataliputra shows his 
far-sightedness. The city with magnificent palaces stood 
prominent and gorgeous among India's ancient cities. Thus 
Ajatasatru was conspicuous as a builder. He was, above all, 
one of the typical war-lords of ancient India. 



THE ESSENTIAL CHARACTERISTICS 
OF A TRUE NOVEL. 

SuDiiENDu KUMAR CHOUDHURY—77«/rrf Year Arts. 

"Well read, indeed, these books (good novels) have seriou-i 
use being nothing less than treatises on moral anatomy and 
chemistry ; studies of human nature in the elements of it." 

,—Ruskin. 

tiM these days of cheap-printing, when, for a few pence one 
may have access into the wisdom and folly of ages, when 

'the cords of thought await our call' in the dark and damp 
corners of old book-stalls, when penny-dreadfuls are advertised 
in the most glaring colour, when abridged editions of best 
authors are produced in thousands, and to crown all, when 
every unsuccessful man turns out to be an author if only he 
can satisfy his publisher, the proper value of a book and 
specially of a novel, doomed to be studied in sofas and easy-
chairs, is apt to be underrated by superficial thinkers and 
exaggerated by idle lovers of stories. 

It is a matter of deep regret but one which cannot be 
passed over in silence, that the literary market of to-day is 
groaning under rotten goods with a glittering polish on them. 
These are the so-called blood and thunder stories where you 
have miracles in every line and thrilling adventures in every 
page, in each case the hero being miraculously delivered by a 
sudden turn of fortune. What are the stories of Arabian Nights 
before these offsprings of the twentieth-century-brain ? They 
all deal with passionate love, hasty marriages and other affairs 
of a lower order. Apart from their thrilling character, they 
are found on examination to be wretched diaries of unfortunate 
men—each in a wrong place. Speeches on 'eternal happiness,' 
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'unspeakable grief and the like are scattered most mercilessly 
all over the pages much to the impatience of the patient readers, 
But let us not be deluded by such hne names. For when we 
proceed to examine the application of these expressions we.are 
struck by the ingenuity displayed by the w^riter in using eternal 
happiness' with reference to a five minutes' talk with a great 
Earl and 'unspeakable grief to indicate the spoiling of a morning's 
dinner. If they be at all interesting, 'the more's the pity.' For, 
as Ruskin has shown long ago—"it is not the badness of a 
novel that we should dread as its overwrought interest.' Well, 
these serpe'nts in grass, these finely-bound books with gilt-
edges (guilty edges ?) emit a most fatal poison of moral death, 
which makes vice charming by painting its allurements in an 
'artistic' manner and virtue feeble by making it the butt of 
every fun. The virtuous in these stories put on a funereal 
appearance, talk very little when required, and preach lengthy 
sermons to a dying sinner. Especially if the writer be of the 

« 

'Art for art' school he will not scruple to clear the moral drains 
before the public gaze and ask us most seriously to dive beneath 
in search of lost pearls. 

On the same class as this filthy trash, there is another type 
of story-books which are more detestable as they ridicule virtue 
under the guise of championing its cause. The vicious in 
these novels fail in every sphere of life, are robbed at night 
while the virtuous win in the Derby, get seats in Parliament 
and are pushed on to the top of the ladder, merely by the 
'Hand of Providence' as the writers put it. 

As a standing rebuke to these two hopeless attempts at 
novel-writing, there exists a superior class of fictions, towering 
high their heads above these catch-pennies, and reaching the 
highest range of literature. Thrilling they are not, except in 
the sense of inspiring towards better efforts. Neither do they 
attempt, to describe I he affairs of the world as thrillng, for, in 
reality they are not so in a strict sense of the term. But their sole 
mission is to lift us, one and all, to a higher world of thought 
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and existence,—^the world, where doubts are unknown, divisions 
unheard of, and death unborn. While giving a true and 
faithful account of the world as it is, they vividly bring before 
the mind's eye the world as it ought to be by holding some 
ideal, lost sight of, in the feverish hurry of daily life. Such 
novels are better teachers of mankind than many moral text­
books. For, they infuse a warm, human interest into the cold, 
abstract principles of morality and thus their influence in mould­
ing human character is bound to be tremendous. To 
Biographies also, they are superior in their edifying influence 
and the reason is not far to seek. In every biography, all that 
we are concerned with, is the life-history of a single man—, his 
merits and demerits. But in every true novel, we have a 
variety of characters, each different from the rest, but all 
possessing in common, some noble trait, which may help us in 
some way or other, in after life. Again in a biography, only a 
section, usually a very small section of the world, is brought 
to us, in so far as it sheds light on a single character and no 
more. But in a novel, the whole world with all its laughter 
and tears passes before us, making us conscious of our own 
place and function in the entire world-system, enlarging the 
range of our intellectual vision, and expanding our hearts. So 
sympathy may prefer biography but imagination can be satisfied 
by novels and nothing else. 

We are now in a position to determine the salient features 
of a true novel and judge its power and influence over human 
life. 

But before proceeding any further, two things must be 
definitely understood by us. 

First, truth is always stranger than empty fiction as Emerson 
tells us, but it is very difficult to distinguish one fiom the other 
in actual life. The task of judging the merit of a novel then 
is not so easy as it seems to be. One book is laid aside as 
'interesting', another as 'original,* and a third as 'well-written.' 
But these are all idle epithets, meaning very little to us. The 
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interest which a book may have for the readers is merely 
comparative and depends on the reader's taste and the leisure 
he has at his disposal. The boy who is fed on detective-
stories from his cradle will find every book interesting which he 
may pick up whereas a busy merchant will find the most 
interesting books to be dull and insipid. 

Secondly, chance plays a very large part in every day life 
and uncommon things happen once or twice in the commonest 
life. But the task of a novelist will be to apply this element 
with the greatest possible discretion for, if the whole plot 
hinges on chance, the story is evidently a failure. 

Having settled these points let us turn to the features 
which should distinguish a true novel. Briefly speaking, these 
a re :—( i ) Unity of Plot (2) A central character and a central 
plot (3) Grasp of life (4) Humour (5) Continuity of Plot 
and (6) Proportion. W e will consider these features, one by 
one. 

Ciy Unity of Plot:— 
This is by far the most essential characteristic of a true 

novel and lends much towards its success. It is hardly 
necessary to dwell on it at length, since all great novelists have 
tried their best to keep this unity as unviolated as possible. 
The charge that has been brought against Dickens that the 
unity of his plots is broken by the introduction of apparently 
irrelevant matters is not founded on a sound basis. As for 
what is regarded as irrelevant by overscrupulous critics, it is 
enough to say that human life is not a barren mathematical 
unity, nor can it be so when reflected in the mirror of fictions. 
Between man and man there is an invisible link of "silent 
sympathy" (as Wordsworth calls it) so that the influence of the 
so-called superfluous facts though not direct and perceptible 
is no whit weaker in being indirect. In 'Great Expectations' e.g. 
the story of the old clerk to Mr. Pip's lawyer living a life of 
mutual !ove with his aged father is a necessary part of the 
whole story as it went a long way towa^-ds softening our hero's 
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character, thus preparing us for more developments and 
surprises. 

(2J A central character and a central plot:— 

From the consideration of unity it follows as a corollary, 
that, there should be one central character conspicuous among 
all the characters, who should claim the greatest sympathy, 
for being 'the universal 'J', the 'hero' in life's battle, as also a 
central plot in which this 'J' will play its part so that all other 
plots are merely subsidiary to this central plot and are to be 
tolerated so long as they are of any service to the main plot. 
In the 'Tale of Two Cities' e.g. the story of Dr. Manette and his 
daughter is the central plot and the other subsidiary plots such 
as the pursuits of Mr. Cruncher, the honest merchant or the 
brutalities of Marquis de Euremonde are all necessary as these 
characters will determine the fates of Dr. Manette and his 
daughter. Even in the 'Pickwick Papers' which is merely a 
collection of humorous sketches, the adventures of Mr. Pickwick 
and his colleagues absorb all oui" interests and the other 
stories narrated there e.g. of the convict's return are quickly 
forgotten. 

(3) The next feature necessary for making a true novel 
is its gJ^asp of ever^-day life. It need not convey us to a land 
of romance or chivalry, to the romantic past or Utopian future. 
It is enough that it should give us the real living present with 
its dark as well as rosy side. It should not merely give us a dry 
formal account of the world, or bring history within our grasp 
or show in detail the ugly side of Nature but its function is 
to discover beauty and romance in places hidden from public 
gaze, and to depict them in proportion as they are wanted 
for the purpose of the story. Evil is to be permitted in so 
far as it can heighten the effect of good by contrast. To insist 
absolutely on the painting of evil, or the negative aspect of Art 
is ridiculous, to overlook it altogether is unjust and untruthful. 
In 'Mansfield Park' e.g. Miss. Fanny Price, a mere dependant 
QTi her uncle Bertram, who has neither accomplishments to 
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please the wise nor physical charms to captivate the foolish is 
the most dazzling character in the whole story, and outshines 
other ladies merely by dint of her superior understanding, 
catholic heart and amazing simplicity. In 'Cranford' by 
Mrs. Gaskell, the tender unspoken gallantry of Mr. Holbrook 
returned by the tender unspeakable grief of Miss. Matty for 
him is just the most eloquent thing possible. Dickens, too, 
with his overflowing sympathy for chimney-boys, errand-boys, 
waiters, coach-men and maid servants gives us a comprehensive 
knowledge of that section of society which is daily seen but 
never observed. 

T o take a single incident out of many, the shy, courteous 
approaches of Mr. Barkis, the coach-man, to Miss Pegotty, the 
faithful house-maid and their subsequent happy married life 
are more respectable than hosts of marriages of blue-stockings 
where you may have more poetry but less heart (David 
Copper field). 

(4) Humour :— 
It would not be out of place here to give a definition of real 

humour for many take it for mere mirth and jollity. The true 
definition as given by Mr. Meredith—"humour is the genius 
of thoughtful laughter" shows that the essence of humour which 
places it above mere mirth is its appropriateness or thoughtfulness. 
In this branch of thoughtful and sober laughter, Mrs. Gaskell 
stands high. Her "Cranford" is rich in the sunniest glimpses of 
such subdued joy. The gallantry of old Mr. Holbrook while ex­
citing laughter brings also a sense of sorrow, hard to resist. 
In Jane Austen's books too this humourous aspect is highly 
developed. Hers is not the humour of Dickens, the irresistible 
waves of a roaring ocean where we lose ourselves, completely 
oblivious of anything else, but like the soft murmur of a gentle 
river, deep yet soothing. Emma's match-makings e.g. while 
arousing laughter bring also a sense of melancholy for the 
disastrous consequences that followed. As for Dickens, his 
Pickwick Paper? is a perpetual fountain of such innocent 
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humour. His other books too possess it in a less degree. But 
mere humour cannot make a great novel unless there be some 
seriousness behind it. It is wrong therefore to speak of a 
novelist like Dickens as a mere humorist. 

(5) Continuity^ of the Plot:— 
It is essential for the interest of the story as well as for its 

immediate success that the flow must never stagnate but remain 
even throughout. The spirit with which the writer first took 
his pen must never flag till he lays it down. Any break, kpse 
or digression at once indicates the weakness of the author's 
hold on life. For every true novel like an organism must be 
one sound whole. The characters must be developed by 
gradations and not by leaps and bounds. In George Eliot's novels, 
the different stages of the development of a feeling are shown 
by a subtle psychological analysis. In 'Felix Holt' for instance 
the heroine Miss. Lyons gradually changes from narrow selfish­
ness to noble self-sacrifice. The miraculous change wrought 
in Silas Marner, mad after the loss of his wealth, by the 
appearance of Eppie is still more striking. A novel too must 
not be a mere mechanical summing up of several acts and 
incidents but must be animated by a life from beginning to 
end. 

(6) A delicate semf o/prooor/fon can also be expected from 
great novelists. Some of thein however, are so sadly lacking 
in this gift, that, they describe in useless details where touches 
would heighten the effect and leave only bare out-lines where 
the characters should be more fully developed. Another defect 
is that they do not attach proportionate importance to all the prin­
cipal characters. In Thackeray's 'Vanity Fair', for example, the 
writer has exhausted all his resources in depicting one wicked 
character Becky Sharp, who is too finished a character to be met 
wlih in a ual life, with the result, that, really good characters 
like Amelia Carter are merely doll-like creatures without any 
personality a' t ut them. Mr. Mair's remark that Thackeray 
cannot draw a good woman 1=. justified at least in this case. 
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All the characteristics spoken of before give only a rough 
outline of the general features of great novels but their perma­
nent value must be judged by the degree in which they appeal 
to all, are applicable to ail, and are appreciable by all. 

Let us now see what universal stamp some great novels 
bear that gives them a direct entrance into the sacred portal 
of the Temple of Literature. 

Do you wish to tear away the veil of worldliness and 
peep into 'the heaven which lies about us in infancy' ? There is 
Dickens with his inimitable pictures of children to satisfy your 
longing. There you will find Smike following Nicholas in the 
face of bitter persecutions (Nicholas Nickleby), Little Nell 
wading through the w^eary roads as the ministering angel of 
her grand-father (Old curiosity shop), Florence Dombey sitting 
up late at nigh', p-eparing the lessons of her brother Paul 
(Dombey and son), Pip taking a pie to the hungry convict en 
pain of being severely flogged (Great Expectations), and Little 
Dorrit knitting patiently for the maintenance of her ungrateful 
brother and sister. 

Are you under the illusion that 'most friendship is feigning' 
and 'most loving mere folly' ? Just look at Philip Wakem 
and Jane Eyre to clear your sight. Jane Eyre spurns all 
term'^ations, rushes out into the unfeeling w^orld, penniless 
and forlorn, and ultimately returns to marry Rochester when 
he is blinded, fondly nurses him like a dutiful wife and 
becomes, so to say. a second eye to him. 

Philip Wakem (Mill on the Floss) buries all the follies and 
errors of M aggie ii> oblivion and fondly broods over her life 
even when she is no more. When the rough wind sings a 
doleful knell bver the mossy grave of Maggie, Philip lingers 
in the Red Deeps animated by her presence remembering that 
'in death they were not parted.' 

Eppie, who clings to her foster father rejecting all tempting 
offers of her red father teaches us the lesson that love cannot be 
bought nor gratitude sold. But the supreme truth oft-neglected 
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in sellfish human life, that sacrifice is the highest step of 
human love, and that, this sacrifice is possible, not only for 
the highest minds, but even for men from the lowest ranks of 
life, is exemplified by Sidney Carton (A Tale of Two Cities) 
who stands conspicuous among all the creations of novels, a hero 
every inch of him, nay a martyr, who sacrificed 'the pleasing, 
anxious being' on the altar of pure, unselfish love and embraced 
the cold guillotine with a benign smile on his lips. 

In the preceding lines it has been shown that the main 
features of a true novel are :—(1) Unity of Plot, (2) A central 
character and a central plot, (3) Grasp of life, "(4) Humour, 
(5) Continuity of the plot, (6) Sense of proportion and in order 
to be 'a book for parlour—window' as Montaigne expressed, 
it should supply us with an inexhaustible flow of inspiration 
necessary for buoying us up in this turbulent sea of life, and 
withal give some glimpses, however vague and inadequate, of a 
life beyond life. 

Is it then too much to expect, that those who pose as 
novelists should, before publishing any rubbish, devote them­
selves heart and soul to the study of life, freely mix among all 
classes of people —as Dickens did,--try to catch the fundamental 
and eternal traits in pardcular individuals and classes, and then 
publish novels as the result of long experience and mature 
deliberations. It should be the aim of every novelist to make 
the lives •f his fellowmen happier and more exalted. 

If however, the writing of novels be entrusted to the care 
of Grubb Street, we will be obliged to cut off all connections 
with modern novels and betake ourselves to the immortal few of 
the past. 



REPORTS. 

Presidency College Union. 

The College 'Saradotshab.' 

The autumn social of the College Union came off on 
Tuesday, the 4th October last, just before the Puja holi­
days. The preliminary arrangements were seen to by 
Messrs Hemen Gupta, Moni Adhicary and the Secretary. The 
ex-students of the College took a keen interest in the function 
and to the success of the festival they contributed most. 
The thanks of the Secretary must go to Messrs Ajit Mullick B.A. 
(Cantab), K. B. Basu and Haren Ghose. 

The proceedings began at 5-30 p.m. with the Principal, 
Mr. J. R. Barrow in the chair. Dr. Abanindra N. Tagore was 
kind enough to grace the social with his presence. There was a 
number of items, grave and gay, in which our friends and ex-
students were kind enough to take part. Of the programme 
arranged, the comic skits of Mr. Ajit Mullick and the songs or 
Mr. S. B. Dey were greatly appreciated. The mandoline solo by 
Mr. H. S. Gupta and the 'Bikat Biraha' of Mr. Nalini Sarkar, 
Editor of the Bijali, also charmed the audience. The last item 
was a small farce 'Aleek Babu' produced by our students 
helped by Mr. Sachin B^nnerjea, an ex-student of ours. The 
cast was ; 

Aleek Babu—Mr. Sachin Bannerjea. 
Hemangini—Mr. Biren Ganguly. 
Satya Sindu—Mr. Satyen Roy. 
Jagadish—Mr. M. Chatterjea. 
Gadadhar—Mr. Monish Ghatak. 
Prashanna—Mr. Abhed Sarkar. 
House agent—Mr. Khagen Sen. 
Baihff—Mr. Ajita Mukerjea. 

Mr. Sachin Bannerjea with his previous experience in the 
same part was the most finished performer. The others also 
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did well, and without making any invidious distinction it, may be 
said that Biren Ganguly was a charming Hemangini and Abhed 
Sarker a very worldly Prashanna. 

The audience throughout was very responsive and there 
was some noise and uproar as the Library Hall was not big 
enough to accommodate all our students. It may be said here in 
passing 'that such a College—undoubtedly the premier College 
of Bengal—has not a fitting hall of its own.' The Physics 
Theatre or the Arts Library Hall is not big enough to accommo­
date all the members of the College. However let us hope that 
next time or the time after next we shall have a bigger hall to 
accommodate our members. We earnestly hope that the Principal 
will think over the matter. 

Thanks—-Our sincere thanks are due to those distinguished 
gentlemen who graced the social with their presence, to those ex-
students w^ho helped us in organising the social and to all our 
members who have helped us to make the function a success. 

Morley Condolence Meeting. 

The first general meeting of the College Union was held on 
Tuesday, the 25th February, at 3 p. m. in order to express 
sorrow at the death of Lord Morley—Ex-Secretary of State for 
India. Prof. Panchanandas Mukerjea was in the chair. 

The President opened the meeting with a short speech in 
course of which he drew the attention of the students to the 
qualities of the great- deceased. He particularly dwelt on the 
Ex-Secretary's services towards the constitutional development of 
India. Continuing the president referred to Morley's wide 
scholarship in various branches of literature and specially in 
political literatures. 

After the speech was over the following resolutions were 
proposed and carried, all standing in solemn silence. 

'Resolved that this meeting of the Presidency College Union 
expresses its heartfelt sorrow at the demise of Lord Morley who 
was held in high estimation in India for his sincerity of convic-
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tion, services towards India, and his liberal literary qualities, 

and that this meeting conveys its deep and sincere condolence to 

the bereaved family.' 
"Resolved that a copy of the resolution be sent to the press" 

D. K. G. 

Df. Wiiloughby in Our College Union. 

At the invitation of our president Mr. W. C. Wordsworth, 
Dr. Wiiloughby, the great writer of political sciences, came to our 
College to deliver a lecture on 'Party Government in Ame­
rica.' Dr. Wiiloughby w^as advertised to arrive at 12 O'clock, 
but long before h!s arrival the Physics Theatre was packed to its 
fullest capacity. Almost all the professors of the College were 
present to hear the learned professor from America. Just at 
12 Dr. Wiiloughby came to the lecture hall, led by Mr. 
W. C. Wordsworth. The president introduced Mr. Wiiloughby to 
the ' members of the Union and welcome him on their behalf. 
Then was the lecture delivered. 

After the lecture the great professor was asked by the 
Secretary of the Union to have some Indian sweets. This 
request was acceded to by Wiiloughby with great pleasure. 

r,i2 sports Con nittze.— 1923— 

In a meeting of the College Union held on the 4th Dec, 
1923, the following gentlemen were asked to form the Sports 
Committee for the year 1923—1924. 

President—Principal W. C. Wordsworth, M. A. (Oxon.) 
Vice-President—Mr. B. K. Sen, M. A. 
Members :— 

(I) Mr. Dhirendra Kumar Chose (Secretary Col lege. Union) 
(II) Mr. H. A. Kabir (Assistant Secy. College Union) 
(Hi) Mr. M. K. Adhicarj^ (Secretary F. C.) 
(IV) Mr. H. N. Gupta (Secretary H. C.) 
(V) Mr. P. De,(Secretary T. C.) 
(VI>.Mr. B. K. Roy (Secretary C. C.) 

DHIRENDRA K U M A R GHOSE, 
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Social Gathering. 

Under the auspices of the College Union, a social gathering 
was arranged on Monday, the 6th August, 1923 at 4 p.m. in the 
Physics Theatre. There was a large gathering of students and 
professors. 

The proceedings commenced with a song sung by Mr. 
Dilipkumar Roy. Then Principal J. R. Barrow delivered a short 
address welcoming the new-comers to the College. Mr. Sudhir 
Kumar Chakravarty, a student of the 5th year class entertained 
us by a comic sketch and ventriloquism. There were recitations 
by Mr. Manujendra Bhanja (4th year arts), by Mr. Abul Haque 
Biswas (2nd year arts), by Mr. H. A. Z. Kabir (2nd year arts). 

Dilip Babu was requested to entertain us again with his 
melodious voice. His song on 'NandaJaJ' was highly appre­
ciated by all. Rabin Mitra, a student of the 3rd year class also 
moved the house with his charming voice. Then Mr. Jitendra 
nath Bagchi extended a cordial welcome to the new members of 
the College and gave a short history of the Union. Light 
refreshments were served to the students and professors. Many 
thanks are due to Sj. Bibhuti Bhusan Banerji who managed this 
department so very satisfactorily. 

The proceedings terminated at 5-30 p.m. 
JITENDRA NATH BAGCHI. 

Total expenditure is Rs, 409—12 as—6 p. 
Rs. 3—12—6.—Spent on the occasion of the autumn 

gathering. 
Rs. 3—3—6.—Spent on the occasion of Dr. Macdonald's 

lecture. 
Re. 1 —13—6.- Spent on the occasion of Dr. Garnar's 

lecture. 
Rs. 31 7—7—0 —Spent on the occasion of Founders day 

Reunion. 
Rs. 76—8—0.—Spent on the occasion of social gathering. 
Rs. 7—0—0.—Paid to the Bengal Literary Society on the 

occa n of Sarat Babu's Lecture, 
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The meeting terminated with the election of office-bearers for 

the session—1923—24. 
J ITENDRA N A T H BAGCHI. 

Secretary, College Union. 

The Bengali Literary Society. 

( I ) 
The first general annual meeting of the Bengali Literary 

Society came off on the 31st August, 1923 at the Physics 
Theatre. Principal Barrow presided. 

After the adoption of last year's report, the meeting 
proceeded to elect office-bearers for the Executive Committee 
of the session 1923-24. The results of the election are as 
foIlow^ :— 
President :—Prof. Sivaprasad Bhattacharja, M. A. 
Vice-Presidents : -Prof. Khagendra Nath Mitra, M. A. 

„ Benoy Kumar Sen, M. A. 
„ Charu'Chandra Bhattacharya, M. A. 
„ Harihar Vidyabhusan, M. A. 

Secretary : - Sj. Ashoke Nath Bhattacharyya. 
Asst. Secy. „ Humayun A. Z. Kavir. 
Class Representatives :— 

Sj. Susil Kumar Chatterjea (4th year Arts.) 
Dukkhaharan Chakravarty (4th year 

Science.) 
„ Abdul Gaffoor (3rd year Arts.) 
„ Akshay Kumar Sarcar, (3rd year 

Science.) 
„ Hiranmay Banerjee, (2nd year Arts.) 
„ Brati Sankar Roy, (2nd year Science.) 
„ Kripasaran Haldar, (1st year Science.) 

It is extremely regrettable that the 1 st year Arts Class and 
the Post-Graduate Classes have not yet sent in the names of 
their representatives. With the usual vote of thanks to the 
chair the meeting terminated. 
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( 2 ) 
The second genera] meeting of the Society came off on 

the 28th of September under the Presidency of Prof. Harihar 
Vidyabhusan, M. A.. Sj. Ashoke Nath Bhattacharyya read a 
lengthy paper on "The Picture of Parvati as depicted by 
Kalidasa." The writer tried to show how the character of 
Parvati is gradually developed by the great poet of India, how 
she ranks supreme among the Indian women of the past and the 
present and how the different traits of her character exactly tally, 
with the Hindu ideal of womanhood. Mr. Baidyanath Bhatta­
charyya spoke a few words in appreciation of the paper and 
then the President brought the matter to a close by giving 
us a brief but clear opinion, summing up all the details taken 
up by the writer. 

( 3 ) 
The 3rd general meeting of the above society came off 

on the 30th of November with Prof. Sivaprasad Bhattacharyya 
in the chair. Sj. Baidyanath Bhattacharyya in his lengthy 
learned paper "Bharat Chandra as a poet" reviewed all the 
works of the medieval Bengali Poet^—giving us a clear idea 
of how this great poet once exercised a genial influence over 
the hearts of all our forefathers and how quickly he is losing 
in our favour for want of proper appreciation. He also tried 
to refute the charge of indelicacy brought against the poet and 
the paper was criticised by Messrs. Tara Kumar Mukherjea, 
Pramatha Nath Mukherjea and Humayun Kavir. 

The President in passing remarked that it was not possible 
to review all the works of the poet within such a short period 
of time, nor was it very safe for any young writer to take up 
such a lengthy theme and put it into a nutshell. Then he gave 
a brief account of the poetry of Bharat Chandra—its merits 
and demerits refuting som^ of the false • charges brought 
against it. 

ASHOKE NATH BHATTACHARYYA, 
Secretary. 
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Report of the Magazine Committee. 

The following resolutions were carried unanimously and 

passed at the Second Meeting of the Executive Committee 

of the College Magazine held under the presidency of Principal 

W. C. Wordsworth, M. A. on Monday, the lOth of December, 

1923. 
I. Resolved that Bengali contributions be henceforth 

admitted into the College Magazine. [Moved by Sj. Akshay 
Kumar Sircar, and seconded by Sj. Atikar Rahaman.] 

II. Resolved that a silver medal to the value of Rupees 
Tw^enty only be awarded annually for the best article written 
by a student in the Magazine. [Moved by Sj. Khagendra Nath 
Sen, and seconded by Sj. Bejoy Lai Lahiri.] 

III. Resolved that the Portrait of the Late Prof. J. C. Nag 
be published in the next issue of the Magazine. [Moved by 
Sj. Amiya Kumar Bose, and seconded by Sj. Akshay Kumar 
Sircar.]* 

IV. Resolved that Prof. P. Mukherjea, M. A. be elected 
the Representative of the Arts department, in place of Prof. 
P. E. Dastoor, M. A. and that Prof. Charu Chan'dra Bhatta-
charya, M. A. be elected the Representative of the Science 
department. [Moved by Sj. Akshay Kumar Sircar, and seconded 
by Sj. Amiya Kumar Bose.] 

BIMALA PROSAD MUKHERJEA, 

General Secretary, P. C. Magazine. 

As the block has noL reaLhed us yet, the portrait cannot be published earlier 
than in March—Hd. 
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Presidency College Magazine. 

Statement of Accounts for the session 1922-23. 

Receipts Expenditure 
Rs. A. P. Rs. A. P. 

Subscriptions 1347 0 0 Printing Sept issue 
(Sri Gauranga Press) 682 2 0 

Surplus of the 
preceding years 711 6 0 Printing Dec. i^ue 

(Art Press) 747 0 0 

Printing March issue 
(Art Press) 545 12 0 

Printing 250 cupies 
of letter papers 
(Art Press) 6 8 0 

Block of the portrait of 
Principal Tawney 
(Inclian Art School) 33 4 0 

Stamps for postitg 
copies of the Magazine 
and letters 34 12 0 

Allowance to bearers 
and duftri 9 0 0 

Total 2,058 6 0 Total 2,058 6 0 

AKSHAY KUMAR SIRCAR, 
General Secretary (1922-23). 

Annual Reports of the Tennis Club 1922-23. 

The annual report is necessarily dull for the Club is suffering 
from two chronic wants: of good players and of good cash. 

The hope of relief is as far off as ever. While the needs of 
expansion are imperative our deficits are superlative. With the 

10 
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axe hanging over every head of expenditure the fate of the 
government grant is uncertain and the Athletic Club is faced 
with an untimely check to its activities if it goes on at its present 
rate. 

The election of the oflFice-bearers was held in August, the 
delay being due to the fifth year men coming in late. The 
election results were : 

Captain—Satyendra Nath Ray. 
Secretary—Jitendra B. Ray. 
Asst. Secy.—Prandhan De. 

Thorough returfing of the lawns was not possible owing to 
shortage of funds. The grounds are however much better than 
they might have been owing to an unexpected prolongation of 
the rains. It is impossible to keep these in good order unless 
we can get enough money to make proper arrangements for a 
water hydrant. The method at present in use (i. e. by Bhistees) 
is about a century behind the^present requirements. The lawns 
were opened in the middle of November with a match between 
Mr. Barrow's VI. and Mr. Zachariah's VI. The principal's team 
won. Subsequently we played matches with the Medical 
College and the St. Paul's College. W e lost both, the former 
rather badly. The College was represented by S. Ghatak and 
Satyen Ray in the inter-collegiate Doubles for the Duke Cup. 
Our team lost to the holders (Medical College pair) after a tough 
fight in the semi-finals. 

In the inter-collegiate Singles for the Barrow's Memorial Cup 
Prandhan De lost to the holder in the semi-final. Satyen 
Ray reached the final but lost to R. De, an old member of our 
club. 

Jiten Ray reached the final of the Mohun Bagan Singles 
tournament but lost to a more experienced player. 

In the College tournament (singles) Niren Sircar defeated 
Saroj Ghatak, last year's holder in the semi-finals. P. Barma 
also lost to Satyen Ray. In the final N. Sircar lost to S. Roy 
after a close fight. 
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In the Doubles (Handicap) tournament, the semi-finalists 
were Jiten Ray and Prandhan De, Ashu Ghosh and P. Barma, 
A. Sircar, Abani De, Saroj Ghatak and Satyen Ray. In 
the finals S. Roy and Ghatak c efeated De and J. Ray by 
2 sets to 1. 

For the three handsome winners' cups we are indebted to 
the generosity of our principal Mr. Barrow. We have to thank 
Prof. Zachariah for the Doubles Runners-up-prizes he has kindly 
presented. W e desire to thank all who took a kind interest 
in the club. Special mention must be made of Principal Barrow 
and Prof. Zachariah. 

As we understand that Prof. Zachariah intends to be away 
on leave for sometime we must place on record our appreciation 
of his kindness in serving as treasurer year after year. We know 
very well that the task has not been a recreation and we are 
glad to find that his successor Prof. Sterling is taking an equally 
keen interest in all athletic matters. 

PRANDHAN DE. 

Presidency College Athletic Club. 

The Cricket Season of 1922-23. 

Our cricket season during the year 1922-23 was fairly busy 
and prosperous. Our college team played altogether 19 matches 
out of which 3 resulted in wins, 10 in draws and 6 in losses. 
The result might have been better if one of our bowlers had not 
besn suspended, by order of the Principal, and the other had not 
been busy with his studies. Sready batting was not much in 
evidence, and proper practice was wanting among the players. 
Mr. P. R y, N. Bansrji and P. Dutt batted with unfailing pluck. 
Mr. P. Ghosh, the captain, often rose to the occasion with bis 
excellent hitting. Among the bowlers N. Eanerji and P. Dutt 
are the best with varying paces and breaks from both sides of 
the wicket. Our hearty congratulations are certainly due to Mr. 
Dustoor, the professor of English, for the trouble he took in 
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assisting our team on some occasions, and he did very well in 

both batting and bowling. 

In a meeting presided over by Prof. Sterling, the following 

office-bearers have been elected for this session. 
Mr. B. K. Roy Choudhury, (Hony. Secretary.) 
Mr. P. K. Roy, (Captain). 

Prize-winners 1922-23. 

Football: 
Colours : Suhrid Sen (Captain) IV. year Sc. 

Anil Das. V. year. Sc. 
Cricket. 

Colours. Pratul Ghosh (Captain) VJ. Arts. 
Tennis. 

Colours. Satyen Ray (Capt. & old blue) IV. Sc. 
Saroj Ghatak IV. Sc. 

Singles Winner Satyen Ray (IV. Yr. Sc.) 

Runner-up Niren Sircar ( I V Yr. Sc.) 
Doubles Winner? S. Ghatak and S. Ray IV. Sc. 

„ Runners-up J. Roy and P. De. III. Arts. 

Baker Hostel Notes. 

Of the varied activities of the hostel, all organised under 
the newly-born Baker Hostel Union, the following deserve 
special mention :— 
1. The Economic Society. 

Origmally established in 1920, it has had a very prosperous 
career. The society holds its sittings on Sundays only when 
essays on the burning economic questions of the day are read 
and debated upon. Mr. Abdur Rouf. B. A. was elected 
secretary for the session 1922-1923. Among the essays read 
the one on "The Permanent Settlement in Bengal'" was the 
most irit^restlng. Mr. Abul Kh^ir read an essay on the suhject. 
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The sense of the members present was then taken, and it 
was found that most of them were against the Permanent 
Settlement. 

2. The Scientifc Soziety. 

Tracing its origin at a late period, the society has even out­
stripped the former in point of activity. It had several sittings 
all well-attended and interesting. The Society invited Dr. 
Panchanan Neogi, M. A. Ph.D. to deliver a lecture on "Iron 
in Ancient India". The lecture illustrated by lantern slides was 
a very instructive and illuminating one. 

3. The Nursing Society. 

The members—one for each floor—of this Society attend on 
the boarders who fall ill. During the Dengu Epidemic, this 
Society rendered excellent service. 
4. The Athletic Society. 

We have here, arrangements for football, lawn tennis, bad­
minton and gymnastics. The students take a keen interest in 
the games but their grievance is the want of a suitable playing-
ground. Theirs is a legitimate grievance. Will the authorities 
concerned, please, attend to their wants ? 

5. The Debating Society. 

We are sorry to place on record that this society could do 
no useful work practically. The students must endeavour to 
utilise this Society for the development oi debating faculty. 
6. The Magazine Committee. 

We have here three periodical manuscript papers called 
"Aurora" one in English, one in Bengali and one in Urdu. 
The editors of the papers are elected annually by the boarders. 
They complain that they are not getting as much support from 
the students as they expect from them. Will the periodical 
wails of the editors for contributions go in vain ? 
7. The Baker Hostel Common Room. 

It is a nice little room on the first floor where all the leading 
inonthlies and dailies are kept. The boarders utilise thenj 
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to the fullest advantage. But the library attached to it contains 
very few books. Attemp.s should be made to remedy this 
defect as early as possible. 

The results of the students in the University Examinations 
are quite satisfactory. Last ysar a member of our hostel Mr. 
Syed Gholam Murshed, B. A. was nominated for the Indian 
Civil Service. Our best wishes are always with him. In the 
last B. A. Examination, two of the boarders fared well. One 
stood 1 St class fourth in Economics and another first class 7th in 
English, other students also did not fare bad. 

As usual, we had a combined feast on the occasion of the 
Bakr-Id. festival. It is an inteiest^ng function end all the messes 
combined together in the ceremonial. Among the guests in­
vited last year were Mr. J. M. Bottomley and Mr. E. F. Oaten. 

ABUL KHAIR 

The Economics Seminar. 

The Economics Seminar has resumed its activities for the 
current session with a large agenda before it. W e have taken 
up for discussion the burning topic of the day—The Indian 
Fiscal Policy. For the sake of convenience, the subject has 
been divided into nine minor parts. 

Mr. Sudhir Kumar Sanyal opened the discussion on the 
subject with a learned paper which he read before the 
seminar on the 20th August and in which he dealt with "the 
theories of protection" (in general). Mr. J. C. Co3^ajee, I. E. S. 
was in the chair. • We give here the summary of Mr. Sanyal's 
essay in a nutshell:— 

National Economy is the predominant econcmx infxuence 
to which world economy and private economy must subordinate 
themselves. The doctrine of Laissez Faire is no more. Inter­
national relations are not guided by the principle of universal 
brotherhood of men. Protectionism is a policy adopted by si 
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nation to attain a state of self-sufficiency in industry by giving 
help to the factors of product-ion. 

Protective measures are of two kinds—positive and negative. 
Of these measures the protection afforded by a tariff duty is 
the easiest and most accepted one. The common arguments 
for protective duties—the creation of home market, the making 
of employment and hence bringing together of unemployed 
labour and capital, raising wages and keeping them high and 
the prevention of overcrowding in sweated industries—when 
weighed in balance are found wanting. 

International trade is dependent on two factors—natural and 
absolute command over some factors and comparative effective­
ness of labour. Science, the handmade of industry, has removed 
many of the causes of national superiority of countries and 
promises to obliterate them altogether in future. And the 
law of comparative costs is not static, as the free traders argue, 
but dynamic. 

Thus the case for protection becomes stronger in case of 
infant industries, (in young and rising countries, as Mill says) 
and of old industries when they are in a state of atrophy. The 
price of protected articles may rise and the consumers may 
lose, but as List says "the power of producing wealth is infinitely 
more important than wealth itself." 

Protection is a weapon in the armoury of nations in cases 
like dump-.ng, political injustice to a country. Again protective 
duties are better than a custom plus countervailing excise duty, 
since the rate of interchange becomes favourable to the duty 
imposing country and some part of gain goes to the pocket 
of the producers in the country. 

Mr. Sanyal concluded with Grunzel—"In an economic sense 

the truth also holds good that he who benefits his people, 

benefits the world most. 

Prof. Coyajee congratulated the writer on his excellent 

performance and invited discussion from other members of the 

seminar. 
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A lively debate ensued in which Messrs. Birendra Nath Roy. 
Monoranjan Bhattacharya, Shashanka Shekhar Majumdar and 
Binoybhushan Dasgupta took part. 

The second meeting of the Economics Seminar was held on 
the 24th September with Prof, P. D. Mukerjee, M. A. as 
president, when Mr. Binoybhushan Dasgupta read a well-
thought paper on "Protection and India." W e give here a bare 
out-line of his essay. 

India stands in urgent need of protection for the develop­
ment of her industries. She has all the requisite resources for 
industrialisation—raw-materials, labour and capital. "Such a 
development would be very much to the advantage of the 
country as a whole, creating new sources of wealth, encouraging 
the accumulation of capital, enlarging the public fevenues, 
providing more profitable employment for labour ; reducing the 
excessive dependence of the country on the unstable profits of 
agriculture and finally stimulating the national life and developing 
national character." 

Free traders while opposing a policy of protection 
in India, generally commit two blunders. They assume that 
comparative costs are rigidly constant and they confuse natural 
resources with technical resources. If Infant Industry argument 
is true there is no country which needs protection so badly as 
India. Protection may bring high prices to consumers, but 
what the consumers lose, the Government gains. Besides, 
like investing capital, some sacrifices must be made before a 
gain can be secured. W e need not fear political corruption in 
India, while the fear of trusts and inefficiency can be warded 
off, by the establishment of a tariff board. T h e statement that 
Indian capital is very shy is often exoggerated. Besides, we may 
also rely on foreign loans, for, foreign capital does not necessarily 
mean foreign entrepreneurs. The contention that industries 
can be developed without protection is not quite sound-
development in other directions can never give the same 
marked impetus. The free import of capital and ^kill is not 
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desirable. The argument that a very high duty will mean a 
collapse and a loss of capital and will transfer labour from 
more profitable firms to the less, does not always hold good. 
Lastly, the tariff board should identify itself with the higher 
interests of the country. 

Mr. Bishadendu Biswas took the opposite side and his 
advocacy was equally strong. The following is a brief 
summary of his essay. 

Free trade is now established to be the ultimate policy of 
every state. The protectionist argument that India has peculiar 
conditions, when duly considered does not make the case for 
protection stronger. She may possess ample raw-materials, 
but the mere presence of raw-materials is not sine 
quanon for manufacture. Right situation for right industries 
depends on complex factors viz., convenience of assembling raw-
materials, localisation of connected industries, cost of power, the 
expenses of marketing etc. Protectonists argue that their policy 
would give employment to surplus population. But the relief, if 
granted is likely to be limited by the demand of industries 
for a permanently industrialised labour. Through a rise 
of prices, protection would reduce the consuming power of 
the agricultural population and thereby reduce the Public 
revenue. To reap the benefit of protection conditions must be 
favourable for large scale production which India lacks. Over 
production is generally apprehended under a protective regime. 
Protection would mean increased cost of production^ for indus­
tries other than protected ones and specially for agriculture. 
The market for India's agricultural output would be consi­
derably narrowed. The burden on consumers will be 
excessively heavy, as we may well recollect from the lessons 
of the war. 

The President having commended both the papers the 

meeting came to a close. 

Th2 Third or Extraordinary Meeting. 
An extraordinary meeting of the seminar was held on the 
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4th of December, when Mr. Pilcher of "the Statesman," in kind 
response to an invitation delivered a lecture on "Profection to 
steel". Prof. J. C. Coyajee, I.E.S. took the chair. Among those 
present, were Principal Wordsworth, and a few other members 
of the staff. 

Mr. Pilcher emphasised the urgent need of the study of the 
practical economic problems of the country along with their 
study of economic theories by the students of to-day who will be 
the citizens of to-morrow. 

As regards the protective tariff on steel, he said that he, like 
every body else, earnestly desired to see a rapid industrialisation 
of India. But he saw serious objections to protection to steel. 
While on the one hand it would mean untold sufferings to the 
provechiaUy pooc consumers of India, it would, on the other 
hand stultify the very growth of industries 'vvhich was the main 
motive behind the policy, because, steel industry being a basic 
one, any protective tariff on it would tend t<3 raise the prices of 

.machineries, railway materials, coal etc. which are the essential 
requisites of industry. Finally he said that he scarcely saw any 
analogy between the conditions in India and those in America, 
where a high tariff wall has served to build up a huge steel 
industry. 

The President and Principal Wordsworth then addressed the 
audience after which the meeting dispersed with a vote of 
thanks to the speakers by the secretary of the seminar. 

MANORANJAN BHATTACHARYYA 

Secretary. 

The Report of the Politics Seminar. 

The semiftar displayed great activity throughout the session. 
Members took lively interest in it and vied with one another in 
reading papers. No paper was read hm elicited instructive 
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discussions from a large number of students. This led to 
difficulty. One hour proved too short for the work, and at the 
same time no second hour was to be found. Under these 
circumstances the President appointed a committee of 
4 students to find a solution. The Committee put a limit 
to the size of the essay and also to the length of time one can 
take in speaking. The appointment of the committee, "which 
is a novel incident, shows clearly the interest, the students took 
in the seminar classes and the care with which the President 
guided them. 

As the session advanced the students went on reading their 
essays. Each subject was taken up by no less than four students. 
The work of the seminar opened with the subject of 'Second 
Chambers'. Then followed the subjects of 'Separation of Powers', 
'Popular Sovereignty' and 'Citizenship'. Other students were 
ready with their essays but the President had to stop the seminar 
classes as the session was nearing its end. It is needless to go 
into details as to the systematic proceedings of the several 
meetings. 

BINAYBHUSHAN DASGUPTA. 

Geological Institute. 

A meeting of the above Institute was held on Saturday, ihe 
18th August last, to meet Messrs. Sisir Kumar Chatterjee, 
Sudhansu Kumar Bose and Manmatha Lai Dutta, ex-students 
of this College, on the eve of their departure for England for 
further studies in Geology and Mining. 

Messrs. Chatterjee and Bose have obtained State Scholar­
ships. 

The meeting began' with a song by Mr. P. K. Roy which 

was followed by a short speech by Mr. S. K. Sen, the Assistant 

Secretary. 
Among other speakers and gentlemen present were 
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Prof. S. K. Biswas, M. Sc. Prof. B. N. Maitra, M.Sc. Messrs T. P. 

Dasgupta and J. C. Gupta. 

The president, Prof. H. C. Dasgupta, M. A. F. G. S. gave a 

speech which was appreciated very much. 

The meeting closed with a song by Mr. P. K. Roy, and the 
guests were entertained with light refreshments. 

SUDHANSHU KUMAR SEN, 

Asst . Secretary. 

Report of the Biological Society. 

The first meeting of the society was held on the 9th August 
last in the physiological lecture-theatre under the presidency o^ 
Prof. N. C. Bhattacharjee, M. A. B. Sc. 

Prof. N. M. Bose, M. Sc. also attended the meeting. 

The president in a little speech explained the object of the 
meeting and stated very briefly the history of this society. 
He then impressed upon the- students the utility of such 
associations in present days. In conclusion he requested all 
physiology students to work together for the improvement of 
such an institution. 

After the presidential address the standing rules and 
regulations of the society were adopted with slight alterations. 
The following office-bearers were then elected for the current 
session : 

President—Prof. S. C. Mahalanabis, B. Sc. F. R. S. E. 

, ,. D . , ^Prof. N. C. Bhattacharjee, M. A. B. Sc. 
Vice-r residents— < 

/Prof. N. M. Bose, M. Sc. 

Treasurer—J. N. Mukherjee, Esq., M. Sc. 

Secretary—Sudhir Kumar Sen Chawdhury, (4th year class) 

Assist. Secretaries—Ajitaranjan Mukherji, (3rd year class) 

Uditendu Prokash Mallik, (2nd year class) 
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Class Representatives : — 

1. Sudhir Kumar Sen Chawdhury. 

2. Phanindra Mohan Dutta. 

3. Sarashiranjan Chatterjee 

4. Ajitaranjan Mukherjee 

5. Sumantra Kumar Mahalanabis 

6. Uditendu Prokash Mallik 

7. Kripasaran Haldar V 
) 1 st year class 

8. Dhirendra Nath Roy ! 
With a vote of thanks to the chair the meeting terminated. 

S. SEN CHAWDHURY. 
Secretary. 

The second meeting of the society was held on the 15 th 
September last under the presidency of Prof. N. C. Bhattacharjee. 

Mr. Amiya Kumar Roy of the 4th year class read an 
interesting paper on "Growth of Endocrine Organs." The 
Writer in his short essay stated how these organs were discovered 
by different physiologists at different times and showed endocri­
nology has become an important subject to-day. 

Mr. Sudhir Kumar Sen Chawdhury then in a little speech 
said what the "endo-crine organs" are, the respective" positions 
in our body and the important functions they .perform. Some 
questions were then put by the second year students which 
were answered by the 4th year students. • 

The President in his address spoke on the subject from 
various popular aspects, as for example, the influence of these 
organs upon the character of human beings. 

With a vote of thanks to the chair the meeting terminated. 

S. SEN CHAWDHURY, 
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The third meeting of the society was held on the 1 st Decem­

ber under the presidency of Prof. N, C. Bhattacharjee, 

M. A. B. Sc. 

Mr. Sachindra Nath Mukherjee of the 4th year class read 

out an interesting paper on "Tobacco and its physiological 

effects." 

Mr. Mukherjee Qpened his essay with a brief history how 

tobacco—"the harmful weed"—entered into India from the 

foreign countries. Then he stated the chemical composition 

of tobacco-leaf and the various forms in which it is used in 

our countries. Of all. the forms the essayist disliked the "Cigar" 

most. Next he explained how nicotine the chief tobacco .acted 

upon our system in each of these forms. 

He then narrated how this habit of smoking was looked 
down upon by the ancient men of different countries and 
incidentally he mentioned how the smokers of different countries 
were punished severely in those times. From beginning to end 
the writer cruelly attacked smokers. 

Mr. Mukherjee then concluded his essay with a beautiful 
quotation from king James II. 

After some discussion among the students Prof. N. M. Bose 
in a nice little speech explained the uses and abuses of 
smoking. 

The president in his address said among other important 
things "Tobacco should not be smoked by the students, 
because it has •« direct action upon the nervous system. In 
the youth the strain upon the nervous system is very great for 
various reasons. So by that habit it becomes over-strained and 
lead to severe consequences." 

With a vote of thanks to the chair the meeting terminated. 

SUDHIR K U M A R SEN CHAWDHURY, 

Secretary, Biological Society. 



Reports. 173 

Reports of the Historical Society. 

The Third Meeting. 

The third meeting of the society came off on the 2nd. March, 
1923 with Prof. B. K. Sen, M'.A. on the chair. Among others. 
Dr. Ghosal was present. Sj. Amar Prosad Das Gupta of the Fifth 
year class read a paper on "The First Empire of Magadha." 

In the first part of his easay, the writer traced in detail the 
rise and development of the Magadhan power. A series of 
able rulers like Bimbisara, Ajatasatru, and Sisunaga successfully 
brought under the Magadhan sway, many important states, viz. 
Anga, Kosala, Batsa, and Avanti. But the the honour of being 
an Ekarat or Universal Lord was reserved for Mahapadma, who 
held Kalinga as well as the Gangetic Delta. Chandragupta 
Maurya conquered the Punjab and compelled Seleukos to cede 
to him Paropanisadai, Aria, Arachosia and Gedrosia. The task 
of conquest was completed by the subjection of the south, as 
recorded in Tamil literature. Magadha stopped in her career 
of expansion by the adoption of Asoka of the policy of Dharma-
vijaya. The Far south alone was thus left out. "Asoka gave 
up war after victory, a noble picture—unique in the history of 
the world," 

The essayist then discussed some of the features of the 
Empire. It was Magadha which first made an attempt at 
unification, and happpily for India, the attempt proved success­
ful. The first Empire of Magadha—still the largest Indian 
Empire—reached unique scientific boundaries, its administration • 
was surprisingly modern, and one of the most efficient India 
has ever had. The ideal of the Empire under Asoka was not 
merely law and order but also the general happiness and well-
being of all living creatures within its territory, men as well as 
beasts. "Such a -conception of government," said the writer, 
"is the pride of India, which every other country in the world 
has failed to achieve." At this glorious period of the Empire, 
India was able to make her influence felt among all the nations 



174 Reports. 

of the civilised world. She presented to the world one of the 
greatest religions—the religion of Lord Buddha. Far from 
glorifying herself in splendid isolation, she kpet up a brisk 
intercourse with China, Syria, Egypt and Macedonia. This 
Empire also saw the first development of Indian art. The 
writer concluded by saying, "India's political subjection and 
intellectual eminence may alike be traced to the influence 
of this Empire, manifest among other things in the rapid 
progress of Buddhism, with its degenerating effects on the 
political character of the people." 

Sj. Sourendra Mohan Banerjea raised a question as to how 
the local self-government was at all possible in the teeth of the 
espionage system and thorough bureaucratic centralisation. 

Dr. Ghosal supplemented Sj. Amar Ptosad hy saying that 
one of the causes of the success of Magadha was its geographical 
position. The Punjab felt the brunt of foreign attacks, and 
Kosala was also near the frontier, but Magadha was secure, 
and hid, as it were, with Bengal by her side. Speaking 
in connection with the marvellous administration of the 
Mauryas, he came to the question of Hindu Imperialism. 
Roman -Imperialism set its own stamp and followed the policy 
of 'divide and rule.' This did not happen with the Hindus but 
the Maurya Empire made the nearest approach to such policy. 
He considered Sj. Sourendra's argument and said that where 
the organisation was so thorough, it could not but be that 
genuine local self-government suffered ; but it was not crushed 
and when the .grinding grip of the bureaucracy become lax, it 
reappeared in its full vigour. The learned professor continued 
that the true sacrifice of Asoka can be estimated by considering 
the fact that with all his advantages, he could have established a 
world-empire but he deliberately forshook it for real conquest. 
"Whether the consequences of giving up a political career was 
disastrous for India,'' concluded the Doctor, "it is hard to say 
The vast dominions of Alexander have disappeared, the world­
wide Empire of the Romans has gone /or ever. Napoleon's 
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military conquests have glided smoothly away, but Asoka's 
Dharma-vijaya still endures." 

The President observed among other things, that the 
marriage of Chandragupta with Seleukos' daughter proved that 
the Caste System had not yet reached its stage of extreme rigidity. 
He finished by paying a glowing tribute to the palmy days of 
ancient India. 

The meeting then terminated. 
Tile Fourth Meeting. 

The Fourth Meeting came off on the 27 th July, 1923 under 
the presidency of Prof. Nilmoni Chakraverty. Doctor Ghosal 
delivered a very interesting lecture on "The success of 
Hind uism. 

He first showed the extreme disadvantages against which 
Hinduism had to fight. Not . only did the political power pass 
away from the Hindus but it was arrayed against them. The 
Khilzi rule, the Tughluk reign, the Bahmani supremacy, and the 
psriod of Aurangzeb have impressed upon the page of Indian 
history some of the blackest persecutions of the Moslem sway. 
What the Hindus could have done if they were allowed to keep 
their heads erect was shown by the foundation of the kingdom 
of Vijaynagar and the extraordinary revival of Hinduism under 
ihe guidance of Sayanacharyya and Madhavacharyya. The 
Muslims realised this, and successfully crushed that state, the 
base of Hindu operations. The net result of the Muslim activi­
ties was that only one-third of the whole population became 
converted to the faith of Mohammed, by far the large majority 
remaining Hindus. 

The success of Hindusim was due to a number of causes. 
First, the Brahminical hold upon the masses was exceptionally 
strong. Secondly, there was a growing toleration among the 
enlightened rulers of Islam. Thus even in the reign of Aurang-
i.eb, persecution was not so bitter as" in the so-called Pathan 
period. Thirdly, dynastic and fratricidal wars among the rulers 
themselves led them to treat the Hindud in a more considerate 

12 
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manner. But there were more fundamental causes, the most 
important of which was described by the Doctor as the 'genius 
of Hindu civiHsation.' What the Hin Ju mentality prefers is the 
spirit of heroism in resignation, 'Rather we should suffer than 
sacrifice our Dharma,' - this innate resolve of Hindu mind is 
largely responsible for the survival of Aryan culture. There 
w^as a second cause, namely the peculiar Hindu institution, 
chiefly the joint family, the social groups, and the village com­
munities, that worked for the conservation of the Hindu civi­
lisation. When the Moslems were scattered in the towns, 
Hinduism fled as it were to the affectionate arms of the village. 
A third cause was what may be called 'Hindu polity'. Accor­
ding to the Shastras, the king's function is to maintain dharma 
as well as secular interests. At the same time, it is expressly 
enjoined that village communities should have their indepen­
dence. The function of the state was irreducible minimum. 
In such a system of polity, the loss of the sovereign power did 
not mean the annihilation of the Indian nation. It meant, on 
the other hand, the access of more power on the part of the 
Society, which in the worst days of tyranny and misrule, 
successfully resisted the intrusions of the central government. 
A fourth cause was the expansiveness of Hinduism. Notwith­
standing the rigidity of Hindu society, many liberal movements 
like those of Chaitanya, Ramananda, Nanak, Tukaram and 
Ramdas acquired for Hinduism a new solidarity. "What has 
saved Hinduism," said the Doctor, "is its elasticity, its expan­
ding soul. Hinduism is not a single dogma, not simply the 
reHgion of the Brahmins, but an all-embracing synthesis of 
ideas." .Science and democracy of Europe have thrown a 
challenge to Hinduism, and the speaker firmly believed that Hin­
duism would accept it and coming out triumphant vindicate 
to the world its name of "Eternal Religion." 

Sjs. Jbtish Chandra • Dutt, Susil Chandra Chatterjee, Surendra 
Mohan Banerjee, and Gour Gopal Mukherjee then spoke their 
views on the subject'.' 
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The President, in winding up the proceedings, remarked 
that India was never thoroughly conquered by the moslems 
and this explained the success of Hinduism. 

The meeting came to a close. 
ThB Fifth Meeting. 

The fifth meeting of the society was held on the 3rd 
August, 1923 with Dr. Ghosal on the chair. Prof. Majumdar 
also attended. Sj. Bijoy Krishna Dutta of the Fourth Year 
Class read a paper on "The Influence of Caste System upon 
Indian history in the Past.' The paper was lucid and full of 
details. The writer dealt with four aspects of the question, 
namely political, social, economic, and religious. 

A keen discussion on the subject took place. Sjs. Susil 
Chandra Chatterjee, Sourendra Mohan Banerjee, Gour Copal 
Mukherjee, Prithwis Chakraverty, and Sukumar Bhattacharyya 
championed the cause of Caste System, while Sjs. Subodh 
Chandra Sen Gupta and Jyotish Chandra Datta ranged them­
selves on the offensive side. 

The meeting was adjourned. 

The Sixth Meeting. 

The" adjourned meeting took place on the 18th August, 1923, 

with Dr. Ghosal as President. Professors Sen and Majumdar 

also encouraged the attendance by their presence. 

At the request of the President, Professor Sen arose to ex­
plain his views on the subject. According to him, the key to 
the success of the Hindus in absorbing the aborigines lay in 
their superior organisation and all-embracing civilisation. 
But there came through the north-western passgs a race 
of invaders who if not equally gifted were more thoro­

ughly organised. One of the most potent causes of their success 
was that a large number of discontented masses looked up with 
a sigh of relief at the democracy of Islam. For those who 
had accepted Caste System as an effective social organisa­
tion found that it meant a despotism, a tyranny, an ageJong 
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insult to humanity. In the face of the grave crisis, the Hindus 
lost their power of digestion, the power that enabled them to 
assimilate not only the natives of the soil but also the Huns, 
the Sakas, and many other advanced races. Instead of broa­
dening their outlook, they narrowed their scope of vision. 
Instead of relaxing the rules that they might absorb them 
silently, they made them more stringent. But really speaking, 
Caste System as a means of self-defence was no necessity. For 
in the first place, the number of Mahomedans was so small 
that even intermarriages would not have abolished Hindu iden­
tity. In the second place, the Moors v/ho successfully swayed 
their sceptre from Cordova for more than three centuries could 
not convert Spain to the Islamic faith. "This raises a question" 
said the speaker, "if the uncultured Spaniards retained their 
identity even after three centuries, why did the Hindus with 
their far superior culture iear absorption at all ?" Then 
again. Caste System did not prove successful in preserving Hindu­
ism for if it proved efficient at all, there could have hardly 
occurred a need for the rise of the casteless Vaishnava preachers. 
The speaker finished his remarks by saying that the modern 
Hindu-Moslem problem might be said to be largely the gift of 
Caste System. 

As . the time was up, the President for the second time ad­
journed the meeting. 
The Seventh Meeting. 

The seventh meeting of the Society came off on the 7th 
September, 1923 with Doctor Ghosal on the chair. The subject 
was the adjourned debate on 'the Influence of Caste System 
upon Indian history in the Past'. 

No more discussion forthcoming. Dr. Ghosal enlightened 
the audience by his impartial views on the subject. He began 
by saying that without caste system, Hinduism would certainly 
have survived the shocks of Islam but could not have maintain­
ed its purity. On the other hand, to give up caste would 
have meant giving up Varnasram Dharma, to ignore many 
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religious and social ideals. The evolution of individual genius 
was indeed retarded to some extent, but the collective unit was 
always held by the Hindus as superior to the individual unit. 
The study of the Vedas was shut out from the lower classes, 
but thanks to the orthodox Brahmins, the way for the intellec­
tual emancipation of the masses was prepared by the compo­
sition of the Itihasas and the Puranas, the Ramayana and the 
Mahabharata —w^orks that contained the essence of Hinduism. 
Be it said to their credit, even the Hindu peasant was more 
cultured than many literary men of other countries. 

The speaker said that it was very easy to form the notion 
that the Brahmins derided the lower classes and denied them 
some of the human rights. If this was true, it was certainly 
a specimen of Caste System at its worst. The whole life of a 
Brahmin w^as a drill to attain self-enlightenment and preserve 
social discipline. The doctrine of brotherhood was not unknown 
to him as the expression "Sama-darshita" shows : but it was 
reserved for "the champions of the popular party" or the 
preachers to give full vent to it. 

Three things should be borne in mind : first, Caste System 
though one of the principal features of Hinduism was not the 
whole of it, for Hinduism was not simply the orthodox religion 
of the Brahmins but an all-embracing synthesis of ideas; second, 
the masses assuaged their reUgious thirst in the great popular 
movements; third, these movements were not rebellious but 
reformatory movements, and their preachers were the expoun­
ders of Hinduism from different stand points. 

The Great Buddha—who, by the way, claimed himself to 
be not the 'founder of a new city' but merely its 'rec«nstructor' 
and who has come to be regarded by the Hindus as an Avatara 
—ignored all the disabilities of caste. He counted among his 
disciples many belonging to the low or the disreputable 
classes : e.g. Upali (a barber), Suniti (a chandala), Ardhakashi 
and Ambapali of VaisaH. The Buddha painted the essence 
pf caste when he said that the four castes arose from 
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distinctness of qualities and not from the bodily parts of 

Brahma. 

In Maharasthra, Jnanadeva—^the son of an outcast Brahmin 
—was not allowed to wear the sacred thread by the orthodox 
Brahmins, but he become a popular idol. After him came a 
series of saints belonging to the depressed classes, namely 
Chokamala, Ruhidas, Narahar, and Namdev etc. 

In Orissa, Shamananda, a Sadgopa, converted many to Vaish-
navism. His disciples became the Gurus of the Rajahs of 
Mayurbhanj — an interesting fact. 

In oengal, there arose the Sahajiya sect, to which belonged 
the famous Chandidas. Then came the Great Chaitanya mo­
vement. Narottama, a Kayastha, was regarded as the second 
Chaitanya. The Vaishnava movement fills a large place in the 
history of Bengal. 

It is interesting to note that many Brahmins were the origin­
ators of the movements and not a small number of Brahmins 
were counted among the followers. The above facts showed 
clearly how unjust and one-sided it was to brand caste as the 
parent of all evils. Evils were there no doubt, but they did not 
assume such huge dimensions as we now think. The reason 
is, that caste did not acquire solid hold over all the people, the 
popular movements flourishing from time immemorial. 

The Doctor concluded by saying that evils lay not in the 
system itself but in ourselves, because it was we who failed to 
achieve its high ideals and adjust it according to the varying 
needs of time. 

The meeting then terminated with a vote of thanks to the 
chair. 

SUSIL CHANDRA CHATTOPADHYAY. 
An Extraordinari Meeting. 

Under.the auspices of the Historical Society, an extraordinary 
meeting was held in the Physics Theatre on Friday, the 21 st 
December, 1923. Babu Rakaldas Banerjea, the well known his-
toian, delivered an interesting lecture on "the Forgotten 
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capital of Sind" The lecture was highly appreciated, as it was 
illustrated by lantern slides. The President, Principal Wordsworth 
closed the meeting with an offer of thanks to the distinguished 
guest. (We hope to publish in a future issue the full text of 
the lecture), 

Susil Chandra Chatterji, 

Secretary. 

T R I P S TO T H E INDIAN MUSEUM. 

Thanks to the efforts of Dr. Ghosal, we had two trips to the 
Museum in March, 1923. We were shown many of the relics 
of ancient India^architectural and sculptural, and these were 
kindly explained to us by the learned professor. Those who 
attended praised their good luck and carhe back w îth the know­
ledge of some solid gain We have so many things to learn 

besides mere text-book abstractions ! 
S. C. C. 

C O R R E S P O N D E N C E . 
To 

The Editor, 
The Presidency College Magazine. 

Dear sir. 
One is really surprised to see some pious wishes in the 

editorial columns so miserably baffled ! There we find 
the names of Profs. Zachariah and H. C. Das Gupta, trying 
to introduce Geography into our College Course. But in vain 
do we look over the pages of the Magazine for a ray of hope, 
thrown out by the authorities ! 

One thing more. We stand in need of a smalt historical 
Museum in this Primary Institution of Bengal. Money, as 
usual, will be the difficulty. If, however, old students could 
help us, we shall not need to spend much to inaugurate a 
museum of modest dimensions. We might get people to 
give us coins or little archaeological pieces of sculpture or 
carving or casts or models or replicas or perhaps photos. The 
contents might be given us, the show cases we should have to 
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get ourselves. But nothing real can be done without the help 
of the authorities. 

Will they come forward and look to our needs ? 
Yours Faithfully, 

SUSIL C H A N D R A CHATTERJEA, 

Secretary, Historical Society. 
To 

The Editor 
Presidency College Magazine. 

Dear Sir, 
You with your readers will be glad to know that Sj. Probhat 

Chandra Sarbadhikary B. A., nephew of Sir Deva Prosad 
Sarbadhikary and the late Lt. Col. S. P. Sarbadhikary, who 
has been studying Botany for the last three years in the London 
College of Science has obtained the Ph. D. degree of the London 
University. The record of his work as a student has been 
so satisfactory that he w^as awarded a ;^ I 00 Scholarship before 
obtaining his degree. He has now been offered ;^ 1 15 Scholar­
ship to carry on further researches for a year. Mr. Sarbadhi­
kary is a distinguished graduate of our College and he was 
also a regular contributor to the College Magazine (Vide P. C. 
Magazine Vol V- No 1 —"Auto-biography of a pair of shoes"). 

Sj. K. P. Chatterjee about whom reference was made in 
the correspondence section of the last issue of your Magazine 
has recently obtained M. Sc degree of the same university. 

Another "old boy" Sj. Suresh Chandra Bose, B. Sc. of the 
Bihar and Orissa Executive service is soon returning to India 
after having undergone special training in glass-manufacture 
in Germany. 

Sj. Nalini Kanta Bose, M.Sc. son of Babu Hara Kanta Bose, 
Head master. Hare School, who w^ent to Germany in October 
last, with a view to carry on researches in Aerodynamics, under 
such eminent mathematicians, as Profs. Prandl, Runge and Frank, 
has passed in less that one year's time the tests he was subjected 
to there and his thesis for the Doctor's degree of the Gottingen 
University has been approved. His work in the German Uni­
versity has been very highly spoken of by all the Professors. 

We rejoice in the good fortune of these "old boys" of our 
Alma Mater and wish their better luck in future. 

Common Room Yours etc. 
Dated the 15 th Sept. 1923 A. K. SIRCAR. 
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^ m^U^ I ^'^ ^Wf ^t^tc^^ c^^ 1[f%irl ^f?r¥l ^ r f i f ^ c?̂ :̂  

?,̂ f;T v(tt, •siMntft^ ^H°̂ W *f^ ^m^ ^^r.^ f%?t^ fsT^^^t «^ ^ i : ^ I 

Criminal Court I CSf'SK f̂W '̂:? ^ ^ C^U Court fk^ ^1 I fl̂ Jt̂ 'tf̂ ^ 

W^ 5t^^1^t ^"tUS ^ ^ I >4^ Criminal Court >f̂ f% «tf%l|\s 

^ t ^ t i ^ 1 ^^^ c t̂̂ l̂ ^T^^t^ f^f^^ ^ i t ^ ? i ^^fm:^ New 1' 

Town, ^^ f?^¥ - i j f f ? ^ I Court ^-^ <̂ ^ mt^ ^t*<^ ?t^1 ^̂sW? 

^ W ^ ^C5 ^tfsT^I ^ t ^ t ? ^C^T^ ^^C^ ^ ^ 1 '^^'^ C?«tt̂  f ^ t 

^f\ ^^<i:^^i, ^t^'itci ' i f^ f t^ 'it̂ tv5i:35(̂  ^ t ^ w ^ c ^ î °̂̂ ?̂it̂  I 

^ »rtt%^ii 1 '^f^'jc^ \s^3tfw ^ ' ^ l , ^ i : ^ ^ i : ^ ^ ^fk^ f5il%ii 

^tf^^t c^si 1 ^tfsf l i i^^ ^ f^ i i f̂%?i c^ ^ ^ ŷn?̂ ?r ^ fe^ 

I gazed and gazed, but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought! 

3FC1 ^^It^^ftl ^ ^ 33^ ^f^¥l Ĉ sT'—3T̂ Jt?f iim ^tl1 i?fl^ 

'^l¥ti:»f lii^i^ ^ ^ t f̂%?ri N»t̂ i f 1̂ ĉ  5itf̂ 5T I ^u^i ^f^¥i Pump 

House ^ Water-refining House (il?f ftfC^ C ^ t ^ I ifl̂ ftC^ (Hff̂ ^H 

ftt»t"^ f^f JTI^—pumping <il̂  ^"^ ^ \ stf^ ^ t ^ ^1%^:?? C^W f̂̂  I 



'©t^ 5Ttl%^ I f?c^? ^ti:5^i f^1%ii c^^ -n^ ̂  c ^ ^ W5T ^5^51 

??Ĉ  ^^^ f¥t%^, ?M5=f ^t*T^ ^ R ? wT t̂l̂ f̂ ^ ^ «ft% ,̂ f^wt^ 

^tm -st^f^? 'Sj't^'i 'sf^crf ^f>fii t i i ^ ^ ci)^l^ f̂%5rt <3_57ti fw r̂ 

^f^^l^.i ^wtw ^'f^JT 1^^wi*f c^^n f^ i^^tc^ ^T^t t i :^ ^^^^ 

'N ' T o w n Cfrf^^tl W^ C^tWWi;?^ ^l^!t"?I ' ^ t^^1 ^ ^ 5 ^ f?lf^¥l 

*=t̂  W5T, ^"^^1 C^^ ^T^ 1 ^^J( ^ t ^ ^ 1 ' N , T o w n ^ C^)fk^1^ 

"^•^ T^Tl ^^"=1 ̂ ^11 f?ratci 1 •^z'^ *j[f̂ "5ri ^ t ^ t i ^ ^ ^ t ? c^wi-n? 1 

•^m cwt^^l 5tf%Ri^ ^ f l^1 * t % ^ i : i 1 'N ' Town {:<[*f -ntwr? 

* t f ^^^—'SIT :^^^ t̂f̂ T-yfc^? 51^ I ^ t ^ n «ftcf h^if%^ '^tc^l i 

^tft^sfsT cil^ •?Frt3TtW?, ^'^C't C«rt5̂ 1 ^t^^n f ^ ^ ? ^ t^^ r ( Piano 

^ Harmoneum ^ ^ «! t^^t^ 5(tC^ ^tZ"^ '^^ T\tusfw^_ I ^<3<p5ltf9rr? 
^'w§\ >rtc^<rt C5t!:^^ 'srt^t^'fi (:5t(:'̂  'if^^r i ^ ^ t i ^n^ f̂̂ twsf 

C^Z^m ^ f l ^sr ^ 1 I ^T^*T^ ^ N ^ C^ Tata Institute til I 

14 
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cmlZ^ ^ t : ? ^ C^C'Sf?^ C ^ ^ f ^ ? i ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ Billiards ^ l i l^^R ^tf^I. 

-stf, VfiT!:^i;i I Reading room -^ "^UK^ ^'^Z^'^ ^W^? ^ ^f^z•^ ^tt I 

^'ttCW^ Club lij ^ t l% l1 T ¥ C ^ t 'SftC^t? ^«t?:^t^ ^ ( ^ ^ I Club (i|^ 

f ^ ^Ht Tata Hospital I %5=I^t^t^t ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ t l ^ I f ^ I ^ ^ t ^ ^ 

Englishman ^ k^U ^ R C^f^ltfl^Tt^T, ^t^ ^ t ^ ^ ^ f t ^ C^Rs t̂̂  I 

$t^'tT'^ti:«T^ \ 5 t ^ t ^ ^1\ ^ t ^ t lW^ 'TCŴ  ^f%¥l Sick room, operation 

room, Dispensary >2f^f% C^^t^il^if I t t 'T^t^tC^f^ ^l^^^ t5 

* f ^ ^ l f ? ^1 ^t5f?1 a^tS ^^?[1 *tf̂ 5T|-5f I (il^^Tf^ 'C^t^f ^t\5l ^1%1 

tg^fif^ ^TVT^I?? ' I ron and steel Works ' C f̂̂ l ^^" ^it I C^^ fff^ 

««ttf%^t^ ^T*t1 1%5T ^ f ^ m ^ t ^ 1% I ^ ^ ^ l f& C*f̂  ^^^ ."̂ ^ ^'^^ 

(i l^f^jf ^t^<tt5Tl CWf^J^ C^s^t^ I C^ <^^ f^^^t^ ^ I t ' l t? I ^ W l 

Birmingham ^1 Uni ted States Steel Corporation Ĉ f% ^ t ^ , ^tC^^ 

^ t ^ 1 ^f^Tt^ C«ft^r?[ ^ t ^ a ' , ' ^ t ^ ^ f??r1 •5fl^ W^ 'Il%(:\»(:f, Sulphuric 

acid ^ ^ ^ 1 -JtW ^ t i : ^ ffk-USl'^, Blast Furnace ^i|? »fi:^ 3St^f*tf# 

c5TTn ' i t ^^ t^ ^*f^^ 5l:c'^cw I ^f^ir^? c^iv^ ^z'^ (7f«fW 

Engine 5'^?l 

^ f e ^ ^ ^ ^1'r t l ^ ^ ^ 1%̂ 1 ^ f ^v5 Crane ^ > l 1 ^ t ^ ^1 ^f^C^^f I t ^ 

>rH?(tW 5?itC¥ll ^l%C^ ^ 1 I Iron mine ^ Coal mine ^f!?!^ 

iron ore 9̂ coal '^K'^ I ^ ^ t W Coke ^ ^ f t ^IF, ore -yftlttVl pig-iron 

l^ft ^% ^-m f̂W (Sf^IlfSfJ^f C^W ^ fkz^^ 1%R^ ^vSlltft ?5I 

C^tfetit 'Sti:^ >ilTf̂ 5T Vert ical Combination ^ ^ !?!^t Cff̂ fl ?[t?f i 

?(K^ ^«f5( C?rt5l ^^U ^¥, ^«(J( ^51^ 'sit^fM ^vftJ? ?I?I1 ^1^1 

^ t l^ t^ t lT f?^?r^ ^tW Pfsî xsC^ I t%Jtt Shift ^ f t f , f t t , ^^ b- '^^1 

^tW ^C^ I Tata Iron and Steel Work 's ^<[ ^ ^ 1 3T^I«^^ ^ t i :^^ I 
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'L' Town ^^ir« « "Sft̂ ^ ^11 Tinplate Company I Jl^] tij^^l 

Subsidiary Industry' ^^ I ^ ^ ^ ^^^ C^̂ 1 ^^^, ^ ^ ^ '^ t l^ t ^1 

^t^^ 5|tW C^^ ? ^ f^^ t^ l f%f% t̂̂  ^ ^ f ? ^ Ĉ 1̂ 8^t? ^ ^ 1 »ft^ 

f̂%>̂ f̂% 1̂ »1#t^ f « ^ l f^^1 Tinplate <Ji<\ f^C^ ^ ^ m ? ^^-1^ C^^ I 

^ i^ tw? f ^ i ^T^ ^^ ĉ t?f ^ ^ ^ ^11 t:wf^(:^ cff-Ri:^ ^fsr?l 

Agriculture office ^-^ ^^Z^ ^tf^^1 ^f^^lt^ I ^ ^ | ^^^ C t̂̂ ?:̂ \fw 

^1^1? C^ l̂ -^It^?:^!!^ I Agriculture office C f̂R Î ^fsf^l C'̂ t̂ i:̂ \f^ 

^Z^l^ I ^^ tW ^^t^ Branch Post office ^t^Il I ^MC^l 

^rm^ I ^i^t^ ^ t i ^^ t^ ^^^ ^5t^ 1^^1 ^^ ^̂  I ^'ff^'' (̂ ^̂ ^ 

C^l ^ ^ i5^ ftr^ Cf 1̂  Square plate C¥ ^ t ^ M C^r?t^^1 ^ Pt^r^?[1 

^ t¥ CT^ size ^ ^ i^^lf^ ^-f^^1 plate a ^ ^ ^11 ^ I ^^^ ^tf^ 

m ^ acidTwT ^t^tw? -tf^^t^ ^ ^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^ ' ^"^"^ "^^^ 
^in ^^11 ^tC^ •, plate ^fm^ iun^l^ -̂̂ 1 ^ t ^ ^t^ f̂ ^1 ^T^ 

f^ I^ ^^1 ^^ ^1 ^ r^^ Pi^te ^\^ ^tf^ ^ ^ ^ acid ^ ^ ^ ^ - ^ 

^^-1 ^5^1 ^^^ ^^^^^^^ niachine ^ ^ 3 1̂f̂ ^ ^t?(1 ^ ^ ^ ' ' ^ Wf^C^ 

tc^^ r̂ ^̂  f̂ wm ^tr.^ ^̂ ĉ  1 f̂ f̂̂ t̂. m^ ^m ^mm ^r^i^^^ 



?tTtif^^ ^^Ti w^^^^ c^H wTf̂  ŝT̂T? yf̂ ŵ-\»1 ^t^^fir* 

ii)^^1 :̂ 9|-| 5f^\s ^ t l ^ Clf ^ t^^ 3T^J^I ^^t^? *lf*5^ f^lf 

i;1^?:^(:w i ^ f ^ ^ ' l ^ ^ •^^^^ c^l^ ^ t i : ^ ^ t 5 t ^ l f̂fî f ^ c ^ f̂t??^ ^r^i^l 

^t?(:^^1 I fsf^l, C^iT (2f^r^ Ĉ  TT̂ sT ^tH ^t>f^t? ^f^^1 ^t^^1 

(ill ^ t ^ f t ^ f<!^t^ Cr[tn nit^, ^ t ^ t l '"Wi^ f̂ ^JST ^f\5t^5! I 



mzm t̂-ff̂ jif f̂  5ft̂  ^t t t c^tr^c^T^ ^m ^"s ^r.-^ ? \st5i ^1 •, 

•5ftJ^1%^ ^Uf^ ^ t f ^ ' ^ t l ^ ^^t5[?f^ b^ t f^^ ^tl^lt^^^ 

( Einstein) "^Z^^ C^ vSt? C^^^t? >tt̂ 1 "^W^ C^f^^ ^Ui^'W ^t^l 

JT5{i:î  ^ f s ( ^ I ^ m « f i 5lH^f«if^ ^rtS-^ ^t«^5fir (mount wilson), 

^t^f^i:^^ ^*fT^ ^ti 1%, t , c^^ (G. E. Hale) ^m•^ y^^ ̂  i{^-si-

fl^^ C?r f% f% «ftf f^¥l ^ 1 ^ ^ ^S-TWC^ ^il^f^JI C^^ cil^^ =«t|̂ 1 1%«T, 

Emden) ^m^ C^ ^t f^^^^l ^ ? l t W ? f*tf^C^ ^^11^, f̂î  ^sflJl 

^t^^f^^i isf^f^ ĉ tw^̂ t *r^ Ĥ s ^^SQif̂ ^ ^ f^^ t^ '5rt(:rftf5^ 

f̂ T̂ c^^ ^i^^nt? >it^1^ ^ ^ 1 ^ t ^ t ^ ^ii^tw cff«^i ^5TI 

^ ^ i : ^ ^ ^ < i ^ f^^^^i ^f^m >t^^i i s.̂  t i iif^^ ^5(j ^^^j -̂f̂  

84 ^1 sft^I >f^t^ fsf..̂  I C^ ^ ^ ^ ^t^ " t̂̂ Td ^ 1 ^ ^1 ^^l^T 

?5f<f!5?rq (Rubidium) ^ 1>rP!5\ (Caesium) ^ ? ^T^ f^^»l^ ^U^ 

^'^1x4'^ Q^ " ^ ^ 1 (̂ ^ ^^K. (atem) Cl t ^ tc i '^ 1w?^T? "sj^^^ 

file:///st5i
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^f^^-^? ^^f^?:¥ f^^^N ^ f ? ^ 1^^ ¥^^'@f% t?:«^^^ (electron) 

ft̂ fu^?:-?! ̂ f?(:^<:^ ; ^c^^lc^r^i ^°^J1 ^ ^^U m i%g f^^ 'Si^^ ^ 

1%^ I SfW^^ ^^tGI l i ^^ t ' i l^^, <^̂  |(:5T^5I ^ t^ t^¥ l Cff̂ Td ^t^f^ 

^T^? ft^^ f^l!l '^'T^s^ ^ ^ C ^ ^^_^^1 fJflF't'l ^f^C^r^ I ^^t«tJ^ 

ftt%M JR'^^^^K^ ^t5't(:ff? S^^^ l 'sr̂ yfTC^ w?i§f f ^ f^^wi^^W' 

•^^m^ ^^ 'Tfiî r̂t ^t^^i ^i^c^ I ^« f̂% (T̂ î r̂c?̂  ^ t f̂ r t̂r^^ 

?̂:̂ 57 wt^H—i^o ^^ sTTi i5ft^«i f^^i ĉ ^̂ T? ^f«t^^f^fM^, 



^VQ5 ^ ^ t ^ ^ ' ( I ^ C^5T, 

^ ^ c^ti:^ c«w ^t^?l, 

^"sz^-l 'S\m 5ft?t? ^c^, 

1^% "^lus «(t«i CT<:^^i, 

^t^jr¥ 's i t^ i t̂<sr^ *2tt̂  



C5 vift 'Slt^t^ ! ^ I t l l ^ 5 ^ C^^' 

?ft^5j f̂̂ ;s;c^ ^ f ^ ^tfe ^r® Ĉ511>— 

^n:^ ^i:? ?—^^ ^t^r Ĉ 'TTW ^1%^tf|' 

n•\•^•\n ^ t f r ? c^R ' ^t f%(:^ ^iic^s^i ? 

^t^*r?:i '̂̂ f̂ s?:̂  ^ti%?itw ^%11 

f̂ «fts( ^|?ii ?rt^in ^?:?,—^^5fR I 
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^^c^T ?r̂ tc?r ^ic^T f̂%w #t5f^ 

» 

T^^ -^W.^ ^t -^r^ ;gf%' ^ f l ' I 

ClK^ ^ f ^ ^fe' ^ ^ ^ f ^ ^ t1 ^fsi' 

Fi i tnw f̂>r fc? ^<f f̂% t̂c5i 

^ t ^ ^ t ? ^tC^ I—^C9t? :yrfftW ^^ 
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^u{ ^?f C5iti f^f% f»r^i f5^?Tr»r 

C^^^U f^% ^\% 'QTJ n^^Tf*f I 

^1 ^t? ^=^^ î%Tl1 ^fg'S ^ t ^ ; 

^ r ? I ^ ^ c^tc^ R(:5Tc?f ^T^i'c^r ^ 1 ^ 

Tf^rf c f̂fsfl I ^ ^ ^ : ^ ^ ^ C^'M ̂ 1<F 
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EDITORIAL N O T E S . 

p R O F . Monmohan Ghosh is lost to us for ever, and a severer 
loss there cannot be. His soul was like a star that dwelt 

apart. H e was of no race and seemed, indeed, to be a fairy 
strayed into the earth. About his poetry, it is not the time to 
speak at length, for much of it still remains unpublished, but 
the few pieces that have appeared fully bear out Oscar Wilde's 
ecstasies over them. Then he was not only a poet, but he 
looked the poet,' and his voice also had the lilt of the lyre. His 
whole life was. Indeed, a poem in itself. As to his teaching, since 
his lectures have not been published, and since Apollo^s voice 
is hushed for ever, it is not possible for the present generation 
of students to catch the thrill with which their luckier prede­
cessors were inspired. It is a pity we do not and shall not look 
upon his like again ! W e hope that his unpubHshed epics and 
lyrics will see the light, so that death might bring him the glory 
whî K he so shunned in life, 
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Readers will find, from the several articles contributed to this 
issue of the magazine by pupils of the late Professor, what 
a magnetic personality he possessed, and how deep was the 
spell that he cast upon those who were privileged to sit 
at his feet as learners. 

# * # # * # 

Prof. Hridaychandra Banerjee is also no more. In him the 
College loses one of its most distinguished Professors, the 
students one of their heartiest well-wishers, and Eden Hindu 
Hostel one of its best Superintendents. We offer our sincere 
condolence to the bereaved family. 

* * # * * * 

We have also to mourn the loss of Dr. Dunn, who had a sad 
death by drowning. In the words of Sir Ashutosh Mukherjee, 
"Mr, Dunn was a scholar and gentleman every inch of 
him there had been very few who had devoted them­
selves to the cause of education as he did, with the aspiration 
to serve the people of the country he had chosen as his own for 
the best part of his life." 

Another melancholy incident is the death of Ex-President 
Wilson. He was a great scholar, a great Professor, and a greater 
statesman. He was not one of those politicians who strut and 
fret their hour upon the stage, and are heard of no more. 
There are many who hold that it was President Wilson and 
America who really won the War. We are afraid this claim 
is rather too extravagant. General Ludendorf laughed at this 
idea, and than him there is certainly no greater authority in the 
matter. American soldiers took no effective part in the fateful 
battle of July 18, 1918. Really he helped not to win the last 
War, but to end War once for all. His name is associated with 
the League of Nations, which may be a brilliant failure, but is 
nevertheless the first organised effort to wipe out the most 
shameful blot on oiir r.ivilisahnn. 
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Lenin too has died at last. He has been the anathema 
of many, and a Messiah to not a few. That he was a remark­
able man nobody can question. He cried a halt in the ceaseless 
march of civilisation, and knocked a new window into the soul 
of the world. That is a matter of no small credit for any one 
man and that will endure, cry him up or cry him down as you 
may. He is of the tribe of Luther and Rousseau. They are blind 
to more things than they see, and it is always dangerous to trust 
the destinies of men into their own hands. But one great truth 
they bring home to humanity, and this is that there are more 
things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in our 
philosophy. 

* * * * * 'i 

From the dead let us now come to the living, and what is 
more living than Politics ? The most remarkable event here 
in recent days has been the formation of Mr. Ramsay Macdo-
nald's ministry. Our old friend Mr. Jack Cade's silken-coated 
people will now remember him, and say, "Can the devil speak 
true ?" Most probably this curious mosaic will be very short­
lived. The unionists are still too strong and the Welsh Wizard is 
always a danger, though witch-craft is not in favour nowadays. 
Indeed, in what may be called his maiden statement as Premier, 
Mr. Macdonald had to explain the circumstances in which he 
would resign. But whatever may be the fate of the new 
ministry, its inauguration is a land-mark in the history of 
politics. Hitherto there has been government of the people 
and for the people. Hence begins government by the people. 

* * * '-^ * * 

Indian poHtics is passing through a crisis. Important chan­
ges seem to be ahead. There are really two parties now : the 
Government and the anti-government, or to put it in another way, 
the Swarajists and the anti-swarajists. The methods of the two 
parties are widely different, and if matters continue in this state, 
the councils will come to a deadlock. Can't each give up some 
points and strike the happy mean ? 
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The Tariff Board has finished its labours, and we are 

eagerly expecting its 'recommendations*. We hope that means 

will be found for protecting the infant Tata-industry. 

T h e Lee Commission is busy gathering evidence ; it is yet 

too early to make an idea of its recommendations. But the 

Civil Justice Enquiry Committee encourages the hope that there 

may soon be an end of 'law's delay'. 
* * * # * * 

On January, 21 last the college entered on its hundred and 
tenth year. This old sweet dreaming spire ! The founder's day 
bids us sit still and join the old mother in her reverie. What 
a history will she not unfold ! A hundred generations she has 
moulded and sent out to the world, and hundreds of professors 
she has nourished in her bosom ! Ask her and she will tell you 
how Sutcliffe talked, how Percival explained, how Cullis in his 
old days had to climb a chair to work out a sum, and how the 
Bengal Tiger, po untameable abroad, was reared up in the dis­
cipline of the nursery. She remembers all—the bigger people 
no less than the lesser fry. She is the bridge whose one end 
is at the beginning of English Education in India, while the other 
reaches to generations yet unborn. She has many things to 
reveal. Of course Philistinism;has robbed us of many a cherished 
relic of the past. W e have not, for example, the hall where 
Macaulay spoke his famous sentence on D. L. R.'s reading of 
Shakespeare. Yet every stone is steeped in sentiment. Listen 
and she will tell you of things that were and are no more and 

of things that will be and are not yet. 
# # # # * # 

Dr. Adityanath Mukherjie has been transferred from here 
as Principal of Sanskrit College. W e congratulate the students 
of Sanskrit College on their rare good luck, but our feeling on 
this occasion is not one of unmixed happiness. For more 
than a decade, Dr Adityanath was an adornment to the College 
as a scholar, as a Professor and above all as a n^an. Hence 
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though we are happy at his elevation, we cannot but feel a 
pang that he is to be ours no longer. 

* * * * * * 

Dr. Prabhu Dutt Sastri is going out to Naples as President 
of the branch of Philosophy of Religion in the International 
Philosophical Conference. 

The honour is vinique, but it is well deserved and Presidency 
College feels the more proud on that account. 

Sir J. C. Bose F. R. S. is gaining fresh laurels in Europe. 
This time he received encomiums from Messrs. Ramsay Mac-
Donald and Bernard Shaw ! It is a matter of no small pride 
to us that Presidency College was the cradle of this world-
renowned scientist. 

# # * * * . * 

The University cannot pay our Professors for their teach­
ing in the Post-graduate department. The government will 
now either allow them to work without any pecuniary return, 
or it will utilise them wholly in the under-graduate department, 
which will also help it in reducing the staff. What will it decide 
for ?—the higher interests of education or the considerations 
of the dismal science ? 

^ # ;ic- * * * 

Sir Ashutosh Mukherjee has placed Rupees forty thousand 

at the disposal of the University with a view to establish a 

lectureship on an Indian subject. A princely gift worthy of 

the illustrious donor. 

Prof. C. V. Raman has been elected a fellow of the Royal 

Society. All honour to the Alma Mater. 
* * * * * * 

The University has been informed that there will be no 

State Scholarship this year— not a very encouraging index to 

the workings of the ' A x e ! 
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In America there have been two very interesting things. 
Poor Joan of Arc ! She has had another harrowing—and this 
time from Bernard Shaw. The book has not crossed the 
Atlantic yet, but we are told that the tone is midway between 
reverence and scorn. The age of Voltaire was one of pure 
cynicism and he found in her a moon-struck maiden, pure 
and simple. But now cynicism is learned with reverence, 

because this is a 'sceptical age terrified at its scepticism'. 
# * * ĵ * ^ 

Science began with conquering Nature but has now besieged 
the region of God. A number of American scientists are 
attempting experiments which are expected to increase the 
span of life by twenty years within the next half century. 
Elizabeth Millbank Anderson has left a big purse to enable 
them to carry on these researches. Now the question is ; will 
this increase the happiness of man and then if the Americans 
can increase longevity at this rate, they must also try to dis­
cover new Americas ! 

MONMOHAN GHOS E. 

MR. PIIAXIBIIUSHAN CIIAKRABORTY, M.A —(Ex Student), 

A' T School, when hardly fifteen, my evenings would often 
be given to stories, lovingly told, of a wildish young man 

who had once come as a professor to Dacca, and brought with 
him a rich, ringing voice, dreamy eyes and a fine face set in 
an aurora of flaming hair. My narrator was a teacher, albeit 
of Mathematics, who, however, remembered little of the 
actual work of his hero. But somehow, the strange spell with 
which the romantic young man had touched Jiim abided, and a 
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light would awake in his eyes as he spoke of the blossom of the 
youth s form, and a seductive hint about him of passion and 
perfume. He had burst upon youth-stirred lads as a living 
form of what they, in their secret yearnings, themselvs desired 
to be. His ways, quaint as the ways of others who have loved 
the Muses, stood out refreshingly amidst duller moods of life. 
He dressed in colour, wore in his button-hole a flower of violet 
hue, and on windy days could be seen in lonely spots, standing 
alone with head thrown backward, smiling faintly as the breeze 
blew all his hair before it, away from his forehead. For all his 
simplicity of life, he appeared always to be squandering, but 
what he squandered was only his graces. The great Harinath 
De called him Apollo, but his name was Monmohan Ghose. 

Often, as I listened to such delighted worship of what was 
remembered of him, I eagerly prayed that it might be given to 
me to see sometime that marvellous youth, even if as grown to 
age, and hear, if possible, his voice. His must be a rare, joyous 
existence, far different from any I had known, or its magic 
could not have lived down the years ik a mathematical soul. 
Somewhere he was certainly squandering his graces even then, 
to make lovely for other boys the arid life of a student, and 1 
hungered to know the name of the place. I learnt later that 
he was teaching at Presidency College where I would be 
proceeding. And if today, I record the truth that from that time, 
at intervals of work, my fancy v/ould engage, again and again, 
in dandling the phrases used of him and seeking into them as 
if to call out a figure my eyes longed to salute, I hope none 
would be so heartless as to suspect that this is a mere piquant 
detail, invented and thrown in for its obvious decorative value. 

I have a vivid recollection of the shock 1 received when I saw 
him at last. Across the field that lies between the College and 
the School, walked over so ceaselessly that scratches upon it can 
never be covered up by grass, a frail, pale man was coming, his 
long' shadow aslant before him under a westering sun. This, 
someone' mnrmi i rpd . wa<i Monmohan Gho^e. I widened my 
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eyes to see if that broken man who bore the countenance of one 
tragically fated, could really be he whose beauty and brillliance 
had once made his pupils drunken, Yet he it was. A distinc­
tion of form and look, far greater than any mere comeliness 
could give, still lingered about his person, but over all lay the 
shadow of some vast blight that had apparently brought him 
low. The hair had lost its sun-gold and was of an ashen silver, 
with black in the clefts of i t ; the cheeks shrunken and lined 
with wrinkles, not like checks that burn under ardours; the lips 
sadly closed, with a suggestion of words pressing from behind 
that would never be uttered. Only the eyes, strangely incon­
gruous in a tired face, fresh as the sky of dawn and as soft, 
looked out in a tender purity, and quivered, as if unable to fix 
on what to settle. T h e dress was no longer of any pleasant 
colour, but sombre, and even so faded. His head, however, he 
carried high, in the cooling air, it would seem, of some upper 
world of dream and shadow, while to hands and feet and 
raiment clung only rueful signs of things perished. "A wreck 
I muttered involuntarily, 'but one that carries about it its fallen 
day.' 

During the two years that followed, I could only catch 
glimpses of him occasionally ; sometimes disappearing round a 
corner towards his class-room ; sometimes, still for a while 
under the portico, regarding the long flight of the stairs with 
something like dread ; sometimes again in the mellow light of an 
afternoon, near the gate, errant among a crowd of students who 
were hiving out. 1 could not come nearer. He did not take us, 
and when at times, passing along a corrider, 1 saw boys of some 
higher class taking him in with eyes and ears, 1 remember I 
envied them bitterly. But they would make gifts now and then 
out of their plenty. Some winged word that had flown down 
from him they would bring to us and gradually, it would career 
across the lips of all, and rernain long with them to flutter in 
their memory. Some pretty incident would be given ô us also, 
such as his dropping to silence in class on murmurous days 
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of rain, or a sudden rise to animation over lyric delights, and 
moods and phases and phrases that troubled us like rumours 
of a vision uncommonly lovely. For more and more of such, 
I often got into conversation with his students and induced them 
to talk of him. A collection of his youthful poems, gracefully 
named 'Primavera,' mingled with the work of some comrades, 
I read many times over. Then, somehow, the wonder that had 
awakened in the heart of my schoolmaster, awoke in me, for 
these softly sensuous lines were laden with a sweetness that 
went to one's head. A frost indeed lay then upon his heart and 
its soil was cold and barren ; but once, I fancied, the feet of 
the Muses had been upon it and quickened it to a fruitful 
warmth. But I had to indulge in fancies from a distance. He 
came to college and went, w^alking in loneliness, noticing none, 
the same always in look and figure, the black dtess only 
changed at times for one of an earthen tint. 

All this had gone on during the two years that passed 
before the morning when he first entered our class-room and 
thrilled us by his utterance of the simple phrase ' Number 
One ?" This will appear to many as extravagant beyond 
standing, but those who ever heard Monmohan Ghose speak 
will recollect the marvel of his voice. To us it seemed a 
revelation that such tremulous music could be struck out of the 
tones of a man. It went on quivering over the numbers in the 
register in short lyric cries, while all sat breathless in a luxury 
of expectation. I could see his figure more intimately now. 
He sat among his own ruins, though with a resigned will 
to smile. From the blanched face down to the shoes, negligently 
laced, a livid sickliness covered him, as if he had passed through 
fire unshielded. But it also seemed that power resided in 
him exhaustless, and if some of us felt a touch of pathos and 
sorrow, sorrow was swallowed up in admiration so completely 
that none would dare to pity him. He raised his wondering 
eyes which did not flash but glowed with a vivid glimmer 
against the deadness and darkness of his whole form. When, 
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however, he opened his lips again, this time to hymn the praise 

of Keats, we felt at once that things were really not what they 

seemed. None of his lights were out. 

The study of Keats began ; first, an introduction, very 
short, in sentences of perfect rhythm and then that sheer, 
indescribable delight, the reading aloud of a verse or stanza 
in dulcet tones. The guttural tongue had perhaps never been 
sweetened before to such liquid melody. It was the Nightingale 
ode, and all the passion v«th which the nature-sick Keats had 
ached, for a way out into the land of his heart's desire, began to 
throb and tingle in his voice. And not the passion of the poet only, 
but the wood-land world of bliss where the bird was singing, 
itself was there, lovely beyond words in the dim luxuriance of 
a summer night, as if it had moved down under the stress 
of his voice, and all the time he read the lines or spoke on 
them, there remained on us a sense of its nearness. The 
flowers in the fifth stanza moved him to peculiar pleasure, 
white hawthorn, pastoral eglantine, and fast-fading violets 
covered up in leaves; and when to give us some others of 
their kind, he took us to the flowers that grow in the garden 
of Perdita, daffodils that come before the swallow dares, we 
heard wit^i astonishment a sudden tumult of wings in his 
voice, as if a flock was really coming to take the winds of 
March with beauty.* His eyes glowed, while a glow now 
illumined his face also, and on our ears were showered the 
the music of verses recited, and another music, hardly less 
enthralling, that of his own monosyllables. For he chose the 
shortest, softest words, with an ear for their sound, and set 
them up in sentences of such natural melody, that it seemed 
as if none had arranged them at all, but they, themselves, just 

* daffodils, 
That come before the swallow dares, ani take 
The winds of Maich with beauty. 

The Winter's tale. 
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occurred. Diffused music seemed to be now in the very breath 
of the room ; over it a new sky hung. Under that sky, each 
one, of the sixty minutes as it came, was decked with some 
fresh jewellery of phrase or tune. We sat as before a miracle, 
witnessing and listening; and when at last the harsh bell 
rang out the end of the hour, each one of us had walked in the 
land they call the land of dreams and been touched by its 
spirit. 

Not that day alone, but every other day after that that he 
took us, on Thursdays of my Third year and Fridays of my 
Fourth, and on other days of the Fifth and the Sixth, the ex­
quisite joy of listening to a silvery voice giving to the shortest 
syllable the lilt of the lyric, would be ours. I do not remember 
any one day specially greater than others. All of them make 
music in my memory. Lines of poetry were read in a voice so 
deftly controlled that once a harmony, softer than harmonies 
on lute or lyre, seemed to hum in them ; while the same voice 
again would assume a grave, meditative movement to tell 
of sober joys or brooding passion. Often it would transcend 
the mould of metre in a fine excess of eager strains, sf)ftly 
dying or lingering in echoes and we would feel as if quantity 
was trying to come to a language of stresses. The ringing 
clarity of his utterance and its softly intoned music would 
give to even very common words a peculiar beauty. I remember 
how on many days, while making a fair copy of notes taken of his 
lecture, I was confronted by expressions that in writing seemed 
very ordinary. I wondered why I had written them down at 
all, but when the memory would revive in me of how they had 
sounded or rather chimed in my ears or rung, the puzzle 
would explain itself and smiling for very pleasure, I would 
try to reproduce the music myself. I would naturally 
fail, as anybody else would, but for sometime lovely 
tones and tunes, even surprising: accents, would keep crowding 
into my mind. They are crowding again to-day, as I write of 
that chant-filled period; and if these pages be read by any one 



212 Monmohon Ghose 

who sat at the feet of Monmohon Ghose, I think he too will lift 
his face from them for a while, an-d with a vacant look cast for­
ward, sit turning in his mind memories of some unforgettable 
strains he heard. 

I dread to risk an account of his teaching, lest with my 
coarse, inadequate touch I should mishandle so consummate an 
experience. Others, I tope , will undertake the task, some who will 
be able to do it better. I shall keep to only acknowledging my 
own enjoyment. The gift of a matchless voice that Monmohan 
Ghose possessed, I have already noticed. Allied to it though 
not akin, was his other gift, that of an exquisite felicity in phrase 
which found for his intensely poetic mind luminous and fascina­
ting expression. His indeed were revealing words which reach­
ed down to the strange, inner soul of things and brought it out, 
not naked but with a brightness thrown around it like a lucent 
garb. They were little words, often not known, oftener neglected. 
He would use them lovingly, always with a tender caress of his 
voice, singly or in groups, with marvellous results. With them he 
marked for us the magic of the earth and the witchery of the sea­
sons, as also the months coming in a pageant -'- 'forsaken' Decem­
ber, 'quick, March and April 'which is not merely flowery but 
which is also showery*. Shelley he would call the Ariel of English 
poetry and Keats its Caliban, because of his earth-contact. He 
spoke too of 'moon-mad' poets and 'man-mad' moons of poetry, 
of the 'up-look' of the soul and the 'back-look' of the mind, or com­
ing to nature, of 'many dear sounds, the earth resting, great and 
peaceful', of 'voiceful winds', of 'a seething and moaning of seas, 
cruel to hear', and of 'an immense, heavy sound of the heavens. 
I have only put down those that came first to my mind, without 
seeking to choose. They were numberless. As 1 turn over the 
pages of my notes, to be preserved affectionately as long as 1 live, 
1 meet in every line phrases of sweetness and light that would 
live for all time, if the world came to know them, but must now 
remain in our memory as dead immortals and that only for the 
period of our years, 
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With the twin gifts of voice and phrase, and behind a mind 
of imagination all compact, he touched nothing that he did not 
touch to gold. The sentences themselves had their own grace 
of rhythm and while uttering them he moved his head slightly. 
They came in an unbroken Raw, hat for a minate or two after the 
commencement of a lesson he would appear to be labouring a 
little during which time he kept his eyes fixed on the book. When, 
however he raised them, we knew that his inspiration had come, 
for the look in the eyes was inward and full of a strange, exquisite 
light as if some happiness or hope had touched his spirit. This 
infected us too who would perceive a falling away of many thick 
draperies off our minds. But for him we no longer existed. 
He had already found his way to where Greeks and Romans of 
Landqr sat in reminiscent converse, or to Prospero's isle full of 
noises, or had soared with Swinburne to some rare height borne 
on the ample wings of that poet's rhymes. He sat before us 
obviously seeing the persons written of in the book, or the land­
scapes ; hearing voices we could not hear, regarding scenes no 
longer imaginary to hitn with keen enjoyment; and giving us his 
private thoughts on them, spoken aloud, as if unconsciously. 
But he was not sitting- as a mere spectator. Jn his soul he had 
felt the creative ecstasy out of which the poem or drama had 
sprung, and out of his soul he was building up the whole thing 
over again, he himself, with delight surging up through look and 
voice. W e beheld before us an overpassing of the borders be­
tween the critic and the artist, and witnessed, as it were, a re-birth 
of the art-work we had to understand, under our very eyes. He 
did not need us now for his lecture. A rapture had been roused 
in him and he went eagerly on, save when some radiant memory 
of the soul stilled him and rose in his eyes like a rain-bow. But 
we who listened to him, would be passing through a transforma­
tion. Somehow the whole atmosphere of the place was changed. 
The short words he used, though used of the matter immedia­
tely under study possessed an almost burdensome fulness of 
meaning which would let in upon us overflowing sweetness. 
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Hints of lovely and far away things would come winnowing 
through them; they made real not merely the beauty men look 
at, but also the beauty men listen to; and under showers of them 
even the broad light of day lying upon many a dull page of 
prose, dimmed and mellowed to a softer hue. 

Greater far, thus than any mere meanings of words, was the 
attitude we got from him towards art. T o build it, joy would run 
out from his mind as it would run out from ours. He would 
hardly ever state any theory directly, save to strike it dead with 
gentle humour, and yet, before we knew it, he would bring our 
soul into harmony with all right and lovely things. This would 
be done by calling up the beauty sense by shock after shock of 
beauty itself,beauty rushing in upon us as scent and sight and 
song, through beautiful words, its capturing charm awakening in 
us a desire for it, and a sense whereby to know its pure, real 
self. W e were not talked to about splendours of things invisible 
but were led to key-holes and invited to behold marvellous 
things ourselves. 

That peculiar power which he was never tired of pointing 
out in others, which Arnold called 'natural magic'—one which 
enables a poet to put into words a sense of the concrete self of 
things and their secret life—he himself possessed in an abounding 
measure. He described to us the sea and the sea sense, 
the sea smell, the sea air would be upon us ; or spoke of the 
light of a tired moon of the last hours of night, and we would 
feel as if moonlight had fallen upon our own bodies or called up 
dark cool forests when we felt as if we were getting a close ii^ti-
mate sense of the trees—that grew there—in silence. At such 
times we developed a sensitiveness that oppressed us. I recollect 
with a thrill, how in supreme moments we felt an almost physical 
disturbance, as if all things were melting and fusing within us, to 
reform into new and more radiant shapes, just as possibly trees 
feel within them when they ache with the urge of new leaves 
and a coming out-break of flowers. It was a shiver of awake-
ment. But it was not a transient gladness merely; it stilled and 
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lasted. Yet this was not the only gift we received from him, 
though this was the chief, but there were other gifts also, specially 
that of information; beautiful things, tellingly said, of the riotousr 
and earthly heat of old Paganism and the nature-feeling of the 
new ; of the perfect balance of thought and expression found 
by the Greeks and not again ; of deities of myth and legend who 
have their own home beyond our sky and air ; of Hellenic sun­
light and Celtic twilight ; and of all numerous details, intimate 
and luminous, of the ways in which the greatening mind of 
man has expressed itself through the ages in art. He spoke in 
his own voice of what he himself knew and had felt. He 
would hardly quote any critic, unless on rare occasions Arnold 
and Pater, and among foreigners, G'oethe ; but the Greeks he 
would quote with evident pleasure, both critics and artists, de­
lighting in the sound of their names, Sophocles and AEschylus 
and Euripides, and Homer and Plato, and very many others, 
less well-known. The main criticism or interpretation however, 
he would always give himself ; and it would be of such fresh 
and original charm, that he would wonder if the critic was not 
greater than the artist he was honouring with his notice. If he 
was, i t was so much the greater a gain for us. Could there be a 
higher privilege than to be allowed to see things through his 
eyes, and for a barren apprehension of surface-meanings which 
would be all of which we ourselves would be capable, to have the 
coloured reading of his imagination ? This was really a training 
in appreciation of art, for there can be no finality about the 
meaning of an art-work. When it is done and the world comes 
to look at it, it no longer remains a handiwork of its creator 
alone, but others bestow upon it beauty from their own hearts 
which gives it a new being and a new character. And he 
among them who can bestow upon it the most radiant glory 
is the one through whose vision the world thence­
forward sees it, and his place is with the creator himself as his 
mind has given it half of what it has come to be. Monmohon 
Ghose was a creative critic of this type. He gave his own 
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secrets no less than the secrets of the others whose work he 
discussed. W e listened therefore with delighted wonder and 
today in the mental images we have of Keats or Landor or 
any other literary artist we did with him, there is, 1 fancy, 
very little of the artists themselves, and less of anything that 
we ourselves have given, while almost every form or feature 
is one that was born of his imagination. It was an unfor­
gettable experience to see him transmuting things with a 
sudden touch of his magic ; make small, shy shapes of beauty 
rise up to his stature ; lead his subject rather than follow 
it ; or if the theme or passage was one really great, fly with 
the fancy of his author, wing to wing. 

Of his life, to this day 1 know nothing. I never enquired. I 
saw him and heard his voice, and that was enough for me. I 
never felt eager to know more. Vague mentions of a great un-
happiness that has blasted his life were at times made, but none 
would seek to pry into the past of a man who was the parent 
of so many things in us. He walked in mystery and we would 
willingly let its soft halo linger about him, to keep him in that 
detatchment, out of which came much of his power. But a deep 
love was felt for this silent man ; and I remember that the great 
cheer that once burst forth from the class when after long 
absence he was one day unexpectedly feeen^ in a corridor, did 
not express the merely selfish hope of hearing him again, but 
pleasure also that we had seen his face. He did not know 
it, and any desire to express it to him in any way would shrink 
in shame. But it was there, it flowed full within us and, broad, 
though kept to the last from flowing over forward and 
lapping his feet. 

Yet he was strangely near to us. I never exchanged a 
single word with him, and he would not have known me if 
anywhere we met ; but he is present in my soul, with the 
same strong presence to-day that he had for me in 1916 and 
the same clear features of a loved and living man. The further 
I would gratefully allow that if there is a bit of ground in my 
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heart where Poetry has a small garden and a humble altar, 
it is because the dust of his feet as he walked across, gathered 
there through four short years, and formed its soil. There 
are tares in it, 1 know, and weeds and plants of evil of which 
the flowers are poisonous ; but those I myself have planted. 
Mingled with them and nodding to chance winds from the south 
are one or two plants that stand always in bloom, and each 
time fragrance is wafted to me from them, I murmur to 
myself : "This happens because he came and scattered seeds 
and scattered them on ground he himself had prepared.' Not 
1 alone, but I think some others also, when they read some 
ppetry and feel that possibly they understand it, or when in 
hours of happiness or sorrow, on days of sunlight or days of 
wind and rain, they tune their mind to some persistent line 
humming in them—feel on such days and, in such hours, their 
debt to Monmohan Ghose and think deeply and tenderly of him. 

He is gone, and boys that will come hereafter will not 
have him as one from whom to take their fire. "The chaos 
of chance events" as he named life, almost with a personal 
insistence is over for him. But 1 wonder who will show the 
future generations the "wine-coloured" sea that Achilles saw, 
or bring to their ears the boom of the Aegean ; or lead them 
to the "thousand-fruited, sunless, windless thicket" where 
the blind Oadipas was brought to rest ; or tell them of the 
"green-wood nature" of Shakespeare's pastoral plays ; or reveal 
to them the beauty of grass which in Inferno is of 'a hopeless 
enamel' but elsewhere of a deep, soft green,—loved by the 
Greeks for its usefulness and by the medievals for its beauty 

, and colour ! Who again will make the soul of a lyric poem vocal, 
< showering fine phrases almost wastefuUy, or on days of a certain 

atmosphere when dishevelled thoughts are tossed by dishevelled 
winds, sit silent for a while, adding perhaps, his share to the 
frolic of feelings and vagrant breezes ! The old poems and 
dramas will continue to go their round of successive years 
and successive sets of boys. The light of other eyes will 
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fall on them, and the advances of other minds. But the souls 
of the artists enshrined in them will wistfully murmur ; "One 
has gone from the earth who felt through our language in 
another way, and greeted us with a welcome that only his 
wealth could arrange. For him we pine". 

But not many among those who were his contemporaries will 
pine for him, as he did not seek the suffrage of the world, even 
with his poetry and remained unknown. That which is 
called the immortality of a name will also not be his, although 
what litde 1 have seen of his published work would itself be 
recognised in any other country as a joy for ever. Here it 
renains in the obscurity of a college magazine and will ever. 
I wonder, however, if himself he would have liked it otherwise. 
Though from his manner one wo aid have found out that his 
life lacked a sure base of happiness, he seemed to be resigned 
to his quiet existence, among his books in his lovely home 
with his solitary and pleasant labour upon them. The passage 
of others went on before him continuously, forward into 
regiDns where the light is strong, but he shunned the highway 
and was glad of a wayside security under which rooted in body 
he could flower in mind. It was a strange role to choose, 
for one so gifted by Nature and graced by God, but he had 
apparently been wounded by life and lost something, wherefore 
he had decided to expose hims 'If no more. 

In his isolat'on he blosso nee indeed, but c ily 1 .e those 
fated plants which every nig Sit are covere i up ^ ith < juntless 
flowers, and in the morning lo e tFem all. What ;ver he had 
or put forth, he was continu illy losing. We ?iiw merely his 
loss, and not that abunda-ice which, it was said, :oukl be seen 
about him in his privacy, either in his practice of verse or 
his rich, thrilled life. Abot t him hung an a'r of futility, 
pathetic as the futility of al great things. But the marks of 
greatness were there, if touc led somewhat by a grave and 
pensive beauty, and we often wondered what narieless misfor­
tune was that, which had shut him out from a wo.ld in which 
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he seemed meant for walking as a kinj. That was his secct. 
He app2ared resigned, as if no longer striving to retrieve the 
irretrievable, folding up his life rather than opening it, waiting 
to offer himself up even as he was, and waiting when it would 
be that his aspiring soul would be put into fieedom, at 
last. 

But the pain of having had to furl his wings when they 
were aflutter with the desire for the sky, must have been 
eating into him. Night lay along his path, he saw, but he 
could not have been unaware of the treasure he carried. It 
must lie useless. This tragedy he bore in his heart all his life 
through in heroic silence, but almost at the last moment it 
bioke out for once in a moving lyric cry. It was uttered not 
long bsfore his passing away. Joy after joy had fallen from 
him till he was left dry and bare ; and when t h e evening was 
deepening round him and th^ hour had come for himselF to 
fall, he tired to believe he would be falling where the joys 
had, down the waters of Death which are sweet to the lonely 
bed below where treasures lost in life are stored. Once at last 
he cried out in pain, in agonised remembrance of the hopes 
and dreams that had left him, hopes and dreams that were his 
only wealth -and tried to console himself into feeling that 
through Death he was perhaps g n n i to be restored to them, 
waiting for him far down in the depths—the pleasures of his 
soul and his unfulfilled future shed from him cruelly, 
long ago: — 

In the bliss, they say, of the love that loves the oky, 
and ocean and earth. 

All things hasten to lose, they say, the grieving ripple 

of birth. 
Why then ah ! do I tremble and pale at the thought 

of thee, O Death, 
And shivering stand to take my plunge in that infinite 

§ea of breath ? 
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There* are the lost joys of my life far sunk beyond 

rave and fret, 
There are the souls of dreams unflowered and the 

roses of regret ; 
There is the sunken dreadful gold of the Once that 

might have been, 
Shipwrecked memory anchors there, and roy dead leaves 

there are green ! 
It is the cry of one w^ho has been defeated, but who 

while bereaving, has been yet storing up. In it is the iron 
pathos of a man to whom hope has lied in life, strug­
gling yet to hope for some happiness after death. Has 
hope again proved un t rue V All who loved him, hope with 
infinite emotion, that it has not, that after the anguish of 
this life, he is released today and has found his leaves 
and roses. 

T H E T W O MAIDENS. t 

SAMIRENDRA NATH MOOKERJEE—Fi/^h Year Arts. 

V EAVING the beds of the Fathomless Deep, 
Rose two maidens. 

From the churning of the sea, when creation began. 
One, the lovely Urbasi, 
Queen of the Rea^m of Desire, 
A nymph of Heaven is she. 

* ThOLigh an aJ irei oi M.alie<v AiiiolJ, he woirt noi have f ll^ive i 
that poet-cntic into the ajopii 'in of it.ihc-, on poetry. The) are ,• inc :, I ha\d 
used them to ponit to tlie meaning luore pion^pie -ily. 

t Translation of a poem in Rabmdranath's "Ealaka." 
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The blessed Ijakshmi, the other. 
The whole universe's mother, 

A goddess of Heaven Fair. 
One steals the heart and mind. 

And breaks the embattled meditation ; 
Fills the wine-cup of youth, 

With fire and wild-sensation ; 
And scatters the floral ravings of spring with her hands, 

—Scarlet poppies and crimson roses, 
—The sleepless songs of youfhful dreams. 
The other lulls desires, 

-Cooling them with the dewy drops of tears. 
Brings back to the peace nf bounteous 

Autumn's golden growth. 
Brings back to the blessings of the Eternal, 

—Sweet vsrith the ambrosial smiles 
of ever-lasting loveliness— 

T o the deathles" confluence of Death and Life, 
To the temp'e of Eternity where ceaseth all strife. 

MONMOHAN GHOSE 

REMINISCENCES OF A FUPJL. 

A MIDST the drudgeries incidental to an average st"dent's 
^"^average Hie in Calcutta, it seldom falls to his lot to be able to 
appreciate his own labours apart from the Univeisity's apprecia­
tion of them as expressed in the portentous lists annually publi­
shed on the outer walls of our Senate Hall. To head such a 
list, or a section thereof, would ordinarily be regarded as a 
triumph fit to be celebrated in the Ronjan fashion. Fortunately, 
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however, we have always had amongst us a few unbelievers in 
the CTiltural value of a University degree won by a surrender of 
that essentially human faculty, which strives to arrive at tmth by 
the most flirect route, namely, first-Band study. The number of 
such unbelievers is happily growing apace, thanks to the 
tremendous fall in the market-value of our degrees. But their 
progress has been hampered by the timidity of believing teachfrs 
whose confidence in the efficacv of their own "notes" remains 
unshaken. A brilliant exception has passed away in the person 
of Monmohan Ghose, professor and poet, who easily earned 
from the students' legislature a majority-vote of no-confidence, 
but did not feel tempted to resign his ministry to the cause of 
education, of culture, of humanity. 

He was able to do this, becau«e he possessed a soul throb­
bing with devotion to an ideal of culture, of which he had a 
vivid vision in those flights of fancy peculiar to poets. He had 
passed the most impressionable period of his life in an atmos­
phere surcharged with ideas, amenable only to the pure passion 
of poetry without stint. Contact with men of taste and imagi: 
nation had developed in him a keen aesthetic sensibility that 
revelled at its own internal joys and rebelled from the formalism 
of external analysis. The determination to derive joy from 
within thus became the keynote of his policy in life. 

I have used the word policy deliberately. His policy was 
in no way akin to the policy of a typical politician : it correspond­
ed to a course of conduct, conditioned by a cosmopolitan view­
point possible only to a poet. Song was his policy, and the 
meaning of his music will never be mistaken. 

What matters it that he chose as the medium of his 
expression a tongue unfamiliar at the moment to most of his 
countrymen ? He will be heard by those that hear Shakes­
peare and Shelley, Keats and Swinburne. He will at any 
rate command a wider audience than those equally great 
minds, that have sought expression in the language of his 
native land. , 
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Ghose's choice of the Enghsh language as the vehicle of 
his ideas was determined as much by the training he had 
received, as by his own recognition of the masculine vigour 
of that tongue. He remarked on the absence of this quali­
ty in Bengali when praising the English GUanJali of Rabin-
dranath—the Bengali poet who has won his laurels as an 
English prose-man, the single swallow (as Ghose put it) 
that could not make a summer. Finally, Ghose believed 
in English, because he believed in the British Empire. It was 
his faith in Britannia that produced what a discerning critic 
characterized as the finest lyric called forth by the Great War. 

It must not be thought, however, that his outlook was 
wholly western. Like a true artist, he appreciated art, where­
ver found. He could talk on jubilantly for hours on the 
merits of a couple of Japanese paintings, analysing every 
detail, and bringing out the full significance, with superb 
skill and evident delight. 

In literary criticism, he was very much averse to the 
now common method of tracing the artist's ideas and 
expressions to the influence of environments. He was more 
concerned to look to the beauties of the ideas themselves 
and enjoy the art. The conviction had been borne in upon 
him that a genius could never be the product of circums­
tances.* 

From his high plane of thought he would sometimes 
descend to a level that permitted laughter. I had occasion 
once to rail, in his presence, at the custom of accepting 
dowries from the bride, and pointed out the possibility of 
the wife afterwards taunting the husband, over the transac­
tion. My professor said : "Say someihing about her good 
looks, and ^1 will be well." 

He looked upon travel in a free country as essential to 
the training of his countrymen. "T ke your plunge," he 

* He admired Arnold, hated Hugo, tolerated Tennyson and worshipped 

Words-worth, Shelley and Keats. 
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would often say, "go to a free country, he- It England or 
Japan or even Rumania, and you will be free within your­
self." In these and other exhortations one could detect a 
smouldering fire of discontent with the conditions under 
which he felt himself obliged to work. The association of 
his brothers with the anarchical movement in Bengal had 
shaken his nerves ; and he would often imagine himself the 
victim of political espionage. What fed his suspicion was 

. the Covernment's lack of initiative in lifting him from the 
mire of Provincial Service to which he felt he was condemn­
ed by the colour of his skin. 1 am not aware if his 
psychology underwent change after his elevation to the 
Imperial grade. That elevation was at any rate a tardy 
recognition of his merit, comparable to the bestowal of a 
knighthood on Rabindranath. Kings have been advised to 
be philosophers. But who will place the crown on the 
head of an artist ? 

Perhaps we should not be sorry. The ' vein of tragedy 
that ran through his life will draw the instinctive sympathy 
of posterity, and future generations will contemplate the 
tragic drama of his life with a heart purified by pity. 

MONMOHAN G H O S E . 

A brief life-sketch 

(MISS LATIKA GIIOSE, B A.) 

|V yi Y father was the second son of the late Dr. K, D. 
Ghose and Sarnalata Devi, eldest daughter of the late 

Raj Narayan Basu. He was born on the 19th. January, 1869. 
At the age of six or thereabouts, he went as a boarder 
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to the Loreto Boy's School, DarjeeHng. Two years later my 
grandfather went to England, and left his three eldest sons, 
my two uncles, Benoy Behari and Aurobinda Ghose, and my 
father there, in the care of a friend of his, the Reverend 
Mr. Druelte. The family lived at Manchester, and my father 
attended the Manchester Grammar School. After that he 
went to St. Paul's School, London, where he met the poet 
Lawrence Binyon, who was then a boy a year or two 
older than himself. A great friendship was formed between 
them, arising from similiar tastes, and a kinship of spirit, 
which lasted during my father's life. At London too my father 
formed a friendship with Stephen Phillips. A poem entitled. 
"To Stephen and May", and written after my father had 
come back to India, shows how much he valued these 
friendships, and what an exile's longing he had to return 
to England. 

Something remembering I sigh. 
Beneath this glorious Indian sky. 
He grieves me tender, large and bright, 
Hesperus in the western night. 
And with sweet half-forgotten things, 
Zephyrus loads his ^western wings. 
What airs of spring-time's very home 
What laughing freshne«s as of fcam 
Make languid all the easlern day 
I start ! I think of Stephen and May. 
Stephen and May ! two names that run 
T o daffodils and April sun 
Musical sounds that fancy weaves 
With the magic of the winds and leaves 
Sounds like the wash of western •eeas 
Full of the foam, full of the breeze, 
I cry out suddenly and through 
This odorous darkness look for you 
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Enchanting friends, that fill my soul 

A million waters 'twixet us roll 

O ! sunset r>n my heart shall weigh 

Till I revisit Stephen and May. 

During his stay: in London he fell seriously ill once, W 

in spite of it, he passed with distinction, and went to Oxford 

as a scholarship-holder. Lawrence Binyon had preceded him 

there, and the three poets, in combination with Arthur Cripps, 

published a book of verses, called Prima Vera. This book was 

very favourably reviewed by Oscar Wilde, in the Pall Mall 

Gazette, who praised my father very highly. Lionel Johnson, 

W. B. Yeats, Robert Bridges and other literary men of the 

times, too, admired my father's poetry. 

At Oxford my father took his degree in classics. All his 
life he was a great classical scholar. Homer, Aeschylus, 
Sophocles, Virgil, and Dante were his personal companions. 

He never went for a walk in his own gardens, or outside, 
without one of these in his hands Often when we went to 
his room, we heard his musical resofiant voice reciting the 
melodious poetry of Greece and Italy. 

After returning here, he entered Government service, and 
worked for the greater part of his service as Professor of 
English Literature in the Presidency College. He was well 
known as one of the best professors of English in Bengal. 
I have heard many of his students say that their appreciation 
of English poetry dated from the time they began to attend 
my father's classes. 

My father came to this country, like a stranger to his 
own land. Bengalees, who had not been to England, looked 
doubtfully at this man, who had only his birth by which he 
could claim kinship with them Engrland-returned men 
looked askance at the man who had lived all his life in 
England, and yet had acquired none of the airs, tastes, and 
habits, which they had acquired by a few years^ residence in a 
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foreign land. He had not a single interest in common with 
them. In this state of affairs he married a Bengali girl who 
had not even a smattering of English education, but whose 

•frankness, childlike simplicity, and joyousness,—the genuine 
sun-shine of whose nature, melted the shyness and reserve 
which was natural to my father. My father loved my mother 
with a depth and intensity, few could fathom. But a great 
tragedy always accompanies a great love. So it was in my 
father' s case. After a few years of married life my mother 
became a chronic invalid, now worse, now better, completely 
well for only five years. There is a sort of idea generally 
current that my mother was insane. It was not insanity, 
but paralysis due to an injuring oi the spine resulting 
from a fall, that was my mother's chief ailment. For some 
months she lost the power of speech. For years she could not 
move. Through it all my father nursed her untiringly with a 
loving care which is seldom seen. At one time she lay almost 
inanimate, with power neither to speak or move, for three months 
so that the best doctors in Calcutta gave up all hope, saying that 
her brain was paralysed. At the time we were little children of 
four and six years, and there was not a friend to whisper a word 
of comfort. Yet my father never lost heart, but went on trying, 
till providence seemed to reward his patience and courage by 
sendirig to his aid Kaviraja Bejoy Ratna Sen, net only a 
great physician but one of the kindest and most beautiful souls 
living, who cured my mother completely. When the same illness 
returned after an interval of five years, Kaviraj Bejoy Ratna was 
dead but his son treated my mother till she was almost cured. 
At this time the Influenza epidemic came and carried her away 
beyond reach of those loving arms which had sheltered her so 
long from the storms which beset her life. Here is a poem written 
immediately after my mother's death, which seems to me to be 
very expressive, not only of my father's great sorrow, but oftheir 
whole married history. It is entitled the Rider on the White 
Horse and appeared in the Calcutta Review some time back, 
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1 
H o w did I lose you sweet, 

I hardly know, 

Roughly the storm did beat. 

Wild winds did blow. 

I with my loving arm 

Folded you safe from harm 

Cloaked from the weather. 

How could your dear feet drag ? 

Or did my courage sag ? 

Heavy our way did lag 

Pacing together. 

II 

I looked in your eyes afraid 
Pale, pale my dear ! 

The stone hurt you ! I said 

T o hide my fear 
You smiled at my face. 
You smothered every trace. 

Of pain and langour. 
Fondly my hand you took. 
But all your frail form shook. 
And the wild storm it struck 

At us in anger. 

I l l 

The wild beast woke anew. 

Closely you clung to me. 
Whiter and whiter grew 

Your check, and hung to me. 
Drooping and faint you laid. 
Upon my breast your head. 

Footsore and laggard. 
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"Look up dear love" I cried 
But my heart almost died. 
As you looked up and sighed 

Dead weary staggard. 

IV 

There came a rider by, 
Gentle his look, 

I shuddered for his eye 
1 could not brook. 

Muffled and cloaked he rode 
And a white horse bestrode 

With noiseless gallop. 
His hat was mystery 
His cloak was history 
Pluto's consistory 

Or Charon's shallop. 

V 

Could not the dusky hue 
Of his robe match 

His face was hard to view 
His tone to catch. 

She is sick, tired. "Your load 
A few miles of the road 

Give me to weather'' 
He took as 'twere a corse 
Her fainting form perforce. 
In the rain rider, horse 

Vanished together. 

VI 

"Cgme back dear love, come back" 

Hoarsely I cried. 
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After that ri<ler black 

I peered and sighed. 
After that phanton steed 
I strain with anxious heed 

Heartsick and lonely 
Into the storm I peer 
Through wet woods moaning drear 
Only the wind I hear 

The rain see only.-

T h e shock of my mother's death completely broke down 
his health. Illness after illness came, blindness attacked him, 
but the burst of inspiration which followed my mothers 
death continued till the last illness laid him low. 

Before ending I would like to say something about my 
father as a man. Very few people knew my father as he 
really was. His students admired and respected him, but 
dared not break the barrier of reserve with which he sur­
rounded himself. His colleagues were struck by the depth 
of his scholarship. His acquaintances saw in him a man of 
exquisite courtesy and refinement, and felt the charm of his 
conversation so full of varied interest. But few could guess 
at the gre*t soul within, the courage, nobility and strength 
which up-held that delicate form. In latter days when people 
saw my father's figure bent and his steps unsure owing to 
failing eyesight, they pitied him. Had they known what 
cares and calamities had bent those noble shoulders and lined 
that handsome face, attachment to what great cause had 
dimmed those lustrous eyes, they would have stood respectfully 
by when he passed. 

1 have already shown with what Superhuman courage, 
patience and loving care he nursed my mother. But even 
when the task was not congenial to him—nay when it 
hampered him in the joy of creation .he never flinched. 
With an honesty and tenacity of purpose he cheerfully per-
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formed whatever dnty fell to his lot. Ill or well, every 
evening he sat down to prepare notes for the next day's 
lecture, and it was not till that was finished that he sat 
down to compose. His care and consideration for hiis 
stu(^ents was extereme, though he never encouraged perso­
nal intimacies. Just before he went on furlough, during the 
summer vacation, although he was so ill and his eyesight 
so rapidly failing, that he could not join the next session. 
Be carefully wrote out all the notes on Dante's Vita Nuova. 
If we remonstrated, he explained that as it was a translation, 
and there were no annotated editions, his students would 
be in great difficulty. At the time his sight was so bad, that 
he could not even read. So he made us read the passages 
aloud to him once, after which he annotated it from memory. 

The Calcutta Review remarks that my father was often 
misjudged for his cold, austere, and reserved exterior. How 
false this outward appearance wap, only those who knew 
my father at closer quarters can say. He was really extre­
mely sociable. There were days and days, when we spent 
hours in talking and laughing, and I am sure those who 
had an opportunity of coming in more intimate contact 
with him will bear me out in this. Specially young people 
will remember with gratitude one of my father's most 
charming qualities, that of talking to them, not as one in 
finitely superior to them, but as their equal. Besides a more 
tender and loving heart than my father's could scarcely 
be imagined. Latterly when he could neither read nor write, 
although he composed for hours, he never asked us to write 
as he composed. He would compose and then memorise 
the whole peissage, so that he cduld dictate it at one stretch. 
All this in order not to hamper our movements, or give us 
cHiy trouble on his behalf. 

He could not bear to see any one suffer. Even when I 
had a slight head-ache, he would sit by my side and cheer 
me up. In latter days, when he could not see he brought 
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tears to my eyes by saying he wished he could read to me 
when I was ill. T h e loss of his eye-sight was such a tre­
mendous loss to him, but I never heard him complain, about 
it. Once when a friend defrauded him of a lair sum of 
money, he would not bring a case against him, for fear of 
bringing disgrace and ruin on his innocent wife and children. 

His patience and resignation was marvellous. Although 
my father's life was tragic in its suffering and in its disap-

' pointments, he never lost faith in God or Man. His poetry 
ij ever sounds the note* of hope and faith unconquerable. 

Last but not least was my father's wonderful strength of 
rnind. In 1916 there was an utter break-down in his health. 
But he did not take a day's leave, till my mother's death in 
1918. His health however never improved, but went from 
bad to worse, muscular and nervous debility supervened, 
and then blindness came slowly but surely, till in 1921, 
he was quite incapable of further lecture-work. Yet though 
illness after illness came, and even the operation of his eye 
proved unsuccessful, when-ever he was not actually con­
fined to bed, he went on composing. For hours he sat 
wrapt in thought. Outside the bright sun slowly sank to-
words the west. The sun set, deepened into darker shades 
twilight crept on apace, but my father sat still in the darken­
ing room, looking straight before him, sometimes repeating 
a few lines aloud, unconscious of all that was going on 
around him. Always there was the same intense look in 
his eyes and the same radiance lit his face. As I looked, 
it seemed to me that I was gazing at the face of some an­
cient yogi on the eve of gaining the fruits of his yoga. And 
indeed though much of my father's work is incomplete, 1 
think he has gained his yoga for he has shown the power 
of poesy in strengthening and uplifting humanity and has 
succeeded in justifying the way of God to men. He has 
studied the shadows as well as the light of the beautiful 
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picture of life and yet has been able to sing with 
confidence. 

"Holy, holy, holy. 

He is Lord of might 

All his acts enscroll ye 

All he does is Right." 

Prot'. M, GHOSE. 

{An impression). 

MR. NiRiiNDPA NATH RAY, M. A.—{Ex-Student). 

C ' O U R hours after midnight. Not the least sound any­
where. On a bed shaded off from the glass of electric 

lights lay an old blind man, apparently sleeping, only now 
and then rolling his head from side to side, as one may 
do in a dream. But, in a corner, a huge oxygen cylinder 
stood like a grim refutation of the peacefulness of the 
scene. Its presence cast a sinister shadow on the young 
faces eagerly watching the least movements of the bed­
ridden invalid. He was weak, emaciated, reduced literally 
to skin and bone condition: his breathing was difficult and 
irregular : the extremities of his body were getting cold and stiff: 
and then in a fit of cough, had vomitted blood. Everyone, in 
that quiet little room, held his breath in anxious suspense, but 
still hopefully waited for the arrival of the doctor. Two young 
ladies sat there, immovable as carved marble, insensible to 
everything else : their whole being v/as concentrated in their 
eyes, and their eyes were fixed upon their father. They 
were not weeping, but a vast ocean of tears could be felt 

5 
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swelling in them, ready to break all bounds and overfiood 
the world. A young man was feeling the pulse; another 
was engaged in adjusting the oxygen tube to the different 
positions of the 1 ead. On the faces of these two friends 
clouds seemed to have gathered and settled. They felt the 
end was near. All on a sudden, simultaneously, they raised 
their heads and looked at each other. They suspected all 
was over. But unwilling to shock the daughters, they re­
mained as they were, one holding the hand, and the other 
the tube. Minutes seemed to linger in that room with ex-
asparating persistence—as if old Father Time, tired of his 
ceaseless race, had dropt down exhausted in the middle of 
his career. The doctor at last came, only to con^rm the 
terrible truth—-M. Ghose, professor and poet, was no more. 

Such was the quiet and unobstrusive end of one of the 
most remarkable buc least noticed of the sons of India. When 
the cultural history of Modern India comes to be written his 
name will undoubtedly occupy an honoured place in it. He 
was not a man to start great movements and stamp them 
with his personality. Engaged though he was throughout his 
life in the service of education, he did not make great reforms 
and inprovements to be gratefully and lovingly remembered 
by his countrymen. He had not produced poems which many 
of his countrymen would be able to understand, appreciate 

• and enjoy. But he set an example of undivided devotion to 
the Muses which Young India can ill afford to ignore or for­
get. In that near future when the individual political problem 
of India will be solved, and she will take upon herself her 
age-old task of spiritual regeneration of humanity, the holy life 
of this lonely hermit, hidden in the light of thought, and 
adoring - Beauty with the intensity of a first love and the 
constancy of a maturer affection, will shine with the glory 
of the morning sun out of the darkness of night. 

There are two ways in which the present discord between 
the great sections of humanity can be replaced by a harmony. 
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One way is to open the rich treasure-house of Estern wisdcm 
before the wondering gaze of the West : this is the mission of 
Rabindra Nath Tagore. The other is to bring the West to the 
East,—not the west of economic exploitation and diplomatic 
dodges with which we are only too familiar—but the true west, 
represented by Sophocles and Shakespere, Pheidias and 
Michael Angelo, Raphael and Velasquez, Beethoven and Mozart. 
It was in the atmosphere of this Europe that professor Ghose 
lived, moved and had his being. ) Wherever he went, he 
carried the literary life of Oxford along with him. When 
he came to India, a regular correspondence began between 
him and his most intimate triend, Lawrence Einyon, the 
famous poet and art-critic. This correspondence, if ever 
publisned, will reveal the interesting fact that to these two 
friends politics were a thing non-existent. In their letters, they 
wrote of nothing but new ventures in literature, new ex­
periments in metre and verse, Italian frescos and Chinese 
landscapes, art-collections and dramatic representations - in 
short, pDetry and painting of different lands and ages." 

This vast and varied world of European culture lay spread 
out before his mental vision, when Professor Ghose discoursed 
on poetry to his students in Calcutta. That is why they got 
something in his lectures which was not to be found else­
where. English poetry he knew, not through the laborious 
process of memorising annotations. A po^et and classical 
scholar at the same time, he had direct access to the heart of 
things ; so, in his classes, poetry did not remain a mere 
academic affair ; it became a living reality. None could re­
cite more beautifully than he, and he revealed to his students 
the music of the English tongue. Even ordinary words such 
as star, flower, rose became redolent with association and 
vibrating with Ufe, in the lingering, almost caressing, way 
in which he uttered them. He could make a practical de-
mDnstr^tian of rich quaUiies of English language. His 
extempore discertations were as enjoyable, from the stand' 
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point of style, as any page of Walter Pater or Oscar Wilde. 
But his eyes, even more than his voice, impressed his 
students—those dark intricate eyes, orb within orb, which 
were the external symbols of the depth of his soul. When 
in course of chiselling and refining his phrases he halted 
in his speech, his students did not feel it, for his eyes 

filled with light 

the interval of sound 

and held them bound by a charm as it were. 

That matchless voice will sound no more. Those wonder­
ful eyes aie shut for ever. The chance of artistic Europe 
ever coming so near India recedes into dim distance. For is it 
not almost an impossibility to hope that an Indian boy of 
the mental calibre of Professor Ghose will have the best 
of European culture, and coming back will devote his life 
to the cause of education in India and thus transplant the 
culture of Europe to the heart of India ? 

In another sphere of activity, the life-long labour of Prof, 
Ghose has resulted in a unique service to his motherland. 
An Indian, he has written, in English^ lyrical poems and 
Epic and dramatic fragments. It is an irreparable loss to 
England as well as to India, that he did not live to com­
plete his works. However, what he has left behind is enough 
to secure for him a place among the immortals of English 
verses. His wiitings, it can be confidently prophes'ed, will 
not be received in England as a sort of curio. Any English 
poet might have felt proud to have been the author of 
poems like his. Of course, he will never become a popular 
p^et. His niuse was much too aristocratic for that. Like 
Spenser he will ever remain a "poet's poet". Mark Patteson's 
remark on Mdton's poetry can well be applied to his— 
appreciation of his poetry is the last result of consummate 
scholarship. His lyrical pieces will surely gain their way 
into the world, but adequate recognition can never be WOJI 
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by his more ambilious attempts, because of their fragmentary 
character. Indians will specially kment the incompleteness 
of his drama, Nala and Damayan'i, - probably his only work 
on an Indian theme—in which there are some scenes 
written in blank verse of admirable grace and ease of 
movement. If it were completed, this book might have been, 
like Gitanjali and C^gne (French translation of Rabindranath's 
Balaka) another golden arch bridging the intellectual gulf 
between the East and the West. 

His life was like what he loved most, a Greek tragedy, 
—-this is the impression left upon one who knew him. 
He had to suffer strange anomalies in life, for what Destiny 
gave him with one hand, she took away with the other. 
Born in Bengal, he was separated from his parents and 
brought. up from his boyhood in an English family. Edu­
cated in London and Oxford, he had to leave England 
for good when he was only twenty-six, and thereafter lived 
an almost isolated life in India. He married a lady of 
singular beauty and largeness of heart. But ere long she 
became a confirmed invalid, and the young poet had to 
throw down his pen to nurse his wife with womanly care. 
When she left him behind and passed away, he himself 
became an invalid with only two daughters of tender age 
to look after him. He had an extremely sensitive constitution, 
but it had to undergo the bitterest sufferings that an ailing 
physique could inflict. The supreme delight of his life was 
to read, to compose, to enjoy the master pieces of art and the 
beauties of Nature—and his eye-sight left him. He began 
works he could not finish, he conceived subjects he failed to 
fashion. W h e n ' a t last he made all necessary arrangements 
to settle in England once more and pursue his literary acti­
vities in the fainiliar surroundings of his youth, death 
intervened. 

Can anything be more tragic ? Was there ever fate more 

fubitrary and whimsical ? Yet his poems are a continuous 
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paen of praise to the glory of the Lord. And this faith it 

was, that haloed his face with such an angelic light even 

when the spark of life had fled and the lifeless body was 

waiting to return once more to the elements from which 

it came. 

M O N M O H A N G H O S E . 

{Impressions gathered during a year's acquaintance) 

MK. JITENDRANATH CHAKERVERTY, M.A.—{Ex-Siudent) 

' I 'HE object of this article is neither to dwell on the ex­

cellences of the late Monmohan Ghose as a poet nor to 

bring into prominence all the qualities he possessed as a teacher, 

but mainly to lay bare before the readers some traits of his 

character revealed only to those who had the singular good 

fortune of coming in intimate touch with him. Poetic 

excellence or academic qualifications he had in abundance; 

the charms he exercised over his pupils are also too well 

known. But the inner man was revealed to a few only. 

I remember the day when I first met Prof. Ghose in the 

class-room of the Presidency College. H e was lecturing on 

Shelley's Ad^nais. I remember the thrill that passed through my 

frame as I listeried to his musical voice scattering sweetness 

all a rouid . 1 think tha cau323 of his attracrio.i ware miinly 

two:—his wonderful culture, and his genuine appreciation 

of poetry. Himself a paet of a very high order, his dis­

courses on postry were never lifeless. Ha had the rare 

power of making p33try alive. It was a poet's appreciation 

of poetry,—free from that second-hand, half-intelLgible 

criticism which crushes the soul of poetry or rudely dissects 
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it only to leave a dead foul mass to be dreaded and loatKed 
rather than admired. His lectures were never monotonous ; 
but in his hands the Muse revealed everyday her protean 
charm as spontaneously as Nature herself reveal her infinite 
variety at different parts of the day. 

Wa had haard also of his lofty detachment, his poetic 
tempsramsnt, his strong idealism, and the infinite sorrows 
of his life. That he was the brother of the great Aurobindo 
was itsalf an additional charm. All these drew us irresisti­
bly towards him ; to be in intimate touch with this man 
was the dream of many, but we knew such a dream was 
not to be realised. It was like the desire of the moth 
for the star. 

Yet the strangest things often happen in actual life ; 
and the dream of being in intimate touch with my dear 
Professor was raalised in my case in the strangest way. It 
was only in February, 1923,—seven years after I had left 
the Presidency College—that 1 happened to render an in­
significant service to him. His younger daughtrr was going 
up for the Honours Examination in English and I was asked 
by a friend to help her in Philology. This I did with 
pleasure ; yet small as this service was it was never for­
gotten by my professor. He began to love me with a 
fatherly love, and coming to know accidentally one day of 
my love of poetry, invited me to go to his house on 
Sundays to read some poems to him. I went as early as 
1 could, and I shall never forget the hours I spent with 
him—those most precious hours of my life. Time flew 
—we know not how. Sometimes I read the verses to him, 
but more often he recited his poems in his clear, resonant 
voice—that familiar old musical voice that had held us spell­
bound in our student days. Before this, I had read some 
of his poems published in the 'Presidency College Magazine 
and in the Calcutta Review. But it was only now that I 
had a glimpse of a vast world of inimitable poetry, undreamt 
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of before, a noble galaxy of star-like gems with a music 
sweet and elevating as the Music of the Spheres. A whole 
museum of ennobling ideas bursting with beauty and rich­
ness, were lying concealed in the manusctipts,—perhaps 
never to be given out to the world, because they were too 
dear to the artist himself, written, as they were, with his 
precious life-blood. Like a fond mother pressing her 
children closer to the heart in moments of sorrow, Monmohon 
Ghose. caressed his poems, and hugged them closer and 
closer quite loath to part with them. T o him the true artist 
the mere joy of creation was enough—the creation of beauty, 
of excellence and richness, moving with grace and harmony. 
The world's applause he heeded not ; and it was only 
with great difficulty, that he could be persuaded to give out 
to the world this rich store of artistic excellence. It was 
decided that he should go to England to publish the fruits 
of his life's labour. 

Yet this was by no means an easy task. The man­
uscripts themselves were in a state of wild chaos. Only 
the poet could create some order out of this. But un­
fortunately Prof. Chose was almost blind at this time. One 
of his eyes had been operated on a few months ago, but 
in vain ; with the other he could see but dimly, and then 
there was the fear of his losing this as well, if he strained 
his sight too much. The restoration of order to this vast 
bulk of poetry could, in the circumstances, be accomplished 
only if somebody read the verses to Prof. Ghose and took 
down notes as to the correct readings, or arrangements of 
the stanzas. The two daughters of IVIr. Ghose were in fact 
his twD eyes. They it was, who were reading the poems 
and restoring order to them. But the younger was now 
too busy with her > 'varsity examination, and the task of de­
ciphering the verses had fallen upon the elder in addition 
to the domestic duties she had to perform. I resolved to 
render any help I could, and began to copy some poems 
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in a fair book, My pupil joined us as soon as her examination 
was over, and the work began to progress well. 

But now, came the ne.vs of the failure or the Alliance 
Bank of Simla, which rudely shattered the hopes of my 
professor. In the Bank were his life's savings. Its failure 
was a severe blow to him. Starvation stared him in the 
face now ; and yet he bore all this with heroic courage. His 
faith in the goodness of Providence WES not a whit shaken 
by this shock. He bore his loss in a spirit of wonderful 
resignation. "Shall we receive Good at the hand of God 
and Evil not receive ?" 

I shall never forget the day when I went to see my 
Professor after the Alliance Bank crash. He looked the 
picture of patience and a wonderful mystic light was play­
ing on his face and forehead—the very light which we saw 
on his forehead during the period of his last illness, and 
which lingered there till his lifeless body became a heap 
of ashes in the burning ghat of Keora-tala. 

One incident of this day though trifling in itself, is 
worth recording here. As we were talking of the Bank 
affairs a beautiful butterfly suddenly entered the room and 
rested on the shoulders of Prof. Ghose. This was pointed 
out to him and at once his face glowed. Then he told us 
he had that very day received a Spiritual communication 
from his wife. She had come and asked him to cheer up. 
He took the butterfly as the symbol of a message of hope 
sent by his wife to buoy him up in this severe calamity, 
and he told me how when he lost his wife five years ago 
a whole host of butterflies carre into his room. 

It is necessary to state here that the late Prof. Ghose 
had an unshaken faith in the immortality of the human 
soul, and in the life everlasting. This was confirmed by the 
occasional messages he received from his dead wife in 
moments of need. I remember one night he was relating 
to me star ding stories about this spirit-communication how 

6 
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his wife often came to him from the World of Light td 
deliver messages he required. These messages written in 
characters of light were held before his eyes, and he could 
read them distinctly. After he had mentioned some other 
details I was suddenly startled when he asked me to give 
my opinion of it. Of course I had not formed any opinion ; 
I was neither a believer nor a disbeliever, and the words of 
Hamlet began to ring in my ears—"There are more things in 
heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your Phi­
losophy." But even if I were a disbeliever, I doubt if 1 could 
tell as much openly to a man w^ho had nursed his dear 
invalid wife for more than fifteen years, nursed her with 
motherly care and tenderness, with a devotion which affords 
no parallel in history. Interpret the story as you will, the fact 
remains that Prof, Ghose dearly loved his wife and pas­
sionately longed to be by her side. Another striking fact is 
that lyric inspiration came to him more overwhelmingly 
than ever after the death of his wife as is revealed in poems 
like the Star-Angel,—all dealing with his lost treasure but 
all ending with a message of hope, the hope of re-union 
and a better life after death. 

Soon after the Bank failure Prof. Ghose went to Dar-
jeeling to recoup his health that was failing. Once at Darjee-
ling he took to composing. The promise of a 50% return 
of the deposit money by the Imperial Bank took away the 
last cloud of despair from his mind and he became -as 
cheerful as ever. His daughters began to devote all their 
time to the task of deciphering and copying out his poems. 
All was well again and once more he made up his mind 
to settle in England and publish his poems there. 

With this end in view h e returned to Calcutta on the 
30th. of October last. The passport was secured, the passage 
booked ; it was decided that he should leave India with 
his daughters early in March, spend a month or two in 
Italy, and then settle in London. But hopes in his case 
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were not to be fulfilled. He fell ill soon after his return to 
Calcutta and never recovered. When I went to see him after 
the last Puja vacation, i found him laid up with high fever. 
A week after, his illness was pronounced to be serious, 
when one evening as he coughed a clot of blood came out. 

From that night till his death on the 5th. January last 
1 never left his bed side at night. So did a friend of mine ; 
So did also a relative of Prof. Ghose, not to speak of the 
two daughters who were always near him. But inspite of 
our nursing, inspite of the best medical attendance 
available in Calcutta, inspite of the fond devotion of 
his daughters which surpasses the historic devotion of any 
daughter, his life could not be saved. The cruel 'hand of 
death was upon him, and Monmohan Ghose passed away 
calmly and quietly on the morning of 3th January, 1924. 

Prof. Ghose's scholarship was proverbial. He was well 
versed in the Classics and several modern languages Among 
others, Shakespeare, Scott and Cervantes seemed* to be his 
favourite authors. Even in his death bed he did not forget 
them. The whole of Shakespeare he could almost quote 
from memoiy, and the n9ve]s of Scott gave him special 
delight. From morning till midnight, from sunrise till he 
fell asleep, these books were read out to him by turns 
without any break. Almost all the dramas of Shakespeare 
and novels of Scott, and Don Quixote of Cervantes were 
finished within a month or so. Even on the day of his 
passing away, even when his life was being kept up by the 
inhalation of Oxygen gas, he wanted us to continue read­
ing as usual. On that day his daughters read to him 
Lear and Macbeth. But that was not enough for him. 
He asked me to begin Scott's Quentin Durward. When 
some thirty pages were done, 1 handed over the book to 
the daughters, and went to take a little rest. When I 
came again to his bed-side at 3 A. M. in the morning I 
found his elder daughter still reading to him. Soon after 
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Prof. Ghose asked us to stop. T h e end was near, but we 
did not know it, yet it v/as clear that he wanted rest. 
He wanted to drink some water which was given, still he 
felt a bit uncomfortable and breathed heavily. His daughter 
asked him how he was feeling. "Do not disturb me, my 
child ; I want to rest in peace. I long for the Beautiful." 
These were his last words. A little muffled coughing, a 
clot of blood, rapid sinking of the pulse and all was over. 
Prof. M. Ghose was resting in everlasting peace for which 
his spirit yearned: — 

Her life was turning, turning, 
In mazes of heat and sound ; 

But for peace her soul was yearning, 
And now peace laps her round." 

Thus passed away a great soul ; thus became for ever 
silent that musical voice which thrilled the hearts of young 
learners in the class room of Presidency College. Thus was 
enacted the _ tragedy of a genius, of one who has gone 
to fill in the ranks of the inheritors of unfulfilled renown. 
Yet he never breathed a murmur or complaint against the 
good order of the universe. H e knew before hand that the 
end was coming and he seemed to be prepared for it. A 
spirit of resignation sat upon him during the last week of his 
illness when we were hoping against hope. With a sweet 
smile did he leap into the unknown, strengthened, perhaps 
by the hope of being united with his beloved wife. The 
long period of suffering, of hope and disappointment, was 
now over, and all was peace v/ithin. 

* * * * 

Prof. M. Ghose was a man of wonderful culture. There 
was very seldom a subject in. which he did not take an 
mterest. His discourses on ert v.ere highly instructive, and 
did great ciedlt to his scholarship. Sober in his views on 
politics he never shrank frcm a free discussion of the 
subject with young minds who might hold extreme view?, 
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He never hurt the feelings of others. 1 remember how in 
course of the diecussion of current topics we used to get heat­
ed and often expressed ourselves passionately ; t u t he never 
felt bored, listened to us patiently, and sometimes threw 
humorous remarks at us which made us all burst into 
roaring fits of laughter ! 

Thoroughly idealistic in temperament he dreaded the growth 
of machine power, and liked the development of cottage 
industries. Though nursing up lofty ideals he never neg­
lected the ordinary duties of life. The profusions of 
kindness that his friends received from him were simply 
overwhelming. He never spoke an unkind word to anybody. 

That he was a loving husband is proved by the more 
than motherly care with which he nursed his wife, an 
invalid in the prime of her life. What a great sacrifice 
he had to make for her sake ! He gave up writing poetry, 
gave up all social intercourse and never moved from her 
side. In addition to this he had to look after his two 
daughters w^ho were yet unable to take care of themselves ; 
after his wife's death he became an affectionate mother to 
them. Besides, he was their friend, philosopher and guide. 
His death has created a void in their hearts never to be 
filled up. 

Though a man of means he was never known to live 
in luxury. To the last moment he believed renunciation to 
be the best thing in the world. Though artistic in tem­
perament he was never particular about his dress ; but he 
never condemned the tasteful decoration of the human body. 

A loving soul, a man of frank open manners of lofty 
idealism, of plain living and high thinking, of high culture 
and erudite scholarship, of staftnch uprightness and integrity 
of character,—this was Prof. M. Ghose. He believed in the 
inherent goodness of mankind. "Man is a fallen God re­
membering the skies," said he to me one day. Is not his 
own life the best illustration of this truth ? 
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Monmohon Ghose passed away leaving behind Mm a 
vast collection of poems which reveal how versatile his 
poetic genius was. He has left behind him not only lyrics 
of pure, unrivalled excellence, but an epic of superhuman 
grandeur which is worthy to be placed by the side of a 
Paradise Lost or a Divine Comedy. There is again an 
unfinished drama of which the theme is Indian—the romantic 
story of Nala and Damayanti, full of tender pathos and 
written in inimitable blank verse. To give these poems a 
definite shape by deciphering and re-arranging is a task 
that has fallen on his daughters and friends like Lawrence 
Binyon, poet and art-critic. May they fulfil this task and 
give out to the world these poems of beauty, hope and 
comfort which the modern world needs so much. When 
they are published, let the world judge : till then—Monmohon 
Ghose's place in poetry is among the inheritors of unful-
filled renown. 

MONMOHON G H O S E . 

An appreciation. 

BY MR B. H. RAY, M. A. 

1 

T ^ H E present issue of the magazine has been thoughtfully 
designed to be something like an M. Ghose memorial 

number ; and even a hurried and crudely worded tribute has 
its rightful place beside those more happily phrased. Praise 
becomes richer and more lasting in the repetitions, just as blame 
loses its edge and makes for truer appreciation ; and nothing 
could be more fitting than the spontaneous unanimity of regret 
at the passing away of a great scholar, critic, poet and creative 
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teacher in the premature and tragic death of Monmohon Ghosh. 
Such a man comes once in a century, lives in the uncomplaining 
obscurity of the truly great, with perhaps a half-cynical expecta­
tion of posthumous recognition, and passes away just when he 
is about to come into his own. Of tangible contribution, made 
so much of in recent times, he makes little or none,—a poem, 
an essay or perhaps the fragment of a vast idea ; but he leaves 
behind him human results of no mean value, in fashioning many 
an adolescent mind and imparting intellectual resiliency to many 
a sluggish, youthful learner. 

The tragedy of the teacher is that he deals in such evanescent 
things as spoken words ; and the best of those that M Ghosh 
spoke have perished already, except for a phrase here and an 
exclamation there, and even these have no more or no less vita­
lity than as mere memories. The words of one so fortunate as 
Lafcadio Hearn have been disinterred from scrap-books ; but the 
life has passed out of them, in this extreme act of hero-worship 
at once sacred and profane. Not much of M. Ghosh has been 
recaptured and one might perhaps be pardoned for thinking that 
they should not be dragged out of a setting that has vanished 
beyond recall. He lives better in the aspiring lives of those for 
whom he worked ; and would not benefit by any attempt at 
conferring a doubtful immortality upon things meant for no 
longer and no more varied a w^orld than the class-room. 

II 

Of his life, literary aspirations, and actual achievement in 
poetry right words have been said by right men which cannot be 
bettered and are best taken together to make a picture. He cer­
tainly was not a phenomenon such as Toru Dutt was ; but he 
had in him something very much akin to genius which showed 
itself even more in the largeness and brilliancy of his intellect 
than in the remarkable mastery of a foreign language and prosody. 
He was not troubled with that feverish versatility which is the 
trait, more often haimful in its results than not, of many a great 
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Bengalee ; but he seemed best to work within limits. He had 
like most men of genius strong likes and dislikes, with, never-
the less, an unfailing attempt at geniality and concession and 
a disposition more to listen than to talk. He did not seem con­
stantly to revise arid reshuffle his ideas as so many men of 
genius do ; but he had them at his control and impressed upon 
them a finality and even an immobility with a grace all his own. 
His studies also ran, apparently, along w^ell-marked grooves, the 
poetry of Greece and Rome, of Renascence Italy and Elizabethan 
England, and particularly f9th. century prose and verse, 
which he knew well, with the throughness, the independence 
and the brilliant dogmatism of a master. He took an interest 
deep but discriminating, in the work of his contemporaries and 
spoke, over and over again, in praise of Lawrence Binyon and 
Stephen Phillips and even of a philosopher who has subtly 
theorised about poetry, the Italian Croce ; but he consigned not 
a few present-day productions, more in resignation than in 
anger, to the final and piquant verdict of posterity. All this 
must be borne in mind if we are to picture him as he was, a 
great mind working within limits imposed upon itself by edu­
cation and the circumstances of life but more by its native ten­
dency to intellectual discipline and restraint, rather than a truant 
genius striking into difficult and barren paths and lamenting 
the apathy of a misguided public. 

Nor must we forget that having been what he was, Monmo-
han Ghosh couldn't help being a lyric poet, seeking a finished 
and final form for fugitive ideas of love and death and avoiding 
action in life and art. He remained necessarily much of an alien 
in his own native land, looking down, questioningly and help­
lessly, upon the beating waves of national consciousness : yet he 
did try to enter into the soul of India along the stream of Tago-
rean and old Bengali poetry and Buddhistic mysticism. He felt 
keenly undoubtedly, sensitive S3ul that he was, that strangeness 
of environment v/hich could not by any means be coaxed into 
even a passable degree of intimacy ; but in the quietness and 
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depth of his heart as well as in the caressing simplicity of 
his life he remained an Indian all through the quarter of a 
century of his career in Bengal, so full of tragedy and 
achievement. 

The writer of these lines would much rather cherish the 
late Mr. M. Ghosh as a creative teacher than even as a poet 
or scholar. In the days not so very long ago that he remembers 
in varying degrees of vividness Mr. Ghosh had withdrawn more 
and more into a solitary and self absorbed life. One felt it in 
the tones of his voice, musical and tremulous but with a strange 
aloofness in them, in his quick nervous movements, even in the 
apparently business-like fashion in which he proceeded to 
lecture after a steady and uncompromising roll-call. The class 
remained an abstraction to him, a gallery of faces, which 
he hardly ever looked at ; he seemed while teaching to 
address an ideal spactator, never coming down to a level 
of undue intimacy nor seeking by barren or coarse loquacity 
an empty and superficial popularity. At first the lecture 
seemed, its music notwithstanding, too mellow and mono­
tonous to capture youthful hearts accustomed to liveliness and 
wit but anon there broke forth through this repulsive austerity, 
words rich with soul, passionately and vibratingly intoned, 
that created a hush of admiration and awe in a commonplace-
class-room which by its nearness to the public throughfare, was 
more disturbed by noise than any other in the whole college. 
From day to day the impression deepened till all the members 
of the class were found vying with one another to capture in 
stenographic English as much of his lecture as could be 
retained from a delivery that was slow but animated, falling 
into regular cadences, while his diction assumed a final arid 
felicitous form in phrases of ijitense beauty and delicacy never 
descending into mere conventional verbiage nor a picturesque 
but infertile colloquialism. 

His teaching was an act of re-creatiori ; hundreds of his 

students have felt it to have been such, though some stressed 
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his grasp of an author as a whole, mind and art taken together 
and others took deh'ght in his lucid exposition of a single work of 
art—a poem, a song or a dialogue. H e seemed to go, through 
effortless intuition, behind the mind of Shakespeare and Keats, 
shunning a display of mere booklore. In teaching Shakespeare 
he followed the ^ iddfe course between the merely pedantic cita­
tion of different readings, parallel passages and critical dicta 
innumerable and the other extreme of the colourless explana­
tion of archaic words and phrases ; he went along the line 
of interpretation without any attempt at theory, altliough in 
matters concerning the fundamental principles, he had courage 
enough to try an occasional fall with no less a critic than the 
late Prefessor Raleigh. The nearest approach he ever made 
towards a theory was when he formulated the elements of 
universal appeal, even in poems with a strong local or racial 
flavour. He feught Landor and everyone felt the supreme 
propriety of his valuating a mind which in its isolation of culture 
was very much like his own. He taught Swinburne and 
grappled most successfully with obscurities of language and 
thought, never airily dismissing them as such, arriving indepen­
dently at interpretations, particularly of passages in Afalanta 
which one is delighted to find confirmed in later books of 
specialised criticism, fruits of minute and laborious study. 
Obscurity, whether in Shalley or Browning or Swinburne was 
to him merely the result of a necessarily imperfect expression 
of valuable ideas and he believed in the discipline of a mind 
constantly at grips with them; but he did not seem to 
appreciate the more modern and the more mechanical attempts 
at explaining difficulties in an author by a hypothetical philo­
sophy rashly deduced by means of a mere chronological study. 
Even in a philosophic poet Jike Browning he denied any 
consistent philosophy, emphasing with unwearying iteration, 
the divine volatility of the poet's mind. H e had often to give 
the correct if cut-and-dried distinctions between poet and poet 
beloved of textbook writers but he enriched them with the 
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freshness of discovery ; while his superb reading, correct and 
clear and passionate, made -the professional work of paraphrase 
and explanation un-necessary. 

One felt at the end of a session that the man was 
greater than his work, free from aggressiveness and vanity 
and even from that that minimum of pluck which makes 
life enjoyable for so many men. At first sight, he, with his 
handsome, delicate but sombre face, seemed even to lack 
personality, through the unvarying sweetness of his manners 
and the systematic suppression of the signs of his struggles. 
The manner, the posture, the elocution remained the same 
from month to month and year to year ; but everytime they 
thrilled you with the charm of some old, familiar tune heard 
at dead of night or of the face of a dear one that familiarity 
rather enriches than stales. And to those who had eyes to 
see and ears to hear, there was behind every lecture, the back 
ground of strenuous life, with its pathos and longings, of hopes 
dashed to the ground and vision that looked through sorrow 
a life from which friendlissness and poverty and bereavement 
had taken all the sap away but which they never could 
altogether crush. 

SAM. SMIGGIN AND T H E SHE-MAN. 

I 

t t ' T ' H A T Mithith Thmiggin*?" timidly lisped the younger 

of the two men, jerking the thumb of his unencumbered 

hand towards the solitary picture on the wall. 
Joseph Smiggin was engaged in meditatively sipping his 

beer, "Wot's that yer said, laddie", he absent-mindedly inquired 
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and looked mechanically in the direction of his companion's 

thumb. 

"Er—yus, yoVe 'it, it Nutter boy", he continued almost 

immediately, apparently grasping the situation: "Yus that's 

*er. ' But fancy yer poppin' it so polite like ?" 

H e sighed and gazed intently at the almost handsome 

youthfull face that looked down upon his wistfull upturned 

eyes. 
"Pretty ain't she ?", he asked facing his companion once 

more. "Dora I used to call 'er, tho' 'er was baptised Mary." 
A second sigh escaped him at this reflection, but he conti­

nued to confide in the young man across the table. 
"Al'ays wanted to tell 'er, 'er was made to do 'onour to a 

dook, 'er with 'er. dark roun' eyes and black 'air an' things, 
instead of 'angin roun' my likes and w^orkin' 'erself to a 
shadder." 

Joseph Smiggin stopped abruptly and vi«!ibly drew himself 
in. H e took up his half emptied glass from the table to which 
he had relegated it momentarily and begin to drain it more 
meditatively than ever. There was a painful far-away look in 
his deep blue eyes as he stared between sips at and beyond 
the cheap bed-s!:ead that occupied a tidy bit of his poky httle 
room. A rising glow had perceptibly crept in upon his nor­
mally pallid features and succeeded in mellowing the harsh 
contrast between the habitual sobriety of his thin, clean-shaven 
pale face and the crimson jubilance of his head-with its stock 
of devastating red hair. 

Sam Nutter was decidedly at a loss. He did not know 
what to make of it all—those sighs, that empty gaze, that dee­
pening colour of his host. Also, Smiggin's communicativeness 
on this occasion was extraordinary—simply marvellous. He 
had expected a frigid reception and he might well have deserved 
it. What right had he to break in upon a strangerlike 
Joseph Smiggin who appeared deliberately to shun the society 
of his mates ? Was it not because of his unsociableness and 
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want of comaraderie that "Ginger Juggins", as they had face­
tiously christened the new mate at Dallas and Turner's, was so 
unpopular among his fellows ? Yes, he had been afraid 
Smiggin would prove icily cold as a host. But he had been 
mistaken. Joe Smiggin was not a bad egg, though he 
rather Hked to keep himself to himself. He had not shown 
himself hostile to the uncalled for, but nevertheless charitable, 
move on his, Sam Nutter's, part in looking in this evening 
upon the new mate. Sam had heard it rumoured that ''Old 
Juggins was as lone as a rat" and "a single 'un and no wonder" 
and mariy other things to that effect, and he had determined, 
in the goodness of his heart, to break the loneliness of at least 
one Sunday evening in the stranger's life,—if he would allow 
it. And old Smiggin—he was not really but only compara­
tively old —had allowed it, was actually pleasant and warm 
towards him and liberal with his beer and hospitality. 
After a couple of glasses, Sam had ventured to peep inquisi­
tively round the smug little room in which he found himself 
and inwardly commented that it was tolerably good. Timid 
as he was, he had even ventured to question his host directly 
about the picture on the wall. He couldn't understand what 
had made him do it. It had just sort of slipped off his tongue 
and no sooner had it escaped his lips then he knew that he 
ought to have known better then to do it. What put it into 
his head that it was Mrs. Smiggin or that there ever was a 
Mrs. Smiggin at all ? H e was simply surprised at his cheek. 
But he was still more surprised when Smiggin launched into 
those details of his domestic life. His first thought on hearing 
that confidential outbrust of his companion was "So 'e's, been 
spliced all right", and his second, "Maybe its the beer wot 
makes 'im gush." 

Still the melancholy and moodiness that seemed to have 
settled suddenly upon Smiggin continued to puzzle Sam. Back 
of it there must be something more than beer. He knew it, 
but he could not say what, however much he fumbled about 
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with his glass. Well, at any rate he would say something 

really conforting to the poor devil who must surely be expecting 

something from him in return for all that gush. 

"O well, her lookth would take thome wearin', Mithter 
Thm'ggin"—he always believed in "Misters" for newly-made 
acquaintances—"Yuth, fine woman. If you'll ekthcuthe my 
thayin' it, mindth me of young Ned Jepthon, 'im with the big 
black eyeth and thoppy lookth." H e turned to the picture as if 
to make sure of the likeness and concluded approvingly. "You 
mutht be proud o' 'avin' 'er about jer *ome." 

It was a husky voice that answered. 
"I ain't—er—proud o' 'er no longer, if that's wot yer mean. 

Maybe," Smiggin continued after a slight pause, "it's some un 
else now as can call her 'is own, if you understand." 

Sam Nutter did not understand, but he shook his head as 
if he did and appeared sympthetic. The speaker without 
noticing him, went on. 

"Per'aps I ain't no company for young uns, you see, laddie. 
I looks crool and 'ard but I a'n't, I tell yer I a'n't, a bad sort, tho* 
folks thinks I be." 

Sam shifted uneasily in his seat. The other continued. 

"An*—^an' she left me sudd'nly—bunked orf. It was crool 

—dooced crool—an' Gawd knows, 1 meant to be kind." 

Sam swallowed something in his throat before he put in : 
"I'm awfully thorry, Mithter Thmiggin, I really am." 

The whole thing was becoming too thick for Sam. He 
fidgetted with his beer, looked round him aimlessly and was 
altogether at a loss as to how to turn the conversation into less 
melodramatic channels. 

"Yuth Mithter Thmiggin—er—I mean—er—" 
"Won't you have some more," interrupted the other as 

he helped himself to the beer. His voice had become normal, the 
crimson in his cheeks had paled down, and he appeared the 
hospitable, old host of the earlier part of the evening. Joseph 
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Smiggin had evidently been drilled by the stern sargeant life 
to carry his pack without murmur or complaint. 

It was a thumping nice evening they had from that moment 
onwards. Never once did the talk hang after Sam had availed 
himself for a third time of Smiggin's open hospitality. All 
barriers between them seemed to have vanished before the 
magic of confidence and the cup of good-fellowship. They 
discussed their mates, their foremen, their heads, and Smiggin 
recounted some zippy anecdotes about life down Battersea way 
where he was last employed, from which it was blown in upon 
Sam that how^ever reserved Joseph Smiggin was in his new 
surroundings he was not incapable of appreciating or enjoying 
"good" company. And accordingly before he left, Sam asked 
his companion to accompany him some evening to the little 
pub in Bethnal Green where the choicest of their common 
mates were wont to foregather and satisfactorily spend their 
leisures and their cash. 

"Right-o then," he exclaimed when" the other nodded assent 
to the proposal, "one o' thethe dayth. But I mutht be leggin' 
it now. Mithith N. ith the rompin' prickly thort." And he 
glanced at the small clock that stood on the mantelpiece, bade 
his host a hearty good-bye and vanished into the night. 

II 

As Sam Nutter, on the Tuesday after his charitable call 
on the unpopular Smiggin, entered the dingy, ill-lit backroom 
of "The Bung and Bumper", to which he had been summoned 
for a special palaver this evening, he was assailed with an 
unmusical chorus of gruff voices : 

"Late, mate". 
"Wotcher mean keepen' us orf the 'ang like that ?" 
"The ole gal been grippin' on, 'as she ?" 
These and other less polite greetings proceeded from the 

few select spirits who, seated round the large, much-littered 
table, had been engaged in regaling themselves with what beer 



256 Sam, Smiggin and the She-Man 

or gin the place could offer them and what wit and wisdom 
they could muster from within themselves. 

"Thorry, mateth", bleated out Sam, "but my clok'th with 
ole Nobby Laine, 'im wot tickleth 'em pietheth right. And" he 
added hazarding a placating facetiousness, "my ole gal'th that 
riled 'cos 'er can't no longer know if 1 trotth 'ome late". 

"Chuck it, baby. 'Anged if we cares wot Nobby an' jer 
gal's up to ; we got no call to interfere like, but if you come 
this blinkin' snail-stunt of yers o'er us again, we'll send yer 
'oppin' orf". 

Having thus delivered himself, the speaker with the air of 
an acknowledged leader returned his clay pipe to his lips and 
looked a proud note of interrogation at the rest of the company. 

" 'Ere, 'ere" heartily ratified the mates. 

Bill fdartley adjusted his clay and after a couple of pulls at it 
resumed. 

"Now, mates, we're all 'ere 'ceptin' Adams wot's not comin,' 
and I arsk yer' 'ow 'bout ole Juggins ? . Wot yer think o' 'im ?. 
Will 'e do ?. The cove ain't matey, leastways 'e don t seem 

»> 
so . 

" 'E's as glum as a bear", put in Ned Jepson, the leader's 
right-hand man. 

"An ' 'e sulks like a saint", added Alf Staines from his end 
of the room. 

"An", mates", continued the chief, "if Sim Adams were 
'ere, which 'e ain't 'cos his youngest kid's badly took with the 
pox, 'e'd jolly-sight plump out wot 'e thinks o' this 'ere Ginger, 
an' somethink rare peppery 't wovld be too. 'Cos, you see, 
'im and Ginger had a little breeze this mornin' in the injine 
room". 

"Wot "bout?", inquired Charlie Buckle emerging from his 
tankard. 

"Well, you see ' , continued Hartley, who was very much 
in love with his own voice, "Wot with the pox at 'ome 
and the other things wots al'ays troublin' 'im, as you know, 



Sam, Smiggin and the She-Man 257 

oje Adams was sort o' moonin' o'er 'is job, when up comes the 
foreman and asks him to look slippy and rubs him up for a 
decorated dud—an' mates, ain't old Nick fearful nippy wiv' 
'em nasty things ? Well, arter . Nick's done wiv' 'im, Adams 
ups and calls Ole Juggins, wot's in 'is gang, all the ugly things 
e could name for splittin' 'bout 'im to the foreman, and 
'course Juggins swears 'e didn't. See ? Now, mates, I don't 
sez as Sim Adams wasn't jumpy o'er the 'ot stuff he'd 'eard, 
and I don't sez neither as Ginger Juggins played the dirty 
wiv a mate. Wot I sez is that 'a —ole Ginger —is a ratty ole 
cove wot thinks 'e's a strike 'bove the rest of 'is mates. 'E 
'olds 'is 'ead as 'igh as' 'igh an' 'e needs to be took down. See ?" 

"Rlght-o !" responded Ned Jepson banging the table with 
his fist. 

"We '11 dress 'im down, the cove", added Bob Carton, 
tankard in hand. 

"Or send 'im toddlin' orf, the bloomin' nob", chirped in 
Harry Daw, with ill-disguised contempt. 

" 'E gets my goat 'e do, the 'oly ole granny", forcibly, 
commented the mate next Daw, speaking for the first time. 

Sam Nutter, though a timid young fellow in many ways 
did not believe in the cult of the jumping cat. In fact, he 
had come to the Bethnal Green bar this evening knowing full 
well what he was up against and determined to give battle ; 
and if he had listened unprotestingly all this time, it was only 
because it takes time for a poor devil to regain his nerve after 
being shaken, as Sam was shaken, by a soul-stirring spate of 
eloquence following on the heels of a right thumping welcome. 
Having unwittingly fallen under a cloud from the very begining, 
it took Sam time to screw himself up for the great encounter, 
but screw himself up he did an^ issued forth into the lists. 

"But, mateth", he began, leaning forward and instantly 
becoming the cynosure of seven severe pairs of eyes, "You 
thee—er-r-I—I'm thort o' 'cquainted wi' Joe Thmiggin an' 'e 
don't give ine the pip, anyway." 
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"Don't e ?" sniggered Buckle who sat opposite him. 

"No 'e don't," emphasised Sam, hotting up. "An' 'e ain't a 
blackleg neither; that 'th. clear ath mud it ith. Only'e ain't 
thook down to thith 'ere job an'yer didn't ought to 'ave a down 
on 'im jetht yet." 

"Ring orf, ye stutterin' nambyrpamby" growled Bob Carton, 
in whom the beer was rapidly taking effect. 

"No, spit it out, wot yer got to say", barked the chief. 

"Well", proceeded Sam "wot I sez is Ole Thmiggin ain't 
thuch a thnipe ath ye make ''in out to be. . I looked in friendly 
like on him latht Thunday an' I £oun' out all 'bout' 'im.". 

"Did ye ? Pooh !" was Carton's half audible sneer. 
"A reg'lar down an' outer, that'th old Thmiggin", went on 

the undismayed Sam, "ye thee. I thees a picture on' is wall 
that 'mindth me o' Ned Jepthon 'ere—the thame eyeth and all— 
and 1 popth it to the ole bird if it wath Mithith Thmiggin." 

"Was wot ?" inquired Ned Jepson, naturally very interested. 
"Mithith Thmiggin, 'courthe, who elthe ?" beamed Sam. 

"An' then'e blubbered out 'ow 'im and the mithith couldn't 
click and 'ow thee nipped orf at latht." 

"Serve 'im right", rasped out a surly mate to his left. 

"Well, I doubts, 'er woth too" young for 'em to 'it orf dethent-
like," philosophised Sam. ' 'Anyways, 'im'th got nobody to 
look arter 'im, and 'im now rather far gone too." 

"But 'cos 'is ole gal's shook 'im orf", argued Harry Daw 
" 'e got no call to seem as 'oly as oil and give 'is mates the 
go-by. Ain't it mates ?" 

"Yon've 'it it on the 'ead, Daw," exclaimed Ned Jepson. 
"'Ere's Jim Stubbs wot's a widder-man this last eight months 
or there'bouts" added Ned pointing to the mate in question, 
a robust middle-aged fellow with a perpetual grim about 
his face, "Look at \m. 'E's a bloomin' ole croaker, ain't 'e ? And 
wot makes it rummier for pore Jim is there's four little mouths 
as is lookin' up to 'im to be fed an' all. Wot yer say to that ? 
'As ^er ole boy kids like Jim 'as ?" 
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"No, but—" commenced Sam. 

"Drop it, ole son ; yer a reg'lar dab at buts an' ifs an' 
that sort of watery bilge, but you don't get us on that lay. 
That's flat." And Ned Jepson looked triumphant. 

"That's a wash-out," applauded Carton, articulating with 
difficulty. 

Sam Nutter couldn't stand it any longer. He jumped to his 
feet. "Well, mateth, if you're tho cock-thure a th ye won't 'ear 
me, I'd better 'op 'one; ethpethially" he added as an after 
thought, "ath Mithith N'th to be counted with." At the door he 
turned round. "'E wath to come ere wi' me one evenin' an' 
you d— 

"Who the buttercups wants im ere" came the inter­
ruption and Sam flung out of the room. 

"Dashed simple bloke, ole Sam,—soppy and gushy but 
rather roomy in the gorret," summed up Jim Stubbs to his 
neighbour as Sam made his exit. 

"An ' blowed if I get 'alf wot 'e's stutterin' out. Keeps you 
guessin' 'e do, the blessed baby" replied Harry Daw. 

"Mates, wot dyer say to a rag !" suddenly shouted Bill 
Hartley with all the exultation of one, who, conscious of the 
more than angelical rarity of brain-waves, happens to entertain 
one unawares. "Wot d y e r say to a rag ! It all comes o' me 
puttin' my thinkin'-cap on this while and sayin' to meself : If 
ole Ginger's the sort o' feller Sam Nutter lets on 'e be, a rag's 
It to sort o' break 'im in and get 'im shook down. If he ain't 
matey-like, the rag'll show 'im up for the 'dirty littb tyke us 
makes im out to be. See ?" 

"A brainy idear any'ow, guv'nor," complimented Ned 
Jepson. "We don't go slobberin' over 'im, like Sam done, 
to draw 'im out. We just guy 'im an' out comes the cove 
naked-like. Ain't it top-ole, mates ?" 

"But 'ow ?", queried Charlie Buckle into his tankard. 
" 'Ow ? Ther's the catch, mates," agreed the chief. "That's 

wot my bally 'eadpiece don't tell me, Ask yer selves mates," 



260 Sam, Smiggin and the She-Man 

A brief silence followed during which the company 
attempted to draw inspiration from their pipes and tankards. 
At last, Alf Staines was seized with an idea. 

" 'Ow 'bout lettin' on it's fire, when the ole cove's a-bed ?" 
he asked, proudly stroking his moustache. 

"Rot." Ned Jepson turned it down and bounced up almost 
instantaneously. "I got a 'uge idea mates. You know wot 
Sam Nutter said "bout that Juggins' gal bein' like me, Ole 
Ginger's seein' is a bit orf you know, so why not freeze on to 

that r 
He looked round the table and went «̂ n "I'm the missus, 

don't yer see, wot's nipped orf, him bein' feerful crool. I looks 
in accidental like just when yer all 'avin' a rippin' bust wiv 
the muff. It'll go like a play, it will, - the Juggins took so 
sudd'n like and me. Missus Ginger, oldin' forth on is sins like 
a bloomin' Quaker, an'—" 

"That 's a corker, mate," butted in Bill Hartley with great 
enthusiasm. 

"It's dev'lish crool tho' " snorted the insulted Staines; " 'sides 
which, ow the blazes are yer goin' to do it ?" 

"No ballyraggin' ain't a parson's job, mate ; 'em's all 
somethink crool," sophisticated the other, too ignorant or 
unwilling to recognise degrees of cruelty. "An' as for seein 
it thro', you jest leave it to the guv'nor and yours truly. 
All yer got to do, mates, is not blow the gaff and come when 
yer arsf to see the play." 

Ill 

On the Sunday following, a littl« after sunset, the little 
backroom of "The Bung and Bumper" began to fill with its 
customary patrons, who entered it in their best Sunday suits 
and smiles. It was, indeed, not unusual for smiles to blossom 
on the faces of men like Jim Stubbs and Charlie Buckle when 
they sought sanctuary from the crees of life under the twice-
blessed roof of Mark Pringle's snug little bar at Bethnal Green-
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But smiles overtly spread over the visages of men of the Bob 
Carton and Alf Staines stamp were an unusual sight calculated 
to arouse deep curiosity as to the cause. 

But the occasion was an unusual one and demanded those 
smiles. The anticipation of a pleasure is itself very pleasant, 
and Bob Carton no less than Jim Stubbs was looking forward 
to that crowning moment when Mrs. Smiggin, alias Ned Jepson, 
would dash into that crowded Uttle room and the melodrama 
conmence. They had been asked to the play and—well, they 
had come to enjoy it. 

The time and place had been decided upon by Jepson, and 
Hartley, who always had a "Right-o Neddy boy, "up his sleeve 
for every idea of his young protege, had agreed, h had been, 
moreover, planned by the younger man that while the chief 
was to give the necessary notice and instructions to all the 
members, excepting .only Sam, of the select circle that met at 
"The Bung and Bumper," Sam was to be reserved to be "done" 
by Ned Jepson himself. Accordingly, Jepson had contrived 
one afternoon to barge into the unsuspecting Sam at the works. 

"Yer a wonder, mate" he had said suddenly after forma­
lities had been exchanged. "Wot's up ? Why, us got to yer 
way o' thinkin' arter you toddled orf th* other evenin'. The 
guvnor upped for yer and yer man an' got us all round" 

Looking admiringly at Sam, he had added as an after 
thought, "An', mate, wotcher say to biffin' roun' to the ole 'ole 
wiv Ginger on Sunday evenin', usual time ? 'Twould oil things 
a bit, won't it, yer stumpin' in accidental-like, both o' yer ?' 

"O. K", Sam had responded. "Forget ? Not me wot thort 

o' pulled it thro." 

"Where's the guvnor any'ow" ? asked Charlie Buckle of 
Alf Staines who sat beside him, after most of the company had 
dropped in and seated themselves. 

"Camelflagin' Ned, may be," replied the other. 
"Talk o' th? devil—*Ullo guv'nor !" suddenly exclainjed Jinj 
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Stubbs who sat facing the door, and directed the attention of 
his mates towards it. 

There was a look of triumph on Biil Hartley's face as he 
bounced into the room and surveyed the company. 

"All 'ands in, I 'opes, 'course 'ceptin' o' Neddy JepsOn", 
he said. "Now, mates, 'em'll be ere in two ticks, Sam an' 
'is blinkin' pal wot thinks us is goin' to slobber o'er 'im this 
evenin'. I angs 'bout till I sees em loungin' out o' Ginger's 
rat-'ole, very pally like, an' the ole slop as pleased as a peacock 
wiv ^isself". 

He had scarcely finished when the door opened to admit 
Sam, in his reddest of red ties and his tightest new boots, and 
the thin tall form of the middle-aged stranger with his mop of 
red hair beneath which his quiet face evinced the faintest 
tinge of colour. 

"Nutter lad, it's rippin' o' you, bringin' the new mate along," 
opened Hartley by way of an extempore greeting. " 'Appy, 
mate, you've come. You didn^t ought to be so shy-like, we're 
a jolly crew. Ain^t we, mates !" 

The approval and welcome of the assembled mates were 
audible a long way off and had not ceased when the chief, 
after ordering supplies for the new-comers, proceeded to hasty 
informal introductions. A little later, Bill Hartley rose to 
propose the toast of the evening. 

"Mates, 'eres to the new and, Joe Smiggin, wot 'as 'onoured 
us, unexpected-like, by droppin' in this hospishus evenin' to 
'The Bung and Bumper'. I put it to yer, mates, ain't us goin' 
to 'ave a reg'lar blow-out o' an evenin' [Cries of "Aye, 
Aye"] An ' I'll pound it as 'twill be all 'long o' 'is been' a 
right jolly good feller. Look at 'im, mates, don't that epitaph, 
'n a manner o' sayin', suit 'iin all down to the ground ? So, 
ere s to— 

The door opened suddenly and through it a round cheery 
figure, which was at once recognised as that of Mr, Mark 
Pringle, the proprietor of the bar, rushed plug in. Bill Hartley's 
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eyes flashed with the satisfaction that things were happening 
according to schedule, and he finished off inconsequently with, 
" 'Ullo Mr. Pringle, join in. Very glad to 'ave yer to be sure.' 

The worthy addressed stared about him. "Sam Nutter 
here ?" he inquired. "His missis is took bad of a sudden and a 
lad from his neighbour's has just put in to see if he was here." 

Before the speaker had reached the full-stop, Sam, muttering 
" 'Ell an' 'error", was half-way towards the door. When 
he had vanished, a respectfull silence momentarily fell on the 
party, only to be broken by Bill Hartley's unexpected "An' 
'ous yer missus, Mr. Pringle ?' 

Once Hartley had opened his lips, he was loath to close 
them soon. Without waiting for a reply he went on. "Mates, 
let's drink to Mrs. Pringte. May she al'ays rule in 'ealth, 
wealth an' posterity—beggin' Mr. P's pardon—at "The Bung 
and Bumper ". 

Joseph Smiggin, who occupied the seat next the speaker's, 
began thinking that things were getting just the least little bit 
mixed. His health had been proposed and not yet drunk, and 
here was a second one going to be carried with evident 
enthusiasm. A certain uneasiness seized him and he barely 
tried to conceal the fact that Mark Pringle's entry and Sam's 
hurried exit and desertion of him were unpalatable to him. 
But the others were too much preoccupied with carrying out 
Bill Hartley's motion to notice the ill-concealed discomfort 
which Smiggin was feeling in their midst. 

When the voices of the crowd touched normal once more, 
a strange hybrid voice—wrhose owner might quite justifiably, 
be placed in either sex—was heard above the hubbub of the 
place almost shouting "Pringle ! Mark ! Mark ! where are 
you ?" The voice on the other side of the door became louder 
and louder until its user appeared in the half-open doorway 
and looked in. The dim light of the chamber revealed a 
young female form, dowdily clad but possessed of rather 
striking black hair and eyes. 
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"O, Mark, I've been lookin' for you all o'er", the woman 
said, as her eyes fell on the object of her search who stood 
full within her view, "There's a 'orrid lookin' body waitin' out 
there as wants somethink o'er the counter wi'yer." 

It was a none too pleasant or fefaiinine voice that had 
spoken so far, but it became far less feminine and distinctly 
unpleasant at the very next words. 

** 'Ullo, who've we got there", she asked as Pringle moved 
out of her line of vision and bared the entire party to her 
view. She stepped into the room, with her big dark eyes 
fixed on the uneasy face of Smiggin. 

Jim Stubbs took this opportunity of whispering into Harry 
Daw's ear, "Look at im, ain t 'e Beauty starin' at the Beast ?" 

The next instant the young w^oman seemed to become 
hysterical. " Old me, Pringle, why it's Smiggin, Joe Smiggin, 
'im wot I 'eard ad died an' gone to ell, the sulkin' ole 
"og ! An' me—why I'm a bigamist now or wot's-its-name!' 
She looked round appaalingly and went on to explain. "Yus, 
this ere's my 'usband that was". She pointed to Smiggin. "But 
I don't care. Joe Smiggin, you didn't ought to live an'— 
1 don't care. I left 'im an' I'm not goin', back, Mark. Jest 
look at the brute, Mark. So awful crool 'e was, I just swished 
orf, and e r e — ' 

" ^Ere, whoe'er yer be, you've got 'old o' the wrong pig". 
interrupted Smiggin cooly. "There's some bloomin' mistake ; 
'er's on the wrong track", he added, addressing his mates. 
"Me ain't got no missus an' she neW cut neither." 

The mates goggled at him in mute scorn. 
"That 's a ruddy lie, it is," Ned Jepson broke out, forgetting 

his none-too-well acted part. But he seemed to perceive the 
blunder for he stammered, '*I mean,—er—it ain't true. I'm 
Mrs. Smiggin that was, tho' I sez it as shouldn't, me now 
bein' Mrs. Pringle." 

Cries of "Liar", "Coward" and the like burst from the 
company. Smiggin, without venturing to respond, resigned 
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himself to these outbursts and pensively mopped his face at 
short intervals. Ned Jepson, in the meantime, was occupied 
in mentally hurHng bouquets at himself, and in alternately 
winking at his comrades from under his bonnet and provo-
catingly s-obbing, "Yus, ' t is me w o l ' e treated so awfal crool— 
me wot was once Mrs. Smiggin". 

But, Ned was rudely pulled up in the midst of his third 
wink. Simultaneously, the oath" and insults froze on the 
lips of those at the table. For Joseph Smiggin had suddenly 
burst out into a roar of laughter. 

Open-mouthed, his recent assailants looked at each other, as 
if to silently inquire if the man had not suddenly become 
mad ; he laughed so. Mark Pringle's astonished face became as 
blank as the back of a spade, and, as for Bill Hartley, one could 
have knocked down his fourteen stone of solid muscle with a 
bare feather, 

"Ha, ha, ha," Joe Smiggin guffawed and soliloquised in 
turns. "Deary me, deary me, ain't it rich ? Ha, ha, who'd a 
thought o' it ? Ha, ha ! So Sam made a bloomer, did 'e ? 
Or rather me, blow is baby-prattle !" And Smiggin laughed 
more heartily than ever. 

" 'Ere, go it easy, Juggin'', said the scandalised Hartley 
at last. "This don't seem no laughin' matter." 

"Ain't it jest ?" the other replied. "Why, you ain't cle'er 
enough. Don't yer see, Mrs. Smiggin is dead, pore thing, these 
ten years, an' that slip o' a thing ain't 'er anyway, res'rrecled 
or 'live for all it's lettin' on to be." He scrutinised Ned 
Jepson for a second and finished, "No ; an' you an' Dora ain't 
much o a muchness, neither. " 

"Sam Nutter, yer done for," Ned Jepson flew up, jerking off 
his bonnet and wig. " 'E's let the whole blinkin' bunch o' us 
down, an' I'll get e'en wiv im yet." And he made for the doer. 

"You don't", shouted Smiggin, rushing in between him 
and the door. " 'E ain't ter blame. I'll tell yer' 'ow it all 
fell out, the' you're a crowd of dirty little dawgs." He looked 

9 
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defiantly at the crest-fallen Hartley and Jepson and proceeded. 
"Well, Sam he arsks me 'bout a picture at 'ome, 'That Mithith 
Thmiggin' ? I takes it that was his way o' sayin' 'Miss 
Smiggin', an' says "Yus" an' lets im into my story". 

He switched off abruptly. T h e company vainly waited 
for him to resume. He only sipped his beer unconceredly. 

" 'E al'ays was a stupid, stutterin" mud-'eaded, mucker, was 
Sam" exploded Ned once more, conscious that in his 
ridiculous attire he looked more sold than the others. 

"An' 'ow 'bout you, wi' yer 'foozlin' idears' yer' blinkin' 
she-man ?" returned the disgruntled Staines pointing to the 
ludicrous figure of Jepson. 

Matters would undoubtedly have gone further if the real Mrs. 
Pringle had not, at that moment directed attention on herself by 
entering the room, evidently to recall her man to a sense of duty, 
running instead into the arms of Smiggin and beginning to sob. 

"Dora, darlin'—at last" cried Smiggin with a catch in his 
voice. 

"Oh, so wicked of me" she gasped. "And you—you 
here in these parts I You^II forgive your Dora, won't you, 
lonely, little Pa ?" 

IV 

Jt was a couple of hours later that a laughing, chatting 
group of men tumbled out of "The Bung and Bumper" If 
it was rather a groggy exit most of the men made, that was 
simply because much beer had flowed under their palates in 
honour of "the jolly ole sport Smiggin", and his daughter -
"Mithith Thmiggin", as Sam who had returned in due course 

from his fool's errand pointedly designated her—and "the 
stupid, stutterin' Sam", and '^the blinkin' she-man, Ned", and 
"the boss o' the Bung and Bumper". And so it curiously 
fell out that, while with their heavy and unsteady gait they 
called to mind the jilted lover in the play, with their light-
heartedness and loftiness of spirits, they actually came much 
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nearer to the lucky devil who treads on air, arms around the 
heroine and all that, just before the drop. 

The dense fog of the Easi: End soon swallowed the retreat­
ing forms of the roisterers. 

"Mark, the room all right ?"' asked Dora. "Come along. 
Pa , - this way' she said as she took the guest for the night 
filially by the hand. 

D 

THE DRAMA OF TO-DAY. 

(NiRANJANMOIJAN 15AKDIIAN—(5//^ Year.) 

drama shows a dangerous tendency to widen the 
much spoken of breach between literature and the stage. 

This breach is threatened by two things viz., a too much in­
sistence on stagecraft and an over-absorption in problems which 
are momentary rather than permanent. It is a common literary 
truth that when a dramatist has his eyes too much upon the 
theatre in course of writing a play, he becomes more or less 
blind to that quality which alone can recommend his work 
to posterity, viz., a touch on some permanent chord of human 
life and thought—the very quality which has made an Othello 
or a Hamlet a permanent acquisi'ion to literature. Most of the 
plays of Oscar Wilde and Bernard shaw, and some of I'csen too 
seem to imbibe much of their interest from matters of the 
moment, and it is quite hkely though it is hard to imagine such 
a possibility at present, being as we are ourselves too much 
interested in these problems, it,,is quite likely that they may 
lose much ot their interest when in some future time the pro­
blems they deal with will cease to be problems. To take up 
an instance, Bernard Shaw seems to have his whole energy 
devoted to the task of demolishing the edifice of present-day 
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morality which, he supposes, has grown into a conventional 
system. He is always giving unpleasant shocks to our ideas 
of virtue, love, cosistency, duty 8cc, and shaking the very 
foundation of our moral system just to open our eyes to things 
which were so long considered too sacred for close scrutiny 
(e. g. Candida or Mrs. Warren's profession). Then there are 
such things as the housing problem of London, the English 
divorce system, the Ibsenite woman &c which loom large in 
many of his plays (e. g. The Widower 's House, The Philan­
derer) and give a keen edge to his writings. Such problems 
certainly do not much contribute to the literary value of a play. 
At any rate, it is difficult at present to make a definite estimate to 
this type of modern plays because the stirring problems they 
raise make it impossible for a modern reader to stand in a 
position of detachment which is necessary for such a task. 
It would be safer to turn to those plays, chiefly tragedies, 
which do indeed stike some permanent chords of human 
life, something which give them a perennial interest indepen­
dent of present-day society. This quality may be affirmed 
generally of the plays of Maeterlinck, and partially of many other 
modern dramatists such as Ibsen, Hauptman. Bjornson, 
Strindbarg, Yeats, and of Oscar Wilde too in his Salome. 

The two dominant characteristics of this type of modern 
plays, which are a tense psychology and symbolism, have reached 
a high perfection in the writings of Maeterlinck. There is 
little action. The persons speak no more than a few sentences 
at a stretch, and they are mostly hints, and touches, and half-
frozen whispers. The feelings and emotions that grow 
throughout, rise out of* silence rather than of eloquence and 
are felt as active presences. The tension of mere situation is so 
great that the barking of a dog—like the knocking at the gate 
in the central scene of Macbeth—becomes more than the nerves 
can bear. The treatment stands on the principle that the 
highest tragic effect may result from mere passiveness. Maeter-
hnck, the Belgian Shakespeare as he is called, carried thif 
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principle to the extent of a new dramatic method. Sometimes 
of course the symboUsm is carried too far, as in The Blue Bird 
and The Betrothal, where the figures seem to be no more 
than articulate phantoms, hollow masks shaped into a sort of 
human likeness and seen like lights in a blur and mists. But 
in a play like "Palleas and Melisande", or "Aglavaine and 
Selysette", or Mary Magdalene", the symbolism is set back 
to its proper plane, and the whole thing is full of human 
beauty, perfectly preserving that extreme psychological tension 
which forms the keynote of Maeterlinck's works. 

Oscar Wilde also in his thirst after intensity in art, has 
carried this potential quality of the drama to a high perfection 
in his Salome. The same intensely psychological atmosphere 
makes itself felt through half-articulate and broken sentences, 
And the intensity is enhaneed by occasional touches symbo­
lism to the general atmosphere. For instance, the moon which 
shines in the sky throughout the play, is translated into different 
moods according to the different tempers of each character. 
The page of Herodious sees in her the likeness of a dead 
woman coming from the tomb to look for dead men. The young 
soldier finds her like a little dancing princess with yellow veil and 
silver feet. Salome likens her to a cold chaste virgin ; and Herod 
finds her red and terrible. 

Ibsen's 'Dolls House' is another masterpiece in modern 
dramatic literature, which is at once symbolistic and psycholo­
gical. In fact, Maeterlinck, Ibsen, and Oscar Wilde are probably 
the only three modern dramatists who have been able to strike 
a perfect balance between psychology and symbolism. There are 
others who have emphasised the one at the expense of the other. 
Yeats and Rabindranath for instance lean towards symbolism 
and perhaps rightly, because "their lyrical temperament could 
not project itself into a keen psychological conflict with success. 
Yeats' "Countess Cathleen," and 'The Land of My Heart's 
Desire,' and Rabindranath's 'Falgooni' ( ^ 1 ^ ) are highly 
symbolical in character and of the nature of a lyrical dram^, 
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Strindberg the Swedish dramatist has on the other hand carried 
psychological tension to an excess. He supposes that every 
human bei ig is made up of several 'personalities,' some of which 
remain far ever potentialities and others grow into prominence. 
With this psychological principle as his basis, he imagines an 
abnormal development of one particular 'personality' at the 
expense of all others, and embodies it in a human figure. His 
dramatis personie therefore instead of being real human beings 
combining diflFerent qualities and tendencies in one character, 
represent one particular aspect of the human nature, developed 
into an abnormal psrsonality. Tekla for instance in 'The 
creditors' embodies the 'pure culture' as a critic has termed it, 
of one such personality. This 'pure culture,' she owes not to 
any inherent faculty of her own, but to her first husband 
Gustav and partly also to her second husband Adolpho, and 
Strindberg evolves an acutely psychological situation out of 
a scene in which her two 'creditors' confront her and call her 
into account. Such a purely psychological play cannot obviously 
extend over any gieat length, and Strindburg's plays are 
generally reduced to a single scene with not more than two or 
three characters. 

Of the rest of modern dramatists such as Hauptman, 
Bjornson, Pinero or Galsvvorthy, almost all of them seem to 
bear too much the impress of their own particular societies, and 
hence their universal quality suffers as much. They are not 
without psychological situations such as Pinero's ' T h e Second 
Mrs. Tanqueray," or Galsworthy's 'The Strife,' but their canvas 
seems to be too narrow to raise them much above the common­
place. Bjornson's plays have an emotional quality which gives 
them a poetical atmosphere, but their appeal, is diffuse rather 
than intense. Of all these latter plays, those of Hauptman seem to 
have the largest breadth of appeal, presenting life in its totality. 
They body forth passions and events which stand in no need of 
the label of any particular society, and a fundamental tenderness 
of broods over them. His 'Drayman Henscel' or 'The Rats' have . 
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nothing of any special social problems, they produce the impres­
sion of having been dipped into the fulness of life in general. 

One remakable point with regard to modern tragedies 
remains to be noted, and that is their destiny element. This 
destiny element is most pronounced in Maeterlinck's plays and 
is present in a slightly modified form in some of Ibsen's. The 
keynote of Maeterlinck's plays from this point of view is a dread 
of the unknown that surrounds us and makes itself dimly felt 
in the primal movements of our life. His 'Blue Bird' and 
'Betrothal' mainly rest upon the mystery of this unknown power. 
To use Maeterlinck's ow^n language, it is the christian idea of 
God blent with that of ancient Fatality, lurking in nature's 
impenetrable twilight, w^here it eagerly watches, contests and 
saddens the projects, the feelings, the thoughts and the happiness 
of man. In 'The Betrothal' there is indeed a touch of ridicule 
attached to the common idea of Destiny, who is presented there 
as gradually shrinking into a small whining baby. But the 
essential idea is presented in a different shape, which may 
best be called 'heredity'. Tyltyl discovers that the moving spring 
that actuates him to action lies not in his individual will, but 
in the impulses that have come to him through a long line of 
ancestors. The significance probably is that individuality 
cannot exist in contradiction to heredity, or rather, it is heredity 
that constitutes one's individuality. The Great Ancestor tells 
Tyltyl—"But I and others are all you ..You are we, we are you ; 
and it is all the same thing". This destiny in the shape of 
heredity is however suppDsed by Maete/linck to have an 
ultimate good in view, and not essentially cruel as Ibsen seems 
to think in his "Ghosts". 

Oscar Wilde gives a beautiful exposition of this modern 
idea of heredity, the last of the f'ates, as he calls it. "While 
in the sphere of practical and external life", says he, "it has 
robbed energy of its freedom and activity of its choice, in the 
subjective sphere, it comes to us with many gifts in its hands, 
gifts of strange temperaments and subtle susceptibilities and wild 
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ardours. And so it is not our own life that we live but the 
lives of the dead, and the soul that dwells in us is no single 
spiritual entity making us personal and individual". The bright 
side of this new kind of destiny has been brought out by him 
with equal power. ' I t can lead us away from surroundings 
whose beauty is dimmed to us by the mist of familiarity. It 
can help us to leave the age in which we are born and to pass 
into othor ages. It can teach us how to escape from our expe­
rience, and to realise the experience of those who were greater 
than we are." 

" T H E E P I T A P H OF GLORY FLED." 

(An Account of the 17th. Annioersar^ of Ward U). 

Hv A MEMBER OF WARD I 

"Up—to thy wonted work ! come, trace 
The epitaph of glory fled" 

TN these words did Shelley in one of his inspired moments 
invoke Memory to write the praise of "the last day of many 

days.'* Even so do I venture in these words to open a memoir 
of some little incident in our hostel-life. But there is this 
difference : Shelley's invocation of Memory was tinged with 
a pessimism about the Present; for, says he, 

" now the Earth has changed it face 
A frown is on the Heaven's brow." 

With me, of course, the *Earth is going as merrily on as 
ever; only, the Past with the Incident which stands out so 
boldly and refreshingly in my memory, had a special signifi­
cance of joy to me. Without beating about the bush, 1 may 
tell my gentle reader that I am all the while speaking about 
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the 17th. Anniversary of Ward II, which was celebrated with 
great eclal in the evening of the 15th. December, 1923. 

At the outset I beg to warn the reader not to take me as an 
"interested party" in the strictest sense of the term—that is, 
as a member of Ward II. Why then, this profanity on my part 
to poke my nose into others, affairs ? Well, I have long been 
wondering that no "authorized version" of the celebration has 
yet come out in black and white. Let this pardonable impati­
ence of mine be my best apology for the sacrilege— if sacrilege 
it ever is, on my part. For, do not they say, "To err is human 
— - " &c ? 

The lively scenes of that evening here and now flash vividly 
upon that "inward eye" of mine, which, as the Poet says, 

"is the bliss of solitude." 
As I am sitting on the chair here in my room, looking 

out of the window into the darkness of the evening, all of a 
sudden comes back before my mind's eye the picture of that 
evening's function in all its radiant hue, and wipes out the 
vei.y darkness itself. I fancy, I see before and around me the 
bright, laughing faces of the young men who graced the 

occasion, of the young men, who were tripping about in 
troops, brimming over with joy. Oh , how fascinating, how 
sacred, is the vision ! 

But the old "sages' misrepresented by youths so often as 
old "fools", will detect in all that I say nothing but outpourings 
of sentimentality. "Why !" they will cry out with a superior 
smile, "young people are always busy in merry-making. It's 
not strange for them to trifle away their times in amusements." 
Next, they will very likely jump to the conclusion that it is 
ridiculous for one to raise one such instance of youthful frivo-
lity to the dignity of a sacred memory. 

Well, whatever they may say, for aught we know, they 
had also their palmy days of youth when such philoso­
phy born of age was unknown to them, and when they 
would not have minded to have clung wilh fondness to 

II 
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the memories of many a joyous day that they passed. 
The best one can hope is that they will not grudge us a 
little happiness that we may derive by lingering over the 
memory of the past. It is not too much to say that the 
memory of that happy function will ever remain alive in a 
warm corner of our hearts and will ever help to enliven the 
darkest and saddest moments of our life. 

Gentle reader, I shall not enlarge upon the details of that 
evening's calebration, item by item. Suffice it to say that the 
members of Ward 11 to their great credit kept up to their high 
traditions of the previous years in arrangements as well as in 
the performances they gave. A nice fashionable tent fitted 
v/ith eletric light was pitched on the open field before the 
hostel-premises Songs formed the most important part of the 
progrmme of the evening. We highly enjoyed the comic skits, 
the violin solo and the few recitations that were given besides 
the songs. A parody * of a well-known Bengali song—purpor­
ting to be the lamentations of a disappointed service-hunrer, 
was highly comical and apt, in view of the craze over services 
that has seized the brains of young Bengal. It was Mr. 
Sauchindra Banerjee, an ex-member of Ward II, who honour­
ed us with this song. 

By the way, not a few of the performers were ex-members 
of Ward II—prominent among them being the fore-named 
gentleman and Mr. A. Mullick, son of ex-professor D. N. 
MuUick, of mathematical fame. Mr. A. Mullick delighted the 
audience with his sweet voice as he sang the well-known song 
beginning with " ^ ^ 'sjl^t^, W^^ '^UU—"&c. 

Of the visitors, not a few were ex-members of ward H. 
In fact, the Anniversary served as a linking bridge between the 
Past and the Present of our liostel-life. The history for many 
years past of the hostel is associated with their sacred memory. 
With beaming faces, they accosted their old, familiar, still-in-

T h e parody runs thus : " ^ ^ ^ f f l ^ 5 CSfSfffil 5?fttS Ftfft? ^ ^ iXĤ ffs" &c. 



The Epitaph 6i Gloiy Fled 275 

office Darwan, whose eyes sparkled with joy at the revival of 
happy memories of many little incidents that passed between 
him and them. It was pur good fortune that evening to enjoy 
their company and througli them, to have a glimpse into the 
past life of the hostel. 

Our popular principal Mr. Wordsworth graced the occasion 
witn his presence. There were a few distinguished visitors. 
To crown all, the chair was taken by Sir Asutosh, The 
surname by which he is know all over India, felicitous if not 
much dignified,—the surname of the "Royal Bengal Tiger" 
exactly suits him in public life, where his austere majesty shines 
forth, eclipsing all the minor luminaries of Bengal. But this 
tiger of tigers is docile as a fawn, when he is among his favo­
urites, the students. For, if he is anything, he is a student 
and a child at heart. Naturally, that evening, he was quite 
at home among us. With a light spirit and in a cheerful 
manner all his own, he chatted away among us on the matter 
of our small joys and sorrows, with the usual smile always 
playing on his lips. At the end of the ceremony, when he was 
offered sandeshes (sweeSts), he would not be satisfied with the 
small quantity offered, and uncerimoniously asked for more. 
Of course, he did not take the sweets then and there, as he 
had not yet said his evening prayers {"Sandhya-Ahnik" *), but 
took them away in his motor-car. In this way. Sir Asutosh 
made us feel that he was one of us, and in this way he gave 
us an occasion for a pleasant surprise. 

An account of the 17 th. Anniversary of Ward II would not 
be complete without a parting reference to the parting words 
of advice that Sir Asutosh gave us. His presidential address 
was anything but similar to the grave pronouncements of an 
ex-Justice of the High-Court or of an ex-Vice-Chancellor of the 
premier University of India, every word from whose lips in the 
Senate House is awaited with rapt attention by the learned 

7rN5T-'sftf^^ 



276 T h e Epitaph of Glory Fled 

Senators. In his address, hs chatted away with us in Bengali. 
And instead of the stereotyped and elegantly worded address 
with which one is familiar in formal ceremonies as the present, 
he gave us a plain bit of his own mind with regard to our little 
follies which caught his notice at the moment. Well, the 
invitation-cards for the ceremony had been issued in Bengali. 
But he came to our gathering to be surprised with a Programme 
written in English, and with .a formal request to address us in 
English. Little did we suspect how mortified this life-long 
votary of the Mother-tongue would be at this glaring inconsis­
tency on our part. H e sharply took us to task for our apparent 
apathy to our own vernacular. With a pitiable glance in his 
eyes he said, as his voice grew animated, "Not one of the twelve 
boys now reading Vernacular for their M. A., would have done 
so without the offer of stipends made to them." 

The second chord that Sir Asutosh struck in his address, 
touched us nearer home. He referred to the lack of unity we 
evinced in setting up a separate Anniversary for each separate 
Ward. "Well, well," he said with a parting smile, "if you can 
invite me to a ceremony of the whole hostel united together, 
I'll join your company and partake of your Sandeshes every 
year." 

It' now remains for the hostel-students to lay this advice to 
heart and to set up their minds on the matter before an occasion 
for the next: Anniversary overtakes them all too soon. 



Late Prof. J. C. Nag 
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cft^ ĉiT ^c? c i i^ ^^? f^^M, f^i:^?t^ c i # ^ i ^ f ^ m I lii^ 

^t^tt'^'? ^tu® >î 4'=i ^^M, c^ f^tti:^? etfs^itvf f ^ ^ ^?t5W«t? 
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sTti) ^f^ ^ t ^ f̂%5^ 5i:^ ^n ^t^^l '«t?:'« ^t^fi fvf̂ , f%^ ^^^ ^r? 

?^^^t% c'̂ ĉ 'f ^ t i ^ ^ ^t^^ i ^t^l f ^ t ^ 1 ! ^z^<[ ^ti:% ^t f l ^ c ^ ^ 

e 



fjfc^ >2r̂ T̂̂  ^ts[c^^^ c^ ^i>r^^ ^ m 4^1:^ c^^ fsfĉ  1 vftf\-

^t^ I <S\^ (i|^, 'St^^ ^t^C^ *ft^^1 ^ t l f% V(1 I 

^tf^ ^t^t1%^ ^tc^t^T f^^iitli:^ ^tf^^ csf̂ ^^ (yi-^v^ c^h ?̂:?fw 1 

(Pit '^t^^t^t^ '^ttt fs?^^ I "^t^zn ̂ un km 5^ ^^^^ m^ 

f%^ ^ i : ^ ̂ 1 ĉ ĉ T ^tlc?' ^t?:^ ct?:^ ^t^it^1 ?t^^^l ^TI f% ? 

^ ^ t l ^ ^ ^t^^c^? f%^̂  f̂ ?:if, ĉ  't^tti ^ îff!̂  fvr(:̂ f%5T 1 isfofsj 

^t^^ (f^^^t«f ^"5) c"̂  c^t^^ 1%^ f i ^ ^1 •̂ t?:̂  ^?:? ^c^ *̂5f%^ 

ĉ  f ^ f ^ ^c^ ^ t i c^t^^ f^ i^1 Ti^ ^1, ^ t i ^ , ^ t ^ •^t^ c^t^ ^ 

fl^'^ic^? ^^1 ^ t^ ^*^^ f^^^ ''f^t^l f^m I >f*^i:^i ^^^ 

? '̂®T? 5frs(j '51-r^^t^'^ ^(:^^ «fi% ĉ  ^^^1 ^(:M? If^^ 5tt̂ Ĵ »1 
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^^^ ^ l i i^ l j\-w^ ̂ c^ ^"n^ *f\5l%eT ^ ^ ^;:fH^^nsi tt^^tl? fe^ i 

^^t^^ ^f^ti^w ^t«(^^^ (2j1%jt<» I yr^fRiisr^ wz^ii ^W ^ f -

'«ff ^5Tt? fsfrf^ y f » ^ f ??:?rf|5T I cil f^rfSf c^T^ fsf^TlT ^ t ^ f%#W ?f^1 

^C«7J^^—a m a n a n d a w o m a n m i n g l e d i n t o a n angel I ^^Z^ tK<P 

^ i : ^ c^ j f t f t , ^ t c ^ ^ f ^ ^ f ; ^ ^ i : ^ ? ! ^ ^ i T < p ^«T '©T îisT FSTi:̂  ^11 

* .fit Tf»!t!:f CTR-H ( ^*i;"f C¥a^?ltfr ) Y. M. C. A. , Overtoun Hall Jl atCfS ^ I . ^ 

«!C»lt¥ FcStlt̂ Pta 3t'*tT3 " i t f f ra i f ^ f s " f^c?r T's^^i n"^;:^ ^cs^tf ^?t( ĉ̂ t̂ f TI' ^ci^rcW i 

t̂̂ fĴ tST C'lC Î OT 4^?^5[ ^t i t JT°v'̂ »f i%?f̂ % I ^ t t ^ttc^ Jflftt^ W t̂C ît «t5 fW 5rW? f̂ 

¥fc? .HOT 'sii^ 3ftJfo« CB̂ I c^tctl ai I <fit fif^rs ¥5r Tfi^m^^ ̂ tt?^^t^w« cf̂ t ft»i:^ I 
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^t^w^ #l̂ 5T ^-tv^ ^?:ri w.^ "^in ̂ a mf[-^ ^wm^ c>i^^^^ ^^^ 
CNstê l ^f5^5 I ^t?!^ lijSf^ R ^ 1 Cff̂ G Î ^ i % ^ ^t^C^^ ^tC^ ĈT 

f?«ff^% ^^^ '^tc^ I ^tsf^i ^t®f ^ t^ ^n? lii^iT ^j^^t^ ^ f i ^ ^tc^ 

^5t 7^•s^ ^^z^ 'Sftsf^l ^ t ^ « ^UV^ t t f B i ^1 ^?t5 ^tW ^ ^ f?^ C t̂C5Tl 

WJf I t i t^ f5f5! î:5T a?: f IT— 

No one can safely pronounce that if women's nature were 

left to choose its direction as freely as men's, and if no artificial 

tint was attempted to be given to it exceprf: that required by the 

conditions of human society and given to both sexes alike there 

would not be any material differences or perhaps any difference 

at all in the character and capacities which would unfold 

themselves. 

T^lt^ ^nssC^ ci^^zw I fk^^ ^ n c?«fl c^L^ ^«j^Ti ^ ^ ^ t^^ 

c^W\^ "^1 ?C5T ^ ^'fi >[^i^t ^ ^ t ^ ^ i : ^ ^ ĉ  ^it=^j *ftl%? ^ t i« t 

^t^<it^ ^^^^ i :^ i fjTi:̂ ?:«f? fif^^ dc^f c?^ ? c2f<?t̂ l 'ftifi:^ c^i^ 

12 
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n^'iz^ ^ i : ^ <iî  cwt^^^t^ c^ # f^^^? >ft'5iJ «tFti ^Bf ^n f[j i^^ 

^tf^ ?̂:̂ fw ^^*fj, ĉ , f̂̂ tftf:"* '-sf?:̂ !̂ ^ >r̂  ^ ^ t ^ ^̂ ^̂ 1 ^^l^^i 

( environments )<\ mnj 5^tl%^ *1t1%^ ^ ^ ^ *tt<:^^, f^=^«(r^^ T?̂  

^•^^ =^5t̂ ^?:̂  ^^'^-'ct ^t^^^ ^z4 f^-Hz^-^, ^ ^ t^ t i fttt^ I 

cw '̂sl T t ^ ^^^, ^ ^ ^ #t^wl '^U^ vTir 'ti'ft^cjf^' ^ f̂̂  

^t? 'If l^^ C?̂  I ^1 ^Z^ Pharisee C?̂  ̂ ^ f̂% ifl ^ ^ ^̂ ÎSC ÎI 

"^^?t° ĉ (:?f̂ ff? #t^w? 1%\»̂  c^ ĵ[ f??:?i 'sfT̂ l̂ <̂ ^̂ 1 ?\5?¥OT 
#w< i*ff%ilx» ^c^ Fft cTft ^tw<^t(:^ >r̂ 5T ^r^ 'f^c^ ĉ ^̂  



^lft>[^'SJl I 287 

Tl^e India that for three thousand years if not more, had 

been creating abundantly with an inexhaustible manysided-

ness republics, knigdoms and empires, philosophies, sciences 

and religions ; communities, societies and religious orders, laws 

codes and rituals, has yet her contribution to make to the 

world's civilisation.—The Amrita Bazar Tatrika, 28-7-22. 

-SfC^J^ ^t^C^^ lij^ ̂ s{t^f% ^Z^ ^Z"^ ?t«{1 ^f^^s I ^ t ? ^^^1 ^«t1 I 

r^^^fr.'^^ ^ t f f < ^ t f t ^ ^ t f ^ ^ >2t^5ll ^1 Social effort-9? C ^ ^ I 

C^S I ^ t^ t^ f f? ^ t f f * f ^tf t^fC^^ ^ ^ ? >2ff%lt\9 I ^t^t i :<f l ^f^ matriar­

chal, '^T^, f%t*ff% ^Z^ ^ ^ ^ t r ^ ^ ^^1 ^t% f%f^ i l t f t I I t f^^^ '^T? 

^ ^ c^ ^ t ^ i i ^ ^ c^U fw^ ĉ T-̂  ^ 1 : ^w 1 'sit^^^ - î̂ wt̂ ?" '̂ c^ ̂ ^^1 

%t°T l ^^f^ C^Z^'^ <P^̂  ^^^ I l l ^ t ^ ^1 ̂ tC^f^^t? ^d"^^ ^ t ^ < 

^•f^?! t̂«(̂ 1? ^ W ^ C^'^^ 3T5ft(:W^ 4 ^ "^^^1 ' ^ ^ I ' ^ l '^Z'^^ ^ I 
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^t?f iil^^l ^«I1 ^5=j^ &tt I ^^?«^ C^Tt̂  ^t^^5( ^t^1 ^C Ĵf Jftft 

^ l%^*ri , ^ 1 ^ ^ ^t^?:^ it^^s^ 3=f5[̂  sTSftiiw ^1^ 1 c^^^ " îti:̂  i ^\ 

î:«T ^ t f i i 5{t5t? I '#t(:'f^t ^*f5ft^i ?((% ̂ <^ < f̂?[̂ w^ ^ R ^ ^ *ftl? 

^ftff^f^i ^ ^ ^ ^ '^tz^i ' ^ t ^ l ^ t i : ^ l ! 

'̂ C'̂ f ŜC«f ^ ^ ^^? ^ ^ f t ^ '̂ tCSTl I 

^tc^d 'ntf^ '5ttwi ^f^, 



^^-"^tf ^ ^(%-?^^J I 

f ^ ^ t w •=ifft^<^ ^5t ^=iW^5i f% 4^^ ^^t«f f^ '^ti:^ ^ 1 ^ ^ ^t^t 

^ ^ '̂ f̂® ^K^ ; :^^•^ \5t^1 Cft^ '^Z^ ^kUs C*tZ^ ^^^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

citf^^ < î?fti:<, *tf%«f® ^T( I c^t^ ^t'ft^ "̂ î t̂ ;? *ii^ ̂ ^ t 5 ^ 1 ^ ^ 

^ 1 , vs'^^ "^t^t^ ^ ^ ^°s*rc^ ^ t ^ ^ 1 ^«t ( molecule ) ^f^ I i i l t 

^•^^ c^ ^ w ^ ^ ^ ^«ti ^^n ^^^ '«t^i 'Sft^ >rt«fti'=i ^ t : ^ ^11 ^m 
^ 1 , ^ ^ t r ^ ^t ' f f̂%?:'« ^^i^ ^ff\9 '^?t«fi:^ - ^ W ^ ^ i^f^i i t^ ^ # f 

R̂ NQi ̂ (̂:«T \st^i 9f?5ft'̂ ^^ ( a t o m ) ' i f ^ i ^ ^11, *ti5(t^ <ii^ «rt1%^^ 

'T'lT^i:'̂  5f|^^ 1 "̂5(?5f ^ % ^ 'ilWtC<^ 't^^ ^ t w ^ ^1%lt^ Ĉ TTĈ l 

^ ^ 1 5̂ ?̂ 1 (2fc«j^ *f^^t'^ 'sft^t? ^ ^ ^ ^ 1 % '5f|%*f^'ft'^? ( Elec­

tron ) ' i f f l ^ ^ ^ ' s I ^ ^ «l^t'5^^1% ^t% ^f% ^ ^ <t(«l̂ f̂ ^ 
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( Negative Electricity ) -^ ^«I1 ^^ ^t?r f%f t ^ 1 ^ I ^\s^^1 «f5r, 

^f^«^i:¥ ( Positive electricity ) C^^ ^f%^1 ^ t ^ ^ t f^^ t^ f - i l ^ ^f^ 

Xst%'̂ -f?ffif| ^j%<t?5ft«l ^ ff^ll^SS C^^f^vS «fi?\»f̂ ^ I '^•^^ «t#I^ 

^tf^^ ĉ rrf̂ T̂  ^^t< 5^c^ ^^ t^ , f%^ ^ 1 % ^ ^W1 ̂ 5̂ 1 5^^t(:i 

'src^l^ ^ ^ t ? Ĉ2T̂  Ĉ  ^ t '^f^'^-^^ ^^ - 'S l t ^K (Ether) ^ t ^ ^ 

i^t f%^*t̂  ^ ^ ^ t ^ ^°^5{ ^^tl l—^1 Ĉ JT ^?(i«t ^^=^1 ̂ ¥ f t^^^S 

^^1 c^t^ *tf%5̂  ̂ t ^ . , xff%5 c^^ri ^ ^ i : ^ ^tf%^ ? ^^1 ^t^^^ ^tc^ 

*ff¥^ ^5^1;—Hf%5^ ^NSJ^ ^t«r i ^f^m wf:«? >R^ ^jt*ft? ^ ° ^ ^ 
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ĉ  ^^^t^ ^tiT?:^ 'sit̂ ^ri ^f%^t^ sf̂ «, 5?!̂  - ^ i i ^ t i i ^ ^«t^1 m^ 

'^ ^t?tll^ '^^f^, ^ f ^ (il^^ '3?5i:̂ :g^ Jll^f^^ llt^ I f ^ ^ l ^K^ l 

'St^tf^^ c^t^ c¥t^ '?̂ 5̂  ^ f f%i:¥ (^?ti, ^ t f ^ ^ i ^ t i ) -iiTN c ^ ^ 

c^t^ ĉ̂ T ^^^ : ^ (t(?ti, f^^^i t^ i) <^^u ^ 1 ^ cw^n 5^ t̂cw ^^° 

5̂̂ 1 ^ l : i t ^ ĉ  <2t̂ 1% ̂ 1 "51̂ ^̂  ^t;:^ >i^^ ^^v^ ^^vff% ^^^ t i i i 

^ ^ i : ^ w^ii^i ^ '̂5lf%, lii^l?:^^ ^ ^ ^ 1 ^ ^mu ^-^^ w<^*rt3 ^^^ ^^ i l 

a-^ ^tf^^ i:«r% i 



(b-ivi*^) I m "^m ^tR =r#t" ^f%ii .^^ ^^ ^jt^jl ^f^j^^^ I 

C t̂̂  5^ ^ ^f\^ ^Z^ ^^ ^1 ^^5f̂ f̂  ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^̂ _̂ ^ ^^^ ^^^^ 

Xm m cri ^ ^z^^ ^^m^ ^ f,,^^ f^^^^^ ^^^ , Cunningham 

^ m i ^c^ ̂  >r̂ ĉ  f^«5i f^^^ ^tl-ci i ĉ f̂el ^5^^5,1^, ^ 

^ ^ ^ ¥ t t ^^R^ ^f5r^ I f^j:^ ^1^^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^Ic^ j f -

" ^^? C5f ^ C ^ ^ ^ C ^ T f ^ ^ f ^ ^ ^ f ^ ^ ^ | ^ « ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ j ^ I 

^̂ ^ ^ft^r^^ ^c^ ^^c^tf^R^l ^^t ^i^t,^^ ^^,^^1 ^^^P,^, 

r ^ r̂«^c^ ^^^^1 ^^^tc^ ^^f^^^^ f ? ^ _ ^ ^ ^ ^t^ ^̂  5i^i 

^ - ^ . I.t. % f̂̂ ,, ^^^, ,̂ ^̂ ^ ^^^ ^̂ ^̂ ^ ^̂ ^ ^̂  
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cwRi^ ^ t ^ i l • t̂̂  "i^^t^^? m ?̂ nt^^M? ^^u^K^^;" (s I 8 u ) I 

lilt >r^^ ^JT-^T^ cffr̂ ?(i '°n'^t c r̂̂  "̂̂  ĉ  ^ t ^ f ^ c ^ i ^ ^i i ^ r̂,\s 

^t^ I ^^ l^t^^ft, ^:^^t^1 •« f^^s^l f^-f T̂ f̂ -H'i ^tf^ral 'Si^rn 

c^-^t ii ^^ 'St?̂  ^11^ ^ t l ; I ^f%^t?:^^ ^i: '^ ^ ^ \ ^ t c^t^i R(:»f̂  ̂ "̂̂ ^ 

^m^l 9(tt if^ft j r f t i ^tsi I ^̂ ?r°N "3T^t%^" ^^ t ^^ ^ t ^ n ^ ̂ t%vs 

13 
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^f>i#tl^^1 ^w^ I ^ I f^^s^tf^^l ^^\«f1 ( 5^«t^1 ?) I =) I 

^t?:^ 1̂ 1̂ ? ^f^^ f^f*riti:^ i ^ t ^ •sif^z'^ ^ t ^ f e ^^c^ ^ 'Stti 

3T^c^ ^^?:^? '^tz^-e >rf̂ «i ĉ  c *̂r ^^^^t? ^^fk^ ?jt^1 (?̂ ^ 

! ̂ w % >r̂ 5M^ t̂5T3£r̂  ^c^t^^ * t ^ t^ "^^?:??rt(:sTtR" ^U^-

1%^^ ^sft¥ ?ft?:̂ , «c? -4 ̂ ^iw c^T^t f^?\»l ?rTt I 

^^f^^ 1̂ (T'lt^tf^^ ^t5tf%f t i % ^ ^ t̂?:w c^ ^sfj^^t ^cMi 

^W^ ^tvs ^^1 ^v5t^ ^fexs ^tH^Jf I 

^ t ? ^ ^ ^ t^^ l Cfff^Z^ <1tt 4^ Sir M. Aurel Stein BKandarkar 

Commemoration Volume ^ "On some river names in the Rig-

"—Professor Roth, who was the first to discuss the passage 



critically in his epochmaking treatise Zur Geschichle uni Liler-
eratur des Weda ( 1846) pp. 136 Sqq., was justified in looking for 
the three rivers Parusni, Marudvridha and Asikni, which figure 
in the list between them ( the first four ) and the Vitasta, 
Guided by this sure indication he succeeded in correctly 
identifying the Asikni with the Chenab or Chandrabhaga, whose 
classical name Akesines is undoubtedly derived from the 
Vedic by a kind of "popular etymology" attested in a gloss of 

Hesychios 

No Such definite evidence is available regarding the Parusni, 

in which Roth following Yaska's Nirukta, ix, 26, was prepared 

to recognise the Irawati 

As regards Marudvridha, which figures in the list between 
the Asikni: Akesines and the Vitasta: Hydaspes, and is nowhere 
else mentioned in the Vedic Literature, Roth had to content 
himself with the conjectural suggestion that by it rnay be meant 
the united course of the Akesines and the Hydaspes." ( B. C. 
Volume pp. 21 -22 ). 

^1U I Stein ^ t l^^ ^t?t^ St^l^ Si^ ^5!tt^ ^f%?lti:f if— 

"If we pay attention to the position" occupied by the name 
Marudvridha in the list, and bear in mind the fact that the 
narrow Doab between the Chenab and Jehlam leaves no room 
for any stream to descend independently to the Indus, it is 
obvious that we have to look for Marudvridha either among the 
western main tributaries of the Chenab or else among those, 
which join the Jehlam from the last. Now, among all the 
?i{fluents in question there is none comparable in impoxtEince 
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and volume to the glac'.erfed river which joins the right-
bank of the Chenab or Chandrabhaga, as it is still known in the 
mountains, in the alpine territory of Kishtwar, and which in the 
Survey of India maps is shown as the "Maroowardhan River." 
(B. C. Volume pp. 22-23). 

^ t ^ *f? Stein 3Fft(:̂ ^ " ^ ^ ^ # ^ " ^ t ^ ^tZ'S ?f^f ?f1 ^U f%f(:n 

Philology"^ ^«f1 ^ ^ C ^ f^\9t^ ^(:»rt^JT ^ f^^f%^^? 5 |̂(:NS 9\-\i^ 

^ ^ i t ^ ^t^=^I ̂ ^ f% l^ l ^ [%g1 « t ^ ^ ^ 1 Stein JitC^C^^ ^f%?|^« 

"The last of them is Susoma found likewise in a few other 
Rigveda passages, and for this Vivien de Saint Martin long ago 
indicated what appears to me correct identification. He took it 
to be the presant Sohan River (also spelt Suwan), which flows 
from the outer Hazara hills through the Rawalpindi District 
and reaches the Indus north of the Salt range" (B. C. 
Volume pp. 26). 

^*{^ ^ t ^ f̂̂ ST C^^^ ^T®1^?11 I ^C^!^1 ^1 C^HU ^tftJ? '^^'^^ 

r^^*\l ^ ^^v^ *tf%^5| ̂ fŝ :"?; ̂ f^c^ irff^fsT? ^t^ f^i'f^^f ^ i i ^ l -

Tf^^ ^^r« '̂ tc? I f%^ f%^^i -€ c3Tt?t?:̂ ? sr̂ ĵ c r̂ k^^c^t^J ĉ t̂ ? 
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^Cff̂  ^tC^ ^tf^l 5l^t^ ^ ^ ^ t ft^^1 Ĉ *f ̂ ^^ ^^ ̂ ? ^ ^ f t ^ 

^^^f&l ilt^ '^5^ta' I ^^tW? (T^t^t^^t ^€t#tTI1 ^^^1 ^"^^ I 

Stein ^ti:^^ ^f^l'Sl^'^— 
"—One is Kishanganga the Krisna of-the Rajtarangini 

which drains the high snowy ranges north of Kashmir and at 
the confluence, near Muzaffarabad, rivals the Vitasta in volume. 
The other is the Kunhar River, Alberuni's Kusnari, which 
gathers the mountain streams of the big Kaghan Valley in the 
north and joins the Vitasta some five miles below Muzaffarabad. 
Both Kishanganga and Kunhar would be important enough to 
figure in our Vedic "Catalogue of Rivers" ; but 1 am quite 
unable to trace in the case of either, any designation ancient or 
modern that might be connected with the name Arjikiya (B. C. 
Volume (pp. 26-27). 

CTT5r1^JR?ftC^? ^\^^ZS f^^^t? ^r^^ ftft^ ^ l l ^ Ĉ 1̂ ^l^l^'Q 

^5t i '^t^ -m^^ f^a f^U t̂?:̂  c^t^ ^ftc^ f5ff*fr'« cff l̂ ^ t i ^11 

^k^ fsrf^^ ^m^ c^f^iz^s -nt̂ Td ^tn I 1%ft̂ °̂o -̂ ffŵ  1̂ c^•\•^ 

^ft f^^^t^ ^r?^ ^ ' i t i ^ f^ f t^ 5^^1 5tt?:̂  \st^l ̂ tc^^ ̂ t?t?:^ 

f îf^Tii stt?:̂  ^t5l ^t?:^! ^t^t^^ hf^^l i :^^ ^©*f#t?rl ^^n ̂ ^ f? i 

^f t f t^ ^^c^ 'ttc^ ̂ t^i ^ tk^^ t^ f^5t^ ^fkz^-i{ I 'iNstn^i ^f^ 1̂ 

Stein ^T:̂ ?:̂ ? ^«(t^ ^tf^^l 5it <̂ ?̂ ^t^f^^^ ^nf ^t?t^ fm ^1 

f m:^? Ĉ "T̂ t̂ t ^t^^^ ^ # f ^ f 1 .̂̂ , \S^̂  ^ t^ ;il^|^ .flffyfl̂  jf^^ 

t^tH^ ^ t# f ^ l1 f̂5T?I1 5ff?Csi " ^ ^ ^h^ 9ff%5f» ,^t ; ^ ^ ^ ^^ 
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'Sf?!^ ^f%?l1(:f if ( ^ ^ ^ t \ M tradition til<:^^ti:^ ^^St̂ Tfl CW T̂ll K^ 

=711 ^^^t° cs t ^^ ̂ 5f ^ ^ t 1̂%?:\s 1M 1̂ >^wn ^1 \»i' ^ l ^ i ^ i ^51 

^ f 5 ^ ^m I Stein m^^^ ĈT "«t5f%"?^1 ^f%^tW W^^ ^?:5^1 ^flTl1-

cŵT ^m i : ^ c^t^t 37c*ŵ  ̂ t^ ^t^^ %i^n f^z^n^^ f̂%5 ̂ ^c^ ^^1 

^!:^l y[c^^ ^tc^ I ^^»fj ^f«f^r\*f^!:?i^ (ii:g55f ^^?( s[tr̂ (:«T^ 5j^3^ 

c?i lilt ^ ^ ^m^ ntm ^f^^ îî f̂ ŝ c t̂̂ f ^<JTt^ i ^fftwf^^t? f%i 

^*t^ ?̂:*5f̂  's[^z^tz^ ^z^n ^^^f^j»r^ ^^1 t 5 t ^ ^ ^ i Stein 5rt(:?^^ 

>^^t?ftm? lilt ^«{Tt ^f^^Ti?^ I f ^ f i r ^ ^ ^ c^^tiTfe^'?r^<(^i 

^?:^ (:*fc^t^ (̂ T'srî ^ c^t^ ^m fifZ'^ ^1 ^ f ^ n f^fjf ^f%:|it^5^_ 

"It is safe to assume the same facility of obtaining exact 
information in ancient times, so that the only difficulty which 
the composer of the Hymn is likely to have experienced when 
recordmg the river names, was how to fit their sequence with his 
metre" ( B. C. Volume. P. 28 ) 

"^'1 5T?t^f%? ^ y ^ ^ ^fsr?1 CfrfifZ'^ ^— 



^^IPl^^ '25w»t̂ -\ T5]̂ -5̂ -̂  v\f\%, "^^t^^V I " ^ J ^ ^ " ^^t^<5^ 

" ^ ^ 1 " ^ ^ ^ "^ t^s i " ^ f t , LS^ Jfwt̂  f%?ff?»f̂  ^t?T? ^'^t^'^ifW?:*!? 

^ 1 t ^ ^ T^f^l ^ ^ 1 1 "C^f' l ' ft" ^tSf^t^l "C^t-sj^" ^tW ^tf^"^ 1 >il^ 

*fT^i^ ^fit TTfsPt̂  1̂ ^^ -^^ l ^ W f>T^^ ^f^^ ^f^fsT^ i^W.'^ l) 

^ ^ € ^ t ' ^ i : ^ ! ^^ (*f(:ff*f« ^'«f^ cvssf^t £if^% '^ ^n^ t ? i "^t^^'^tt^^" 

•^^€^5 t ^ ^ 'st^t^'^ c'^t^^ ^^i^?' ^ t l I ^ .^ i tx •5if«55T 5f?ii(ff«fi:tfi:»t? 

^•^i;?^ ^T^ l i i ^ l^ ^^f>T^ i2p:5f*t fg?! I ^t<i^ ^"S^ s "sf^^ '-ti^^^ ^ ^ -

i?^f^ r5:§5=| sf7:vf»f 5 t ' : ^ ^tf>fi i i ^ » t ^ T^fjT f^ i f^Ti 7^mi^ I " ^ I ' T " 
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"fji^jftf i" ("=5?:^t^t^" " f ^ i ^ " ^1 ^-Q-^U t ^ t ^ ^ ' iw lii^t^ ^U-H ^fmi 

s(?1 ^t^^'^ ' i t ^ i I ) ^ ^ ^ f t ^ f% i ^^u^"^ '^i^'^'i ^ ^ ^ ^^ ( i i l - f^^^ I 

^<t'^ ^ f t^ f^ ^t'^t^ 'Tl^t^ ^ f l ^1 f% !̂̂  ' ^ l ^ f^^^ ^t^1 cEf^tf^ 

?t?:w^ ^^1 ^!ir>f ^f^*? f̂ ?:5l 

^ ^ f^yr^5=f?^^?*tt 'Sttft^ h f ? ^ ^ " n i •^ft^cf^ ^t^m'?^ f t ^ i 
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"W^ ^^je- ^^a? -^f^^l ^) ^^ C^t^^l ^'^.'Tf^^ l" 
( i I ^« I V ) 

• (ii^ 7\^^ "^z^ ^t^rt^t'^o ^ t ^ U ^ ^ f ^ ^ ^ l , ^ f ^# t , ^ ^ ^ , ft^Ki, 

t S ^ ^ , f^^ ^ ^^^# t l i l t ' T l ^ ' ^ r ^ T^W^ f̂?i"5;1 «(?1 ^1 I C^R 

c^t^ t t ^ t ^ t ^ 1^^^? ^ f i^c€ ^« t ^^ im t̂%-?il «ftc^^ I "̂ if̂  

C^T^^^ I 'fISTt?! ^ t ^ ^ f ^ ^ t t l l Cff^Tlt^ (ij'^^r^f ^rtvf^ ^?f, \»?:̂  (:q 

^t^^ lS^I ^fl5tCW^ l) ^^^f:^ ^t^T? ^®tr^ (Arctic Home. P 288ff.) 

^^'t^l ^ ^ t ^ t a ^ ^^-SIR ^^ i ^? >l^I ^^1 5̂=11 ^ ^ ^ l^ i f I TraditionC^ 

f ^^ tT ^ f ? i ^ ^•tcs^ ^^*r j T%5̂ ^̂ ? ?T^j t%c*r̂  ^5f^\s c t̂*r 51 ^11 

c^t^^ 'Sfrvfz^ c^ '2frft^ ^i:?! ̂ €,^R fk^ \sr5i c^^ ^^cw^ ^ ^ m ^ 
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^ ^ ^f%c^ f c? f t ^ * t p^ ! 5fT?:3T̂  («(^ ^1) ^ 3 ^ ^ ¥f%?rl ^ t ^ I 

>r^^^ '^ «t̂ «f1 CT1 CWZ*(^'B^^ >[% H" («8R) 

^5t^ ^f^ '^t^t^ "̂5, "^Z^ 9 ^ < ^ ^ ^f^^ ' l ^W^ ^ f ^ t ^ ( ^. C?. 

«p^^ 5̂̂ 1 ̂ ^Trtrw c^ ^t'®^ ^ f t ^ 3^^^^ f9f^l ^f^iTcf I t%¥ ^f t^ t% 

f^w ^^ 5fl I *fl^tc^^ c^t^^ft^ Tft^fJ^^i:^ ^^^ ^z^ ^ t ^ -

f^t%^ ^t?rtrw I lilt ^^^ ^t«fl cfrf^i^tl: c t̂«f ^^ ^ t ^ ^ g fs^r^ 

^i%r5Tl: >f^5if?^ ?=̂ 1 ^?i i) f^^ c>f̂ «t ^J^^1 ^?t« >iftf\^ t^^A 

^?:5t ^tr<Til (:?«(1 ^€^ j I (_'^c^^t^ ^ ^ f ? ^ 'sit^jw? ^f® (2frlt^ 

^ t ^ ^ t ^ ^ f ^ r a r ^ f ^ x s ^ l ? r t : f I ^s^T? > r ^ f ^ f >2fC5f*( Zoroaster 

^ T ^ ^ A vesta? >f5f^ •sit^jfffl'Jt? ' t t ^ t ^ ^ ^t^-=?r5( C^ ^ 5 "'^f^fS^ft « 

' I J t f ^ l ^ ^ ^t^Tf^ST ^ T ^ 1 ^ C?T?r 5 ^ m ; Wti^t Avesta^ ">T^ ft^?"l 

?fi:«fi ^T^ti:?? c^T^ Jfft ^1 ̂ iftwf^^ ^f^% c^t^ jffTw ^mt ^1 51 

'si^'lf^?;*!^ "^^irt^ >f^^ ij ^T^?:^ N. G. Sardesai M^Pf-^ . 'The 

land of Seven Rivers" ^Tf^ î f??:̂  ^fhv^ZW^— 



^ « % I 303 

"—if the Rigveda—though not in its present form at least in 
its ideas and background is to be regarded as an Indo-Germanic 
product, would it be right to confine all the Vedic literary and 
religious activity to the Panjab and the country adjoining ? 
Would it not be nearer the mark to look up for the land of the 
seven rivers somewhere in the Central Asian Plateau which, if 
not the cradle of the Aryan race, was at least, we might presume, 
a place of long sojurn in the course of the Aryan migrations 
from their Arctic home }" 

( B. C. Volume. P. 94 ) 

\ J T ^ ^ -^t-^^^JW T^-^ri ̂ t C? W^Ji '^f^^rc^ Ala Tan Range 

lil? §^C? 1̂ ?( I Hi ^ft<? ^-^ ^ Lepsa ^ft^ "^f^m 'A'^ ^-^^ «t7:?*f 

^ f t ? Cif*t" ^Tmtl ^K^ I " ^ ^ l ^t"^t^ ^tH^t^? ^t^ "Semiretchenski-

Krai" ^^^t^; :^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ f ? ^ ?t®tl "The land of the seven 

streams." ^?l«ft3\5ff ^o^ ^Z'rV^li ^'^^ ^ f ? l ^ ^ f t ^ I ^ ^ Lepsa. 

Baskan, Aksu, Sarkan, Biyen, Kartal, ^ Koksu vi|̂  >IT^0 ^fk 

^^1 ?fi? \5i^ (> ; <̂ i M ) 'SKŜw ?f^l t?t? f f ^ ^ c^ t̂ f^f^m ^ti i i) 

<rtf^ ^^gi 'I^JT I (^Sardesai TtC^^ ^i:^^ C^ <5:ttft̂  1%^ >f^J^t? 

«tf%51 cil'«f̂ ^ •^^11'^ fk% f%l ^•«^1 ^ t l 1 Galchas ^lUI ^#t'?TW? 

'^K'^^l W.'^'^ «lf?^f%^ ^t?ltrw, f̂ ^ iil«t^^ ^f? Stein >ftl!^ ,̂ 

Philology? t̂C^TS^Tl ¥^?^, '^^I^^^?!^ ^ i : ^ ^ ^ ^ ^«tJ ^tf^f^ ^ t c ^ 

*tt(:? I <il fk^Z-^ Sardesai ^tC^^t >2f«l̂  ' t f «fW<5̂  ^f^ltti:^^, f̂ ^ 

f%f^ T«2N' ^^ifU^^ ^*^JW^ f ^«^ f̂̂ TJtc^^T, f^c^^ '̂ t̂ rt?? f ^ i t 



304 T<Sf%l I 

^^?:w c'̂  >f̂ «^ ^'^1 ^^1 ^^^(tcf \sT t̂?:\s nt8?"n:^^ ^ f t ^ f ^ c ^ t 

ĈTtTT̂  "?l^^ ' f [=̂ "51 ^t^C^ ^^H^, '^^^ ">l<9!iff " 1 ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ĴJ'»H1 

^tf^^ ^^^^ 5Ttf^^ ij ^ ^ * f l ' i l t T^f^^? ^5(1 fsf-̂ T ^^t '^ '^ i f^ mm— 

til f^^rti:^ >i^r>rf ^ 1 % ^ ^ ĉ c?̂  ^t^r^ ^ f ^ f t : ^ ^ ^ ^ i ^ !! 

c^w £ttTi ^ ^ ^ t " f n ^ " ^mt^ " ^ f t " ^ ^ <5i^<^T^^^ ^ t i ^ 1 

*ft^^i ^m c^ ^fsTc^ ^t5f^i -^c^Te^ f>T^T^ '^WT^K'^f ^^^'S^fmV?^ 

^^^w ^1^"*^ f̂-?!?:̂  c^t^ ^ t n i % cfff̂ f r̂i i '^^^ sfif̂ f̂x® <2f^f^ 

*tt^t^ ^ ^ f^^^^^ >21W*I ̂ f^^1 ^ft^Tl ^ ? t t ^ ^ ^ I 



— i n — 

^^^t^ '^f^f^ fii':?f •̂̂ i%"s ^c^tfic^ii^ a«(̂  ^tf^ ^ 1 : ^ f̂ «(1 c^V< ^c'af^sit^ i f%i 

- r f f e i ^ ^j^ ^i•^t^ ^c^ *T^I f^'^^'sif^t^ f f«^ ^t"5 ^j^c^^ I r̂  ^f1 '5111̂ 1̂ 1 

^ ^ f l ^fr^w / Twr^Tf?!̂  f̂'W ctf(:*f f%(:̂  •̂ r̂ r̂ "ŝ m * t ^ ^^f ^t^t^ ^^i^ !̂%5?r 

cn^ ^Ic^i^ 1 ^ <s ^ (^ f̂ c?i "stf̂  =̂ 5ff̂  ^ti:^t5^1 ^?:^f^c^Ji I ^lxm ^1^1^ w.'^ 

^f^:^ C^miWm^ I "sftWĈ  T̂W ̂ ^f^-'l^t?! ̂ tf^1 T̂5l ^5(j^^ 5(:?lff, ^KtW ICfJ 

ut^J ĉ̂ TCsf, ^fn^t'^t^ C'?f%\5^ ĉ̂ icsf ^^j^it ^tfe^J? 's-̂ ijt̂ ^̂ l ^cgi:^^ i 

fF§ ^'u5 "siti:^^ f i i :^ mK^^ 'S^^n ^f^c^ OT^. -ft^ijfR TK'^ '^rfri^ ^i^t^ ,^^, 



mT^ c^V< t's ^] I f ^ ' ^ww^ cii:*! ^'*tl'^ "^li^ ^^iti^na ^r^tt^ c^^ 11^ ^11 

.(?! ^ ^ T t ' l ^ ^ t % ^ f W^ I ' t ^Wtfe^ ^ ^T5OT^ ft^fe^ ^m%^ "^Ws C5ll 

^ a I ^t^i ws], "'^•\m '^m ^<\m siig siiCTfi I ^ ^ ctf^^i (TO fW wc^ 

H^l f^C^ fJIC?! ^tJft? S!̂  ̂ C^l^ 5? a Ĵ:?! ̂ t5^ «tWI ^^^ Isf^W ^t^ I ^WTIW '̂OTĈ f 

'"^m^ ^j:^ ^ i t^ f t^c^^ (ii'̂ fei s(fisf1 "^itcf I ^^^ ^ j ^ c^tk^ ^ t ^ ^*f', 

«1i:̂ ^ sis ŝf-if ^Tt?t ^ ^ 1 , •« "s-t^^ siw cff^^ \s[tt ^wt^ 5?i:«(T (^'f^l ok'^ "^tcs I 

f^^ c^«ttw 'rt^ ^sr "siit̂ -t 5̂11 ftf^ ^t^ C50 ^^y§1 ̂ si^^ CT% wftCT ^^t^ ^°.*('i^ \ 

^^•^ ^^^ ^1 ' % ^ c^t^ ^ ^ ^^^fsf I 'sit̂ f ^ t^ (71^ ĉ Ff̂ i ^ 5 ^ ^ ?pĵ f̂  , 

f^i^ ^5f^1 "STg*̂  ^!:^j[ fjf, fi^sf:^ ^^?t^ "Sim CM'^izw^ i 4^f^c^ i^^ «(<f ^? 

^«fi I c£i5 ĉ  f ^ 3 f%«r^ fjfcw? '?lt^ -sTt̂ iitf ^ f ^ f e ^ fi[5f?r 9fW^ fScTft^i^ 

'2tf^nf%^ 'sit^t^s l̂ ^ 5t«tl, '^ fe^ f^®i ?r<(i—c£i t5^ ^^ <p«ri I 1%!^ ^"s^rs? 

4^ fw\ * t ^ ^t't 'f I c^^'^i, 55 c'f?:^! ^4t< % t ^ ^ 1 'It? •« ^ ^ ¥c^ ^^^ 'it^ I 

^t"^^ ^K^ ®fl%=« ?'c^ '̂ t?! f,i "^t^—f^t^sf^f^^i f̂%5T5 cwi:̂  'sjtsT;^^ ^^i c^zv 

^^^]—^VS ^Jt*n^ ^'^ I CT5(Ji c^f Ji 9fTlt ^ ^ ^51^ ^ l : ^ ^^ ^ 1 ^ ^ t̂W 



CTt?^ f ^ J ^ ^ C ^ C-5%sf ^ f ^ I f ^ f ^ ^"^SftsT C«fC^ f^Sf:^ [Si's ^ C^CI ^ t n ^ t f 

^ Ic^ j ^ f%^? fe?t '̂P?:^?! ^c?f |Fi:s!w ^^1^1^ ^ t i ^ ^1 5r.2i i£î -§i •^^st^ crc^ ^t^ i 

^ % SfJTstl ^t% si^f^t^ ^^ 5̂[C5 ^^I^fJl ^C^51 ^ 1 , "st5(:=1« ^IJtf^-^^tTlf^^ *W-

si1 I i£ |^ t^ f ^ ^ ^ CT ^ t^T "alC^S 4^»1 l^ f f t^ Is t^ Cm'^i ^TCW i ^IWTCTts^ CI *1?t 

w ^ r '2f¥(»t ^ ^ c ^ ^r^ ^^fsf ^ t ^ ^tw^ tfj^ ĉ f, r%fiT CT ^t^rt^i ^TW > t̂̂ r ^5^1 ^ ^ -

% t f #t ^ f ^ ^ s f t ^ SftfjICT, t°sq#t ^Tf^C^m (̂:5? "Sf^^Sf ^rSoii CT?, 'stfsftJif^ 1?:^ ^' t^ 

^^C5 'tn:^ j?1 ii en c^m ^ i ^ «t^l 15 »t^ sfTw t̂i ^ t^ '^c^ cnl ^t^f^ ^Tf^csis 

•>55T(:« ' t f t I ic^f^ ^f^sj l—^fc^ '^sf ^^"^^ c^t^i ^n CT^9^?i ̂ t^^ j w f c ^ ^ii^fii 1 

"SITfsi ^rif'S f^tf^^TFlCT " ^ 1 ^ 'iT^H ^f t f '^ t?C^#t mf^^T f ^ l f ^ l IC^f l I ^tfsf 
^'•'r^ rA^\ ^ w t f r 'ff? ^«(i? c^t^ c¥f^ 5it?(̂ iw ^^15 iS^ ^1 "im^'^ m^ ^ f l CTS^ 

nf%5?f i%5T I f%^ c^ ^ t^ t^ f%f^ ^T^T ?[5^1 f̂:wr5f:5ii? ^ t ^ ^'^f'l^ '^ c?»f^tf[^ 

t c ^ '5r^'¥^ I l i l t ĉ ???! fs;^ '^t f wl^w ) f s ^ ^f^ c«fc^ t f ^ iTl t^ ?(:?iff c^^ 1 

?5it^ I. f%f^ 5if̂  fe?f^<7 t°s^cs «rt^(:"s^ ®w c^ ^^ ^ r % ^^f ^tc^i c^^ f̂fs îsT 

"^OT^ 5fr«fj c'fc^ fsfjf l i i^ lii^^il ĉ?( n^c^^ ^11 n^'^cs^ ^5f 5$t̂  ^7\ fk\'m 

5 :^ '^t^^ I t£it ^Tf f̂ fjT5f(:?iw i5t:<jtsF^ c?i ^ # , '5<F«t1 ¥«tjj?1 fl-'^'ta ^515iT?i ^^ I 

^^W-^.? ' f f t ^ 'ftsjc^^ ^C5f̂  f s s ^ %?(? ^M»ri%a ^( :^4^ 55 1 ^rf '̂:^^ f5s ^ w 

's fct^ ?rrf*fCT I f ^ t i l l 5T̂  5T1 c i t ^ s 5i(:5rf':̂ tf=^ c î?( ^ t ^ ^tc^^f^ 1 ^ t ^ t ^ 



iit^c?^ ĉsf f k^^ jfcsf Jî w ^ f l ^ w^ t ^ fr.«(j t^^^l c^^^ ^tci '" ' f ^ ' ^ ^ ^ ? 

^«R Ĉ  5̂f ^ nt^ «»(?('5ir»5ftW ^W, "^'^l^- ^t^t^ 51^^^ I sftfCf^ W.^ CTt^f-

st^ c^^n ^-^1a <2t̂ t*i, 's^ft^ 515, (ii:«i ^5 ^ r 'JTiftiT' -•'m^ «(ti^^ ^sr f̂'sitf̂  

•a^tt ^c^cf^ I T^c^? ĉ?!?:? ,̂ 4 ^f^ t̂5TT(:fr̂ « ^ i ci î??̂  (It^t ^t^1 f̂ *̂  

^^ i : i I 5̂ jfiJT i2f^f*f 'itc^ ^«t^ T̂ŝ 1 C'fv^'^ tis îS 'ff^srl w s " (^^tf*t^ ^z^ i 

^ t i ^ ^f?« '5^1 '^f^» ?afw. f%^ ^tc^ t t ^ ĉ 1?f CTI I ^ M ^ ^ c ^ ^ 

sTĉ —=̂ 5f̂  i^^^^ "W.? '^t^^ ^f^;^ nm ^?it fs^<tf?('' r 




