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EDITORIAL

Suresh Gopal and Rajat Batra

‘Desh’ takes this opportunity to
welcome new students, who are al-
ready our old friends, and who, we
hope, have the same love and respect
for their alma mater as we do.

This year we hope to bring out
two issues of our magazine. For
*DESH’ to be successful it is essential
that the students, especially, the new
ones, show a keen interest in its
welfare. Every magazine from time
to time, needs to be injected with
fresh blood, which is provided to it
by new entrants. They can be espe-
cially helpful in achieving this end.
They can contribute articles embody-
ing new thoughts, new feelings, new
insights.

When young people come to a
college for the first time after leaving
shool, they are, normally speaking
entering upch a new era in their life,
[t follows that they should observe
everything around them in the minu-
test detaill with unprejudiced atten-
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tion. It is a recognised fact, that
ola students generally form attach-
ments and enmities, and hence are
likely to give a coloured account of
everything they see or hear. This in
no way means that we are trying to
belittle the old students. It is they
only who can help, guide and put on
the right path new members of this
fraternity.

A word now about the student
indiscipline would not be out of
place. It has become almost a gatter
of form for tbose of us who have
grievances to voice them in a manner
that hardly befits the student com-
munity. Instead of approaching their
teachers and the Principal who are
there to promote their interests, the
first thing they do is go on a strike.
Luckily our university has not been
so far been bitten by the Strike-bug,
but, unfortunately this tendency
seems to be manifesting itself in our
ranks. If we wish that our universi-
ty should not fall a victim to shabby
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politics, we must nip this monstrous
tendency in the bud,

So far we have dwelt on general
indiscipline. As the saying. goes,
‘Charity begins at home’, so too does
discipline begin at home! The be-
haviour of our friends in the college
canteen, play-fields, and in public
buses is nothing to be proud of. They
exhtbit certain unwelcome tendencies
which are not in keeping with the
accepted norms of decent and.civiliz-
ed behaviour. The new students are
prone to feel that this display of mis-
behaviour is a valuable mark of their
independence. Actually it is very
harmful for them :; and then it un-
dermines college prestige which isa
sacred duty of each one of us to
guard jealously.

The old and new students should
join hands to make our college a
model institution, That may serve
as an example for students of other
colleges.

A word about the college library.

We have a well-stocked library, but
the present system of issuing books
is rather wunsatisfactory. We feel
that the system of demand-slips in-
volves a waste of time and energy
and should be discontinued in fovour
of the open-shelf system. This will
enable us to select books after looking
through them properly instead of
drawing them by just seeing the often
misleading titles from the catalogue.
It is hoped that the Staff will support
the students’ request.

Finally, a few friendly words to
the new entrants to our college.
‘Friends, this is your own college, your
battle-ground, your own Waterloo.
It is upto each one of you individual-
ly as well as collectively to develop
your personality, your outlook on
life and things in general. Do not
be a prey to false notions and false
glories, but instead have high ideals.
Build yourselves up to responsible
adult citizens of your country.” So,
withthis parting shot, we extend our
most cordial welcome to you once
again,
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Poems*

(i) A BALLAD OF NEED

The nations fight

like children over bricks.
Possession is the power to give
what your own neighbour’s gift
to make time's meaning tall.

.......................................

I ask no heaven, Angels, none,

but chiefly my need.

Make pride my humbling urgency

to heal the hands that bleed :

make want my gnawing wisdom that
I tell the bread from stone

(i) MUSIC

No human singing can

Express itself without
Words that usurp the sounds

That pour forth from the throat.
But when the music ends

There lie within our minds
Thoughts that refuse to fir,

That will not sing or scan
Or alter what they mean.

Yet we believe in song

and love no God but my own brother
latched within his bone.

One dispensation's all T ask

now as time is called.

Grant me no God that I may make
the want of man my world—-

the want of man freed from a God
who's named but to betray—

that my own need may burn my flesh
and all my deaths away.

(Robin Skeleton)

AND WORDS

Some meaning that no word
Can catch is finely caught,
That music is a state
Where truth is overheard.
But we are wrong, are wrong:
Thoughts still are shaped of hard
Unalterable stuff
We think we can forget
If we sing loud enough,

(Elizabeth Jennings)
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* Reproduced for the benefit of our budding writers of En lish Verse.
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Shri N, Sanjiva Reddi

at  tea after
inauguration

the

The
College
Union
Inauguration

Shri N. Sanjiva Reddi,
President All India
Congress Committee,
being escorted to the
dais by Dr. A. N.
Banerji, Principal,
and Roop Lal, Presi-
ent of the Union,




The Sindhi Society

A scene from the one-act
play : Tea Party,

A scene from the one-act
play : Interview




Sarojini Jaidu : Ohe Peoples’ Poet*

By Shri Radha Krishna Sud

N his tribute to Mrs, Sarojini Naidu

paid in the Lok Sabha on the day
xt2r her death Jawahar Lal Nehru
zaced her a person of great brilliance
=hom any number of epithets and
adjecrives might be applied. One of
these might well be : The Peoples’
Poet. Amongst the qualities men-
dvenad by him were vitality and
wivkdpess, zest and fire, an indomitable
spirie, light-heartedness, good cheer
amd. above all. the human approach
fromm the artistic and aesthetic point
ot view rhat 15, the point of view
fui of compassion and understanding
o bumanity and its failings and
virtues. Vitality, vividness, zest for
iife and fire. the human approach,
the love of beauty--—these she had.
And she had also the gift of song
and imagination. The result of this
rare combination was that her whole
life became a poem.

Before she came to espouse the
cause of the freedom of the people of
India she loved the poetry of them.
The poetry of earth is ceasing never,
said Keats, To Sarojini the poetry
of the Indian people and the land was
nzver dead. She liked the people for
their simple, unsophisticated ways,
their colourful and songful living in
the lap of Nature, their love of fun
and festival, their unshaken faith in
lite's transience, soul’s immortality
*  With the courtesy of AIR, Delhi,
DESH

and Fate. No wonder their bondage
moved her to action. The makers of
music are the shakers of the world.
A breath of their inspiration is the
lite of 2ach generation. **

She was conscious of her destiny
from the beginning. In her poem :
Death and Life ; she rejects the offer
of Death to give her peace ;

Thy gentle pity shames mine ear,

O Death, am I so purposeless a

thing,

Shall my soul falter or my body
fear

bitter
suftering,

Or fail ere I achieve my destined
deed

Of song or service for my
country's need

Its poignant hour of

She must attune her emotions to the
service of her country, What greater

**  We are the music-makers
And we are dreamers of dreams

Yet we are the movers and shakers
Of the world for ever, it séems.

A breath of our inspiration
Is the life of each generation.
(O'Shaughnessy)
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service could she have rendered to it
than to represent it as it has been, is
and will be for many years to come.
She looked at things and people with
the eye ot a poet and loved to sing
of them for they were so enchanting.
Being a poet she agreed with Igbal :

Jamil tar hain gul-o-lala faiz se iske
Nigah shair rangin nawa main hai jadoo
Translated into English the verse
means : “By its grace the rose and the
poppy acquire a fresh beauty. There
1s magic, Indeed, in the glanceof a
poet with colourfu! melodies”. As we
read her poems we discover for our-
selves that our humble folk and their
humble ways and faith are endearing
indeed. They are a cheerful lot and
contact with them makes us happy.
She wrote about these people for
those who did not even care to know
that they existed. After reading her
poems we no longer sneer at them. 1
like to call this the Poetic Rehabilita-
tion of the People of India.

Incidentally the India she described
is fast disappearing. The palanquin-
hearers, weavers, wandering_ singers,
Coromandal fishers. snake-charmers,
corn-grinders, suttees, gipsies, Pardah-
nashin ladies, the dancers——these
and many more besides are fast vani-
shing. To those who have seen them
her poems bring nostalgic memories.
The past is re-enacted before our eyes
because the poems describe these
characters in their proper setting,
both pictorial and musical. Here. for
instance, are the Palanquin-bearers
carrying the new bride to her in-laws’
home. They seem to enjoy the thrill
of it as much as, if not more than,
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the groom himself :

Lightly, O lightly, we bear her
along,

She hangs like a star in the dew
of our song ;

She springs like a beam on the
brow of the tide,

She falls like a tear from the
eyes ot the bride.

Lightly, O lightly we glide and
we sing

We bear her along like a pearl
on a string,

Or listen to the wandering singers,
What do they sing of ?

Our lays are of the cities whose
lustre is shed,

The laughter and bteauty of
women long dead ;

The sword of old battles, the
crown of old kings,

And happy and simple and
sorrowtul things,

If the weavers love to weave cloth
in the traditional colours and patterns.
the Coromandal-fishers, undaunted
by perils, love to go to the sea to
catch the leaping wealth of the tide.
Their love of the land is no less than
yours or mine but they sing :

... sweeter, O brother, the kiss
of the spray and the dance
of the wild foam’s glea;

Row. brothers, row to the blue
of the verge, where the low
sky mates with the sea.

The corn-grinders are a rarity today
as much as the Pardah-nashin lady.

DESH



She pities the Pardah-nashin lady but
she cannot help admiring her grace
and beauty :

Her life is a revolving dream

Of languid and sequestered ease;

Her girdles and her fillets gleam

Like the changing fires on
sunset seas:

Her raiment is like morning mist,

Shot opal, gold and amethyst.

Of these vanishing characters the
snake-charmers, the bangle-sellers, the
wandering-beggars and the dancers
still survive. Bangles are a part of
our cuiture : the sign of wedded bliss
and virgins’ wish. The poem; Bangle-
sellers vies with the Planquin-bearers
in excellence. The Planguin-bearers
is a study in fine movement — the
rocking of the bride-in-the palanquin
The Bangle-sellers is a study in fasci-
nating colours : the bright rainbow
tainted circles of the lustrous tokens
of radiant lives for happy daughters
and happy wives.

Some are meet for a maiden's
wrist,

Silver and blue as the mountain-
mist,

Some are flushed like the buds that
dream

On the tranquil brow of a wood-
land stream:

Some are aglow with the bloom
that cleaves

To the limpid glory of new-born

leaves.

Some are like fields of sunlit
corn,

Meet for a bride on her bridal
morn,
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Some, like the flame of her marri-
age fire,

Or rich with
heart’s desire,

the hue of her

Tinkling, luminous, tender, and
clear,

Like her bridal laughrer and bridal
tear.

Her portrayal of the Indian Dancers
is a masterpiece :

Now silent, now singing and sway-
ing and swinging like blossoms that
bend to the breezes or showers,

Now wantonly winding. they flash,
now they falter, and. lingering in
radiant choir;

Their jewal-girt arms and warm,
wavering, lily-like fingers enchant
through melodious hours,

Eyes ravished with rapture, celes-
tially panting, what passionate
bosoms aflaming with fire !

To appreciate the charm and
appeal of these poems you have only
to translate them into equivalent
Vernacular rthythms, You immedia-
tely realize how near to the heart of
the people of India Sarojini was.
She was really interested in singing
ot the people who constitute the core
of the heart of India.

These characters will lose much
of their charm if they were not
sketched in their proper setting; the
natural background, the spiritual
faith and the social milien. It is the
flowers and plants that form the

7



natural background in her poems.
The henna, gulmohur, nasturtium,
golden cassia, the champak, the Asoka
blossom and finally, the lotus—the
sacred and sublime flower —all these
come in for their due share of praise.
The henna-leaf 1s a must for the
matdens :

The tilak's red for the brow of a
bride,

And betel-nut red for lips that
are sweet;

But, for lily-like fingers and feet,

The red, the red of the henna-tree.

The gulmohur and the nasturtium
flowers appeal to her eye with their
ravishing, dazzling blaze of colour.
The champak issweet to smell. The
cassia is all gold. The Asoka is linked
with the myths of yesterday :

[f a lovely maiden’s foot

Treads on the Asoka root,

Its glad branches sway and swell,
So our Eastern legends tell,
Vivid clusters golden-red

To adorn her brow or bed

Or her marriage bower.

The faith of India is the taith of
her simple people. Life is transient;
the soul is immortal; Fate is supreme;
life is selfless action: love never dies;
death and life are bound in an eternal
cycle .. ..these are the few crumbs of
faith these p2ople pick up from folk-
lore and scriptures and hold on to
with all sincerity. To them festivals
and szasonal gatherings are occasions
for fun and laughter, for song and
dance, for display of physical prow-
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ess and dalliance. Myth, religion and
history are ransacked for recitation to
the great delectation of all and
sundry. The songs of worship, the
love songs and the patriotic songs are
equally popular, Their hearts leap with
joy as they hear the poet recite lines,
such as the following from Awake :

Waken, O Mother ! thy children
implore thee,

Who kneel in thy presence to
serve and adore thee !

The night is aflush with a dream
of the morrow,

Why still thou sleep in thy bond-
age of sorrow ?

Awaken and sever the woes that
enthrall us,

And hallow our hands for the
triumph that calls us!

Are we not thine, O Beloved, to
inherit

The manifold pride and power of
thy spirit ?

Ne'er shall we fail thee, forsake
thee or falter,

Whaose hearts are thy home and
thy shield and thine altar.

Lo ' we would thrill the high stars
with thy story,

And set thee again in the fore-
front of glory.

Even the love songs of Sarojini
are in the popular tradition of Zaugq
and Ghalib. But for the foreign
medium they would be on the AIR
as often as those we listen to. I men-
tion three: The Offering, Love's
Guerdon and Devotion. These repre-
sent three different stages in a lover's
existence. Here are the lines from

The Offering :
DESH



Were beauty mine, Beloved, I
would bring it

Like a rare blossom to love’s glow-
ing shrine ;

Were a dear youth mine, Beloved,
I would fling it
Like a rich pearl
lustrous wine.

into Love's

Were greatness mine, Beloved, I
would offer

Such radiant gifts of glory and of
fame,

I.ike camphor and like curds to
pour and proffer

Before Love's bright and sacri-
ficial tlame,

And here are five lines from
Love’s Guerdon :
Fierce were the wounds you
struck me, O my Love.
And bitter were the blows !
Sweeter from your hands all
suffering

Than rich love-tokens other. com-
rades bring ‘
Of crimson oleander and of rose.

And these lines are from UDevotion :

Strangle my soul and fling it into
the fire !

Why should my true love falter
or fear or rebel ?

Love, I am yours to liein your
breast like a flower,

Or burn like a weed for your sake
in the flame of hell.

It is true to say that Sarojini
describes not only the people of India
in flesh and blood but also their heart
and soul. In effect, she says in her
poems : “This is my country, India,
and these are my countrymen, the
Indians, whom I love and about whom
I sing. “And we who read and recite
them say in reply : “Sarojini is our
Poet : the Peoples’ Poet—a part of
our national heritage.”

EINSTEIN'S THEORY OF RELATIVITY AND TS PHILOSOPHIC IMPLICATIONS--Cil)

By Shri Adarsh Deepab, M. Sc., Lecturer in Physics

(1) The Predictions and their Implications

[Synopsis of Part I : The Theory and Its Postulates : published in the last

issue of ' Desh” Jan—June, 1961,

IN 1905 when Albert Einstein gave
Ahis celebrated Theory of Relativity
he started a revolution in Physics,
especially in our ideas of space and
time. The revelation that the absolute
laws (of Aristotle and Newton)} must
give way to the concept of relativity

DESH

came when Michelson and Morley
decided to experimentally detect
ether, the hypothetical medium in
which light was supposed to travel.
But when to everyone's disbelief
their experiment failed to detect
ether, old physics was put into a
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great dilemma. It was then that
Einstein gave a simple, soul-satisfying
answer in his Special Theory of Re-
lativity, which is based on the two
tundamental postulates :

First, the velocity of light has a
constant value.

Second, ether. and hence absolute
motion {or absolute rest) cannot be
detected. All motion is relative.]

The Predictions & their Implications

The important predictions of the
Special Theory are explained below;
those which exhibit the relativity of
measurements are explained with the
help of a simple physical experiment
incorporating the two posrulates.

Let us assume that space-pilots
Al and Ben start on a space-flight in
their respective rockets, A and B
which have identical measuring in-
struments such as yardsticks, clocks,
spring balances and telescopes and
contain similar benches, candles and
bricks (see figure 4), denoted by
words A and B.

When still at rest on earth, the

length L of the benchzs A and B, the

duration T for which the candles
A & B burn and the mass M of the
two bricks are exactly the as same
observed by Al and Ben both.

Prediction 1 “Effect of Length
Contraction™ : It shows relativity of
dimensions.

Now suppose the rockets A and B
are travelling in space with a relative
velocity v with respect to each other

10

Then the mathematical results of the
Special Theory of Relativity predict
that if Al measures bench B's length
it appears to have shrunk to the
lenth L', which is given by

{ 2 .
L'=1 ) 1— -E,—(Predmtlon I}

\/
Where L is B's original length .and C
is the velocity of light.

For example, if benches A and B
were each 20 feet long when ar rest
(figure 4), now when separating at a
relative velocity of say 161 000 miles
second (which is ;3 of C), B's apparent
length as measured by Al, from rela-
tion (I) should be 10 feet only. Only
at rest (v=0), L —= L — 20 feet.

Similarly, Ben finds that his
own bench is 20 feet long, but it is
bench A's length that appears half,
t.e. 10 feet. Thus each finds the
others length as shortened in the
direction of motion. This reciprocity

o Fom Mgl
IT MEMuAE:
10 PEET Lares!

Mot Ess  RELATA
To RecantA

u o ettt n
DiMenaan 15 ouy Revative Concerr

Fiamuhe 4
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shows that length is a relative con-
cep:. This is known as the “Effect of
keaz:h Contraction™ and can be simply
stated : “Whenever one observer is
moving with respect to another.
winether aprroaching or separating
it appears to both observers that
evervthing about the other is shrunk
tn the direction of motion (by a

5
factor . 1— Y ) Neither observation
w [

mor:ces any ettect in his own system.”
It :5 this reciprocity, a necessary
consequence of relativity theory, that
s so diftficult to understand.

The explanation for the above
reciprocity of measurement is that as
a resulr or the ultra-fast motion in
=h:ch 1t participated the bench B
shrank, but Ben could not notice this
contraction because his ‘measuring’
vardstick also shrank by the same
traczion.

The contraction effect is notice-
able only for relative velocities, »,
comparable to velosity of light, and
not on earth where the speeds are too
small.

Now it v = ¢, length reduces to
zero and body becomes two dimen-
sional. This “Contraction Effect” is
still sometimes called the Fitz-Gerald
Contraction and is adequately ex-
pressed in the famous limerick :

“There once was a man named Fisk
Whose fencing was exceedingly brisk:
So fast was his action,

That the Fifz-Gerald Contraction
Reduced his rapier to a disc.”

DESH

of  Time

relativity

Prediction Il : “Effect
Dilation™ + It shows the
of time.

Assume that at this instant rockets
A and B are alongside, their clocks
read the same time 12.00 p.m.

After some time, if Al reads his
own clock and compares with Ben's
clock, he will be surprised to find that
Clock B appeurs to be running slower:
In fact all movements of B appear
slower, the candle B thus lasts longer.
This is exactly what the Special
Theory predicts, the time intervals
T of Clock Bas read by Al being
given by the relation.

. o
T, 1— = —(Prediction 1)

[

T =
where T is Al's own time.

In illustration 4 where v is
161,000 miles/second, Al would find
that when his own clock reads one
hour (1.00 p.m.) then by relation (II)
clock B reads only 12.30 pm., the
latter seems to be going only halt as
fast. Reciprocally, Ben finds that
when his own clock reads 1.00 p.m.
Clock A reads only 1230 p. m. !
To him it is clock A that is going
slower. Thus each finds the other
slower. The effects of motion on
each others times are same. This
reciprocity slows the relativity of
“duration’’.

Thus the “"Time Dilatiun Effect”
simply states : “If two observers are
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moving at a constant velocity relative
to each other, it appears to each that
the other's time processes are slowed

down”. Other's candle lasts longer
and breathing, digestion etc. seem
sluggish.

Thus the idea of Kant and Newton
regarding absolute time, (like absolute
space), is erroneous. The rate of flow
of time is not the same for everyone,
but it flows at different rates for two

-observers having relative motion with
respect to each other,

Prediction IIL ; “Mass Increase with
Velocity™.

If both the bricks A & B have
identical mass m on earth then when
moving relative to each other, to Al
mass of B appears to have increased

to m’, the two being related by
equation.

m
m = ~// 1— :2 —(Prediction IIT)

m is called the “rest mass™ of B.

On the other hand, Ben thinks
that it is A’s mass that has increased
to m while his own remains the
same.

If v is 161,000 m/fsec., Al finds
that brick B’s mass is doubled to 20
Ibs and Ben thinks that it is A's mass
that is doubled. This reciprocity of
measurement again shows that mass
is a relative concept,

Thus the Special Theory states that
the faster the object moves relative to

12

an observer, the greater its mass

seems to the increase,

Prediction IV :
Equivalence”

“Mass and Energy

The obne result of the Special
Theory that had the most far-reach-
ing effect on our age is the predicticn
that a small amount of matter is
equivalent to an enormous amount ot
energy. Thus if a mass m of any
substance is completely converted
into energy, the energy E obtained is
given by the relation.

E = mc¢® —(Result IV)

where C is the velocity of light,

For example, one pound of coal
is equivalent to energy generated by
all power stations in U.S.A. in one
month !  But this energy can be
liberated by nuclear processes (as in
atomic reactor or an atom bomb) and
not in ordinary burning at home
where the process is purely chemical,

Prediction V : “The
Possible Velocity is C™.

Maximum

Perhaps the most astonishing pre-
diction of the special Theory is that
there is a certain velocity beyond
which nothing can go—the limit
being the velocity of light, C.

Suppose we can somehow make
v greater than C,say v = 2C. Then
in results (I) and (II). we get a square
root of minus 3—which is a purely
imaginary number, which therefore
makes length and time both imaginary
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fe.. the object itself does not exist.
Tris result is summed up in the
fa—:-us limerick.

“There once was a yourg woman
named Bright

Who could travel faster
light.

She set out one day

In an Einstein way

And returned on the previous
night", '

than

The impossibility of such a black
magic performance is summarized by
the conclusion that “nothing exceeds
velocity of light.”

Further, the result (III) predicts
that mass would become infinite when
v = C. Thus an object could never
even travel as fast as light. because
the mass would become infinite,
which means that an infinite amount
of energy would be required even to
move it; infact, all the energy in the
universe plus much more may not be
enough.

Hence the conclusion : “nothing
can move with a speed that equals or
exceeds the velocity cf light, which
ts the maximum possible velocity.”

This natural law Einstain made
the corner-stone of his Theory.
An Interesting Situation “When
p o= C".

When the rocket's speed equals
C, then relation (I) gives L = O, i.e.,
lengths in the direction of motion
shrink to =zero. Objects and the

DESH

pilot become twc-dimensional I Life
then gees on in two-dimensions ! Like
wise, Time is arrested altogether
(T = o from formula II). Thisis
how. an observer outside sees the
aviator in the rocket. The aviator
himself detects nothing unusual; he
does not perceive he has stopped
moving, He is merely waiting for
the next moment. That time is arrest-
ed means he does not know that the
Dext instant is a long time coming,

A Journey into Space:Suppose the
aviator sets out in his rocket-ship,
fully provisioned, on a space trip to
the star Arcturus, some 33 light years
away from the earth, and travels with
nearly the velocity of light.

He will arrive at Arcturus 33
vears later according to earth-time,
but the aviator feels no more aged
than when he started. He has yet to
feel hungry,

Now suppose he starts on his
return journey, When he arrives on
the Earth, he has yet to think of his
first meal. But to his susprise, he is
received by his children who are much
more aged than he, now 66 years older
and his wife long dead because of old
age! A funny situation. indeed !
Infact, so long as he travels with the
speed of light he has inmortality and
eternal youth I*

* [Such a journey however can only be

imagined. In practice its chances are
slight.t  Why so? That is clear only
when dealing with the General Theory
of Relativity.]
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Prediction VI : The Idea of Simult-
aneity of Time".

It leads us probably to the most
profound philosophic interpretations
of ideas of future, past, causation,
free-will etc. and points us towards
the need of a four-dimensional picture
of the world.

The second aspect of Time that
the Special Theory emphasized was
that “time 1s different for different
observers at different positions not
necessarily moving relative to each
other. In other words, the dates
(meaning fixed points in time) are
different, since the rate of time pro-
cesses are the same for each as there1s
no relative velocity between the
observers,

To illustrate this idea, suppose an
explosion occurs on star M on March
20,2000 A D. (see figure 5). All dates
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refer to the earth's calender, We or
the earth, can see the explosion only
300 years later, while an observer or
star N can see the event 250 year
later,

Thus a single event of the explo-
sion 1s not simultaneous to three
different places, for each the event
occurs at different times.  Before
Relativity Theory came, the distance
between two different positions was
determined merely by laying oftf the
distance with a measuring tape. Time
never entered into measutement be-
cause it was considered same at the
two positions. We have just seen
this is not true; time is different at
two different positions. So strictly
speaking, cognizance must be taken of
this fact by including time in the
space measurements.

Time had to be included in our
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mathematical expression for distance
becween two points O and Al
(figure 6). It was found mathe-
matically that time entered into the
distance formula as if it were a 4th
dimension. That is why time is
actually called the ‘fourth dimension'.
when we amalgamate time with
three dimensions of space it does
rot imply that there is no distinction
between space and time ; but it sim-
ply redefines the nature of the two
more clearly. Thus for high velocity
systems time behaves like space.

And with the amalgamation of
‘space and time we enter into the
“four-dimensional world”, also called
the “space-time continium™ or merely
“space time.”

Space-Time Continuum or Four-
Dimensional World of Minkowski

The insight into the “four-dimin-
sional world” is the philosopher's
first great probe into the universal
reality that exists behind what our
senses have become accustomed to
experiencing on the earth.

 Let us first examine the philosophic
implications of Einstein's idea of rela-
tivity.

To every obervation there are two
parties——the observer and the ob-
served, “Einstein’s achievement con-
sists essentially in this that he suc-
ceeded in separating far more comp-
letely than hither to the share of the
observer and that of external nature
in things we see happen. We know
that the perception of an object by an
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observer depends on his own situation
and circumstances ; for example, dis-
tance makes it appear smaller and
dimmer. Buv we make an allowance
for this almost unconsciously in in-
terpreting what we see. But it now
appears that the allowance made for
the motion of the observer has
hitherto been too crude —— a fact
so long overlooked because in practice
all observers share nearly the same
motion, that of the earth. Physical
space and time are now found to be
closely bound up with this motion of
the observer ; and only an amorphous
combination of the two (called the
‘space-time’) is left inherent in the
external world, This recent view
clearly reveals the underlying unity
of the main phenomena™*

We try to eliminate, by habit. our
share in the observation and thus
form an impersonal picture of the
external world. In case there is
motion we can make allowance for it
by certain laws framed by Newton,
based on the idea of absolute space
and time. But when motion is com-
parable to speed of light then this
allowance is crude. To make the
exact allowance we have to replace
the absolute concepts by the principle
of relativity which requires new laws
of motion. This new dynamics was
characterized by Einstein in terms of
the constancy of velocity of light.

To arrive at cbjective reality it is
necessary to eliminate the observer,
Such a conception of the world is
possible in the world of four-dimen-

* Eddington— Space, Time and Gravitation’
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sions, which requires our minds not
to distinguish space and time as sepa-
rate, but view them as amalgamated.
Relativity Theory emphasizes that
in ordinary life the observer and the
observed are strongly linked. Thus
all measurements such as length, time
etc. refer to relative knowledge of the
world.

The fout-demensional world is
due to Minkowski. Einstein showed
the relativity of the familiar gquanti-
ties of physics (time, space etc).
Minkowski showed how to recover
the absolute by going back to their
four-dimensional origin and searching
more deeply, The four-dimensional
view of the world is the synthesis,
sought by the relativists, of the ap-
pearances seen by observers having
all sorts of positions and (uniform)
motions.

In such a world each action is
called an ‘event’, which implies a
diven instant at a given place. It will
be represented by a point in the
4—D world where its nature is
absolute. The extension between two
such points is called an “interval™ bet-
ween the two events. This “interval”
is an absolute quantity, intrinsic in
the external world, whereas 'length’
and ‘duration’, the components of
‘interval’ in our ordinaty world, are
relative. “Interval” has an absolute
significance in nature independent of
the observer. The moment an ob-
server is installed in the space time
continaum, it resolves its absolute
“interval" into space and time sepa-
rately (like lime added to milk would
separate fat particles and water.)
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Ilustrating the Four-Dimensional

World

To have an image of time as 2
fourth coordinate of space consider
the “Time House”, where time-co-
ordinate is shown as a clock which
marks time-distances. ‘‘Yesterday”
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cannot really be depicted in “Time
House"” except by Enistein’s imaginary
t-axis. Although yesterday certainly
was there—just as ‘“‘today” or the
present moment is there “now’ for a
short finite time duration. Yet,
where is yesterday ? Physically, it is
nensense to ask this question, except
to say that it is somewhere on the
t-axis, And the t-axis is imaginary.

Noes time Exist ?

We know that time, which we are
incapable of perceiving with our
senses, exists. The very reason why
bodies, indeed space itself, have exi-
stence as we know 1it, is that they
exist In time. If they did not exist.
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lor a certatn time, they would not
exst at all. The 3-dimensional space
thu: has its existence and movement
i the fourth-dimension, time.-—with-
out which it could have no being.
Time exists but its coordinate is
Enaginary,

S"r!nultaneity in Space-Time : Deter-
minacy and Causation.

When trying to undetstand simul-
@mneity in space-time continuum, we
are led to the important questions
about future, past, determinacy, cau-
sation and free will,

(i) Absolute Past & Absolute
Future

The theory of four-D space-time
provides an “absolute past” and an
“absolute future” in accordance with
COmmon requirements.

The Past here implies “all those
events which we could know or hear
at least in principle”. The Futuie
comprises “all events which we could
tnfluence at least in principle”. These
definitions are independent of motion
or other propertiesof the observer both

theory with the following difference:
In the former, we assume that past and
future are separated by an infinitely
short time-interval, called the present
moment (fig. 8a); in the latter they
are separated by a finite time interval
{called the “absolute elsewhere”, its
length depending on distance from
the observer (fig. 8b.)

(ii) Absolute Elsewhere : It is the
time interval between two instants —
one, at which a light signal has to be
given from the point of occurrence so
that it may reach the observer at his
instant of observation; and the other
at which a signal, given by the obser-
ver at the instant of observation,
reaches the point of occurrence to
influence it. This finite time-interval
between the two instants is the pre-
sent time"” for the observer at the
time of observation. It is represented
by the neutral wedge (fig. 8b)

(iii) The Simultaneity of Events :

Thus space-time is divided into
three zones with respect to an event
Q. Zone U'OV’ belongs to Absolute
Past, Zone UOV, to absolute Future;

in the Newtonian and the Einsteinian Zone UQV’ is neither past nor
Apgorure PASr Anp Fuiure
v "
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future, simply “elsewhere”, which is

not exactly Absolute Present. The
Present is restricted to a point
Here-Now, The ‘“simultaneity” of

events at different places has no
absolute meaning. For one observer
all events along line OX are simul-
This line of simaltaneous

taneous,
events would lie in different
directions for different observers.

The denial of Absolute Simultaneity
is a natural complement to denial
of absolute motion. The latter
asserts that omne cannot find out
what is the same place at two different
times; the former, that we cannot
find same time at two different places.
It is curious that philosphical denial
of absolute motion is readily accepted:
whilst the denial of absolute simul-
taniety appeats to many people revo-
lutionary.

(iv) Causation & Free will”

“The division into past and future
is closely associated with our ideas of
causation and free will. In a per-
fectly determinate scheme the past
and future may be regarded as lying
mapped out (like distant parts of
spicz). [t means that events do not
hippzn ; they are just there and we
come across them. We can be aware
of an eclipses in the year 1999, very
much as we are aware of the dark
side of the moeon. Thus our know-
ledge of things where we are not
and of things whsn we are not is
essentially the same—an inference
(sometimes a mistaken one) -from
brain impressions, including those
from memory, here and now.,

* FEddington—Space, Time and Gravitation
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So if events are determinate, there
is nothing to prevent a person from
being aware of an event before it
happens (only that he does not have
the capacity to foresee) ; and an event
may even cause other events previous
to it. A detached observer would
see (if he is capable) some events
apparently causing events in  their
future, others apparently causing
events in their past—the truth being
that all are linked by deiterminate
laws, the so-called causal events being
merely conspicuous foci from which
links radiate. Thus, as Omar Khayyam
said :

The Moving Finger writes; and,
having writ,

Moves on; nor all thy Piety and
Wit

Shall lure it back to cancel half a
Line,

The recognition of an absolute
past and future seems to depend on
the possibility of events which are not
governed by a determinate Scheme.
An example of such an indeterminate
event would be that “a king ran
away afrer his country was attacked”
—this  would however be termed
causality and not causation. Since
physics does not attempt to cover
such  indeterminate events (i.e.
czusality), the distinction of absolute
past and future is not directly im-
rortant for physics, but it is merely
of interest to show that the theory
of  four-dimensional space-time
provides an absolute past and future,
in accordance with common requi-
rements. although this can usually
be ignored in official applications to
physics’,
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GROUND LEVYEL

By R. Batra, B.A. st year.

HEN I returned to school at the
beginning oi the term, it was
revealed to me that I had been allotted
a room on the ground floor. My only
worry at the moment was that I would
have to keep my room tidy and keep
my door shut always. But experience
has shown that it was not so simple
as all that. The only way to live on
tze ground fleor and still remain sane
was to learn to regard pain and
pleasure as synonymous such as the
soic philosophers in Ancient Rome

&d It does take some tough learning
though

The population of the ground
T¢I, as vou may have shrewdly
goessad. is considerably more than one.
and therefore | do not wish to claim
that my experiences are in any way
unigque. I do have a feeling though,
toic my sweet disposition helps me
arrract more troubles than I would
m case I curbed the unpredictable
workings of my “‘sweet disposition.”
Let me give an example. Anyone who
chances to enter my room cannot
everlook the presence, among other
tzings, of at least half a dozen satchels
containing anything from a pair of
-.u'rnmmg trunks to the latest edition

¢ Chambers' Twentieth Century Dic-
tionary. Though anger smoulders in
my heart at the sight of these eyesores,
I only pile them in a corner and wait
tor their owners to come and claim
them. Now, a few days ago one of
my tormentors, who was Jooking for
an open luggage office, found my
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rcom securely locked. He. therefore,
proceeded to deposit the article in an-
other room, belonging to an equally
dear friend of his, On returning to
collect his property he was informed
that it had been thrcwn out of the
rear window, in accordance with the
standing instructicns of the house-
master on the subject of foreign
objects found in his rooms. A hur-
ried search by the owner revealed his
property about fifty yards down stream
in a drain. That the drain was dry tes-
tifies only to the prevailing weather -
conditions and not by any means to
the sweetness of the person who
flung the satchel out.

It is the more forgetful and impro-
vident ones among the first floor and
second tloor dwellers that make life
on the ground floor an insupportable
burden. Either they forget to comb
their hair before coming downstairs,
or they omit to take their handker-
chiefs, or could you please call so and
so. Once they are let in, one finds
that there are a large pumber of
wishes that have to be fulfilled. And
since one like myself is usually at the
lower rungs of the ladder of seniority
in the school, all these wants have to
be ungrudgingly met,

One is apt to find, at least I have
found, that the oppressor's field of
action is considerably widened if he
happens to belong to the same class
as oneself. I find his books strewn
all over my room, and as he is never
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in possession of a satchel, I have to
carry them for him. He also borrows
for an undefined period any of my
toilet articles, with the exception of
my tooth-brush. My feeling about
this parasite is identical to what a
condemned man must feel about his
executioner, And he has, very much
like ‘the executioner, an air of amused
tolerance and well-bred boredom:.

Then there are the visitors—sight-
seers from town.  They naturally
hesitate to go upstairs. They have
impinged on my life only once, but
that single soul-searing experience has
cast its shadow on my life ever since.
It was a quiet Saturday afterncon
(quiet, because the radiogram in the
common-room was out of order), and
I was enjoying a cool siesta, clad in
nothing more than a pair of drawers.
I was disturbed by loud alien sounds in
the corridor. A moment later the
door opened a little, a head popped in,
saw me, and withdrew itself, I had
just had time to grab a dressing gown,
when the door opened again, This
rime the whole person entered, follow-
ed by a horde of others There were
people of both sexes and children of
all ages. I had only one design now,
and that was to disippear. That I
did, I am afraid, in a somewhat un-
dignified manner through the open
window. What must have happenel
after that can only be judged from
the state in which I found my room
when an hour later I returned to the
spot and with infinite caution insert-
ed my head tentatively through the
window, Every thing had been exa-
mined with the throughness and eye
for detail of a Scotland Yard Officer.
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The entire contents of my room were
piled up in the centre forming a
structure not unlike a model of the
Pyramid of Cheops.

At what must have been five or
six O clock on a Sunday morning, [
was awakened by some determined
pounding on my door. On opening it
I found that it was some fellow who
wanted to know the time! All my
obscene vocabulary came out like a
river in spate, and the fact that
he was a class-mate also helped.
1 had just finished the first
paragraph of my observations and was
drawing breath for the second when
the senior in the adjoining room, who
had been disturbed, directed me, not
very politely, to ease.

My waking hours are blessed with
the “melodies” that continuocusly
emanate from the common-room. My
room, you see, adjoins the common-
room. Perhaps this would be quite
pleasant, were it not for the fact that
some senior students keep the volume
knob turned full so that the music
reaches their rooms at the far end of
the corridor. My room, not being at
the far end gets the blast.

If, therefore, on a moonless night,
you find someone with head bowed,
heading for the nearest cliff, you will
have to strain your imagination very
little to realize that it isme. You
see, even hurling himself out of an
upstairs window is not open to a
ground floor dweller.
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ATTENDING A HISTORY-CILASS
By Vijay K. Kumar, B.A. IInd. vear.

ERE goes the bell, and it is my

History class, As we were com-
ing out of the previous class room,
I said to my partner. “let us cut
history today.” He replied, "Can’t !
I peed to sleep.” But it was a trouble
o me, because the professor, who was
sapposed to be my well-wisher, saw to
iz that I was alwavs attentive in the
class.

I was teeling hungry. I went to
the canteen, had some grub, and when
I came back, my professor said, “Why
are you late 7" 1 at once replied,
“The class started before I got here.”

Anyhow, [ managed to get in,
White coming in to the room, |
winked at my sleeping but smiling
partner in the corner, who was pro-
bably dating his friend (in his dream).

I had hardly seated myself when
the professor fired his first question,
“Vijay, can you tell me the year
when America got her Independence?”

I replied, “1876, Sir.”
He asked the same question from

a boy, sitting two seats away from me,
who answered correctly.

And then he said, “Vijay, can you
tell me, how far you were from the
correct answer ?7

“Only three seats, Sir,” I replied.
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The professor got red with anger
and started giving a lecture to the
students.

A few minutes later I felt asif
somebody was pulling me, and when [
looked arcund, [ saw my sleeping part-
ner trying to pull me towards him. I
woke him up and asked him the
reason of doing this illegal work. He
told me in tears that actually he was
trying to wish his friend good night.
I only smiled at his reverie.

This professor knew that [ had
taken up philosophy as one of the
subjects. He said, “All philosophers
are fouls, May I ask the philosophers
in this class to stand up ?”

When no one stood up my sleep-
ing partner, who was still caught up
in his dream. stood up.

The professor was amazed. He
said, ""Are you a philosopher ?”

My sleeping partner replied in the
most innocent tone:"Not exactly, sit”.
Actually I can not bear you standing
all alone by yourself.”

You can guess the result yourselves,
My sleeping partner was promptly
ordered to disappear from the class !

Now the professor was}bent upon
turning me down. He said, “When
George was your age, he had become a
working surveyor.” From somewhere
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came the reply, “And when he was
your age, Sir, he had become the
President of the United States.”

By this time, the professor's anger
had reached its combustion point.
Ten students were turned out of the
class. I opened up the window near
to me, and when I was called to leave
the «class, I had alread: vanished.

For a few seconds he behaved as
if the ground had slipped from
beneath his feet. Later a search
party was organized under his Presi-
dentship to dig me up wherever I was.
But he could never find me as | was
sipping hot coffee in a restaurant.
where a sign board was hanging:
“"PHILOSOPHERS NOT ALLOWED"
writen on it,

“HOW THE SNAKE GOT HIS POISON”
By Parbhat Kumayr Sood, B. Sc. IInd year.

( HEN I was in school, I went

on a tour around Asia., In
Japan (Tokyo) I met my Pen-friend
who was very anxious to see me. [
spent about three nights there. At
night we used to relate stories to each
other. One story which he narrated
to e was strange and very interesting,
Here I reproduce it for the amuse-
ment of my friends.)

A very long tume ago the snake
used to be a harmless creature, no
more deadly than a squirrel or a
lizard. At that time the most feared
animal on the earth was the mangoose.
The mangoose was huge and power-
ful and, what was more, he possessed
a bag of poison, which made his bite
fatal. For this reason everyone trem-
bled at the sight of bhim and did his
best to keep out of his way, But
despite this the mangoose managed to
kill a couple of dozen men and beasts
every day.

As time went on the mangoose
hecame more and more powerful and

22

soon the wvarious tribes of men and
animals found themselves fast dimi-
nishing. At last one day all the tribes
assembled together and held a council.
“Good Lord” exclaimed Man as he
looked around and counted the num-
ber present. “At this rate our race
will soon wvanish from the earth.
Something must be done to stop the
mangoose from his wicked killings™

“You are right”, agreed the Lion,
“something has to be done pretty fast
or else all of us will be soon extinct.”

“But,” asked everycone in a chorus,
“what can be done: Not one of us
can possibly stand up against the
mangoose and battle with him." At
this everyone stopped and sighed and
and looked gloomier than ever.

It was then that the Snake slith-
ered to the front and spoke, “Cheer
up, brethren,” he cried "I shall fight
the mangeose and vanguish him be-
fore nightfall tomorrow I
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Everyone looked amazed. ‘“Ha, bha,

ha the Lion began to laugh. *“He
Whinks he is a great warrior and can
‘Baxtvie with the mangoose”.

“Yes", said the Tiger on a tone of
open disbelief, “How can a slim little
fellow like you dare to raise his head
m front of the terrible mangoose™.

The Snake raised his hood high
mad winked, “Strength, my friends,
Be replied. “is not every thing.
Canning also counts. I rely on my
Brain:. not brawns for victory,” he

“Well, you have our good wishes,”
bhe assemblied crowd cried,” Go and
Rry vour luck.”

With this the meeting broke up,
geveryone promising to gather again at
tbe same place the following night
to hear the results of the Snake's
etforts.

Next morning the Snake went and
quietly hid himself near the man-
goose's dwelling place and waited, for
ke said to himself :

"It 1s best to tackle him on a full
stomach as with the pangs of hunger
beating inside him he might not be
in 2 mood to listen to reason.”

When the Mangoose returned and
stretched himself to go to sleep, the
Snake boldly slithered out of his hid-
ing place and approached him.

“Hush, what are you doing here?”
the Mangoose grunted and made to get
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up to kill him, but the Snake assidu-
ously backed away.” I had come to
warn you of a plot against your life,”
he called out. “But if you are going
to be unfriendly, I shall go away.”

“No, wait,” ordered the Mangoose.
“I shall not say anything to you. Tell
me what the plot is ; who is presump-
tuous enough to think that he can
harm me ?7

“All the tribes of men and beasts
have joined forces,” the Snake repli-
ed, “and will surely succeed in harm-
ing you if you are not torewarned. 1
meant to help you by informing vou
of their plot, but [ do not like your
attitude,”

sotry,” the Mangoose said
“l did not mean to

“I am
motre humbly,

frighten you. Come and rell me of
the plot.”
“Oh, no!” the Snake replied

shrewdly “I am scared of you. I shall
stay and tell you about the plot on one
condition. You must give me your
poison bag to hold in my hands while
I talk to vou,”

“Impossible " shouted the Man-
goose, “How dare you ask for my
poison bag I

"“Very well”, shrugged the Snake,
“I shan't tell you then.”

“My poison may harm jyou if
you touch the bag,” the Mangoose
reasoned. But the Snake was adamant
and refused to divulge his secret till
the Mangoose produced the bag from
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his mouth and gave it to him, The
Snake took it and quickly swallowed
it.

“This was the plot, my friend,”
he then informed the Mangoose, T
promised to steal your poison bag
and render you. helpless. And you
need not try and harm me now be-
cause I can kill you with my bite.
“And before the Mangoose could re-
cover from the shock of what had
happened the crafty Snake was gone !

That night the Snake appeared at
the meeting place as had been planned
and triumphantly told of his victory.
Everyone was delighted. “And now,"
said one of the animals, “give us the
poison bag so that we can destroy it
and be free of this terror for ever.”
But the cunning Snake realized he

had got hold of a powerful weapon.
“Nothing doing,” he replied. “I am
keeping the poison bag.”

“We shall have nothing to do with
you in that case,” the other threaten-
ed. “Never mind,” the Snake hissed.
‘But you will fear me all right 1"

So from that day the Snake became
an outcast. This is also the reason why
the mangoose has become the snake’s
mortal enemy and fights him to get
back his poison whenever he comes
across him. Since the poison origi-
nally belonged to the mongoose he is
also the only animal whom the snake
bite does not affect, for he knows of
a certain root which he can eat and
make himself immune to the poison,
if he is bitten.

NEWTON'S THIRD LAW OF MOTION

By Igbal Bahadur Singh, B. Sc. (Final)

A boy was not satisfied with
Newton'’s third law of motion,
according to which "Actions and reac-
tions are equal and opposite’. The
law can be roughly summarized in this
way : If you press a body with some
force, the body also presses you with
the same force.

Once he was travelling by a train.
In order to make water, he went
towards the latrine. He rturned the
bolt of the door and pushed it. To
his surprise, the door pushed him
back. He again applied a great force
on the door again but the door again
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pushed him back as before. He got
prepared for the final attack. He
suddenly pushed the door with all
the physical power he could muster.
The door closed with such a thrash-
ing force that he fell ten yards away.
He was very pleased to find that
there was before him on almost flaw-
less instance illustrating Newton's
third law of motion.

Do vou also agree with him ?

[Answer : No. He ignored the possi-
bility of an other man's presence
inside].
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CLOUDS OF WAR

By Vijay Marwah, B. S5c [Ist year.

HE greatest problem facing the

brave new world of sputniks,
rovkets and supersonic planes, is not
whother Russia reaches the Moon
£rst or America but whether man can
ra-win some of the essential humanity,
bBe has lost in this age; whether he can
eonjuer the mutual distrust, suspicion,
fzar. malice, intense nationalism; or in
short, whether he can kill the germs
of cold war, which are apt to devour
wp the whole humar civilization. The
second world war has ended but love
and affection, peace and prosperity
still remain a mirage. The world
wday is sitting on the verge of a
volcano and it is bound to be blown
up if steps are not taken to stop
the rot created by unsocial and da-
maging elements in our society.

Today the world, like a2 magnetic
needle is swinging betweet two poles.
On one side lofty ideals are placed,
summit conferences are held to main-
tain a permanent and everlasting peace
while on the other hand the two Blocks
are glowering at each other, threaten-
ing war and pulling each other's leg. To
day one country calls for an open sky
‘nspection and the other rejects it and
then one of them sends her planes to
tfly in the other’s territory. This sort
of feeling is deep-rooted in the minds
of not our people only but also our
leaders. Had there been real quest for
peace the two Blocks would have set
tled the disputes by peaceful methods,
The gloom is once again encircling
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the earth and the agents of Satan are
hovering over the earth to annihilate
the whole society. Military pacts,
like NATO, Cento or Seato cannot
maintain world peace. they may, how-
ever, add fuel to the fire.

Restlessness, lack of faith, ennui
and misundeistanding assail the minds
of our people teday.” Feelings of uni-
versalism. honesty and sincerity have
vanished high in the air. Thus we
see that pre-war atmosphere has
been re-created and swect breeze has
been changed into detestable gale,
Population and employment problems
are gnawing at the heart of humanity,
Modern man is like a stray dog, who 1is
moving hither and thither knowing
not where to go. The theory of “Get
together” and “‘Love your Nation”
has evaporated.

All the problems may be solved
and all the troubles removed if with
the advance of science and technology
we throw away the old, barren pattern
of thoughts and the ideas of “'universa-
lHm™ or Internationalism™ are planted
deep In our minds. If we want to be
saved from the ashesand the sparks
of atom or hydrogen bombs, we must
follow the philosophy of “Worid
Integration” and petty ideas of ract-
alism, linguism, casteism and chauva-
nism should be given up. We must
develop an optimistic outlook to-
wards life and try to attain a high
level of International inrelligence.

—
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Feelings of universal brotherhood are
to be fostered among us. So long our
outlook on life is not made sober and
creative the lost humanity will con-
tinue to remain adrift and there
would not be any possibility of global
peace. In the words of Dr. S. Radha-

krishan, “No body can predict the
future of modern man : whether he
is to survive or become extinct in the
event of global Nuclear war”., Man
must overhaul the entire structure ot
modern power-politics otherwise he
should get ready to welcome his end.

THE MOST INTERESTING PERSON | EVER SAW
By Sushma Sahni, Pre-Medical 11 year.

A\X/HEN I think of the most interest-

ing person I ever saw, [ remem-
ber my teacher Mrs, X of the Lady
Larding School. She looked interest-
ing because she was different from
other teachers.

I can easily recollect her entering
the main gate of the school at a
leisurely pace about half an hour after
the first bell. It was her special
privilege because she managed to get
her first period always vacant. She
would: then occupy an easy chair and
relax in it in the statf room and
invite any teacher for a chit-chart till
the bell rang.

Being more interested in talking
than in attending the class, she would
enter the class room ten minutes late
and send a girl to fetch the attendance
register, mean while yawning and
looking towards the class in a strange
sort of way. She probably didn’t re-
cognize us or may be she did and
didr'c like it. Taking the roll call
was a long process for her because
after calling out evety two names
she would feel her hair to ensure that
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it was securely tucked up.

After the roll call she used to look
at the watch to ensure that half the
period was already over. Then the
teaching started. “Take out the books,
girls.” she said. “Which lesson are we
doing ? Aah,” she asked with sleepy
evesand a yawn. “You Indu start
reading,” always asking the same girl
to read, After Indu had read a few
lines, Shobha, Monica or Manju would
ask the meaning of some word. That
atonce would spoil her mood and she
would start scolding, “You girls, you
are getting lazy and will not prepare
the lesson. Asha you go and get the
dictionary.” Waiting tor the diction-
nary gave a relief to the tense mo-
mencs and the girls could shoot side
glances and smile, taking care not to
strain the nerves of the over-worked
scholar-lady. The dictionary would
come and the teacher would get busy
with the difficult process of finding
out the word in the dictionary., At
this juncture, the bell would always
come to her rescue.

She considered herself an autho-
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rizy on dress. “Look, look, look,”
she would say pointing out towards
another teacher, “How funny! The
eolour of her blouse doesn’t go with
Ber pink sari.” Oddities in her own
dress were always described by her as
the latest fashion in the city.

This reminds me also of her pro-
tessed taste in music. She gave her
performance only once when every-
body smiled on the sly, and finally
she came out of her inspired reverie
and showed disgust with her andience,
which had no ears for the latest in
music,

and
the

She did not like knitting
hated it as much as she did

lipsticks and paintea faces, otherwise
she wouldn't have washed her ftace
six times in six hours. She was only
meticulous about her own complexion,
not about other people’s,

One interesting thing about her
was her charming parochial nature;
she was broad-minded and provincial
at the same time, Whatever criticisms
she might have levelled against any-
one she was only too eager to with-
draw them if she came to know that
the individual concerned happened to
be born in her part of the world.
She had romantic and nostalgic long-
ing for everything belonging to the
province of her birth.

THE COLLEGE BELL

By Kussum Nangia, B. Sc. Il year.

AHI Here goes the bell. ‘Ding-
dong-ding-dong.” A gift par-excel-
lence of Father Time heralding at the
college a day af dull and monotonous
routine. Perhaps no one has ever
bothered tc know when a bell first
began to toll in the world. I am my-
self quite ignorant about it, but any
way | believe that the day must have
been the one on which God created
the voluptuous and wily doll for our
grandsire Adam to play with. How
could such an occasion pass un-
noticed! I am sure the bells must
have tolled in Heaven and Hell alike
for who could possibily slight such a
marvellous creation of God. Anyway
that was about the bells that tolled a
long time age. Now-a-days the bells
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ring in temples, churches, towers,
streets, tram-cars, offices, schools and
colleges. But all the same the way a
bell rings in the college and the stir
it creates, has no equal and only a
few parallels.

In the college. the silvery ding-
dong of the bell arouses the sleepy-
eyed students from their respective
postures and places, making them
move with jerks, like bodies being
resurrected. But their is another
species of students who react in a
different wav to the chime of the
bell. The moment they bear it go,
they rush to the class-rooms. Seeing
them running on such occasions, it
won't amount to much exaggeration
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to say that they could outstrip
“Bobby” Morrow or a Ray Norton
any day, if only instead of the tracks
they had the corridors to run and the
tape to be breasted was not a tape but
a class room, But then again there is
the romantic guy, deeply absorbed in
romantic propensities, who wends his
way unwillingly to the class room at
at the sound ot the bell, though it is
only to get the atrendance. The ring-
ing of the bell also puts an end to the
chattering and muttering of many a
gibberish soul. And as none of the
student huas any faith in Chesterton’s
saying: “An 1lnconvenlence is an
adventure, rightly considered’ what
a cruel and exasperating inconvenience
the bell consigns to everyone of them!

It 1s only once in a while (except-
ing Saturdays) that the college bell
may ring down the closing of the
college, but alas that too is only for a
day or soat the most. And whatis
a day after all—a few hours left after

writing of lab. records and reports in
which one is supposed to eat, drink
(not alcohol, of course), play, sleep
and even study ! The day flees away
on wings and close on its heels dawns
the next day amid the chimes of the
college bell. Ring it must and ring it
will, in fair weather or foul.

But for all that, the college bell
remains something of a necessity and
of unrivalled importance to a college.
On what ground will a college stand
without a bell? If a bell were not to
ring in a college, where would the
boys and girls be? Not in the college,
any way ! Hence no bell, no college
and thereby no pursuit of studies or
spread of education; then who shall
look after Our Five Year Plans! So
let’s hope, the college bell will go on
ringing in fair or foul weather, and
in good and bad days, for all times to
come, And let's not forget the chap
who first conceived the idea of strik-
ing a metal piece with a mallet.

SCIENCE AND RELIGION

By Ashobk Kumar Ainbwuni. Prep Artr

IT is often thought and believed that
there is fundamental contradiction
between Science and Religion. The
two are considered at variance in their
aims and purposes. Science Is tepre-
sented as something whose sole aim
1s material aggrandizement and crea-
tion of weapons of mass destruction,
On the otherhand religion is consi-
dered as something which pre-occupies
itself with finding harmony with

-

23

Ged and not caring for the material
welfare of mankind. Both these
views are incorrect because they take
a narrow and distorted view of the
aims and purposes of both science
and Religion.

In fact the prime objective of
Science as well as Religion is the

Service of mankind in the widest
sense of the term. It is no fault of
DESH



Science or of Religion that the persons
who pursue and practice them apply
the scientific or religious principles
and precepts wrongly. The real de-
fect lies in the bases and prejudices
of individuals who see a contradiction
in Science and Religion. For how
can the inventions of the sctentists
which restore wvisien to the blind,
hearing to the deaf and legs to the
lame, be ignored by a man of Religion
or condemned by him as not useful ?
Similarly Religion can inspire the
men of Science to undestake resear-
ches which would result in discoveries
that eliminate many an ill of
humanity.

Science is that branch of know-
ledge which unveils nature and peeps
into the mysteries of the Universe.
On the otherhand, Religion is that
phenomenon of human nature that
searches for God. It includes faith in
the existence of the Supreme Being.
Though the scope of Science and that
of Religion are different, yet in the
realm of thought one crosses the
region of the other.

Science has revolutionized
Religion. Before its advent Religion
had complete authority over the
mind and heart of man. But with the
passage of time it has lost its former
supremacy and degraded itself into
blind faith and superstition. Science
has done one good thing to religion—
it has shaken its basis of superstition
It has induced a spirit of scientitic
inquiry in the matter of Religion.

The West is regarded as the home
of Science. There is a notion that a
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struggle between religion and science
is going on in the West, Darwin, who
put before the world the thecry of
evolution of man, was treated with
contempt. Religion wanted to crush
this theory, but truth ultimately tii-
umphed. This triumph has been a
vindication of science.

Gone are the days when people
did not know anything about the
“Maid Servant' : Electricity; when
their knowledge was limited to a
little circle. But now they have mas-
tery over nature through scientific
inventions and it has produced an
impression that there is no God, or
heaven, Man's innate reverence for
religion has received a rude blow at
the hands of meddlesome Science.

Science deals with concrete facts
while religion deals with unknown
entities. Science follcws the path
of reason, while religion pursues the
path of meditation and belicf.

By understanding the concept of
life we observe that peither science
nor religion alone can discover the
truth. Religion, uncentrolled by
Science, may lead us astray and make
us superstitious, On the otherhand,
Science without religion will make us
dogmatic, so we require both in the
march of life,

Truly speaking science has ra-
tionalized religion. The scientific
discoveries have proved how wvast
and mysterious nature is; but more
mysterious is He who created it. To
scek Him we should pursue religion—
but Religion divorced from Science.
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HOYPE

By Malika Malik Frep. Arts.

HUMAN beings are never satisfied

with their present position,
We have all sorts of powers, desires
and instincts which keep us busy
throughout our lives. Because of
these powers we remember our past
and imagine our future, That strange
power which we call remembrance
always looks back at bygone days
and entertains us in our loneliness.
But there is also a power which
brings forward-looking thoughts into
our minds, That power is known as
‘Hope.*

Hope plays a very important part
in life. Living in the castles of hope
we think of far distant times and are
so absorbed in it that we begin to
soar higher and higher in imagination.
Without hope our lives would be
tasteless, because our joy would be
<o limited. Life is often a struggle
and a bitter experience, but it is hope
alone which makes it truly enjoyable.

We may be dying of hunger, but we

* “Hop , like the gleaming taper's light,
Adorns and cleers our way,
And still, as darker grows the night,

brighter ray.”

{Goldsmith)

Emits a
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hope for rich food, and that hope
makes wus live. Hope is our best
friend in misfortune. When every one
else leaves us in a tight corner hope
consoles us. If we had no hope in
life, then our lives would be without
purpose. Hope seolves difficulties,
encourages hard work, and exhorts us
to work harder still.

Life takes strange courses. Some-
time the journey of life is colourful;
sometime desolate and barren. But
there is always the hope that we
will turn the corner and get something
for our sincere efforts. In hope of
success, students burn the mid-night
oil. Inthe hope of a beautiful pic-
ture, an artist even forgets himself.
Harsha, the great king of India, said
he would be willing to give away
every one of his possessions except
hope. Without hope life is impossible.
Hope sustains life, Life is-hope and
hope is life itself.**

**  Hope, like a cordial,

innocent, though strong,
heart, atonce,
inspirits, and
makes him pav,
his wisdom for his joxs.
(Young)
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SELE=EhLP

By Ajay Bhalla, B. Sc. I year.

€V OD helps those who help them-

selves”, says an cold and well-
tried proverb. But we must know
the clear meaning of “self-help”. We,
human beings, must learn self-help
and to live by the sweat of our own
brow. It develops the body as welil
as the mind. It teaches a man to
d&nnk out of his own cistern, eat his
own sweet bread and not to hang on
o the labour of other people,

Schools and colleges provide only
the foundation of culture. But one’s
Bfe must be built on these cultural
foundations by one's own efforts.
Mere theoretical education has least
value as compared with the practical
we receive daily in every busy haunt of
man. To quote Bacon: ‘Studies teach
not their .own use, but there is a
wisdom without them won by observa-
tions”., For experience of life teaches
the lesson that a man can perfect him-
self only by practical work rather
than by book-reading. It islife not
literature, action not study, character
not biography, that is the essence of
an individual's worth. Book-learning
ignores this important aspect of edu-
cation and makes individuals hangers-
on of the labour of other people. On
the other hand, book-learning is not
forbidden to the individuval so long as
self-help and bodily labour count, for
all national greatness and prosperity

depend on the way people help
themselves,
DESH

Once a cartman had to pass
through a swamp. His cart got stuck
in the mud. He tried his very best
to extricate it but could not. Then
he prayed to God to come to his aid.
But his conscience delivered him a
message as from some heavenly being.
The message was that nothing would
succeed but self-help. The cartman
must put hisown shoulder to the wheel
and then alone help could be sought
and given. He did so and the wheels
of the cart were soen out of the mud.
He had not to wait for his God’s help,
The moral which this incident illus-
trates is that dependence isa curse
and self-help is the best help. Selt-
help teaches us to stand on our own
legs and act independently. Every
man has to do his task. Living upon
other’s charity leads to loss of virtue
and prestige. Self-help is the only
way to be happv, great and successful
in life. A lion is said never to feed
on others’ kill. So it is not at all gocd
to bank upon others, Self-help must
be cultivated by every-one at an eatly
stage of life. Children should not be
spoon-ted, They, too, should be pro-
perly directed and guided to help
themselves. Without self-help a man
is a straw which is at the mercy of
every wind, So we should never lose
courage however big the obstacles may
be. We should always keep in mird
the word “self-help”.
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SOUINID
By Rajat Batra, B. A. I year.

I love all sounds-—-the songs at morn and eve ;
Of sweet-tongued birds in many a mingled tune ;
The beetle s drone at night, and hum at noon ;

Of bees who from the flowears honey thieve ;

The roar of oceans when they wildly heave ;
Flutter of golden crops to be reaped soon ;

The serenade of night wind 'neath the moon ;
And voice of summer streams that wasting grieve,

There's music within each sound, harsh or sweet ;
'Tis heard in clatter loud of tramping hoofs ;

In every vale-boran echo it is found ;

In peal of temple bells toc it doth beat :

It falls from the rain's patter on the roofs :

It lies in silence—silence too is sound,

PUBLIC OPINION

By Aruna Dutta, Pre-Medical Il year,

IN these days of democracy much
importance is given to public
opinion. As a matter of fact ] feel
that public opinion is not properly
appreciated by most of the people,
especially in orthodox countries like
India,

It may be noted that if the public
is not properly educated it cannot
form correct opinicns about the pro-
blems of the State or society. To
ilustrate my point of view [ refer to
a patrable.

Two sparrows were sitting on a

tree. One of them was very happy
but the other was extremely sad, The
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sparrow which was gay asked the

other sparrow why she was unhappy

The latter replied that while flying
over a shop in the street that morning
she had heard the shopkeeper shout-
ing that he was prepared to sella

sparrow for two pice only, and that
had had a very depressing effect one
her. She was pained to learn that

her market value was so little
The gay sparrow at once rejoined

that God had declared in many reli-
gious books that He cared more for
a sparrow than for an elephant, Did
that not show the Creator of the
world loved their community ? Why
should they worry about the opiniong
of some people. No opinion should
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perturh their peace of mind. This
satement may be pure fiction but
the comfort which this parable pro-
wided to the sad sparrow, who would
otherwise have died of a broken heare,
was immense.

Let it not be deemed that one
should be absolutely indifferent to
public opinion. After all the vioce
of the people is said to be the voice
of Ged. It plays a very major part
in reforming some of our bad manners.
E is always profitable for all classes
of people to respect the opinions of
their neighbours, and kith and kin; but
all this does not mean that one shoula
Bbe a slave to every form of public
opinion. The right course should be
to respect public opinion on all vital
marters (social and political and so
on) that concern the society of which
opne is a member. To be ignorant

about this aspect of public opinion is
to denote a lack of enlightened seif-
interest «s well as interest in others.
That is bad from every point of view,

Public opinion can, however, be
ignored or passionately denounced,
according to the merit of the case, 1f
it happens to be based on prejudice,
non-reason, bigotry and selfishness.
In such cases it becomes the moral
responsibility of the enlightened citi-
zens to put UP a vigerous opposition
to it and save his fellow beings from
going the way of political mischief or
self-injury or both.

Otherwise a sound. well-informed
public opinion can become the best
defence of democracy, both against
internal abuse as well as against ex-
ternal aggression—in whatever from
it cormes,

<TIME BOMB?"

By Suresh Gopal, B. Sc. 11 ycar.

HE mechanism of a time-bomb has

been set in motton. It is only a
question of a few months or even a
tew days before the world comes to
grief. The time-bomb is ticking away
tast.

The time-bomb-—BERLIN, came
into being in August, 1945, It can be
called a by-product of the World War
II. The Allies—Britain, the U S, A.
and the U.S.S.R.-—of the World War
. had agreed to divide Germany and
Berlin between themselves, It was
agreed to give France also a share in
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the loot.

The agreement was arrived at the
Potsdam Conference of 1945 attended
by Winston Churchill, Josef Stalin,
and Franklin Roosevelt. They agreed
that on cessation of hostilities Berlin,
as also Germany, would be divided
into four zones—each zone to be ad-
ministered by one power. In an agree-
ment of May 1949 the three Western
Powers, namely, Britain, France and
U.S,A, agreed to merge their zones of
Germany and form the present Fede-
ral Republic of Germany, popularly
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known as West Germany, whereas
the Soviet Zone is known as the Ger-
man Democratic Republic or East
Germany. Both these parts were
granted full independent status only
in May 1955, The four-power status
of Berlin is still maintained.

Berlin lies in the heart of East
Germany. The nearest point of con-
tact with West Germany is Bonn, the
capital of West Germany which is
110 miles away. Waest Berlin, ie.
part of Berlin administered by the
Western Powers, is linked to West
Germany by means of air-corridors
and road and rail paths running
through East Germany, over which
free right of passage to any of the
four powers was agreed upon. In
1948, under orders from Stalin the
land access routes were closed to the
Western Powers. There followed a
massive air-lift, under the direct com-
mand of General Lucius Clay of the
U.S. Army, in which literally every-
thing from troops to coal for the
people of West Berlin was carried by
air into West Berlin. The “Blockade
of Berlin” by Russia was a complete
failure.

The Western Powers have made
Berlin a prestige issue. The econo-
mic, cultural and social life of the
people of West Berlin has registered
a phenomenal increase in recent years,
They have never enjoyed such pros-
perity at any time. On the other
hand, the people of East Berlin still
face great difficultics in securing con-
sumer goods and other articles of
daily use. The life of East Berliners
compared to the life of West Berliners
is very drab, Many Fast Berliners
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would go daily to work in the Western
part of the city. Consequently, there
is great unrest among them., Many
people flee daily to West Berlin and
seek refuge there.

In 1959, Mr. Krushchev threatened
to sign' a separate peace treaty with
East Germany. The implications of
this treaty are very deep. As the Wes-
tern Powers did not and still do not re-
cognise the independent status of East
Germany, a separate peace treaty be-
tween East Germany and Russia would
force them to recognise the indepen-
dent status of the former, because
then they would have to negotiate
with East Germany about the free
movement of traffic and goods
through East Germany, which at pre-
sent is granted by the Potsdam Treaty.

Recently, Mr, Krushchev has gone
one step further in his threat by
closing the borders of East Berlin with
West Berlin, and declaring that he
would definitely sign a peace treaty
with East Germany by the end of
1961. Demobilisation in the Soviet
Army has been stopped. Nuclear test-
ing by Russia has been resumed. The
Western Powers have retaliated by
saying that they will not be brow-
beaten by these intimidating tactics
of the Soviets. Instead., they would
go to the defence of West Berlin if
any liberty of the people was curtailed
or if they were attacked. The two
sides are poised menacingly against
each other. But, let us not be pessi-
mists., Let 1s hope that better sense
will prevail in the end, and that the
ticking of the time-bomb will be
stopped well in time. In this case, it
is a question of “Now Or Never™ !
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PANDU KHADE

By Goutam Banerjee, B. Sc. I year.

Champion! Buck up!{Champion! Hey!
who 1s that new fellow ? He seems
to be an Indian ! It's strange !

These were the words which were
keard on the race-course. The horse
who ran in the ‘Derby race’ was
Champion’ and its Jockey—a twenty
four years old Indian.

Surely, it is a matter of surprise.
The first Indian who participated in
the English Derby race was Pandu
Khade, Pandu Khade is a renowned
Indian Jockey in the present world
of horsemanship.

On a pleasant day in the year 1921
this universally popular Jockey was
born in the village Banvra of Kolha-
pur in the family of a stable-keeper.
His father was the stable-keeper of
Maharaja Rajaram.  Although he
received love and affection from his
father yet he was deprived of the
same from his mother who had died
when he was very young.

At the age of eleven Pandu began
to earn his living by spinning cloth
and at that time this eminent horse-
man earned one and a half annas
daily. But fate had something else in
store for him. Pandu was to become
a jockey and when in the year 1936
Maharaja Rajaram appointed him a
worker in his stable, it was the begin-
ning of Pandu’s life of today.

The latent talents in Pandu be-
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came visible to the king who decided
to make a skilled horseman of Pandu.
During this period many people were
interested 1n race-course but one
scarcely had the idea of making an
Indian a Jockey. The Maharaja was
the first person who had thought
that way. But he was not one of
those men who did not succumb to
their thought. In the year 1933
Pandu Khade was admitted to an
apprentice-school "of the Western
India Turf Club. After keeping him
under the care of well-known coaches,
such as C. H. Nathmoor and N.D.
Bhonsle, for about a year the Maharaja
arranged to send Khade to Australia.
But as ill luck would have it the
Maharaja died and the fortune of
Pandu remained suspended for a time.

After three full years his fortune
took a different turn and Pandu
secured the opportunity of serving
under the care of the famous Jockey,
Walace Sibrit.  Sibrit was reputed
for having raced in all the race cours.
es of the world. Sibrit was a very
short-tempered man. He paid more
attention to the tactics of winning a
race than to winning the race by
mere trying. Whenever Pandu won
a race Sibrit never hesitated to punish
him for the slightest mistake in his
manner of racing, All the credit for
which Pandu is leading 2 celebrated
life today goes to Sibrit.

In the year 1945 Pandu Khade
became known to the Maharaja of
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Baroda who took Pandu with him to
England. That was the first chance
when an Indian Jockey could take
part in an English horse race. In
England Khade took part in about
twenty horse-races and stood first in
one of them. Here he became the
lucky Jockey ot the horse ‘Champion’,

In reality the fortune of Khade
was becoming apparent now. He got
the opportunity of going to America
from England with the horse of
Pratap Singh and presented himself
in two horse-races. And, after two
years, that is in the year 1947, the
stars of Khade seemed to smile at him
and he began to progress with the
utmost speed. On his return to India
the same year he got the champion-
ship in horsemanship by competing
in the Poona Horse Race. In the
following year victory seemed to
stretch its hands and grasp him with
readiness, In the Indian Derby race
of 1930 Pandu played so well that he
almost reached the peak of fame.
Khade also won the Derby Race of
the years 1956 and '57. By attaining
the championship five times in
Rombay, twice in Pocna and once in
Bangalore he has made a record, In
the history of horsemanship Khade is
the first Jockey who has had the
championship for four continuous
years. Uptil today he has won about
570 races among which the Chatrapati
Rajaram Maharaj Cup is of the high-
ests importance to him,

Pandu Khade. who holds a high
position in the tield of Horse-racing,
leads a peaceful life at home. He
remains busy by participating in horse
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races in different parts of the coun-
try and therefore hardly gets time to
participate in affairs at home. Never-
theless, he finds time, somehow or
other, for his wife and children,

Pandu has a blind faith in God
and religion. His home is beautifully
decorated with pictures of the Lord
and before embarking upon a certain
project he would first recommend
himself to God.

But even among all this bhappiness
he has not forgotten the benefits
given to him by Maharaja Rajaram,
He has opened a School in the name
of the Maharaja in his village. Al-
though the school has recently been
started all the same there are about 400
students studying in that school, 25
percent of them are being given free
education. For the popularization of
the school, Khade is trying his best
and has collected a large sum of
money for that,

We can barely find even one
jockey like Pandu who has such high
regards for his motherland and for
dissemination of knowledge.

To Khade skill in his profession
and in life is of equal and unique im-
portance.

Simple-minded Khade believes
that he can work not only to fulfil
his own purpose but also with a
desire to be gond to others. We pray
for a long and happy life for Pandu
Khade and earnestly hope that the
future horsemen of India would main-
tain all the records set up by him.
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TWO POEMS

By Shri J. K. Jain, M. A., Lecturer in English.

(i) HOW LONG ?

I have stood, I have waited
to dissolve into the melody
of your presence

my Ego that struts, isolates,
tightens its grip on me.
You, who have disturbed me
day and night,

with joy, with anguish,

(as though compelled by Necessity);

Have understood the impulse
behind the solitary movement
Of my finger ;

Looked deep into my
Saddening or brightening eye.
It's you,

my dear, dear companion !
It's you I need

toldrink to the lees

the cool air flowing

Over a landscape tranquil,
with its parched lips

Slaked by a celestial shower :
to enjoy the Pastoral Symphony
Or Onkar's melodious ease :
Or gaze at the veil

that half-conceals, half-reveals,
a mellow moon

Sailing on a January night,
I'll, all alone,

grapple with the ache

raging in my soul ;

Or, like Moses, toil through
burning sand or barren stone,
But, to enjoy

without you to share my joy !
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(ii) TWILIGHT IN CONNAUGHT PLACE

This is the place no one belongs to,

the no man’'s land. The queuing throngs,

the scuttling feet, all impatient

to get back home. The restaurants are full
Of coffees, how-do-you-~do's smart, chatter,

the cynical laughs that clatter

and come to nothing,

The wheels howl like dogs at night.

The parrots with their trailing green
tails

protract their mad chorus to eternity,

The trees and the tall buildings

look on stunned.

O for an island of silence !

where one could recline and think ?
Is there no rocket to the land

of thought ? Only the rushing wheel,
the wheel that gets inside, paralyses
the mind, the spirit

into a passive dial

to record its revolutions.

The Day at the moment of extinction
1s pouring out his gold, his crimson,
Hardly a mystery

for the wheel, the wheel

incarnated within,
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TWO HOURS BEFORE COLLEGE

By Sarcj Aagrani, Pre~-Medical I year.

IT is the time a few hours befote 1
leave for my college. Qur house at
this time is in a real state of confu-
sion. We all get up quite late; hence
the mad scramblie for everything.

The morning usually starts with
the cook running from here to there
asking who wants what for breakfast,
Finally when everyone has decided
the poor cook has so much to do that
bhe thinks it better not to ask any

questions next time but do what he
hkes.

Once some time back when Ajit,
my brother, was still tied to Mum's
apron strings, we heard a tremendous

crash from upstairs. Naturally worri-
ed Mum called out :

“Ajit, what are you doing up there?”

“Nothing Mum,” came a calm reply.

“What was that noise ?”

“What noise, Mum ?"”

“Whatever it was, stop doing what-
ever you were doing.”

“l was brushing my teeth, Mum, Shall
I stop it ?”

“Really I

Once everyone was waiting for
breakfast. Mum and I were discuss-
ing my new dress. Usha, my sister,
was bhaving a last minute check up
in History and Dad was reading the
morning news, Ajit had been given
a pile of comics to keep him quiet,
when there came a thin <cloud of
smoke,
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“Toast is burning.”” Some one
screamed. By having peace for some
time we all, including the cook, had
forgotten about the toast. There was
a mad scramble to the side-board. By
the time everyone was out of each
other’s way and the toast saved, there
was nothing much left out of it.

While eating breakfast there is
always one grumble about the egg or
tea tasting terrible, During this
period Ajit once asked Dad:

“Daddy were you a boxer before
getting married ?”

“Why, son 7"

“Daddy, your nose is crooked.
Boxers usually have such noses.”

Poor dad ! Never did he feel so
humiliated before.

After breakfast there is a mad
rush for everything. Chairs are
screeched back. Usha and Ajit rush
from here to there looking for their
books.

“Where is my pen ?" Usha shouts.
“How would I know ?” Ajit replies.
“You had it,”

“I did not.”

The pen is promptly found in
Ajit’'s bag who, having borrowed it,
had torgotten to return it,
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Dad looks for his files which he
had left at a certain place the night
before and finds them under the bed.
What a place! Then there are hurried
good-byes said. When every body leaves
I always hear Mum sigh with relief. [

can say that I always leave home a few
minutes after everybody does. No
wonder a guest once remarked that it
was the maddest house he had ever
visited.

LIFE'S RECOMPENSE

By Goutam Banerjee, B. Sc. I year.

Your name, your fame, vour worldly
possessions

Are but cow-dung in this mortal
world—

And are of no use.

Your intellect, your ego, all your good
qualities

Await that eternal refuge—

Which ye call Death.

What you are, who are you ?

What for ye came, whither shall ve
go?

Can you come with a ready-made
answer ?

Is there any foregone cenclusion ?

Surely not !

You forget, you falter, you sin :

Your vision is coloured—

Infatuation, greed, jealousy and
contempt

Reign supreme.

You are befooled with the mirage

Of your own insatiable hankerings !

40

You dream of rubbish, nonsense
Which you get not.

Know ye not that all your glory,
Your deeds will mingle in dust

At Jast ?

From the moments of your birth

Till the very minutes of your death
What achievement you leave behind ?

Science ! Religion ! Medical Aid !
Are all mute spectators

Against that clarion call I

You lament. You suffer

The pangs of separation.

It makes you weak and remorseful,
But 1s there any way out ?

Any cutlet? No! Ye helpless
creatures !

From the very minutes of your birth
Your fate is sealed.
There is no escape from it.

So, vou, oh blind friends
Acquire virtue

In the form of charity !
Lead a pious and honest life.
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Your good deeds, your nobleness alone
Will pay you in the long run,

*God helps those who help themselves’.

It is correct in the truest

Sense of the term.

Help the poor, your sick, destitute,
Hungry brethren,

For the same soul

Dwells in all.

“Arise, awake, till the
Goal is not reached’.

Fear not, Great Soul !

You have the Power

To revolutionize the world,

Shake off the nervous complex,

Wake up from your lugubrious
slumber,

Choose the right path,

Act according to the dictates
Of vour conscience !

If your brain and heart

Are in conflict

Follow the Heart

And vou won't be wronged.

Courage, determination,

And, above all, a strong will,

Are all that are wanted.

For the word “Impossible”

Is written in the dictionary of fools.

HUMOUR OF A BUFIFOON
By K. J. Murli Kumar, B. Sc. 1] year,

IT was only a few months since I
married Sheila, a pretty gal or, (I
must face facts) a young woman, or,
to be more gentlemanlike—a pretty,
young lady who was in the middle of
her glorious teens; a just-blossomed
{take it in any way you want) gradu-
ate from the cosmopolitan university
of Delhi. Any college boy would
have called her—as a swell piece of...
you know what we would have
called her. May be you all know that
I have always sorta gone well with
the sweeties. ['ve got that sorta
something that they like and even
though I am as ugly as a couple of
bullpups, still it is that sorta ugliness
that makes a gal go for you because
she likes to think that after people
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have Jooked at your mug and gasped,
they'll lock at her and breathe a sigh
of relief. So you needn't wonder
how I picked up that swell one of
top class. For you educated suys.
I may. as well, compare her with that
Greek beauty, Helen, who, you may
recall, launched a thousand ships.
That’s about my wife's looks and now
et us come to the interesting part of
her having been very unorthodox and
modern in her college-days.

We fixed up a flat in the Defence
Colony, a nice two-bedroomed house
which was further beautified by my
wife’s modern tastes of superior in-
terior decoration. The very first
evening of our Privy Couple's life I
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returned from the office just to sniif
a sort of funny, unusual smell coming
from the kitchenette, I sat down on
the sette and slowly unlaced my shoes
and walked around to my room to
change. I find that I am cordially
received by my wife, who had prob-
ably heard my footsteps and was look-
ing for the visitor. She burst out,
the moment she saw me, “['ve a new
savory for your tiffin—Guess what ?”
She hands over to me a plate of--well,
I don't know whether I should call
it a solid or a liquid. It aint a solid
for I can see small stream-like ends
to the piece; neither can I call it a
liquid ‘cause it was handed to me in
a flat plate. Well, well, well I Maybe
it'ssomething semi-solid or semi-liquid
or maybe 1t's best I leave it for the
chemists to invent a new name fora
substance in a transitionary stage
between a solid and a liquid. [ tried
to guess with some names of savories,
I've heard of, but for everyone of
them, she replied”, Better luck next
time, honey. Come on try more"; till,
at last, my vocabulary of dishes appro-
ached zero and [ gave up. She gave
it a funny name (or should I call it
very modern one; which I fail to
recall,

After trying hard to cut it with
the spoon, she had offered, I asked
her, “where did you pick up this
hard-gre=se 7, at which she got sorta
offended and walked back, with a
frown to the kitchen. My curiosity
to find the inventor, the composition,
and the mzthod of preparation grew
tast, as timz passzd on. Inevitably,
I walked towards the kitchen and
attar a formal apology, which seemed
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to satisfy her, I asked, politely this
time,  “who taught you t6 make such
a thing anyway ?”. Seeing my plate
empty she beamed out,' ‘vou did like it,
didn't you 7" (So my friends, I admit
the truth that I threw that mess out
of the window en route to the kitchen.
Little does she know about this.)
To cool her down and make her talk
I had to be pally and so, said “(Boys !
was it nice or was it not?) Truly, I've
never tasted one of its class before™.
(Actually, T had never tasted one of
its class and pray to God to keep me
away from ‘em for all the time to
come.}) “I am sotry I offended you,
darling. Take it all as a joke and
forget about it now.” She seemed
buttered enough and said that she
Picked it up from one of those awful
radio broadcasts. In my mind, dear
friends, I can assure you, that I was
doing nothing but cursing the Broad-
casting authorities for having shooted
out such a terrille dish on a wave-
length which could be so easily picked
up by my wife.

This sort of making (or shall I say
developing) new dishes every evening
became a habit for my wife and I
had no other atlernative but to accept
them with a grin ; lest she should get
oifended. (oh ! not that I care much
for her anger.) One fine evening, I
must add, a very fine evening, [ was
trying hard in my mind to find a
way to clear up the new dish in my
plate when my friend, my very best
friend., Vijay came along, I must
add that he's a very very. ... good
friend, The one and enly one who
knows the right time to come. |
offered him, without the slightest
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hesitation, and/or apologies, my plate.
He, as usual, being modest and very
formal (or did he already know about
my wife’s eccentric dishes ?) refused
to take it. But thisrime I forced
bim to take 1t (lest I should have had
v to eat it up after his departure).
His visit, on this occasion was very
short. You, my friends, and 1 are
the only ones who know the reason
but dear friends, my wife didn’t even
bother to dig it up. Surely. between
you, me and the lamp post, [ admit
that no one can, stand any more ot
cordiality after eating the dishes my
wife cooks.

The inventions, ir I may call my
wife’s dishes so, increased rapidly
along with the latest developments
in Science; for she started making
more dishes picking some from the
sunday newspapers and some from
the T. V. cook’s program ? [ would
very much it was called “crook's
program”. Time came, at last, when
I could stand no more of her inven-
tions, discoveries or whataver may
be the correct name, and I yelled at
her “No More!ll Please! Have

mercy on me! No More™.. At this
instant, I found myself up from nice
sleep and my elder brother by my
side. He said, “Ya, Murali, no more
of that sleep. Be up and get ready
for your college. You admitted it
just now. No more. Come on.”
[Little does he know of the situation
in my dream.)

............

EPILOGUE

Caught gazing at the “Just
Married"” snaps in a weekly, my friend
said, “Too late, Murali, to think of
them. Try and pick out one of the
many unmarrieds” Down on my
bed, late at night,—"my place and
time of sweet thoughts and dreams”
—I recalled my friend's words and
started thinking about one of the
up-to-date modern girls as my wife,
I am ignorant as to when I sank into
the luxurious cushions of sleep, but
friends, you all know what happened.
Who knows;that it was all up ina
dream ; would'nt it come in reality I

RADIATION & HEREDITY
By Shri V. N. Pasricha, M. Sc.

SINCE the beginning of history life
of man has been shadowed by the
fear of war. Since the end of the
Second World War man's fear of war
has been considerably heightened by
the invention of nuclear bombs.
These bombs have immense destruc-
tive power but their after-effects,
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usually called the-fall outs, are far
more devastating, and are likely to
linger for a2 long period causing un-
told sufferings not only to the present
generation but to many later genera-
tions of the survivors, World
attention is being increasingly focussed
upon the dangers to the human race
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of misused atomic energy and there
has been a lot of hue and cry from
various quarters of the world against
the test explosions by various leading
countries of the world*. These ex-
plosions pollute the atmosphere by
increasing its radioactive contents.
This radioactivity has not yet reached
dangerous limits but goes on increas-
ing with each explosion.

The phenomenon of radicactivity
is spontaneous and uncontrollable. We
have wvarious natural radioactive
materials on the earth, which go on
disintegrating by themselves emirting
alpha, beta and gamma radioactions
which harm the body tissues. Various
artificial radioactive substances have
been prepared in many atomic plants
of the world and these are much more
powerful than the natural ones, A
nuclear explosion also results in the
production of many artificial radio-
active substances in the atmosphere.
These substances have a fixed life ot
radioactivity which cannot be cut
short. One of such substances is an
isotope of carbon, C 14, which has a
life of 8070 years. Man is thus in-
creasing the overall radicactivity on
and around the world whereas it is
impossible at present to diminish this
activity. The radiations on the earth
thus go on increasing and so also their
detrimental effects on living beings.

A living being, animal or plant,
consists fundamentally of cells. The
nuclei of cells are complicated pro-

*  Ar the time of submitting this article
Russia has exploded 19 bombs, and
America 3 bombs within a very short
period ufter a lo g lapse of inactivity.
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teins consisting of thread-like struc-
tures called chromsomes in which are
lodged the physico-chemical packages,
the basic hereditary materials, namely,
the genes. A gene is a giant molecule
made up chiefly of a chemical sub-
srance called deoxyribonucleic acid.
These genes are related to various
traits in the living individual. In
each nucleus they occur in pairs, one
coming from either parent. A num-
ber of pairs of them may be responsi-
ble for a particular trait in human
beings, The genes do not mix up,
not lose their character when passed
on to the next generation in the act of
reproduction. I will make this clear
by a simple example in plants. A
purely tall plant will have two genes
for tallness, and a purely dwarf one
two for dwarfness (TT and tt respec-
tively). If tall and dwarf plants are
crossed the resultant generation will
be all tall, with genic combination
Tt, as genes of tallness dominate over
dwarfness. The plants of this gene-
ration are not purely tall, for they
are tall outwardly, but inwardly carry
a gene for dwarfness, If these plants
are crossed among themselves, the
genes for tallness and dwarfness will
segregate in the subsequent generation
so that we will again have purely
tall and purely dwarf plants. In this
wayv the genes retain their individu-
ality and have the basic property of
extreme precision iu self-duplication
torm for generations,

Usually the genes are stable che-
mical structures but by some agencies
like heat, X-rays and radicactive rays
there is interference in the chemical
arrangement of their molecules. Any
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mich change in a gene is called mu-
R’tion, and it is a failure in precision
#n the fundamental property of self-
oopying. If such a change occursin
the reproduction cells of an indivi-

dual there is [ikelihood of a new
species in the next generation. How-
ever over 99 per cent of these

mutations are harmful and the off-
springs in the next generation do not
survive, In one -percent of these
mutations a new type of offsprings,
entirely different from their parents,
are possible. This is how evolution
bas be:n taking place in the world,
mutations constituting the raw
material for evolution. The favour-
able mutations, when they occur,
increase the adaptive titness of the
organism to meet the reguirements
of the environment and enahle it
better to survive and leave a larger
progeny behind, The new mutant
genes thus became a permanent
character and the process is called
nacural selection.

Radiations are directly responsible
for causing mutations in the cells of
living beings, Apart from their
direct effects like cancer, burns and
leukemia, we are concerned here with
their effects on reproductive cells
which govern the heredity. The
radiation dose received by an indivi-
dual is measured in terms of Rontgen.
(1r) is that much amount of radiation
which produces ¢ ionisaticns in the
human body. Apart from radiocactive
rays from bombs another type of
radiation called cosmic rays has been
showering on the earth since time
immemorial. They originate in the
intersiellar space and are attracted by
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the earth's magnetic field. These raysa
too ionise the body tissues and have
been the principal cause of mutations
in all living beings. In a period of
thirty vears the total dose of radio-
activity due to this matural pheno-
menon is of the order of 4.7 r for
the humgan body. This is called the
back-ground radiation and the human
body has been standing this much
dose without ill effects. It is inter-
esting to note that effects of these
radiations are cumulative, that is,
they go on adding up with time,
irrespective of the source. Nuclear
explosions at the present rate will
amount to a dose of only 0.3 r in 30
years, This does not seem very
startling at the outset.

Scientists are of firm opinion that
full-outs from bombs will not produce
as much harm as results from wearing
wrist watches with Radium-coated dials!
This is rather a startling revelation
but rrue, for experiments have shown
that an individual can get as high a
dose of radioactivity as 26 r in 20
years by wearing such a watch day
and night. This is really a potent-
ially harmful magnitude. Similarly a
person geing to a dentist or a doctor
for regular X-ray check-up may get 2
doze of 3rin 30 years which again
is ten times stronger than the effects
of radiarions from bombs. Both these
practices should be discouraged vehe-
mently for the good of mankind
because, apart from causing injuries
to the individual, the radiations from
the dial or the X-rays will produce
deletericus mutant genes in the re-
productive cells and the effect will
be propagated in the coming genera-
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tions. There is no safe limit or thres-
hold of activity for an individual in
one's life time but a dose of 5 r in 30
years is considered pretty safe and
of this nearly 4.4 r is contributed at
sea-level due to background radiation,
that is the cosmic rays.

A great radiation hazard in the
case of man lies in the fact that by
increased mutation rate due to in-
creased radioactive dose unfavourable
mutations (not necessarily mortal)
would accumulate in such high fre-
quencies that they would endanger
the very survival of our species. We
are thus interfering with the natural
selection. The mutations caused by
these radiations are not likely to
result in overa!ll monstrosities or
freaks in our species although a few
abnormal and strange creatures may
be born.

Individuals working in atomic
plants, X-ray and nuclear laboratories,
high power radio and television labo-
ratories are exposed to the dangers
of radiation to a very great
extent. A dose of 30 to
60 r world undoubtedly double the
mutation rate in man. The amount
of radioactivity from nuclear bombs
appears to be small but it might
increase and it should be borne in
mind that it is shared by the whole
world population of 2.8 billion. The

small harmful effect will thus add
up to a tangible amount of genetic
damage, particularly when the popu-
lation is fast increasing. Besides
causing mutations the radiation may
produce chromosome-breaking and
this too has deleterious hereditary
effects, It has further been found that
the ionising radiations have profound
effecc on the brain and the central
nervous system. Two Russian scien-
tists submitted a report to the United
Nations Second International Con-
ference on peaceful uses of atomic
energy, stating that children are
mostly affected by these radiations
and their intelligence is impaired to
a certain degree. We do not yet
know the exact correlation between in-
telligence and heredity but it is likely
that we might be rendered too stupid
after many years.

In the words of Linus Pauling.
the Nobel Laureate, mankind is
undergoing a process of slow butcher-
ing. Carbon-14 released by various
test explosions will produce a millicn
seriously injured children, and will
produce minor hereditary defects in
many millions. We are the custodians
of the human race and have the duty
of protecting the pool of human
germ-plasm against wilful damage.
The nuclear test explosicns should
definitely be banned so as to be on
the safer side.
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MUSINGS OF A

MUTE

By Sujata Varma, Ist yeur English Hons.

IT was only half past nine. Stiil
half an hour more for the bell to
go. Mini sat quietly in a corner of
her class room, rocking her chair in
an absent-mirded way. She sat there
quite unaware of the strikingly sweet
picture she presented of herself, with
her pretty oval face cupped in her
beautiful hands, and her dark eyes
wandering through the length and
breadth of the class room,

She could see the naughty Maya
and her group, admiring a cartoon on
the black board. In a shrill voice
Maya was passing her witty comments
and the other gitls burst out laugh-
ing, She turned her gaze to the
window, from where she could catch
sight of the blazing sun peeping
through the leaves of the coconut
palms. Sudha was sitting there on
the window seat, almost hidden by a
big group of excited girls. She was
singing some of the popular tunes to
the admirers around her. Mini's eyes
were resting on two girls standing
near the door. They were exchang-
ing some secrets in soft undertones;
they were also giggling.

Mini wondered whether she would
ever translate her thoughts into
speech. In the serenity of the night
when the full moon smiled in the sky
she had been aware of her heart leap-
ing in some unknown joy. She had
known moments when her heart had
overflowed with emotions, But
would she ever speak those feelings
aloud? Would she ever shout and
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shriek in excitement like Maya?
Would she ever sing her joyous feel-
ings aloud like Sudha? Would she
ever succeed in disclosing the secret
chambers of her heart to some friend-
ly ears ? She felt a sudden pang of
grief, because she knew very well
that the answer to all these questions
was a simple ‘No’ .... She would never
shout or speak or sing.  Yes......... she
wasd..u m . b........... - :

It was true—her tongue failed in
unfolding the contents of her mind;
it was true that she lacked speech.
But she did not lack a pair of large
dark eyes and they really needed ro
translating into any other language.
“The flame of the mind itself was
there, burning brighrly or going out
in the darkness, shining steadily like
the moon or flashing like restless
lishtning on all quarters of the sky™.
The language of those eyes “was end-
less as the sea, clear as the sky and
filled with light and shadow™.

How sympathetically and despera-
tely her teachers had tried to urder-
stand her language! Mini pondered.
The image of her loving mother arose
before her eyes. How tenderly she
had tried to alleviate her suffering !
Mini had to admit that her life was
not totally dark.. ......

The girls were now running to
there places. The bell had gene and
they could hear the footsteps of the
teacher out in the corridor.
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O, today we are going to read a
story written by Tagore. Mini remem-
bered, a sad story about a sad girl—
Subha—.

Radha was asked to read the story
aloud in the class. A mysterious
silence followed as Radha, pouring
out all her emotion in that busky
voice of hers, started reading the
story slowly.

- Mini sat with her eyes fixed on
Radha’s face. Slowly and slowly she
was transported into another land,
and was soon engulfed in it. She
found herself confronted with a girl
who was as desperate, as lonely, and
as sad as she herself was. 'Subha’ was
also a dumb girl like Mini, who had
no language other than the trembling
of her lips. Mini's lips too trembled
like a leat in answer to her thoughts
and she too had large dark eyes like
‘Subha’. ,

In the silent wailing of Subha's
heare, she heard the echo of her
own troubled heart. She could under-
stand the language of Subha's eyes,
because that was her own language.
Her own retlection, as she beheld it
in Subha, grew bigger and bigger
before her eyes. Something happen-
ed to her at that moment, very
strange and very new. She found
herself choked with a tide of emo-
tions. She became conscious of some-
thing which was trying to escape
from her throat. Suddenly before
she herself could believe, the words
came out of her mouth "“Subha ..... "

The sweet sound of ber voice still
lingered in the air. The whole class
looked unbelievingly at Mini-—the
owner of that sweet voice..... Yes, It
was true, the story had worked a
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miracle in Mini. She could now speak
and shout and cry. Her friends came
running to her and they danced
around her in great joy. They con-
greulated her and embraced her
lovingly. Her teacher ran to the
telephone to convey the good news
to her parents. O, at that moment
Mini felt that all the joy was hers !

She was still being hugged and
patted by her friends when her mother
arrived, The traces of misery were
no longer there in the welcoming face
of her mother. One could see the
tears of joy glistening in her eyes.

In a minute Mini was in her
mother’s arms.

“Darling child, my precious me:
I knew God won’t be so cruel to you,
I knew this would happen some day

some day .. ", her mother
whispered to her

Mini opened her eyes with a jerk,
She was not in the crowded class
room, not in her mother's arms.........
She was in her own room, in her own
bed with the half-finished story book
on her lap.

She started at the sound of the
clock on her bed-side wall. It was
2 o' clock in the night,

“It was all a dream, nothing more
than a tormented soul’s imaginary
vision of happiness, nothing but the
musings of a mute!I”, Mini's heart
whispered to herself bitterly.

Tears ran down her cheeks The
moon, half-hidden in a mantle of
clouds peeped at her with sympathy.
A cool breeze came running through
the window and caressed her gentlv.
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Some Pages From Iy Diary®

Shri J. K. Jain M. A., Lecturer in English

IN the previous issue I brought you
~as far up as Rishikesh sharing
with you my experiences on the way.

From Rishikesh we went to
tudraprayag passing through Srinagar
oot the capital of Kashmir). This
)art of the aesthetic pilgrimage was
he bitterest ordeal that we Yaced.
r was hideously hot throughout.
(he boiling fluid crept through the
uking shoes into our teet and made
i3 feel wretched. The straw hats
od the dark goggles afforded but
canty protection against the fury
€ the csun, This hot severity was
ccentuated by the ugly forms which
rere Nature's apology for hills. They
woked the solumn images of old hags
rith faded locks, fossils not even
mggestive of past glory and putrefy-
og carcasses. It was somewhat like
Elictean Wasteland :

A heap of broken images, where
the sun beats

And the dead tree gives no shelter,
the cricket no relief....

Then there were swarms of all
eres of people, packed like frightened
mimals into buses and trucks, cram-
sel into Dharamshalas where dust
md filth and flies enjoyed unchalleng-
d sway, and lying huddled .together
keiterless on the road side. These

Continued frem the last number @ Vol IX,
3-4.
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human creatures, drawn mostly from
villages and depressed c¢lasses, in their
deep concern for the next world,
were religiously indifferent to things
like good food, cleanliness’ and pri-
vacy without which no civilized or
decent living is possible, But the
present life can be sacrificed for joys
on the other side of eternity, can't it
he ?

Next, there were litters of para-
sites in a white guise—the so-called
‘pandas’, fattening on the hard-earned
money of the poor, ignorant and
credulous masses. Deoprayag was
their habitat., They appeared on the
scene of their operations all of a
sudden (apparently from nowhere)
brandishing rusty scrolls of names ot

generations and smart umbrellas,
They had divided the entire country
among themselves and apparently

reigned securely in their territeries.
The moment the fleet of buses stop-
ped, the pilgrims were assailed and
taken charge of by their 'holinesses’
who looked after the various parts of
the country they belonged to. On
learning the name and the address of
the bewildered victim, the panda
would produce the  page bearing the
namnes of his forefathers, his neigh-
bours (and sometimes even his own)
with an agility which beat me hollow.
The aspiring one then paid his bene-
factor to have himself put down in
the illustrious company, if he ts not
already therve.
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The food we had to swallow to

avoid starvation was bad par excellence.

The miserable ‘Chholas’, fried in God
knows what were too much for any
man of any taste to bear., You must
be exceptionally lucky if you escaped
dysentrty or some such trouble asa
result of the ‘poories’ and other stuft
you are compelled to fill your gnaw-
ing tummy with.

It was unly a bright hope (that
springs eternal in the human breast) of
aesthetic raptures we would experi-
ence at Badrinath, Kedarnath and in
the Valley of Flowers, which made
us endure such conditions, though a
desire to go back was already torming
in our minds. At Rudraprayag. we
got a tolerable rcom to spend the
night in. When we got up in the
morning, we found the compound
covered with bodies, living ones, of
course. So many had poured in dur-
ing the night! Many, many more
were expected. When I went to the
lavatory, I was greeted by an awful
stench that pervaded there. It ap-
peared as if that little bit of ground
had been used for that purpose trom
pre-historic times without ever being
cleaned. Centuries of filth lurked
in every corner. One required super-
human power of endurance even to
stand there. You can very well
imagine the condition of an ordinary
mortal like me whose quota of that
power is much below average.

The rudeness of the priest-in-
charge, caused by our reluctance to
‘donate’ as much as he wanted un-
nerved us still further. It was, how-

50

ever, the fateful visit to the bus
stand which precipitated our decisios
to abandon the trek. From there wi
learnt that we might be held up fo
days together because large parties ol
pilgrtims had booked all the buses i1
advance. The prespect of spendin
days together at that place filled u
with horror.

We were not sustained by any
religious zeal to accept hardships a
penance without which the ‘Beatifi(
Vision’ is impossible. It was astonis
hing to see large numbers of pilgrims
old and young, ill-clad and ill-fec
(perhaps the right kind of appearance
for such a venture), with their back:
bent double under the heavy loads
tramping long and arduous distances,
enduring privations, that appear btotl
unnecessary and obnoxious to the
‘healthy’, civilized modern man. Tht
sight led me to reflect on the mean
ing of such pilgrimages. It is, n¢
doubt, true that they are a wonderfu
opportunity to people for travel
adventure and experience and also thai
they bring together people from all
parts of the country ona common
goal and thus promote ‘unity in diver-
sitv', brotherhood and —what 1s most
important —a sense of identity, It is
impcssible not to be impressed when
one cares to know that these expedi-
rions were undertaken (perhaps
oftener) even before the modern
means of communication were made
available. But when [ analyse the
nature of their moral and spiritual
impact, I cannot help feeling disap-
pointed. One would expect that these
holy journevs help the believers be-
come berter human beings, kind,
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sympathetic, forgiving, sensitive, and
rise, in a real sense, above their petty
degraded selves and take life itself as
a sacred voyage on the ocean of
eternity, But more often than not,
they turn Into a meaningless ritual,
performed unintelligently and give
the common people the false satisfac-
tion of being religious, i.e., formalis-
tic (even with a vengeance) for the
time the sacred expedition lasts, which
encourages them to settle back, on
teturning, into their pitiful, self-
centred ‘worldly’ existences without
being troubled by any such thing as
a tender conscience. By this frank
analysis, I do not mean to suggest
that this part of the wonderful
attempt of Hinduism to organize the
entire life of its followers round a
common spiritual objactive should be
scrapped. Because, for that matter,
we will be compelled to abolish all
institutions and that will result in
perfect chaos. It is a strange irony
of human nature that if we keep the
institutions, we become patternised
and regimented and tend to lose our
vitality, ‘suppleness’, and freedom. If
we do away with them, we are ship-
wrecked and lost in utter confusion.
Human life is a strange dilemma, Its
duality is so painful. It has its gran-
deur and nobility; it has its wicked-
ness and depravity—its God and
Satan, Othello and Iago. It compels
us to love it and work ceaselessly for
the realization of its highest possibi-
lities; it compels us to give up hope,
embrace despair and even death.
Normal human intelligence feels per-
plexed, unable to solve this riddle:
what is it that lies at the heart of
things—Absurdity, Malice, Playful
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Capriciousness, Divine Lila or

Wisdom ?

I am sorry for this liberty (or
licence, it you like it that way) to
my mind that keeps on roving. 1
was talking about the lack of religious
fervour in us......We retraced our
steps and came down to Hardwar.

Qur journey was not however,
without its moments of glory. -For
quite sometime the Ganges remained
with us, like a faithful companion.
She raised our spirits by her charm-
ing antics. She would disappear for
a little while and re-appear all of a
sudden., She would shrink into a
petty stream and then expand once
again. She would lift herself into
Hesseian symbol (see ‘Siddhartha’ by
Herman Hesse) and, then come back
to its everyday, material self.

Then, there was an exquisite sgot
on the way from Rishikesh to Srinagar.
I know that I should not be for-
given for not knowing its name (but
what's there in a mere name ?) This
was a geruine oasis in that wilderness,
a shady haunt among the Arabian
Sands'. It had trees with green leaves
and cool shades, a brook flowing ener-
getically. In the vast landscape stret-
ching before us, we could see terraced
fields. fascinating green trees, grow-
ing sporadically though. It came as
an intense relief, like the fleeting
ecstasy of spiritual illomination that
visits a seeker, who is groping in
darkness, and leaves him all the more
distressed.

Atove all, I cannot forget the few
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moments that I spent at the conflu-
ence of Alakbhnanda and Mandakini
at Rudraprayag. The two streams
appeared to have fallen in love at
tirst sight. They were locked in a
passionate embrace and, in the madd-

ening raptures of the union, were
roaring with delight. 1 had refresh-
ing dips in their cool waters. Inthe

evening when they glistened in the
soft moonlight, I listened to the un-
tutored strains of a flute, played on
by a rustic youth (a swain) whom I
had picked up just by chance. He
was one of the race of the hardy
people who, though engaged in a
hard struggle for mere subsistence,
retain their zest for life and take
some time off to abandon themselves
spontaneously to its gay rhythms.

At Hardwar we relaxed for a few
days at ‘Shantiniketan’, a tolerably
good hotel. Qur hotel locked kindly
out to ‘Har Ki Pairhi’, the glory of
Hardwar, Here the Ganges 1s divid-
ed into two branches. In the shallow-
er part, people take the sacred bath
which is supposed to cleanse them of
all foulness, Men and women, of all
ages and all kinds, gather here in large
numbers to bathe in the baptismal
water. It was frightening to see one's
fellowmen wanting dasperately to
purify themselves by means of a
physical act and going back beaming
with the notion that they have ful-
filled their highest moral and religious
responsibility.  Superstition loomed
large in its crude form.

It 1s in the evening that this place
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reveals its manifold appeal. Men and
women repair here for all sorts of
purposes —social get-together, fun and
entertainment, sight,-seeing, a plea-
sant stroll and religious upliftment,
The banks of this fairly long stretch of
the Ganges are well developed, full of
parks and shops catering sweets, fruits
and pungent chauts. Here is a strange
meeting of the medieval and the
modern, the religious and the secular.
Temples in the traditional style lie by
the side of modern constructions, the
electric bulbs with earthen lamps.
Smart, modern dressing styles display-
ing the curves of the human body
hobnob with rtraditional modes, de-
signed to hide those contours. The
fashionable a-religicus sort confine
themselves to the places of eating and
parks quite contented with a stroll;
the religious sort sit round their
pastors in small groups and hold com-
munity prayers (‘kirtans’). The in-
spired ones can be seen dancing in a
frenzy of religion and thus paying
their special homage to the Lord. The
birtans last for hours together. I think
they are the most wonderful form of
worship that we have evolved. In
the rhythmic rise and fall of the
instruments and human voices, it be-
comes quite possible to forget ordinary
sorrows and joys and be transported
inty higher realms on the waves of
music, If only my half-educated
friends, in their enthusiasm for mo-
dernity did not sneer atthem ! I feel
every effort should be made to pre-
serve it as a vital part of our daily
life.

Late at aight, when the din and
noise has died down, with vour feet
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dangling in the cool water, you can
gaze at the star-lit firmament and
Erceive the mighty harmony existing

tween the human spirit and Nature
and enter into a silent communion
with your Self for the whole place
radiates holiness. And then your heart
goes out to the tiny flames floating
serenely on the expansive waters of
the Ganges.

Here I discovered an interesting
character. He was a ‘Baba’ with the
standard appzarance that is enough to
raise a person in the holy estimation
of the masses : saffron rokes, long hair
{oot quite unlike that of La Belle
Dame Sans Merci), and a venerable
beard. His individuality was establish-
ed by his exceedingly small and fragile
frame, eyes buried deep in their
sockets, a shaggy face and conspicucus
cheek-bones. I was quite amused to
find him singing ghazals to the accom-
paniment of an ancient sitar, perhaps
the most important item in his patri-
mony. He formed the centre of an
assortment of people ranged round
him in acirclee A half clean, half
dirty rag was spread before him on
which his admirers threw coins to
express their appreciation of his
music. He played variations of the
same tune. His repertory consisted
of only those lyrics which could {fall
to the sitar-accompaniment. I must
confess that after being deprived of
music for such a long time, I was fill-
ed with delight though there was
nothing extraordinary about his
music. I overflowed with gratitude.
In my excitement, I took out aone
rupee note and with a smile hurled it
in the direction of the Baba. He

DESH

paid me back with a few more ghazals,
a gracious smile and even a wink. I
knew I had struck an understanding
with him. After he had finished, |
went up to him and invited him to
my room, Next morning he appeared
punctually. Mr. Pasricha asked him
to render a poem of his own but his
skill failed him. Then I sang a ghazal.
in my eminently unmusical manner,
and requested him to reproduce it on
the sitar. His performance was no
better. We decided not to embarass
our artist any more and rested content
with whatever he gave. Now the
glory faded away from both his
voice and instrument, He did, how-
ever, more than make up for the
failure ot his art by allowing mea
frank glimpse into his mode of living.
I came to learn that he and his
companions spent most of their time
in bouts of smoking, drinking and
harlotries. He also told me about the
tricks they employed to cheat the
simple-minded people into believing
that they possessed supernatural
powers and could perform miracles,
That was how they earned their
livelihoed. Yet I could not be hard
on that poor chap, though I burned
with indignation against their tribe,
There was a strange intensity in his
eyes, a pleasing warmth on his face
ard a fervour in his soft voice that
made me feel that he was basically a
decent sort. This sight of a hollow
life, the ruins of humanity, left me
more pained than angry.

We lefr Hardwar for Simla: for
‘fresh woods and pastures new’,

(To be concluded)
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ABOUT

‘The prophet's mantle, ere his flight
began,

Dropt on the world-—a sacred gift to
man,”

Thus wrote Campbell in his poem :
Pleasures of Hope. Little did we
know in July, 1960, that in July, 1961
admissions to the college would estab-
lish an all-time record. Last year
when we were a little over 1000 we
remarked that we had touched the
peak figure and could under no cir-
cumstances contain more. But look
at the wonder of wonders: we are
1100 strong. It may seem to an
outsider that we must have opened
our doors to every caller. No;
believe it or not, we turned back
quite a few. It we had not we would
have faced the same situation as did
Gulliver in the land of the Lillipu-
tians when he awoke after his sleep
of over 9 hours. We are, in a way,
glad that our prophecy did not come
out to be true; we would have been
literally swamped with students.
Notwithstanding the consequential
inconvenience to the older population
the new entrants are welcome to the
fold with the wusual greetings and
good wishes. We hope they, in their

own turn, will wish the same to
their seniors,
Staff

In another direction, however,
our prophecy has come true. Qld

and well-established traditions have
been kept up with full vigeur and
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faith. Members of the Staff have
brought honour to the college and
comfort to themselves. —the latter, of
course, conjugal and filial.  Shr
S. K. Goyal, Lecturer in Economics.
has been awarded the degree of Ph.
D. by the Delhi University for. his
thesis : Some Aspects of Co-operative
Farming in India with special refer-
ence to the Punjab”. Shri K. C.
Kanda, Lecturer in English, returned
to his post after taking the M. A,
degree (for his thesis on the Poetry
of Wilfrid Scawen Blunt, 1840-19.2)
from the Nottingham University,
Shri C. L. Nahal, Lecturer in English
has been awarded the degree of Ph.D.,
by the Nottingham University for his
thesis on D. H. Lawrence. He will
be back by the end of November, 1961
We congratulate these three gentle-
men for the distinction won by
them. Three distinctions in one year
are more than we could have bargain-

ed for.

In the domestic sphere Members
of the Staff have not been any the
less ambitious and successful. Shri
D. S. Mann, Lecturer in Physics and
Shri P. S. Dabas, Lecturer in Hindi,
have been blessed with sons—we mean
one each. Shri S. P. Malhotra, we
learn from sources above suspicion,
laid the foundation of a happy life
before he flew to the land of multiple
temptations, It was most probably
very wise of him, for does nct the
Bible sav : O Lord ! send us not temp-
tations : we are weak and may not
resist them. In acting thus, he was
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tollowing a senior colleague in the
Department. What we do not relish
is the hush-hush manner and the
consequent evasion of a hearty feast.
This has happened a second time,
and we fear may become a tradition.
We are. however, very glad that Shri
C. P. Malik is not following either of
the two: he has got himself betrothed
and is going to be married before the
month of November runs out. “Quick
work,” said Lord Nelson to Hardy
and so dowe. We wish him ail
happiness in his married life We
cannot but commend this healthy
rivalry to other younger members of
the Staff in other Departments,

Members of the Statf have main-
tained their export quota. Shri S. P.
Malhotra has gone to the University
of Chicago in U.S.A. for higher studies
in Chemistry, Shri C. P. Malik, too,
is contemplating to leave for research
at the University of Harvard in the
States. He would have accompanied
Shri S. P. Malbotra but for Cupid's
delay-action arrow and Hymen’s call.

Shri Adarsh Deepak, Lecturer in
Physics, left us to join the Staff of
the K. M. College, Delhi. He was a
gentleman of various interests and
flalents and we are really sad to lose

im,

Mrs. Manik Khanwaiker, Lecturer
in Botany, has left to take upa job
nearer home in the I. C. S. R office
on the Rafi Marg. How great is our
loss we discovered only the other
day when she sang in the music con-
cert in the college hall. She hasa
melodious voice,
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Miss Aruna Bhattacharya, Lec-
turer in English, stayed with us for
a brief spell of 3 months, She was
the ‘Spirit of Delight’ and her pre-
sence In the Staff room made it ring
with sweet, mild laughter

We extend our heartfelt condo-
lences to Shri V. P. Girdhar, Lecturer
in Economics, on the sad demise of
his revered father.. May the depart-
ed soul rest in peace !

We are sorry to hear the sad news
of the death of Ruchi Ram, a peon in
the office. Our sympathies go to his
family.

College Office

Shri M. L. Rustogi and Shri R. C,
Gupta joined the College as Accoun-
tant and Senior Clerk respectively,
Shri P. P. Tyagi, who has been work-
ing as Senior Clerk, resumed his
duties in the library,

FElections

Elections of the office-bearers of
the Collegse Union, the U N.S. A and
of Supreme Councillors were held in
August, 61. Canvassing was brisk.
Candidates and their supporters did
not spare pains and money to boost
their ‘horses’ and hopes. A}l available
places : walls, corridors, black-boards,
idle-stacked furniture were pressed
into service for display of posters and
slogans. Scented cards and leaflets
were distributed galore till the college
was converted into a perfumery. The
atmosphere was reminiscent of the
triumphal march of the Roman con-
querors or Browning's Patriot:
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It was roses, roses, all the way,
With myrtle mixed in my path
like mad :

the smell of rose, jasmine and
many other flowers impregnated the
surroundings of the college with
fragrance. Counting of votes was an
ordeal and the manner and the speed
with which it was done deserves
praise. Shri D. S, Bhalla and Shri
R. C. Pillai did a commendable job,
indeed. Following are the results of
the elections :-

{a) The College Union

Adviser : Skri D. S. Bhalla
President : Roop Lal B. Sc. Hons
_ Maths. III
Vice-President 1 Vas Dev B. A. 1
Secretary : Madan Satya B. Sc. III
Asstt, Secretary:Ram Lal B. A,
Hons, 11

Represzantatives :Subodh Saxena B.A.
(Pass and Hons)
and B.Sc. IIT
Subhash Kuckreja B.A,
(Pass and Hons)
and B.Sc. II
Jang Bahadur B.A. I
(Pass and Hons)
and B.Sc 1
Ashok Chadda Pre-
Medical I and I
Janak Raj Qualifying
(Arts and Science)

(b) The U. N. S. A.

Adviser : Shri R. C. Pilli
President : Kalyan Jain B. Sc.
Hons. 1t
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Secretary : Satish Khanna Pre.
Med. II

Representatives : Chandra Prakash B.A.
II B. A, (Pass and
Hons)
Ramesh Mittal B.Sc. I
B.Sc. (Pass and Hons)
Prem Lal Nahar Prep
Arts Qualifying (Arts
and Science)

(¢) The Supreme Council (University
Union)

Kalyan Jain B. Sc. Hons. III
Deepak Khosla B. A. Hons, 111
Sneh Sharma B. A. III

B. N. Swaroop B. Sc. III

Uma Dogra B. A, III

Sneh Prabha B, A. III

J. N. Malik Prep. Arts

Inder Oberoi B. A, II

Savita Nagpal B. A, Hons III
Chander Mohan

LLOON LN

—

The College Union

Inaugurating the College Union
Shri N. Sanjiva Reddy, President of
Al India Congress Committee, made a
torcetul plea for proper understanding
of the role of Student Unions as an
Instrument of education and
training of the youth. Disagreeing
with some recent uncharitable criti-
cism ot Student Unions and the view
that they are superfluous and redun-
dant, Shri N. Sanjiva Reddy made
an appeal to the student community
that they must have a broad outlook
and should not quarrel over
trifles, showing indecency ca their
part by creating disturbance while the
function 1s going on,
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He remarked, "1 welcome all these
Unions as they are the training
grounds for our youth whom we
expect to take up the burden
of responsibility of the coming
generations”. The function was a
grand success.

After a week a Hindi Prize
Freshers’ Debate was organized by
the Union. Only those students took
part who spoke for the first time on

college stage or who had never
won any prize in a Hindi debate
n this college. The aim of this debate
was to give an opportunity to those
students of the college whose talents
are hidden due to their non-participa-
tion. About eleven teams took part
and the function was a grand success.
Yog Rag got the first prize. Mohini
Raina and Ayay got the 2nd prizes.

The subject of the debate was,

ferratat 1 asifa § wor agt 3 fz

The U, N. S A,

The U.N. S. A. was inaugurated
on 9th November, 1961 by Shr1 R. K.
Nehru, Secretary General, Ministry
of External Affairs. Mr. Nehru
addressed the members of the Associa-
tion, In his scholarly and charming
address Mr. Nehru threw light on the
functioning and success of the U. N.
He also gave a clear picture of the
role our country is playing in
maintaining world peace. He alsc
acquainted the students with their
would be duties and the efforts they
shall have to make for maintaining
friendship and fraternity among the
peoples of the world, He also praised
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and told of the necessity of such
Associations.  After the imaugura-
tion there was a small variety pro-
gramme, too,in which S, P. Sharma,
Tejpal, Vijay K. Kunal, and Hira
Lal took part. The function was a
great success,

The Philosophical Discussion and
Recreation Group

Adviser : Mrs. M. Thomas
Presidgnt : Dinesh Joshi B. A, IIT
Secretary : Padma Avadhani B A, IIT

Members of the Philosophical
Discussion Group paid a visit to the
National Museum. As the weather
was uncertain the group was rather
small. But that did not detract from
the enjoyment of the occasion. It is
planned to have a series of useful
talks in winter.

The History Association

Following students have been
elected to various offices of the
History Assoctation for the year
1961-62,

Adviser : Shri B. B. Saxena
Predsident : K. Ganesh B.A.II

Vice-President : K. Dewan B.A. II
Secretary : Raj Kumar B.A. I
Joint Secretary :B. S. Mittal Prep.

Representatives :Param Pal Singh
B. A. III
P. S. S. Raghavan
B.A. (Pass & Hons) I
Kiran Sharma
B. A. (Pass & Hons) II
Kanchan Khanna Prep.
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The Association went on a Picnic-
cum- historical trip to the Qutab
on Sunday, the Ist of October,
6l. Shri B. B. Saxena, the Adviser,
explained the significance and archi-
tectural style of the various monu-
ments, The programme included
songs, pcems, Qawalis and tit-bits.
A delicious luuch and tea were served
to the participants,

The Association organized a his-
torical trip to Agra, Fatehpur Sikri
and Mathura during the Autumn
vacation,

The Sindhi Literary Society

Following students were elected
office-bearers of the Scciety for the
vear, 1961-62.

Adviser : Shri 8. M., Jhangiani
President : Pushpa Davani
Secretary : Tikam Chabria

Joint Secretary :Lakbmichand Tewani

Representatives :Jagdish Motwani
Hari Kirtani
Ishwar Narani
Thakur Bhatia
Gopi Khemani

The first meeting of the Society
was held on 6th October, 1961.
Pushpa Davani presided. Dhani Lal-
wani and Asha Bijlani’s Sindhi songs
were the high lights of the meeting.

The Society organized a picnic at
the Buddha Jayanti Park on 29th
October, 1961, It was attended by a
record number of members. The
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credit for the successful organization
goes to Pushpa Davani, Premi Bham
bhani, Kiku Motwani, Shaku Rai
singhani, Dhani, Asha Bijlani, Asha
Ramsinghani, Gopi, Fikam, Lakhu
Sudhakar, Hari Kirtani, Nari Daryani
Sunder, Nari Gulrajani. Ramchand
Tulsi Harjani, Ashok Raisinghani,
Kishin Vazirani and host of others.

Champa Bhatia of Pre-Medical II
year class participated in the Debate
organized by the Sindhu Samaj, Delhi,
and won the first prize. QOur con-
gratulations.

The Bengli Literary Association

The first Meeting of the General
Body of the Bengali Literary Associa-
tion was held on 12th Aug. 1961. The
annual report fcr the last year was
read out by the outgoing Secretary,
Dilip Saha, and the annual budget of
the Association was discussed by the
outgoing Treasurer, Madan Bannerji.
The following office-bearers have
been clected for the academic year,
1961-62 :

Fresident : Dr. A. N. Banerji
Adviser : Shri A, K. Poddar
Secretary : Ratna Lahiri

Joint Secreiary :K. B. Bagchi

Treasurer : Purnima Chatter;ji

The Hindi Parishad

Following students have been
elected office-bearers of the Hindi
Parishad for the year, 1961-62,
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Adviser : Shri O. P. Kohly

President : Subbash Verma
B.A. Il

Vice President : Chandra Mohan
B.A. II

Secretary : Gopal Arora B. A, I

doint Secretary :Kul Bhushan Bhasin
B.A. I

On 19th of September, 61. The
Annual Inauguration function of the
Parishad was held. Shri Gurudatta,
the famous Hindi novelist, delivered
the inaugural address. Hindi songs
and recitation of poems were the im-
portant items of the programme.
Aridaman, Veena Dar, Purnima, Nag
Laxmi and Kalyan Jain gave Hindi
songs and recited poems.

The Sanskrit Parishad

The Annual elections of the
Sanskrit Parishad were held on the
23rd August, 61. The following office-

bearers were elected for the vear,
1961-62,

Advyiser : Shri M, L. Choudhry
President : Malti

Vice-President : Ravindra Sharma

Secretary : Champa

Joint Secretary :Kaushalya

Representatives :Jagadish Sood B. A. II]
Chetan Prakash
B. A I
Chand B. A. I
Kanta Qualifying Arts

DESH

The first meeting of the Sanskrit
Parishad was held on 9th Sept. 61.
Dr. N. N. Chaudhuri, Head of the
Department of Sanskrit, Delhi Uni-
versity., presided and Dr. R. V. Joshi
was the chief guest. Purushottam
Lal Vij spoke in Sanskrit explaining
the importance of Sanskrit in the
present times. Shashi Prabha sang
a melodious song in Sanskrit from the
“Gita Govinda”. In the end Dr.
N. N. Choudburi gladly remarked
that in this college the Sanskrit Pari-
shad was very active. He gave advice
to the students to try to speak in
Sanskrit and in order ro achieve fluent
speech to read easy and interesting
Sanskrit books, such as the ‘Hitopade-
sha’ and the Pancha Tantra.

The Sccial Service League

The following were appointed
office-bearers of the League for the
year, 1961-62,

Adviser :

President :

Shri S. M. Jhangiani
Ramesh Vohra
Vasdev Gursahani
Secretary : Rajat Batra

Joint Secretary :Jagdish Sood

Vice-President :

Members of Ved Ahuja
the Exceutive : Tripta Sehgal
Raj Nayar

Sudershan Gugnani
Ramesh Sethi

V. P, Saxena
Ramesh Grover
Ishwar Navani

The League helped the College
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Union and the Science Association in
maintaining discipline at their func-
tions.

A few badges received from the
Motilal Nehru Centenary Committee
(through the College Union) were
sold to students.

A party of students led by Shri
S. M, Jhangiani and consisting of
Ved Ahuja, Tripta Sehgal,
Sushma Sahni, Krishna Khushalani,
Sunita Vats, Kamlesh Bhutani and
Sudershan Malik, Ramesh Vohra,
Vasdev Gursahani, V. P. Saxena, K. J.
Murli Kumar, K. Ganesh, C B Mehta
and Lajpat Rai visited the Cheshire
Home. They distributed fruit and
sweets to the inmates and entertained
them with songs, tit-bits and a few
games of carrom,

The League also sold a few Greet-
ing cards for the benefit of the

Cheshire Home.
Sports and Physical Education

Notwithstanding the  obvious
handicaps practice in Cricket, Bad-
minton, Foot-Ball, Hockey, Athletics
and Table-Tennis has been regular.
QOur teams participated in the above
mentinned games in the University
tournaments. Qur women's Badmin-
ton team did well this time and went
up to the semi-finals, But our Cricket
team did not fare well and lost in the
very first round. Competitions in Foot
ball, Hockey, Athletics and Badmin-
ton ate yet to be held and we hope
to do well, especially in Athletics.

Inter-class  tournaments, which
are a regular feature of the college,
will be started from the month of
November, 61. Physico-medical test
of students will start very shortly. -

Following students have been appointed office-bearers for the various

games for 1961-62 session.

Cricket Captain
Secretary
Hockey Captain
Secretary
Foot-ball Captain
Secretaty
Volley-ball Captain
Secretary
Badminton Captain
Secretary
Joint Secretary
Table-Tennis Captain
Secretary
Net-Ball Captain
Secretary
Athletics Captain
Secretary
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Dipendar Pardhan
Surinder Kumar
Harjit Singh

Gian Parkash
Sumir Gangoli

Krishan Kumar
Deepak Khosla
Sarvjit Singh
Brijinder Anand
Davinder Kakar
Subhash Kukreia
Surjit Chopra
Harwant Mago
Narinder Singh
Kanwal Nain Bahl

DESH



E-fam

HEET © HqIqEF

MESCRICRES]

SR UHFAR TEG1E, THo To
FHIhH st

qATIIENT (wreriter) qearaT T fasr 3
et 71 3= =3 98 (wfaar) TR, A0 AT 3
Hfaar wrft (wgrY) Fo T T ¥
TYHY 74T (Tanita) qeuiaH a1 faw 9
FITIT (Ffaar) FEITAT HA g
u=g 14T (FZ1) f quifag agr@ qo
JE FT TqET (FgrT) AFET IHIT Q¥
zT fFgra=r (wfaar) SAATH ATOTGT ¢Y
AL (Ffaar) AT =T7g TRT 2%
a4y F¥qT AT T (712F) gfgar ot 9s
§ 3EFT IQT FEA (=faan) gifaw fag aaf 'gdr ¥
fazid (712% ) JAEA Y
Sftray (FgrT) Jz Frea Rt 3%
qafgat stz g (Ffaan) e Iar 3o
wqa-fasa () FAG AT 2
foz fawa (FETY) ffag R
ST AT AT & (wfaam) g et 3y
FIT IAIT 57 AT & (FEY) TAE AT 3%
qq F urear (Fr=) Ilo YHIT WG 3%

————



AYEHY

( gemreH @ fawr )

‘T & fga arzwy !

ey FT CAZANT JIH 6F A9F qHA § | qFYIRF F O 97 < gfafwza g\
# fafes #Fawaw & FagaT-07 FrT @ FrArAl w1 gifew \@rm S § fAediA 5w
I T B oww fam e IR F Igem & A A e frard F1 i agy am
fear 1 7R qui fasaig & &F agma @17 ug graw ¥’ ofysr & gufy ¥ foar & g
& § gasria @0 97 gt wpeEgd AT 3 ¥ Araidid aneaar SR F#4 |

geqd oF § Ffagr gy, awfa, fagsw oF grew <@ avaedt e gaifae feg
7T & 1 WY 97eT g 721 & fF AOF gET 0 @ WA 9SF FT BF | G @A
N9A 1A F w7 afxwr ¥ aw Gr@ A FTIFE 1 gFfET = w1 § weafes
azeq A1 ALY T FEHAT aqifq qred AT § oY aaifas Taed oF Iugen 9F ) awwriEg
TFAH] & AWH F AHG 0F AAAIS F g7 R @i agpafa 8 B g cala’
aZaafa G & FiEga W TN T N 9 FEE aFEs F 9fa qud o FIw A 93F
Fg qITANG IAT A7 § G FIEFH, A QI weyEy o q a3 fea-fea sarfaay &
fqfe #Fvar & | asgmw: A aend fAerare ng wifages & #awifas @l #
Faal ) favrw a S wifgw ) o' wodt gAwssr #fFoEr & go A aAR A
Tifed F9ife org safes w1 07 fEFe) o &1 fanien ¥ oF qv wiwT 2 Sar € 99 a8
41T woAY wiafas ggaa 97 zgAr (Mental-stability) @Y a1 & 1 g9 & gma
sfagaar, §@ R 3§97 34 95T-a¢w 19 937 § | g ¥ Ay KA 7% @3 ¥ 907
%1 a1, afgwr, gfg &1 fawm, grats mgmg o greafas arag ae-ae grar §)
za: sqfes #1 Frfge & 38 AoH 9gwagr & A7y T 5w fFO W TH g9 o=y 3y

M7 FAGT 72 )

FET: WIAT FN qUAT F 90T AF FI ¥ a9y 3¥ fean ¥ @@w wanw
gfaard 2 favear goeasia safem 49, gfg va sz F g 17 W & FW@ wa &
AFAA FI AT FT A IAFIE 1+ AFATr 0¥ @afed F F7@W 79T F@ & 7307 %699 F
FAY |

(2)



gz § s A AMT T qfz WG Z19 T W 7 IF FEAT AIAT FITYFH LT
f& agg ¥ Qi@ AN § 0 F-FIT MY AMFT DA Tzd 97 wAw gedar mEy ) afz
mAT FT J99 gare fasea gv a1 a7 gEr fgy ) fAvET 993 FIT ¥ 9FATqT AT
FFAA AITHT 4rAF Fr 37 § 0T FIT A7 397

91T ¥ 7% Ff9, FFAFIT 0F ITIEFFT 7IAT FI0A F K100 g7 awe § o
a7+ F15 W F7RIF FfF (Born-Poet) waar IeRend 397318 %1% (Born-novelist) Ag
A | IFIA A AAF FGFT AT F FIA FIGWT § 70X GHAF T2 39, 57 F gy § 9%
=afmA e @i 17 97 § w9y qew § fawfqq adi gu greoew § 39F v=Ad @ Avg
a4 fF SAar SRET I KT 1 Aqar 1 e F F oaed 1 THEY YIEFAT A ITFT
areq 5631 | oFOAT & of ST § TT-97 JIFT A § v e F ag vy wfamalte
# gfe-yft waiqr #33 /% | aff a8 wawwAr 3 IR @ 59 gL Fawafaeaa w=ify
T T 99

0 4 B 99q A1 e A ' & fyg qiskl #1 ifzE wenai wear g foasr
mgea 7 39 ot wiya §, R oot mgew wiafuat & A & gt w7 gquifag
frar 31 o wran @ B ol wg ¥ o faardt wfus graz, s3ey oF wEqn wAg
Sfoa T A F1 fryfeq 33 § woar Agesqal @E@ A FWoAGEI A M AR
o et fegr & oY A3y, g & ga9 wrg-gfa § faaan sk !

Mat # g ws g

( A7, 490 wiad, Fo 3T )

#g frg & Ma wyw, @y 47 M wT g |

¥ Mg H Mg wuy, w9 w@wY § Aur v afy

q®  FF7 AMA, AW OTEEEH, O WX NI AW @ 3

a9 wgar § Fremi@ &0, AY @I wAElgE IR O 0

T Al FEF A OMA A, T g & &7 ¥ 3z qf |
Mt Ay T ®s wE—

% g e oqv fag,
dar & ayw @iy 97 ww,
St owzAr & AT wig W,

N #Fr EEy

TH R A WO WAr €
A |
wg fiF gwIT gE W |

AgY 9T B

®g w7

(%)



FEWIGAT AT FFIAT

N

v, ATIAAT ATAT

{ T qfir 79, Ao To, wfraw ad )

W’a WEAT F AAE GG F AR T A

Faf g | FX Afamr ani w1 gE
N g foeg e@aeE F a9 QR G5
ag @17 3% § 9T IT A I AE-05T
9T 3 IFIX GE A §, A FZ TESAT FA
AR CA A

39 gu § mag gy a9 FT A5gaS

a1 I fF gAIR WiTA ¥ qge &% ;gAE

oA oY1 AT wean fadir N Ao
gz Aifam apft ¥ gaR winw #1 W97
wgge I [EAE FT fRar ary gEm
Tra Ay, GEIT AT F qig gEEAT F R T
qIA AT A | QR T 9T WA FTUST G
qFI 9T 1 ag FrIT TAGN TOF FIZ A
¥ A9R UST A FEAEA F A7A F Q@
and gt F gacAae o€ |

“qrg &Y fazwar’ oF fza #3 2@r
fraqusmrataga g aeg iz o
FG aed HE HIA[ F A4Y 93,

“qifET ¥4 9% g gFg 37 AT A3 T3
fgad sradt | a8 Mg § FEgEs T
NFED Agl FIA, T wyAT WAWIT FA |
FZT § WO GF @I FAT F fau) F
T 55 X AN I w1 Af 0 2 w9 @
FLga @1 | qg1 famd § I w7 g
gz Fqr Argrgr 1’

fraa gy aifrg wed FAX 7 N
T [T 707 9T gy g fre 98 ag an
AT & F1AT 7 Y 93 g4y 97 o

THITF W7 A9 AE 97 AIT Y
F AP fem Al gl std @
Zar & Hfaqr i gwa 1 qEY a9
ITF FIAT F) TEAT RN E

“Hraq !
“faig !

T WZAT & FAAT I A T2 TN
T |

“grdr ma Y § 17 9y FET @
AT ¥ wOF wiEd ¥ 3T FoAi@ iy
BT )

“gR A9 fagral 1 g9 FET I
arfgT g aLEd NFHA & T 9@’

“agl agt & smadk fagrat #1 gAT ad
A gdr | ST ST ¥ WIgET ggEm
FE qr |7

‘qv g &§ g A w | o F far
foa ger § gqa fagral a7 gz T )”

Arfgar wisdr Iearfga-dr 32 HT 7
TegF & WAt F 4y fAwe 7 AW wgm

(¥)



% awd w0 @ @ 3w ARz R R
&A1 § FFF gAY T v qfzHy
W aw & myw gx F afafd o6 39
CEl

“TE A SITY T Ag Fgd T A d
W= ad AR T A

T fraz qF wear widt 8 @ oFEE
=3 7% o7 usiow fasar 93—

AET A Alew | gw § Az F @
=TT 4 gA Ferzat gw ¥ A8 FET
¥

‘9T T FAYAl g AT TEAY 1 wa
OIIHT (ML A fAwaar a1 7g 79 0F
FEA T et ¥ Wz o ) aF F2Y
AR § W A A7 98 ¥ FaET

97 A30 W IrE & A Ag faar nw
T FT X AT TgH Al 2 UF 4 oy
€A GE qZF F ATH F FAT 97§ A=
% 9l & 9T A &1 HUA gA AT
® 2l ¥ gFTrar Y ag 7 g7 A% wiv 3H
TR T T BEF AW AF ) gag w7 F gEm
IT AT 9T FAA AN AT AN Y oF A
& 33 faaig-at 7 R g0 Ay oy ot A
513 & Wl & 91 -

.-.q.raﬁh

FEE BN M @ o fyr oaww
FFEAT, ARl T gy AN & 4 & 5 oag
1 DV F4) g1 g1 B, fRT A gwarnw
1T %52 931 A7 § gFIT—

anfr”

“ArE” H@Ye gz # fo7 1 797 77
HF 7 97 35

“TIT AT WA, W1 WET | e )
"I gEArEfaI T I 3 4 g A
S fpa &y ¥ gg a3

"undt ! 33 47 van !
T%g BIsT @ sy O
AT

WA K AT ST & frer— @i
AT AAL—qH 3T 7T 7

AR (84

AT YR 0F ¥ IAA A wEr
FE F7 AT A TE

“IF AT A7 AW AT | 33 s
T | AIAT AET Yz WO

T M2 ¥ 3 37 g W9 fav owog
fafeaT otv faamg w3y § oy 25—
“Bi-ZT F IRT T [idh, 9z wy Wy oma
I w3 0 W 17 F2Y g0 ¥ 35 F7 o
FALA T FA 0 | F it 39 5 A2 i
T fear T AA T F FATH FiF w7 2@T
fr il 793 F9YFY gfg¥ ¥ gawr ot
797 1 § At gz 7f oFf WA gy g
A e

Wedr FY 1T F v gmrmic 9x § 5y
w1 for frar ooty g & fod & of, ggi
A% FUATAET § 377 777 9% I &) 947
FF wA § favrw @ wram Ry qv
andfl v adt g5 1 a e qf #f e
ZT0 AZAT F1 AN FIA7 |

(%)



g} dar quar fF it e v s
A IR A S AT ¥ 57 fagr 3q
FAIIE AF AT 74 | 9T agi 3Iq
ST A FT00 7qF F DU FT o@AT qr
agagt @ mE ol ai N a1 ¥ @
THIZ 2 TE A I F 7T FW g2 A
Zagt 1 gz v A faegm F3r N @i v
#&f Fa1 A7 |

at # geg F Az My A 3y faqiaw
e 4 wwad ) F AT gt 59 77 F
Frefgardt & 8% faate & meY 3w 97
gt FT A9 g1 1 W7 A IF I H 7 F0AT )
ATAY ¥ M FIR AT AT AN /G Fra
F1 gAY AT FN F3 refvar § FE IO
2 &t | o} 7g feq mg g war fag =
ZWIT T AT ANy N § faa ISt
qT—at #q7 WAl 6T 39 aeg F W 7 &
&y, A § fage gsar, 471 Qw AW Fig
34T |

HIAT 0T I KA [T At § FIA
4t A aer iy Fw & g wd o g
A% fF wgrafaa & 9 gf T & wd o
§ qaar F19 U T F TIFE FEIAA A
FTHIEY TFTT FA GFT 47 | A4AT F AT
F77 9 &3 gAa=1 § fazg w7 faar o)

A1 AT AT 9 F 77 q¢ @ T A9
7% &1 # ol gaser feet it faeg &
a% fags & gew ¥ f5 osos ge &
97 9q1gz ¥ Z& Hfer ar frar, grv @t
97 ATAT & @ | F ggmar ¥ e
T8 —

;bﬂ.gq[-_l

M ag or ¥ faqz o gm AT wid
asrrﬁfma?ﬁ&raaﬁsmmagﬁrga Al
afﬁﬁﬂ%@{ﬁ%%ﬁfﬁ:ww%ﬁéw
wfgar wan fv adfr 753 £ O 3
IHT @SN & g} ATES 37 F A0 |

“qg JEEIS AW & wgar ¥ AN
REY T FT

“AHTRIT ATHY BT 797 grdk Mg Fro
ax AF YAE[ Agh 9@ A o | ITAF T
AR—T v g § Afqwr wanit & w71 N
M 2T |

ARy wEar g @
aq aggﬁarmaaﬁg?gga
- { S € U b

T R HEAT ?’ oHOF ItF FT G
7 AT g€ arely |

“ITEF I 0F 359l A wA &Y A
ik

“at w4 @< 1 P ogqd qrda § T gqniA
TZ T A A% | TE9T 9T qh 17 yyE w7
T OET |

§9g gz # dig A oam @
Far f§ 3 AW 9997 1A qif e gy
FEIR G A Jard F A ¥ gl gawRr 3
F NN F AT B FAAH F e
AqTRT & 95T gART 75 AT Fr a7 A
iy famrd ==t 7€ 1 wzAr WA aIg &
el Y M GF gu AN —— “firdig |
qn feam wame g fx o i ag #

qar F9F ,
(A9 92 5 97 Af[)

)



o K UIGES

s

y %
A
fﬁy

'ﬂ

ﬁax # IOIHIA & T I 9L IWS

AT GH-FF F7 g9 @ AT, g &
A 97 FI-GTFT T TG A1 | gAT F @ AR
*7 3 39 g 97 fqear A N T w3
¥ 33 gt Y feg g2 & 9 { Jar
® QU A7 IR HrAr a1 A’ F &
fTAA &, g &, gofers &4 qmr —
®AF -z g !

faq #TA99 § 9-A-F | qZ AT 9T
EHT ATy A9I@ ) §R A §HIY S
ot 27 7f7 ggw Ay wE A-—gad
Qs 9% & gatFa frar st ft o
v AU aw-ggg T ¢ @ A Ao
frsqer JeErl g1 39 F & 917 TGS
o gt &Y 3w e e
FmE, oi-fagm, wifera, ax-aeadia
AT, AN-AT FET § —— FAG I1TF +
AT IIAT 6T 9T T GHT |

YRS F) AFAET A9 § [EAFAT
&7d) g€ Faa wrd, g7 AT AT e U

qgH¥ce g ?;% 4

( gearam are fas1, 1o Go wiay, gfan

Tl & AfANTg WEANeT TgRERE AT
F g TEdiT ® GIT@ TA-FST FY
AYer afq w17 77 3¢ wlvs O A
efewal #1 famara off g5 g A w0
Far g —-{a¥ITEF)

Q’V

)

AARIAT Y gl ¥ | - — 7 I}
REarde 39 #7 § 397 41— — ‘FF-IF |
oiT fE7 I i @ g7 —— 9 qT AW
T QY |

¥y faq qF 3€ 37 €1 ITHT qgE gy
—ug! IHT a7 AT—TET IqF F-FIYQE
FY Of — frg w19 3 39 QT 3/ F o
YIATAAAT. ATHA HT WA 37 Wrar 1 a9
Arra, Aezg:, gt gm 9w gwwn
FFArewar, AE-H wvg g i
Fasr & fom FaAT I € P warfy Ag) |
A7 A # vt gf A, iy Preewr
Wra § @ saf gy — T8-73 1 Ay
@ F A= W oagATy 39T war — miy.
afera o & 37 v o —aqar |

I AT I IATE I F1 rA T
Far 7 wzifag @8

FH-ZAA AT & FAGAAT TRATATQ F
egEel 9aF fagre &30 ¥ gamd &0
I 39 #F gAgET § odf, a4f oF asi &
qAE A FIF g WT WA §F gm-gilg
HATTT 78 ¥ —- T FY &1 AT 997 777
FESTART T AV 39 g9 F smmrem
AZTT F TFIT FIE § — A 3TeT 0T
T H I YW F2E7 Ay w1 ¥

(o)



gfeqrsseary 74 fg 27 g®ar 27
AT ET B gl M7 wige s ?
wreaafa® mar 1 qei G- gad A
F & AT T WE H A KT G5 A7 9T IY
T 3 AgwT g fag g Iav g9 A
e A A QU T g0 AT AT qBW ¥ AN
Far ? At § gE ar g raEwar &
1?7 HEAIEE €T AIGW g1 H I8 I3
#3511  qad) IHTN AT w97 A T
Y o gor-ad nw e wEFT ) wE
o WA A TET) AE WUy AGAT PR &
Fg ! FEA I@F 4 gIT BT FEO
TR A 7 3 A /T ST F w4
wrfa & ad & ot frer o sFwr gE gaw @
I37 ~ geta Y egfaai & @ @) uda

ot fang ufsgt ga% sfage 9 awm @
o )

FH ag U §WT 9T, TA-HFRT 9T
TEFAT qT— fgagagr ar—gzanar o,
FAT AT w-+fY g g wHfaF wifara
] 9T M7 wiger 57 A A 97 7R
At ag oAt fr-9 e g @ T 2|
2 ga-gfg-m famfwat 7v gr 21 99
ITHT AEAF A7 FY T4 |

areqn &1 gfes gram g3 g3 A gEr
zifemt g7 wzafaat £7 @) 2, 97 321 v
® wfa-qq 97 Jad-gd WA qrwse-ar

graarg |

93 & H g

“az A gR AgY, AfwAr e f1 g
uFiod 73 4 § fawat

A @Y7 ag wEr T et R
=T FT I |

YFAT WIA FHY T

‘T Ag gET & ? WAF AFF A3 9f 77

gt ag AT At wAve & Sifaa 00

of3 AI9T AT, 47 AT & AAT A5 g
77 FEA gU AT G H g@ Ay Arer fa
s <) & uF are Anh & sat § Wi
FT 2@ wrAT, 97w fr "t 99 fagw
faas F7 0 1 A &7 37 931 F

(A Y ggF A FLA 9T R Az
Agt Ar @ vy wzAr oA HGY FAT FY
fadt ¥ T2t WA THIOF NAT FOFAR

¥ fard fearear qiz7 % AT ¥ zw A
1 oF g9 =Y fgar 99 & Qg Ag
¥FT HAT —

“EIT qAT {1 WA AATEY,

99 qRT F oArg

WEAT AP & WY AT WM ;) ME
F1 Aanifeg & q19 Hww' W7 99 F ;A
(fadiz) %t sdamm @ & g¥ =i far
o7 § I35 F AW F HUL &F HIT AN
2, f5 uaF 9% FT NI gu vy A N
A fastta anft F1 fAx w@r &1 wIm A=
NI 7 Fg I5q — "W, &7 FT 2 Ao !
T quTATF ) AT Wi #1397 faeg
Agu i o gegnige & W@ wwF @
2 ATHY ®g 31 81 - ‘wmidy ! &% oo )
aar &7 fzar, wqar &7 fag0 "

(=)



..:q;'ﬁ‘]:nt:-

( e F, fo Tho o AIAW, Fo 7Y )

FIFAIT & FAMY AT FITAT 2,
e sy A7 fgeg ag wdv 2

| Al fgT IR ST WR E,
T AYEd F7 owE W AR g,
717 9% 981 5 qe7 qeq qz AAIT R,
afsadl & geq 27 95 FT AL 7 E,

qIg WE FEA,
g T T,

Wa § gaT I § aw frex gad,
U 9 ¥ 9T 9,
g W gIT &,

T gain 9T yEd 9T g,
FIAHT & R o0 FrrAT §

gpfa & ®H% = qIT F1 AR,
qferal & WA K AYT AT GHIT 2,
& a0 Fi qr aer § fqge
arg | FrerR gl faea ag fare g,

sgfa  gar<,
I I,

gaIgeA & ;M g IR A,

Tk ¥ faws g9
mfqat £t AW

e sirE Aifaat &1 fRaaar ¥ fic g
FHIT & AT HA FEEIR 24

(&)

JIT A, A 7L, 95 & GEE g4,
qra &1 g T fa<fgAy - ar,
T IF R FUS YT AT T THRAL,
nfeai & g9 atq, W TIT AY &,

atg Wi @S @,
Wa ¥ gHr T,

qigA A1 frsr FAF, 3ateaf ar @
T 9§ | g
feer FT & aF 7
fagr 0 QW q, ararar OT AFR E
HIATHIT 2 EHIRT ST &F1THIT & 1

AT F AT 9T A0 @ & gu waw
faz a3 7 530 == o =0 @) wam
fgrg & FA AT ITgW T 3T waw,
gorl ¥ 22 g uF aw far #am,

S c: S
g I T F T,

ar fagra srar g1, a1 9% g ¥ g7 M9,

EIEE G L T3
AT FT & I8 W/,

AT qa feer & & form mad@ fig d
FIIAT I I FTEAT 2 )



* =8 AT %

( «fY gt fAz 339, UHo Uo )

qum Ay gyt AT 9 arg =1

‘3 8T agtsa A FIHEa . fgeg-
feeg & AT g@=HA-gANAR | gEARSA
arraw 78 & fgrg mri|a 1 gwix gt § 99
¥ fgrgeara Y w97 4T Tal a7 § oS
A% 27 39T ST A0 E ( whET WS zH
FT IIMT ST TZI Y, IHIL AT Y27 oF L@
¥ % wieU & grat A «far TR
iy 31 Ag fgeg, 77 gfaat $v F1§ o<
area @1, fergram ®1 mgFw F oay
famarg 21 £7 FHAY | gEAAE! £ Fegm
& 12 A 39 A o qarfEsaE g3ar w7
FAFT @A WEA ! F@R @ R
gy ®ae § &) qF HAN S AT @
faem #7 fggeal & A wFar AT W &)
gt F g A g gt |@¥h e w6
-

uF Ag, AL A, AgEl 91T arEl
At go ) gregifasar 5 faw 37w 57
Hree FA0 AT aeg #foad
st |y A At ¥ Frwrfag &7 fear war
grxzifasar ¥ sv-afs ar az-afe 5+
A g AAFT o 1 A A f
I | A At F zFogE gd fagemoa
fFar mqr 7 g7 AF11 F qAR HAT UL
UF AL FT 3399 & fom fzeenifaa €1 98
FIA-YATA | FEIT 241 | WAFT TA4-AAT
TE WG T GHI gET ATA F7 A% 70
AYY-A7 TAT AT A2 A IPA-IBA T

{99 gax I9-5W & oF gL § Anfay
ZET qgr, ITHRT FEW FIAT W FH ga
it A7 )

ST T FF T KT AT F 1 AIGT FN
FOAFTET IF A 97 IAF WAT 5
7909, HYYIq AT F, T W FEW
3 FT WY1 I8 97 fag? Fq-F &
ga, frtfiady #r 5o e gw7 qur grgd
Tt 77 frgar A3 ar 1o gz IF 4R
qr & 18y 9377 399 R A a9 W o
47 § AT AT aFaAT AT 1

FTHIA &1 AW 901 ga AET qTET
g% & Il AT & A7 9§ gagud
T FEl FE IAA BT WE W@ Yy
RAIFT FTH T80} § gregyfar a1 1 gex
733757 0F atr RRgr§ Txgr Ay aiw
UF TISEl I0 9T 9eF § WHT fmadr @
T -4 DA F w1 fard agi & o
o | 7zF 9T 41 gfear 93 da0 @A g
TEN TF AIF I31 FA AT 1 AR 0% Jifgy
TEA TET 9T A AW 4T faegw AN 4| faw
¥ ARAT AW G a2 gIH "4 fawd 2]
at ¥ wifear § oraw g adrad
MATHTT ofid oAt BFAT HY FTET FiF-
WiF F7 9%z FT @ A7) AN a7 Dsred
AT gHO 40 | FHY B F 3| o7 9@ g7
& agi €1 9w gowd gf gam 4t e
fr maAr 91 A fFE ¥ g9 g7 s
1 TE F |

(30)



AT, FIE AT ArAF A FFF A A FA ITIG

BT 2Ear 4 TR Frd AT FA wARY
wT § A AT | @A Y M7 I A
FALFR q0F A HT ArFA FEEr gEy
frafa § qrid fAegsyar f1 47 F7A@ @€ O
QAT ITTF *F FIAT T TS1-

AR GG R A FANE C IR SA
&7 o AT AT EAT a7

F|AF A W AT AFET w57 FA F71
¥ s F faer g aswwg: 3=e fafress
UF OF ZH A5 A7 | S5A IV Y § 99,
T &Y, fafag wiai & ofoq@ ox s
T FAF F AfASF d AT AW 47
3¢ 7% T 1wy AT 0 fAvgfefaa mar
@t A ggF e gew &1 g weaifa
AT AT Y | FEE J qUeA A T |l )
399 wiw gy feafzard A 55 @7 A
&t grr fE = gewga 9 Aqdr smiafe
A7 F FATHT AAT HT TG FL g1 97 |

“FIT T TME A TFIE ATAF FI I
o |

“qrgre =T 71T & #T gA FRi § "W
g2 arit @ ggr Fras %2 37 I AW
@ AT 1 ITFY FFAT T ET FIET
ad fawasit \ geaFa: 9z argT g weA )
T 997 ZA.F A swge v
& 97F] IUGAT AT F qWIF 9% 9
#F7 § qm v 6T I¥ arge fywed
AWy AAT HATF A0 A1 TF AF AT AT
¥ qFg gE 41 | TIAT A UF IEAE [T
® faegsy =g woew ¥ 7 g gfE
wrd | IX 9 A TW RN 40 FAT AT

‘qifseara § wg & sifav o wiafts
WAl g9 F 9797 98 I & I37 |

aiffers & 7 % wig P arft § quy
T A

‘qifFam| ¥ faq a0z a4
CE T

‘¥ WS 5 w21 3T 7
CrAFa qv
‘N BT gv

ATAF JT @I I 9% g& qar 91
f 9zt Y1 53747 2 I/ =2oA & FEy 7
% wfafvaa 3aF &2 =afwams aw
Y 2 AFAT § gAY FEAAT 793 AR FT A
v 7 &1 ga4r gfg & F1 sadr A9 g
off f Y & @A L ;AT 2T ) 45 7
fraa Saa (fad 3T Fza0 $% 92f auar)
#F gy 31 A IF fawrar-afa s
gA1=aR &7 fzar ar 1 FasEr oF s-frarer
q@ & 11 € | avw gaeq femmam, aifgw
faerat v S9mamt &Y a3 T
£ 9z 7 31 2 fama A ayfy & oo
anEa AT B Freerfed frw wgdr &4
Fr% F1 afvfrafaat & 3% z@ v ad
=rer ur fr az frdt & 5 awg # faqn
¥ g7 AMAT FFAT | ITH FIF 3997 9a7 91
f@ 230 387 A% 74 W77 oW @ H
qAIT g0 ¥ wALFA GRA S ww &)
frdt 2o 07 3ay & 8 fav 2047 28
AF 749 79 & A2 38 w7 qfFar av &%

(29)



= g2 wedl § ey mofefam w1 ag a0d
FEIAT AT TFT 4T |

K A AT AT, [ IFHT /A g w4
opfy ft 7 38 T A FT AWGT FEAT
off, fF a7 wo ¥ 989 IAFT /A qfET
feeelt & 0F ygew H gav 4r| WA
FT-TTA g Frer arfe & gE WA
afmmie 97 | %% g7 ¥ fqA® A9 9g 0
YA W BT FWT | TEF ITUE fIEE
&1 78 guea W@ H ACEET F7 wa
qa fAg ag wo wiar . ArET 3 gal
dz T FTA TYH A ATF TF WA
#q2 | TH QAT H TAF F Ai-a07 B}
agfa d & af 1 ==, QA1 99 £
oo Ay ofeqrT A FEFIT JAT N AFC
TET ®1 AW WoATAT | A WA 4T FEA
A dmre fad - gEwd | FEEw & F
fa7 g7 & 97 M99 I§ FT AFeqr F &
I¥ Oy fgqa ¥ oF 917 N9T 5§99
HTAT TEAT 97 | dFIY T gERd ¥ A
fedt & FraF A0 T W AT IZ I
AT A /T JGT T AT F@T 911 380
FY Tl HYT AMY FT FIAT g W
sgqaraw At O £ 39F A7 wig w9
FIT AT IH X AqAF F TG99 gag &
AHAA- G IS AfFT ITFT F1 ITNT
AgY ar + arww F1 9 faq ofr gy g7 A=
q o 9y faqr @@ S§ ared @ A®@v
IAGAN JN9F QIGT FT FZAT F T FY
7t S & I wiafeen 73 @M, ag
feafa feq sfy fag agdt af o sfafem
FE-75 F1T femrd &1 awgc Wy A7
ag—fﬂv%?‘-ﬂarr%_a ITF F fq argr 1 Nz

& o ArT A WA 9 R IR 3 F
T3 qrar FY W I FE gAArT T3 oAV
3T AGT Hgl FQA 1 aTaF G qgT q1q
g guagyanTr g, A ALFA FT FAY
¢ FTgrsr g, 9vg @ ¥ %
aAgAT g Sy w7 feafa § 1 waT 7
9337 | 2’1 OFA & §3 BT JIaF HT g0
T WG TEIAT T F |

ATAF Fg I GI A-FAT & 4R AT
FRAE gAY agA A= & ST WA
g St T fgmrg 3 wg & agr Ay Ay w
TIHT TEAT 91 | ag Al FT H1H fHAT F2a010
qifeeqid 981 W4T 97 98 | 13T U H1 9@
AT 0 &+ FZ T E-27 A qaOr AW W
TAY [AT | SATRT QY § G197 FI9FT 99
FT + T Fg A8 foar @t & miv g
VAT AE) AFT TR & ATTAT | F9gT JT_T
qga FAGIT &1 A0 ¥ AT TH qET F @
THEY IBFT F AT | Far g g4 Tig F
NRITFIASF G AT §1 Fgy 2}
R AT agi g FIE AL AR g Qe
FTAT | HIH AT A FEAT AT | T8 Fad
F2I AIGF F JEWET 9T UF ATT &
wrar gegfad g1 IS | Az SEAFEl A
T 50—

‘ 37 g9g agi 7A fazig A8

gax ar 37 AawarRE 9wy § <
Ay Hig ¥ F1E TUFAT A I@ FL M
A A ITe AT ¥ 4 & IAF gE Y
faga qg1-"gi 3zt agi qF N Fg @
FT 1"

gad # AR &1 g gmé faar g
FG wERar MY gt K 9% ¥ qur 5

(%%)



P HAFTFIEF @ oY oA N
¥ 7 FIa apuens fqr femmr | aed
3 W gy ST | WIER T HIT 98 99
R FT AAAT FAT |

AT F3T IZT ) [0 AA FF ALY AT
yaam g fr | g% 98 @ N FwF
[ A I@ TFT AT ;A BT AT I
) | FaF UF 9T FLaT g gaA AT
=T 1 arfem 1 38 gar ) wrEr 97

Tgd aw fadar =g o vl §
WY FTA TIAq g3T QAT I A F 9
@ qar &a1 fF I qree w1 w4z & FFHa
b A M N Al 3 7€ 9 qF
AT GiT FYTET AT IF ¥ 1 QT gAA
T vg wagT ¥ ) W97 8T § JFT 94qT
fiEn, 91 a FE wmwir q fga &
At gy & agfear iy @z s
T FT AR a3 WA | 398 gar a9 @
o), fRe oft qrer i @ A1 A3F 9T &
w3 & fau fzq fgga F g as @ A
= oy & ag aig T} X FarEr «9n)y
RIT FAT. 54T 9 IS W T |

azF # g gferar s 32 ¥ faard
& ey wiE A 9T FIE GHY TR GG
L AF GT-5T FT 997 qreq &7 gfaar 7%
dz gar fAgred ac ¥ gfear aF 4=
L E GG T A = e
wre-wie FT qfoar &1 g7 | asFr fFard
CrAficeill

AT | FrIr Y agg qar v ) fgaq
T HAQIT AT 97 | FIFF S9T G
43 T M7 A Fewfag g B} A=A

# fogaig 3q fAeaswar ¥ gar aadlT 7@
T F13 HIT MUT 9% 977 TEF 97 1 walver
¥ zowy BT FT IAF; g arfam o S
4%, AIEE 9T QIENW ZHT WF F1, 5T F,
ast &7 gwwr-arar 3 wreefs st
wferes & guy @9ty MW AT arEAr Hiw
=14t g fazrd & oo feard 39 &% @@
FFIT AT ¢ FIIT AAT qF A A1Y, HAT §
arg a5 1 safy qar. gEe ! amar oy
AT # fim faxeht gt a5 gfaar & A3
93F 47 |

[y qI-HTET 9@ E o 0 F1aF 79
at | % 902 NHFN 9 1=F A7 F Ry
qE-Td 3T F WY H OAINT AT AR
& F PN TTAT | FRT F FRFEAGW
x4 37 InHR fvar . a9F RN wig
F7 qeil | Wy T GATe fyar—

‘ZIET gA WMETT P Agd AW A gER
zar ! @l ge 42 A%y §10 WL E
AT AT WG AV | F@T q AT KT 1A
AT | ITHV i@l § wArr AT 4v

‘azrge 9 fav ¥ 77 amEr w1 AE
oT |

qTeg IET T FreAT AGAT A1 0T Zfez
1 497 ¥ fou av@ FIF T 7GR A1)
AT Gt § Hig agT @ a1 gfean &
1% T ¥ WY qAET qEar T I F W

# maaar ¥gr Ar |

i 1 2a) § fer g’ g wiew
ALY | IAF Al § H-MT § qqEF
afaw weg & @ 4—

' ZIAT gW A WY AT |

(93)



~- §@ & HEY -

( HRIA¢ TR, &¥o o NYUW ¥¥ )

gﬂ’ a7 H fEfaq ara W aagadl &
qYST I FIAF O @ 77 @I F 79970
Tgar 31 qegm: oy N @ F fad e
YT gu & afr waew F wfaaw o
TAAT wq ¥ wfw % | ST ORT My
gez-aifa & | ady w0 Aifger £ drar #
o ¥ ot gErgefey ¥ agms Q3 £ g9
aFaTy Fifed Ax 2 A7 gy & AfveAr &1
H17Z0E 2 | '

A G5 ISR ZO I-gE aar & 7 A
qE F( FAFT FATE 7 AT FY JF TIRE]
¥ Feq FA KT WIEAT L W E | g F
R WEAAHE § W1 FE Arawy dfawar

w1 ARy feg 81 g9 wEm @ AW w1

gvayr gy waw dfaw we & gear A7
qeq wT AN | 9T g@ § qreqd ofrsfas
gaEl § Faify aff & 1 sFRa gm wer-aR,
g, d1a AT gsfty i & 1 oA g AT
M AT g' N FIT F A7 A
AT 9A & Afawar ¥ 42 tger Ew
FrAs Ad § g7 asw ¥ €7 fawma
wagy faars arar ga fefas qa ad
Wfagwar § 757 I 99 F1 ¥+ TH0W &
gfraw foemd arar ga ofzfrs ga 98

g gAT § §7 q@AfaRy A saw w

9TH oA @ WAT § ;7 AW wifeq F g
gfz #1 masw AR Fr quwet far 3

yafy Afex ga fazearh sl ig Far
aarfr gfg 1 ga=g JwT Hiag F Qg A
gre AgT fhar 9T awaT ) TmarE ) arfg
=% gar 3 Far @ifgw ga-shE w0
UHHIF 2 — g FIA e FA 357 §
ifF o9 faza & @t sifgat w1 digfas
L U AAr Ag) 1 aMfgw g@ av FAq
Ffaqy, vast Aix GfAFt a5 & @fuq
1 gm w  eddmfas  fagara
(Psychological-theory) @Y difgas-fag-
4r=a (Rational-theory) % AgFfa® fag-
wre fage QA & 1 avqa: A fagural a0
frsm wFd & @y e @ a%ar
FAigg g T far FA 5@ ) 4 &
Atafus gge 2@ @19 97 wmfa § 5 Q@
qiftx & fa2 feq few sfaa fagaral oayg
a1 waared faar S 0 S F 3w
2% &t gfg va% awm & fou afws &
g5t & 1 w6 shaw-faa & % fasq
IaEE § | 9T #1 /47 fa¥vmwma A
aredtn ga &1 Wyt § wae @A gl

WY R F AR q g g &7
geadaaiges safedt & fa¥ sfag g@ &y
ga' 1 samaAEgE-fagars angfas
maw memARIfiE ¥ 1 g, W AT wEAr {

(8 ge3 3= 97 @)

(2¢)



....................................

99 AT @SR Ao To 77 T§

Fixursr W fasn, g= & #2T )
et ¥ q9, fagw & d2t
Qoﬂ'oiﬁ'o'ﬂo 9% T, M| HIA T |
T ] FFA AX,  qigewr  arzd
TW@W WAT @ I AT AT
T - qIF I G5 FT G WA g &4
fafrezd «t o awg gy § wEd

F A s mﬁi%ﬁ‘m%ﬂm ¥ wAt  gedeErd

Ay Tgdr A9, Al #1 Ti
argt F far =Y, zuet &Y =
FFATIT  Har 7, Ay A wedy
$e2l AT 3 2§ EEE) eEEE |
auviw et 3¢ €, &y @@zt
arm ga & faw wd fear el
T M A ag fgAdy F@7 oM

W F
2

FEEt § Y wg, | oAd fawed
FE I w1 oqar Wfgr ww g
aral AT @1 Y, I FEET
T A F faw oWl m@rEed
mE M A wa, @ yaidEd
4 ferdt gt g, fgw & dvgEda
frew wvadY & &t 9g9 g o |

T % dfwa fear, wid @ agd y S a0 fawoww %@ ogv fareta

¥ 95T FT FE #§ A Fhet
AFEA I HOE, AT F FY I
saad F fBY, ¥ wT ® g2t
7 ¥ wg Y, 7 FEOEET
ng 7 IS gy, fqaz af qq Ty

(%)



§ ‘4" §

gyt w+g Ful, @Yo vo gy a9

L lTéT! U FZ W AT F w7 gegrdr

A A Y g, FEy go qiw
ag £ g1 A T § waw fFar g
fFamal &1 oF FEr 1 WAT FEFHra G
FGH ¥ arg AT EF T FgH A gL
FI MG ¥ g1 faar sifT @z & o graA
I TATET Fare] 9 wfed #3 faar ) gl
firT dver 981 — “#7 a1 999 Far fF gardy
HFA DN 7z 5N F Oy qH
FUAT &1 AW A FE F S@0”
TE & a9 FIFT AT X AT Kwer T8
IR F AN F 19 &1 oF gw AW @A
399 f67 Qi g &1 fzar ——cg=gr
&Y g Farar & grErd ardy Fat ey
gq Feat @ fF IT¥ aga wiaRr =\l
A A, Nadr A T8 ? gR I AIUT
T 7 GAAT FEFT FEAT FT OAZY ARAT
w39 SR} § 9@ 97 AT gIT A
AT G AT TE A7 |

g% A IN 999 qr fasr faar e
FA—FAY, A T wwd &3 A g, §
Y TR FA AU A FE ) oww ¥
afaga 5% a8 8 17 =@ IFIT A &7 g9
LAY T FGH A G F) 0F frerrer qrey
v & fan w3 gy A sAd faser
qrdl ® gaiar fF 399 wt A nE gar gaE
1397 3 A7) — qd | @y g @
7 fgac g3 & 3 @A gnd ? qar

agt frarg qur ar @ g gedt o
AT AF $F WX wAwW I8N 1 Ag AG I
e 59T 798 ¥ #9% § Jm@7 gae~

“gar gur g, fREr ¥ ogm ow@
#4177 Z9AT Q@A T gt AT e qied
faafeat &1 &1 @9 A AR A g
I-AEg@ e v N 37qF I F g
IFT7 IF T & WAL Tegrdt 79 g 39
Tg <@gt feafeat 37 guag s a
WA —HNF ! w7 gw ai F qa =
B 48 g% A9 A § 7§ A 3
gAE T FIAT AT 4T 19 FW gO HF -~
g | ITH A A @A 9T HT Y92
ga foar S & qra @ 1 faash w1 Ay
‘E’E’f@w ¥ faT ssm —  “fgare

A A F 33 9T gR W@ ¢§
étél ﬁgv’ﬁqm'(grﬁ:

HAFIT q8 <F1 47 | 9fqqi &1 9937
A FYF YT 1 FHL F AN 1709
§ geft s @ 1 78 | 9y I w5 A
i freqeaar A Y FgR F gaw A g@ A
q9E 35 T 4F 1 IY AT ¢ F feq emo
21 R A Stg 39 Y wf A0 a@W ¥ fFam
AT FTA A agwt M oaw 9T g
F HoAr WG q§ HEA T FA LW @
T gE FACAT JAT W HchEﬁ ¥ G
gzt faed stag =g & 3 waEe v

(2%)



Trgar &1 o g ©F @iy g@ #faw
a9y 7% A3 1 %A1 W I FYA
af Wt 79 9 fachy, Fiaa FfAal $1 FeFT
wAATEr 21 T A7 | 3FF faar ¥ gud ard
# freg zo W@ @ A 37 ugfasfaa
waat F1 AgaT &1 oA A fx ogig qar
o = 55 7 FF J47 5 AT woAr @i
T U FF ¢ 7E7 AV |

A g & qra 73 gE famremm @
fr aze & s =g ‘ggA, 3@ gIFT S
Frar-aEr f@aar 31 7dy @y T g a
% F 29 &7 34 | AT q FF A (0
oY 33 9'Z 947 F1 Fq Gt 9 Fre e
FeArs 1 g At FWT W, g A WA
HIUR FIT 1" FGA KT a7 97 70971 1 7F
F Fga=El F1 g9 germ Aaf & uAw
faiz g% afsgsy d fgnz Ara @1 39
T 4 I T HET

TFEE G AT F owmgnE Fwddr
oA g1 TS A | w3 ¥ Sgeage o | W
Fgu F1 fagrd & gafao sa=r aRfaar
IY IHFIFT AWML F G A AF off | gAY
1 gl Agfaat n-fad wF 9ga
TYT-IYT IA FT W 4 1 gEr A
gear ) qar wiF 9fgAR A1 g firg ag
A g f4dy At & aeg® & w@r 9r ) o
R w7 ¥ afersrer § 383 ag agw e
gar 5 g § sEady— ‘gz T v
59 qfger &Y geY g gEsT adr, Taf)
FIAA FAT qT OF II T | IW
GIF qE F IqFT qu7 atg off age A
faswer a1 1 q'g e qg aar, Zi3 g T |
g agl § fazdr-asdt, 1%t @t Fygu &
FALH AT HA | FoA w7 7z fAmr BN

Y MZ H AT TE |

fagre &1 gum W 9gAT) WA FYA
qT1€ 21N T @ oY | Fear a7 iy g avar
998 | T8 "oA gzl af & fox w g &
faq T =gy 4@ wiAY ag #z v .. cw
fagrf ... gt 1 o frmd gra alg ) ag
TEI IqLT—— ' IFFH[ AAT W HAT |
98 94 § faw gHr 91 3@ 4T A AET
=g M7 £ MT Ig WY 937 .7 A 97
FAT THT-IYT 27 YET 4V | gFIEq: SEEl
¥ ugw witg 1% AT WA fag oagw &
@y F 7% mge g1 33 gimavagq
faaard a1 ag iy wfsqar & O Faw
g adr g f& Wi F1 Al gé gen
“EYar, " gFEEr g wFET 38F 49 &
fagz 7€ 1 gl & gra & o9y wt &1 fax
o7 Y 39 g go fe w7 gz omavan
Faw #r gfez mgar s fax 9z a9
dor oftalt & gHEl ¥ Wi Fr 97 qEaTy,
T 97 i W@ AT 1 WIET g oqrer #®
Fg 731 1 — “FA | we WA weEw
A1 FgH T gW A uF e P -
“gar " AW L # O sy gelr
Fgw F1 wiwd #v F9 FT 7w faar
YA & IgA §U AAYL AT T IFFT IAT
fzar1 faar & gel A gaqds g &
faaw #< far) ag d@ of—dE
FT 79 FHT AV fuar A == A Q%
RGN IHEHT AL, IJATT AFHT FEESEAT
I, @ A, AT T TN HF /2 what
g faga &7 st 9@ ga o1 @) wigdm
fyar & F=7 wr w1

gt T oS F OF Ay Feg-farg
‘N @ freg wF ag o 39¥ mET &
g3 AT

(7e)



gfaar
: ferz oft, sfere gy aamid o

gfawr:

yfaar :

"t

gfaRt :

DI R

£ )

Afaar amara, 19970 HAF Jo AT

¥ qgy Hregr @ wi, AT R
‘FreyETA § AF agrar-afeT A
FEmardgyfaa?

DogR At war 3w, mifer aie

#91 & I qu saqr Fewr @ Y v

T ! ag 9B v ad gur ?

/i, A7 FAIH AT ... A TR
#EF ¥ Fu FIA FdA

e Laq Fgr A1, @y wER

¥ 99 R Y A JH FGT ®F
73 & afawr ? -

gt, vt ! maw fasara 1 g A gHT
3G — q 97 99 FT TRE A8
3T |

: AY a1 gEFrer wana 2 fE ¥A Aiw

39 qf famdr & 7

giwm! A g & g X aw
g% &7 AZT 6y 32 gt &

- oy wfgar, ag @ 90 wee

i ag, #F 4 agor £t F321 91,
fagar g fqar &, FWM & w=
qedl aaro afgar, sOT qW RS

AT 9F AY AT R wRT ggent  ulhar

gfaar :

HT

gfawr :

ar

(g=)

IATA FT APFAr AF &7 AN A
TR A @ A 57 AT — 9% 3
Far R foar & afgar

gAY wi, fradt § ‘qu—ga ot A
T F AT G — A FEA @,
1% @ F — 98 7 avEg
FFAr g UAq ! gIA Wi ™
g &Y @ gAar 1 FFAT !
FAN TR AT IFT W 9T framn
FTT Oz fFgr & — &7 AP w0
AT AE T1AT § TN, FEGIT <A
TFCF A IR wE @A U
g AR agea g 8 gerd
719, ¥R JEFIA

FTT A 14T — AT o g W KA
3% T faur, &g cae a3 ar -ag
Are ga Tetw § AW ¥ o3
T AEA A AW 9z wfym-oi
741 frer & 7

T ag AL, g g7 FT @
AZY AT

. 9gY FIFAT HeE ACE, g aFA

o) wfanr |
ar gAY A, "wit fear %- %



afaar :

T, PEIE AT § FGT AG -
off wvgar g, 77 qafemr g &7
grar N 91w e )

. ag, g9 9faqr — a@ w0 /@ —

Fardt &1 Y 1€ g7 FAT 3, zEA
a1 FAZIA F 3997 IX 9T &7
faar 81 ag wwg war #17 2,
AT FET F qT9 93T JIT (ENIG
&% ®) q7 gfam, 30 32N @
FM T NI IW S F
agF AT A5 F

A TEF 0L E, Ar IWA T F
TgFT foar & - afwa =i, 79 A
TEAT FY @ T w7 gh F

: (@ w) w0 dard, adi-ad

yfqw, 79 fazarg € 78 A=
Tar FW AR FT gAY, d@r T
At grm, afamr, I oy 3w
Aw1-srarfir gfmr & 1 99
Y AT |

D 9T 7 X FU &€, AN &1 g

A FaRT N o gFr 21 ==
Mg aTar § oA o g q
faa® #1 wum fafeza fegr mar
TR T FT o

: 3T 9% § tay fqar g 7
sfaur

gt wi, foar 3—gt gf awq & s=v
AN ~ g Rt oW WA
i A A% gE - qw WD
AR FET WY, HF 12 g
IR, IE WA 97 W@ oaw A

|f

fagrsfi :

gfaar ;

faersit

gfaar :

at

(%)

famd 81wy gw w7 Fream
FU — F0 g3 g1 - afegre 9
By M A4 AT F@ g THI-gH
A e gftmr & g Fw
RIT A9 AN A § -~ qe
FIgET FE1 AE T FFAT-OHAT—
Sdtear #7341, § w9 A7 die gig
FTWHMN ... .o . .

D (Fmd @ #) wanifrr & g &g

q'g faend maw a8y @
(ferst md )

Frgwr 2 Aix At wi, gA-gw @
A @ f—sfamr g w7 o #49
gt ? mfeTa wr g ?

(Famaeft F)

: (FF gu T §) mfAT gu 3w

FAraRfY Y v A 7

(Fgd war F) fg a7 -, fi=
fe s ag. . FFam adraf g

(e &) amre g€ &1 afar—fte
JO 3 @ $ T8 w7 awdr—
3961 ¥ wod) aTg WA 3, @’E
r‘ﬁ%ﬂ q HqEHT ﬁ."ﬂ']’ g"]'m' t

(% 3 g¥) ag Afan frarsh,
g gy 97 Aifadn

: {feafeat @ go) g7 fer o,

% g frrr @ @, diwow
o ¥ A 9, 0w g5 @ @
T AT A & AE -~ 9T gH
Wi FY g7 FY e |



faarsly : (45T gu ea ¥) sfamramsn @y e

At

foaarsiy :

qi

LI

Aiw

faarsit :

g & Fg7 fF oF SFN A Ay F
oHT IF |9 g, e ag
FO A€ F AT - 9 =7 f5aqr &
FEATATTER )

: Pt arv wgr o S g R

wd &, wT gHr W FT I W
T FF A AT H AN FE g A
a? gmaTar I% TEAar &
31 g9 91 — AF gar 3 qerA
& qAT A

(Mg &) a8 A9F 9 F7A ¥ TE
fre Fraf - FAF F 931 FHY
FE wFAY A8 FT1 ZH gRT &
afs & g arg s ft afF
Faady T1fEd, o fwy e qed
A o AT faaAT Giferare o)

: (euww §) @i gf, 7z & fgaiT o4t

gt @ 3O mg W faa -
ox W FefFat § s 9% A
qadr § — T FT &I A AE
FIA BT T LAY

(TR g A& 1 9397)

. frash-sfaar (o qrg gresgafea

g ) gw AT -gu wE A
WA

(Tt ¥) Wq §F gqA g

ot - FRT F A AT
g AT gE g AW oaX g w

4 ?

foraTSiY ;

AE

ferarsiy

dYE

fanis -

ArE

faarsiy

e

e |

ga-ferad s e ar pgi 0 foarsy

(30)

. frast guik @A F10q

TR § Tafay 9o gw us 3
TEIT FT W E W W
fgda Gt -5 #3 a7 7
arqn

(wrg R @Y §) TIAT HHT A
70 gdf T &z Sy, & gA¥ _

qEAT ATAT E | | Y g
1% HI1F AT LY IT¥ 397 )

- {gdf oz ds go) st foAr

.. ST gfgd
ag T AT g 7

D WA - T UI - HGT A

g9 foar ot & N ey T
AEY STAET

FIUT FT HE T[T A AT -
= aqr A ar g g e

: g g qT fasara atfsr foa

# oy TR FY 9@ ATTAT 1

(3T mrar H) 39T WIS A W
fastt ag¥ |

. (Zg wraTs ®) 919 T Teg A

g qmAAr @1 sEy {9 W@
qaret &t dar A gar |

: (@ #) oF NG FLY L W

ag @r Yy - g7 =Sraifea
o g gH AT AL TAT FFAT

i s fad @t g sw T
R a1 — FE JU FH A FU



fiE

are

IY aF F GIAT FIX F1 JIET AT
Fifgy — sfg< a3 § g« & #40
g - g9 gER g g 9ud
SEAN

(et iFT) Wiq AT AT GF

a7 fazara ) Ag1 &7 ar & v
FE

: (SIS FT AIAT ST F) A R

38, ST #9 2 - g® S ar
gW I9% gy grerr faang w1 E-
afa agar qa Fawr N 4t ag
FZT W@ATE — ¥ FAN§ —

: |, 391 g udl e 97 g

gty Me Wi, wowr qme, 3§
fEeft Twq &Y A FAAT |

: (g quf T H, A £ WA

&% gU) at 9g ¥@T - 5 gaq
THER & Q5 ga A 78 T8
faar - 9T gf, ¥ | T g7
oY, fe w0 ¥ grEr wEA ST
7T |

. (ga faafasr 7 gadr §)
: 3§ ag At At & W 8 818

Tyar g & —

. E AT — TZ 99 AL & ~ T AT -
faarsiy

qF qZ1 g - &1 WIT FAT & - TF
FIE FET

: Fgg szt g faawdh, ag av 3%

I F ‘TEAT § I o9 WI

fqa=

e

faarsiy
e

faarsfy :

(=)

g FFEA & fAa FT g gt &
rg #1 55g wmsl 93 fam fag
FT AT FT TE 4T 4

(w19 &) #ar FE - TH &
srstr £, 3 gad Y & a7 A
famarq 7

: A2 faamsh — o gi—

(wa ¥ gfeafas =7 &% 293 F1
)

:— % gfay ag gom oAw wd

2T ~ g8 a7 Agag AFTT s |
FAY A4, 1T AT AE —

oy fafmaa @iEg #1 F@®

femrar, a1 3 x5 &t f& g
oIS F — UE FI - CEHRAAT —
FFEEISIEA F A & JAN I
LI AR AC IMEAC L FAEA LI
wEey & §lzg W @1 WA Ay

g - T WL ey H war gl
Fear sfaa adi |

(g g T H) gAdr g Hfiw 0
qi, § F FAT 9T — FATY 1% A=
TGN B qFl — A AL YYAAT FT
qF I T A T - w7 W A
5 AT F A9 AR W AT
gafaai 1 — #8 @ FrAEE §
zaFT Ffex fauta g @r § - #if
g Agl, 1% fawrg qd - &=
MY & wifs % - g7 7w
#1 2337 TgaT § agl sufea of



fpgar wara mar 4n § fasfag 9fFar . a2 9 e, g9 @E 92 99

Zar

At eI @ R A A - wa
fer &t @Y oot A gvaar, A€
QAT F M o~ FfAT gy Ny
T -

qqA grat & a7 F1 91g foar s R
AAIAT ZT FT A AT - g7 F
&Y umH=3r |rgr grAr w7 f7an
(g faa faar 7 g7 AT ¥
Aaa g )

g@ Fl £9%9

(g5 9¢ 71 2 )

g7 7gFT A &1 994 ga 1 a7 $ITW
gamarfas aar wdifas & AT AN W
g3fa &1 favrswm 7 39% gea & qondf
HFAT F[ HAIT FET gAAIIT §F 9g19%
g1 afs g g wAr wA A g
#1 331 g2a ¥ fawre sy« amr A1fg,
# sro arErfes FrEl ¥ g @ ®T qUT-
18 g% F ST AR T W A FFA
Frar g g fF o avd ga & fagww
fafeqa 7 =% 1 gren agfzd avrgE 817
TEHIT gF FT FISH AT TH FT AGAA
FTAr 3 g9 51 a7 (Fafhr ga) 34
1 fawam &1 o9 g9 g )
FY FIUIT QW T FAFF | Q9 gan
7297 FEY § A1 9T TH@H] AT AT A
FIF I FH FAY |

‘o' FI FFET TGS AL | HAT F Ry
HIEAATHE 47 I WA G AT w5
37859 A@eg arfer &, ‘mAE § arqd 39

L

ga-fadie § & faqft wfa wfa =@k
TONRAT & 55 1 WTST A gegy QU g
93 ‘eare : garg’ &1 feafa & g Y feafa
1 TOgETT FT quw Feal & 9@ fear
T gFA1, a8 wAgada 2 wevs ge
1 gy & sas=mgafs & w97
wraer & o fafase gsgd, g@aar &
a=gfsz ¥ =g qra wreAT N gATAT #1 qfF
FeAt B0 TEA gE@IAR W ST Ay
TEAT AT IAT F GUT 1 My TR
A 99l & g & wraw gfAgadm 2
IT g0 HAR A YA FT G a8 /K
A FAR F A § 7 A9ATT F g9 Igw
F1 9% g% $7 A F gearan § gfieg
m aFg § )

* My, 1991, Afqgq g7 79T "FIq |

IF AT FAIG 94, 97 97 qfv gqr7 )

- HET ( AFTIF )

)



* ¥ IEW TIA FEN o+

gifaw fag aaf, ‘g9 &t ¢o wf-aw ay

gy =ieh fawg 99 W,
g % gfag Far | 3
frg M wr & frm o,
SE g owm WO
wn difes & arafa g,
W ARA-gEHIA FEAr

# 3IgW AW FEAT I

W FFar fgm ww @ g
T AT {§ FH FI § AN |
SR (S 1 C L
9T S FEAT AIF SAAT
ET & WAE ® A
3IgST § |W TA FEAT

& sgw a@E Fgar o

W & wey gy §
AT X ATHT T
fesr gaa | & AR A,
¥ g ¥ M gHA
AY Ol S &,
gan wfg SIRE S
¥ @ FT@EE SEA

oy ot gwwar 2 @,
I§ @E f@T AT A
‘S FAT g W &,
ax & 3 AT AW FP
ar faasr afvame qawar,
& zEFr FTAA OFFW 0

(=2)



% L.,
o
3 E,«’ % Ta g%

FTHIZA o To ( H1AF ) wfraw a§

Eicis

\ﬁ.ﬁé})l

‘T

T &1 |G 7 fAan,

sq':. ?|

‘FAA-FAAT ST GI AAT M FIF I3,
‘g=s,’

gi'- A1 39% Zigi § 3z W A1 frwe
9t

‘gAv,

.

‘g0 T AE AT,
‘agt ar)’

TS g

Fmr ?

‘IR,

‘Fq7 ?

"gAR FT ST ATZAT B,

ey — I HAL F g I At T g
HigH! &1 I FT NG Fgi—

‘sttas framr gy 2191 &, ag @t a Jmd
g ferg AT & @@ #H 9T a1 A} A
figer I3aT 8, HeqFT FT ATAT TGT T A4
fzaret a% ger Ffoq adi-feeg aca 4
A4 8,/ —F § AE AT gU IAT FZ1-

‘qdy @« iy § 3 of @=r 91,

H

‘fre

‘diga faq I3 a1, wpfa F AN
qreg F gATY H g el § AGT ¥
gaigs fax qaar F7ar a1’ —d9R &F W
g1 IFA—‘uF &7 I ArGHIA TG @
FEfaq #1571 A Fu-mez &€ F qan
F qurT g97-397 g8 I3 A, § goAw aFhr
FT HMAT FJ U §F [AGAT TZT AT, Feqq
F1 ME § ggr-7er famiw-ag F aefgr-Aad
a7 fed) € yog-me F @ @ 91, af
77 " g I g8 TEE Y wEIT A
ArTa FAETT § T FE AT 7 39
a1, FAEAIT F q&T—

0 G M

sgcar 7 fasr g3 g6 FE1 F AyT
A1 ST, 9% FL 2@ AT ST E A7,

giz segpfen &1 98—
:gqu |

iai-’
R i

(3¢)



T Ao —Fga-wgy ag FOAT 9T A9
B nfaar & g7 g9,

W=, —ufagarm ¥ &3 =731,
i, —9<aY 9T wi| wErAr ag Ay,

B sgeq & i 7 A= 91 f,

~.fF & zg 9w or fag i —am o F3
IS 397 FT,

gl —SasT w7 fAgred g A FEr—-SaA
W &=w oFar g T F arEar O 6T
ww ag Sad-fafy g faw 92, 97 ey
SIIT T FE q AT AT FE D

& | 0 AT ¥ HFIA oF FooqrT FIEAT
R =& suFr ggTy FAG E, gIT A7 A
&1 I 7Z FA9 CF & 3¢ F qrg 9197 ,
171 faT qeF-qz® FT wIF g o
Feaa 7 3T 8, for qu a1 8% ... asw
BT 3 @3 O Y 4,

|

T 3@ —faAfaw €1 AT g% F9F gu

7 =wgr
> A

AT 794 fqaan #Y Mz § aswifeq s
Frayfgmr ey

% —UFIT IUT IGT g IFT FT,

A a4 Y —3u weY ¥ fgand e §.

a

HEf A —ggaerdr @t ag e,

FeguT ATy gErEfy a3 "AeEE
gt fa@ed go gzfy &1 gear &Y I9fE
FT IEN AN, WE-AF 97 afqwe F
Fa TR § FHAT F2T FT IFT 41, -3
grey g FUN i 67 §F fAamd
F97 9T JTH &1 747, FIA-I% A1F qfF &
A g0, SVF g7 a1 & 9H UFAT g § JA
famiay § @t sfa7 8, o fagrs €@ gu
J§F Fgr—

“frar !

%

‘g1 71 ALY Fwar,

w0 7

EEICICCIIRAGE -1 288 ¢ A

'Fg, —HT Iq FIHIT U TAH] F P

faar, geo sw-digy & fegmg 217 av faa
93T —HIT HUT WG 07 FT & 39

‘ag aur ? Ffaw &g § 77 T,
‘GmT F 49 T,

‘Fa7" 7

qEL AT A E AT .. .

greg fawfaad gr sad &g, & &
oA WG FT T UF 457 {1 gy faa-
famrze ¥ w7 327,

TP YFT NEF AT ATAT T TG FIA G
{ AT g3 3 T )

%)



~} gfagra -

az srg feedt ( wAg ) afaw a9

W‘Wﬂ' fad arUHc ¥ gw o1 A9-

AIAT & TG AIFTA T HIAT FAET
w77 fRar ar | fagedar waiwT w9 ¥ ©F
B § IR BT a% fged o w97 IR F
HIETHA 1 qF gI41 3 @ 911 I F7 90
a® 7 fgaar ar+ 9fgam FoAar @ 9FT
ag T& Y wra Aifed, aedl aar fagfoa
& fa%er gU freamat A &y it &1 &7 "
FT ferar g1y

nifs &1 fgfra wgw wreew gomoAr o
AT & gwed # WA T faaedfra
i ¥ fass s AR AN g g9 @
TR W} Y| A ¥ oF Hag adfar gady,
99 A1 F WY 79 g, A7 § morr
WA, &F 4 3FA0 fgard 593 aga
A FIGEA AT qAWT F gd
DETA FY AIT ALY AqrEE oA

I® ATH 97 FAI F1 OF TF AYT WA
FL FN AT 39 GIE & 939 I
WA AT AT &6 A g Hiar g &
419 5 M fAEgRE af AT saF A g
wfaeg fore @ & a7 oo A o gl
BT OAYE A UA] X OAA H7FT (B [——
‘madt F2f FrAr g7 7

a7 A WAl F1 owiAm 7 9 g0
FZ - — ‘A IAT AW F g7 F fga3 nrs
g W1 Al g F grrrary Fqgar g w9

at geg fJrar 9 2, ¥ 3% g wid § 97
FATAR K1 AA T [T 1 THY ¥ FRI—
afax, & maw wm fearaar g

feas agal Y wiEl # fas 79 ang
ST ERIT wAT ST B, I a€T g egia
IqFT AfEl A AT IA 1 UAY I I«
gicawr ¥ fpdt Psd A1 97 FAF ITH
Fevea #1 @fed 7 faar | avAgar & A
ag, 9t Afawar 1 giva ST g9 gaq
F1 T fAcFas agr TG F1 3G H A
I¥ goAr Fleaar a7 wsA T #qrE | =@
stafad dm 2 wify gewerdy @ o
gAT FY TT I FT 3G KT IIT Y Affa
AT @31 AT |

gimr at fagaar ¥ @Y a9sar &, ¥
FY 9ifq AT AT H § woar gFTw few
21 50.a dlo o wrAd (fgdt) mfaw ag
F1 grx ar ) ag {97 911 grazfe & ggi
QAT H£q9T T F ATt qfaw & qm
77 3a%! Af M OF g7 47 AT | gAR

IqHT G AT A1 A o 9 I@T FET B
= # e fFar are gAa & awr-faa
Sg ag 1T a9 F1 41 q1 sy g 9y
¥ guIg AT A@I A T IAF 92 § @
AV INFT Frad qraq w0 9y g9 F)Y
a3 wgaifsd ft CfAadaEsEEar @ oawia #
avaar ¥ siFfaa O W7 37 g9 7 91
T R F AT A1 §F 0w w2 F geggA

(7))



Farsw@ & o g A% qdwr e
A A 97 Frear w7 g § Y Al A
xR 9 a1 ¥ A7 ff ©F FFF AT O
fravm W @t mgar s R sTay
* sntarait gard ¥, w0 aar, Foocwm)
| AGFTV Fd ;T FHANT HTH AT
TAE § fasia &y it ot 1 Frear qar
o F ft 39 araft w1 wgw frar

gHT A FIT FafadaT wITAT W
wT st 9y ! fagewar vEg X 9nw
AT AT L grg | fade F 9w HoIq
QHTAT FT AT FT I3 9197 FIST A7,
Fa gwk frdt go1 ' 9997 # azEig
®aFAr £ 72 fpa 31z srgea 1 =gfaai
& TZT T AT TG T IAF AT aur
WEATH AT ISEAIT AT 9F FEHIT FT
2T | 98 GAA 1 I AUITHGT 791 TAZHAT
At 4 IAAT 9 el | qg AT FI IS
gu fet sraz &Y 9 9w far 1 Fear #y
waF] aor A et & qiEd fa mig ) FeEr
& 1 grg w=Y F oA FAT qreg S A
¥ 1S H Al A &7 ey f&ar

q1: T Y 9 HATATT 9T /IH FY
WA q2 A 2 AV gFfa gowr A9 9w
fear Y FaY 21 W WY YT Are TE F
A TFSAI MW | AT T A FTAA FHIT
frar £ wvqat gedt s { frwe gfee-
MFT A &) FAIT A TGA-TAGITT TAY
sl #1 7 M FFIFT TN AL
# At 9T T FT 1 IWT GAF F @leq
Aeted F1 YR T 9 g0 IWF FNAT F
gl & fafas 331 g91 OF ST & g%
97 94971 FZ AT F AT TAT AT ITF

gIT a7 IEFT qATE FI5 & GHINA AT |
FE AT aF IFEA F 9EA TFIT qI1EF
arg< faFa 1 oW & ®gr — ‘=ro @igw
78t 757 %1 a9 AfSY 98 Fg T T
F Tt 97 frese ol § IuH IR
FIA T 97 ITo FT TAIW Z&T T FEHATY
TFIT § FT —— 3 AW gfez §F g7
3 fAFar S 7541 & ¢ I¥ FF HTqAEC H
AT TAT FZHT TTo 7 FIT q+¢ HT a7 ¢
TAIA AT GAIN 1T agl 43 1A 1 3AN H
g ga*@a'm’f—~ qf g .{.@ ...... a ;
TIAT FZFT a8 7 T3T &1 75

StF FRIT WIAT 7 HAGHAT FT 2aT §
AT A7 B 3T FEQT-(AI T FEWT w7
QIAATI AT & GIATE | AWIT AT F1
agi 3w fazgm 9% FgwT & waF 2o
HATT IAF] TATH HL AT, 9§ HIA] TAgHAT
#f &1 M IATr | S ATFT QT T TAgAIE
F82 21 747 91 WX IWF! A ITF A7 29w
AT AT AT | 3% 9T 49 §uw F ufg
U § W IET AT | qg GUA F HIAIT H]
34y wify a8 e a®r 97 aiv #AIA ANz
£ TE WAAT | IAT WA FHFT FT
forar ut fx %8 moT 989 ® gfa #37 aw
g wlaalg 711 TR 47 =% ag
grezd & A = fzar) kW § sd
Frar @ wa gw 5 gua &1 gify #@
@ A 9T 1 IEA FE A AX T F
gy fRgT A ST F§ FAC T IEAFT
qwid 7 Ia% Feaeqd H gy =9 f7ar
Tiwg faemar oeg fageffoor W s\
FEATEGS 97 g T AT 99T 9w faar
Tar | ST L eararsia & fRar § waan

(=)



uF qF A7 H7 gf A UK A wEQq
g faorar fear war, f5a% 9 I &
qEATFAT 47

37 ft feaer fegz & fF ag #eaca mial
FT®T AT WgATAT gAIS 1 wlawifuw
giFard gga & far ofag & w@ar
RETF(S | GAF FT 3AF O3 01 £7 &7
qETq GAT T T g TE a1 IF AL
bgftfamad @ odw fawm ¥ g§sr
FIS THGIHAF A 97 | Ig AT F gL 1 AL
7€ agi Y TAZ-AT FT FAE G
TRXfFal & I AIGT F 0T AT 9E F A
st 1 gaar faa gaht €1 ¢ 98 FE AT
qrEdr & | g 4T 3% wrsw A
fasmr

odl fagw FzA7 399 w97 @ F F
T ag 91 | 59 IHI ITHG §¢ 99 FE 77
AT AT L IW FE FAET 9T AT o= of
A1 7T IT ATIAIEATHT F AT FF FAFAT
7 097 AUAT AT, A A TH FAFE 3] A
2T I MEHA T FE A9 AT 307 |
TF ot #Y Wi 39 av o ggAar § 3w g
9V g & gt sd 99-faeea gy
TH ¥} g8 W "EmgeAr w1 faEry %
ggAT 1 N Fo137 FI6E gawr frsgmm o
fF o= A% 9T ¥ F1 wfanT s@r &
T3 2 | AEFIT F1 /RT 9 WY gAIF
qeq} g7 TEAE 9T wfaw gg@IR Fom
gl 77 W A 1 IT YHT Ig JGAT § FHIF
FT ISt AGAT 9T 9T UF ;Y Fra0 &y
gfear 1 399 (Rl 2qaft $r 9o 4 pad
@[ ) 9g 91g AT 9§ FT $T ¥ fAwia
AT M TT 9% A7 FA0 0 afT 77 g ah

IO IWIY AT | FJH qZ AAA0ATAT H
1€ at a7 T FIA T — F3 | gren=d
FAT AT 9 2 ¢ ST @ FY A2 FI7)
mf X 2 & ar & z@ W frea 7
gaq F Atd sgsAr wig, F9B [IEG &
AT AE FF FEAT AEHAT FH A F3
SCal

T3 fafr gaar 3 g1 Sd 97 F
W) agargFd g T 9 Afg Ay
F A% 9T FAF 911 5 TH A AT
¥ qar o7 fF arfeat gat amfas dE@T ¥
g s a9t geg F fau fagg HFT A
zofy 91T O AAEAT FA WAT FEA A
< qg FT FATAY # A f2ar a1 ar1
gaT 1 ff a8 "reAEa %7 fF 98 g7
rTay feara o TE 2 59 FaA § A7 FC
a= faav

wan saTErE § g7 w1 ity g A
TRAT AT 1 T DT A GE AT FAE 3R
#7 7 /T AHG g I A1 ITHT @)
agy W@ g 1 TS & AT graray
Fiom sgET wferew 0 3@ faws Y o
qr | 9T & gaq ¥ quT & 9fF qe Agw
ot} oy SEQWEHET ST G0 I IR-GO A
21 & e @3 AT FT IIEAT HigAl
FRAT AT ¢ 3G A GHA FT @ FE  fay
FIH G AT 1 q0g IFFT AR IGTF
FT 1 ZUT Frear W ATT F fad MFER
AY 1 gaF W a9 ST A4 F [{Y Fqr-m
Fraars A8 adf 7 wmd q999 § g 7D
FET AYT QT OAT AT@T HIIT 971 AR
ot g7 i1 weafus @ g1 IFaT Al
FigdY FAAr F771 971 U KA FE AR

(==)



8971 afgd) gt a1 g I¥ qgar wE, Sy
W 7 ¥ 5 T 75 IAAY FE IR A
1T I°7Z T8 F7 77 911 FIgiag|

W N HIET AT | GAT AT FZT AYL AW
¥ T FW A A IAAT YA I@E
HaFT I 9= I oY | s g€ % Tg-groq
&I AT I IAMIT & | T H ST AT
FE oqrEr i ¥ UNE AT wnT w
w71 fazga 70 & fad agma F@
AT HIT AT TqTFAAT FT IIGH FIA F
bra qgaE T A & afedi § 97 <@r
W guT & fRET & grar ag of s 2l
W g7 fF TS aeE safE aAr I9F ard
Ki Sufeag £ 1 98 Uy A7 9 3T T9%-
= § 9FT 1 g9 R 91 IqfeAT
g & o 97 9T JW AR JEH FA-T
WY & AT TET 1 W ¥ A & A% H qY
o gua &1 HF § 9T & oangar o
P T IY G FT ST AT KT gF f3a7 |

ATt &7 WA A A & ar 3¢ Fodr
BT 37 &1 A %7 fqar s@ ) gAq
w1 gT sAEE ¥ faewre A owifs ofa-
w1 FT SAEl ¥ 99 IS0 VAT a4l
z7& arfyat @ gfqald #F71 guaae s w1
== g7 g = fRar . grd agles #§
o7 T AT AT a9t I9B gifaEi F
we 4919 § & AN & ww fag &7 war
art gfem #rguar fasdt @1 38 @97 w1
i FT & T A |

za? faw wagd Adt 1 Frear qar g
Tifeas q+ i A 39F fFag e
AT AE AT FH FA & Ay q@rarge A
T2 929 & "G FAT W78 FFar—sg vi

qT L, WIE AT =TT qAT, FT AT AT §
47T FY Hra i a1 37 afqar agr e
AR F7 FFA fFAT |

T AT F7 AEER gUTAT FY HIA
wigd § garar g 7wz fw/ o awrT F 3§
S @ w7 Tgn fomr . s® 5 oifaa v
q¥ fagw fear Sy @ 3T w0 w4 faar
AT F1 gEA ¥ FI — GEF T AN
HAZAAT Y 09 § ITFT FIRANT /AT § |
=AY ot F47 AF 2 7 97 W F g7 79 F7
97 Fg g a7 F-uw, Wg, A Ak
WA W ) FAM § g STy F & i
og § 57 WIWETE A1 T3 AT E | IqH
¥ migHl § 9T WM, S QAT gY FaE]
FI fas 73 @ | gaE@ T O q9 Feq@
AT gAr a1 Sudr @i gd =iy
FY YA AT UE W IWA IIA @AY
qF— '’ T7q AT T GHHT T8 FegTqT
T fear 1 o7 g wwrERg vz 9f g, AW
Bagen Wi &1 wATEAT ¥ 1 98 Farar
QFAT ) Frareler 4T SEaT F T LA 9T
Y geq =y 7 guT AT &1 930 f41
HTA &7 2fte H wO@T 47 ) AT R OF
g w1 FIeEm faar | USq qur SEF
et qF g goe T gF ¥ KT F1 weg H
2 39 &7 w7y faqr o SFqr #51 99E
agearfad of 1 Al w1 ogEA q9T FAS
a0 T AT q47 ATAA F1 A GFF F
T AR F39% F fAwey 2y 997 swe =@
Y7 IHF T GAT I 0 |

YRT F1 IZ-WEFT fFar 101 Fypa
qTE I5-35 FY IZAE F WA A4qv
(2 gw5 3¢ 9% 2fEd)

(2¢)



..................................................

................................................

“qrEaa g & 9g FfF T,

gt fadt @37 & fFdy g1t
o gy & af W g,

Fat 3fs s F qg fFEr
qrgT & &l faRET e =,

¥ gt e qim @R
qoaw g oF a_O G,

ey o q 3wy 947 F Ty

(=)

“Far dET arfge, S gy gamE
<=1 71 AfEed, 37 e 97 0"

“qg TT YIAZTT FT @IS F7 9T A
Mz fasry a 93, a7 & 9T aifg o

()

“aFl gL, TFH0 F1, IFT AW JITIF
T 9% quTq, a7 ZFT THeFET 1”

(TR FrAT =)

“¥fau ag AT faaar 9§,
3g & m arfEasr 2¢ ¥
g1 9 gIa gwidr gfosam,
far g we-za-gmE & 1Y
(Fuew)

( 30)



- JE-fREA -

FAF AT, @Yo To ( H1AG ) Afay a9

qge ! fFad fau ' —ams ey &t
33T |

gafssa, gara, feams Ago gwe #
gAY fafy a9z gdtenr & 91 o o FF !
Fq HIT, T 0 el

AN FFT F grE-9E A gAw, qE,
Fare AlTed F1 AF AR W -FgAET FY
sAwar 1 9399 Fy fqqr § agw €
g AA X I@ I AN FEA T A
gEr Aq-faqm@r #1 sww T oqram Aar
gseaaaqar, feeagmmm - fayfaar,
aqsran, ufa we fagor § & seAr

ARGl

FA1 & fFear 38, 9% am & 95 af
7z | sefu-gix ax fafasimr fage g0
& ggefsaa §37 gdqigr FT @ g o
% W 1T fFIFT T AF I 5F K WL
faar scag - - gt 7€ | qAeEEAr 1
z@ uF fagFt 97 § faas a=t, fFg A
FG 7 U aF0 ) I fag a7 ag wfr &
A W12 fzaq F1 grTas o1 )

geeqr TS | 3W J1X TAWHEAT F 7 @I
TAT ) CWEWITT IFF!, FEEAT & wwiuw
WFIR &Y AT FT ) 367 1 F@Q GUIFT
F( wreH gL fQrd aF 1 I, qeear guN
fastta g1 7€

dgaaT TRAEAT & I@E AT WY
qf g8, F91F a7 A g, wiaq qew, yea-
e fag'afaqa maAwww - 0 v 3w
Aq7 fa=T & qaF &

au3 a3 & fAw mod mw A wd FoggAr 09
T F foF ag T8 & 9T FT AT T

—AFgiaaT ( G¥IEF )

sfereinT
(g8 8 F1R9 )

qIq} &0 AW T99 AT

A% Ay w9aqq FAFT FVAFCE AT AN | FlAT AGT AN

) WS QT A A A sz AT Y WA F U AW (97 £ T JAT Ay

AR A7 A0 7 Frar 6 aey gua &

7T & g7 foRet s fam Y A<

(3¢)



A7 fag o go fgedy (AW ) gty ag

‘qaT 4% <9 g2 & WA F7 A I}~
T, FIATW g A WA ¥ Ay qied

gu Tmfag & ¥ wifeg & waw far )

‘gt Trafag | A IFF IAEA WK
zeaery go At & 7" &7 unfeg d gw A

qer |

“grg dET gAY & FFResET dga | @
FEATAATE § 2@ FT@Z | AF F
fof? Ay AAT D EAE L AT wAr
g7 A w7 faar g ag $ 9

72T wrar
sqmf | grar oft 397 F3 sFT AT E P

vzt FIET U 3 o @S Al DT @ E
Fza & fF o oY 3aF Gt wAr 74 97
dZ FL NS FT HIT TCF | FAAT W F3
A & oY g7 J0AT 1 HAFT IAFT AT AT
gIed FIATE "

“ag wafag, 39 qIg AW 9FF & AL
TAT L WA FF FIRI 7 fAEA AT gh
g 92 §q A1 QEAEE AT | T9 AT F AT
FoT g0 41 TFET | w=gT, TAfAE g ¥8 #7
gy Aty RN 3 #7117 FgF7 AN
ST ML I@T T F L AT FH G| B
FUT A W FY |idy, A 97 war FEEw
faar #17 a1y @ FF AT FT AT I
7T |

& gy faear & ar f frm w917 ™
ST FT O A afx uF AT A I
R Qg wISC ¥ {6 Sy faemr 78) Aed
g amE TF § 3@A [quAr wiaF qur
@r g At & fa-og 49 o,
I8 Z¥ A% IT SIF F T FAT WAT &
AW gW 9T =g #uy § wst qfay &
FAMT § AT 2@ ST &1 F47 fgrma
aF T L AfET g T IF T IE g
W1 FF qF SAar F1 gW A9 grE) §
qar @y | | A ¥ e ar w@Ey &
gAY |

g a3 § oug qgar s dfew ¥
Y A AT FITH FAT § FHT A Y
gat v T agy | mit T 3 9F g8
uF (95 9T gq F31, “ARa | uw wrEH
TS 97 A av, g fAgy 2 mar g

|13 qv oarHr 7 g, ¥ Q) gew
gagx w0 AT fadl w1 9gd & fue wief
IqFATZAT 1§ W & fawrer atar A
fag1 -

‘g HIEd,

T frAl W gwd faed ¥ fomoag
3AEH V2 g A & wmd Ay mrowr fqed
F UF OIGC A1 E 1| FA 98T EF {0
X AT TR G AT F ITH T F
Ay gz fad 1 & wowr g2t FFaan sEat
qe:g o1F 78 & fr o9 m%e o faged ang

(32)



5 wd=r oz famr feelt gfume & &
AT WRTE AT FH AT FT QU TR

QAT FE |
—FT "

forr wre farsrdt s & wad g frwe
® ITFT A AT R JAT WA Fr A WA
e 93 gait 1At @ g I gFT A FA
® 9% S¥ g7 AwE gl feT 3
sFT T §IA w357 397 TR frEed
ITHT G 97 G AT FE b 7
gy, oo, dmw ey g fReq agT 9g s
gt I grar w4 Ag

g&Y feq wia: wra & & svm ¥ Faew
F1 3T U1 T FIT & S § fr=a A7
Jmd A aw AT I § T FT QA
amar | i g o ® gt A € wr v
f& At & Fgr—gg Az d@e " §
FHY § U FAF g NS T AT F|7
i F= § fozgd sra o, SET Y AT 9ar
Fiar 1 freg mfas 3T @im @ A9
il g £ (12 &7 q3 9T dzw fafrma
T H HIT Fal

# &iF wmTgoT=aeR 9% A0 9T 949
T A1 B OF 3@ ¥ qig fyar A =9
uF 9% #7 grar ¥ ggr g aEr | F9Ed A
g afg 3 Ia g f | 98t aF qg7 T 91 AT
fi gz AT FT G0 A—ATH BT AL,
UF T F( | FIQ g% $ G fAqg FY 17,
F7 T FF A war | T g7 9H A |
a9 2 74T | GFAT B AT FY AT AR
2 gz 91§ £ AT # Fwrr AR IFFHT DNI;C
oft¥ ¥ a7 AT ghwd gu R AT @3 A

“QIE FIAT TETHTT AET, §R 91ET AT

gAY ¢ W T FTEY AFAE g€ Zni 1 gR
g Far gE ETF Aed AT aF & A
far g= uFH qun faar gfaa fav gaa
frad a1 & ad qmy agr g
R g avg faT awy 00

¥ St T 9E qIF TET AT HIH TGr A7
74T ALY a8 FEAT % g 1 7w B gA
2T WFrE? A F T AW AT F
amd @gi g, T gwY faa ava €1 o
I 9T quF fEEFA & auman ) |
feaar o€t vy | gfz 9T § fawea #i
TEHY AEWEAT AL AN HT ZTFT FIT JAUNA
FT 20|

“#if grAGFRT A AT AT vE ¥ T o
argxy famy F fag s d 4,7 F3F
ST A WE § M FT g€ AMEN |

CIEERECICCHE T CCEa T el B E4
1S 97 €1 AT FT@ § 1 OF 9IqT 9%
At gT=a fsgw FIAT 9247 2 ) FOT A W0
zu famiT w1 sw SR grdl & fasaar 2w
Ty @ ®YT ger § afas g 7 s
oY %7 ¥ W[ W FIT F NE F AP
T faan

ST &F AAT LAY AT GATF HA
ST 9T A seT A FE fRT R eme
F A ST IHTA wq: A AT
T w2 @ 1 wifedl, grgat we ar
Ft qI7 7§ Z0 gw T A7 Fa fafera cara
g7 qTETL IFET HA AT @ F | FH AAAT
TATYE-aIeE WA g MO Y | F q7EY T

wTAm AT AT HT g H D DB gEA AW

g7 1

33)



Fzal §3 @7 B qm wr e faz qer
gMTqwr I¥ gor Wit w7 F wfuw
THg et g 91 F¥ ST Gae g
g3 amr v HY Far fF awd R amr
A § f9% 971 &1 N7 Gir 7 9% 9
IEAT 4T ZZ W0 HX [ N2 A g2 w4rA
T I TIGS ATAT 9TT F 747§

SRIT F JAN UF qgF I AITT ATAL
WY fFEr AT S8y F1 gIgT A A FY
Fg Hrer arera ¥ g a3 )

 qrefra F fRA o7 ag=r 9w g
F0F2Ar Fifge 7 feeg wasr a7 a6 2l
T qrE ¥ a3t &1 | g iF S & gra-
9T fgid @ faw & e o ¥ giw
AT GEAT AZ TAT FY AN A€ Y AT
ErTaT HYT agf ari F 33N I5 W@ A

frat 9> e ¥ g vgrar 5 wer
§TT AT T & W ¥ g qqdy aven &
qag 99 FUN HT ST F ALY FY @AY
fadar &Y & fFad gm @9 ) &% 91 1 9%
®1 W AT | g AT AT worw 93 god
T &t Y ) A9 wyreAT § R faaw #7 faar
f+ & gezr gm” | R s B s #7 fea
7 A AT AR N g A oIy

9T & fIF1T F7 g9 aFvar g+ woAy wiw)
% g oF oF wigdy 71, 59 & 397 gFar
g " gu A g 2@ aw | ¥ yeawiaa
A A Feq WFAT 9% fawg ard wiw F 4
afga ardt ¥ 3 937 1 77T 9T IFT F gagH
95 ¢ &, a1 93T T AA 3aF amad) oy
ST FT FE 9T W@FT FFAR 9T 7 foer
fear 1 w2y &7 & swar #Y v qrar | 37 A
qATE IGFT G AT |

“aat St afang & svar 2 HY qag

“3d g TFEIFET WIZT MG GR aed)
AT AF F4”

g wnm HY ged ga frar g7 fe &
faar fweft gformre ar = & g9 fagar)
¥ gna fas & forg wrar @, afae § quf
3q g7 FEY AT w0 F @Y gAT AT
TY2 9% FFFT AT FT /T A 927 |

SR A g A guo sy, cand
TFTFTT q1ZT 1"

‘THE, fHT 3 fFHEd s, gesge
g faFd AT g arg § faas gy
33 1

¢, AT F 9T FI qqT
Az &

X T T gET FIAF AT 2, T2 TAH FAAT e
AT A, A1 FA H N

IAFT HISAAT FT AITI0E

— =

—~SHIE ( q¥9713% )

(%)



ST ST SR &
@rg A1 dto To yuym T

91 #F 3§ wfgmr ¥
ufs ® 3g wifamt ¥
g IFAET G oFAr gl

35 A g ufH, I7AT anawa ¥,
fas 9% & goT ST ST A )
9 I9 9t @ fafmeg &),
s g sifaar ¥ sufaar 514
95, AR WET IAIATE FATL ||

o W § T owed FIF FrL4T,

av w! ma  dgman
33 ! gy s fFmr
fafar & =@iga s3I
o I g FAT 2 i

@ & 33 fawmd
g, T@ FE W
o &TEr  § werd
S d WA AF g I

35! 91X ArAg qgT T IF G 0

gd # 3§ afaar @)
ufx it gw Ffawr F
o IATAT g oFA N

(34)



ZIEATAF

TEl 790 39 AAq § *

- AT @igar {25y ( Atag ) afar a9

%aﬁ o1 {Y $FT A F4T IR qGT
“YE ? T A gowfaa @ § wivg dvdw
T3 ¥ fag #ix az s faz fed & 1 %3
€ 8 ¥ ‘gar garg 7@ AfA9 & A g9A
IAEF 7 graC, W A9 FY gmw ¥ qrIw
B wAEE far feR | o e Y
FEAFE ITE| FAFAAT F AT RE A
F1E qFeAr fagarT w0 & o qrAa
2 & A % wfvmnd w@dt g ag @
¥ oF, g% Ffgu a7 39, afawrer £ 9y
fr & faey miag &9% Fwwfaaw’ w78 )
A 99 F OF FF TH A F FAT gH fHay
frez & a1 wfzarat & faaeg & o ww
A g aF | AT "wedr sfweer #y qfF &
faz, wegsy varT qF =9 & fao wam A
Frar ) #% ot @@ afwerar 91 qff F fao
TEE-aAg W g ‘d-ugdaad (Co-
Educational) faaeq & ggar 17 £7
ferar auife far qz ya @917 of A, wiag
¥ AT ) HAF FAAT F ITUA HiAG FA0H
H T 917 21 A1, § q7ey 9977 6 fF
¥ ArH F A1 Ale To WA AT | gveg
& wfas 7 g & mT g Ffoagan &
wafefae 4

#re ot fafena Zit fr ax gwfag § drz
faa o€ a1 71 wfzars & sty arfgs gfay
At fett w19 F1 AeEw 2 qatg A8, Ak
et aF ff ofsar =Jifgo ) e waray

W) R w53 21 fF gfz miAg fae
17 J7 3 fE-0F 0F #T I T 9geT T4
forT aqr wlaars &1 ooy ofeam & Y § o
74 gaTdy | w3t § A9 F aeEl-aey
A AT 7 99 T 3T 8

‘wiad 7 &Y a1 wsr arfgfas s
F1 T 7Y I ¥ AT 7 AL gar ) Ay
& 8 g E 33 A0 w79 929 q9v MW
FFAE ! fFO wivg & fqadi & qr
1§ naifzfas afazr 3g ), AR 73 fFad
ot gHAnN &A1 7 gY A1 99 FFA AITA T
fear ‘miag & fqmdf & dmE ¥ T
M7 W& 1 ¥ gfgh afz F1€ my ofase
9g FT TIAT A T FZAT & N 78 F0
g & 7 #4797 w4 arfgfas dxas @
difng vaa1 qatg & 7 s faqar saq #
A AT AT gAAT W IEE faw Wl
e & | miAar 5 wfasiy fesd faandf &
afereT #Y fagd $T G &1 qg FAT @2
gifasy, wniY, Tw wsw, by, fagr 9@
a7 foerTeg foy @rdta 98F 71 *37 Ja

. & fr st # a9 9w wefag frar smar 2

7T 491 A9 99 Iearat § ag) s gt
w7 &1 Fll § adf wEgted gar afz
o fagrdt 9oaE 9 gFar 2 oA fadmn
FAF T R 7

gt w7 gfan, gt aar & Fr e

cafewr aft s E2eftafr e S

‘gAY’ ¥ vefagd qAT I FTF )

( darzx )

()



g faarfi T g § ww oamr ¥ wiEh
afz Azt gad ¥ growr afeaen e @y
& A a1 waHT 99 Gger Wy A WeA A
1 a9y F< fear @ a9k gz mfaat S
AR Wy FT A Wi oA fr ey §
ufgsizrer . =atar & g g &5 i
21 9vg 3w Ffagt £ wframt ¥ gi 3
=i eafag gidy ag fFard 38
T 9FIL FF A1AT & AT F faardt w1
farar aft s =ifgn, W T gAAr
anfze, waifzfeas afasr adt gz+r =ifzo |
9T H g1 a1 #1379 §, agH gY A1 &9 @9 9T
aifgea & fazrat & zrg & 9% 9 115 359
=T %t Aifghas qrae @ =fgm
oSt HT AT =R, mag F faand
ofus Fiemr 7@ wifgoe ) ¥ TwfT AT
aifgz) AT S AT AT FF7 wfyw o
3T A F ary 1 &7 @ Mg W

Fg4 77 §, ‘34 A el (Students)
FHS FT57W & qvsg wrAd & Frenifia
FT FUTT FIAT TIAT AEF &A1 | "

ML T8 za¥ g s frgr & oo
AT A F far A fFadr § g erw¥ &
fag, i ag 15 v, ag g wwar, gzt
SAT, agt AgY IUAT |

A afgaedl ¥ od go WY s9r Wig
AT HEAT TR F z=gw &0 afkEar
AITHFT I FI17 9T 97 T@ FTIA9T 0T |
AT FT afa0 5 A W X awaga
FE TS, ‘BT AT T WA F | wea
& &7 =Y § wrad faar arzdy §—

‘B g ogm R’ ¥ FE A omw
ag g8 & I gw aar & 7
Az AFIR Wa & ZH A A
F7 av f& ‘o=g a1 gar &7

(955 2% FT T )

T 917 4 fF agared) & Sar § 47y ®29
fasitT &Y oy, FeqmT & @ w7 Ay, AN F
4917 q9% § wug A 7 g9 s faeg
FA-gAA W g3 A guw ¥ gy-afaw
qYFIE T FT ARAFIW HT &7 T2 |
foT'—g:& 77 ¥ g9fefa7 3 qar,

fe F37, st 97 gETanT £ %@ WA
FTAT &1 331, FA1L HY weAF 75 ¥ fagdg
FT IBT AT AR ¥ AE-Hfw 7 g &
FEar g — & famdt g — & fagrdy 3 —
fa& gar & @rasy g 7 fadg 7@ o<
faaa fear,” — wrardsr & gasr wor w9
T 3T & 7 IWT A A9 A%y fea,
AT F AT T A AT A T
faar a0 - ‘ot — arift — ... L L ’

(33

‘i fama -aafefas aiar,

‘gf—gF 20 F2r1 I94,

‘Gt arar-Fea-FEy Aaffag o ¥ fao
Wi, feg giw ®F g, AT fAstg oar
geF TG, AT FAZTT FT AT A1 FT ITH
A7 wiz qE At feeg @@ ar At -
1T geET I ME & q37-FA/ JAAT AT T
FrET |

‘graT-wqfdfaa § 3@ o go 5,

awy gzar fasdT 147 M7 ggwT fqsils
g fagmr gar freg @iet & <dga, o
SFA £ Mz §, 7zt wemr w07 ¥ faig
FT AT 9, A 7 g7 97 Afrg-gw7 qig-
A7yt # frazr g



qq &

YTl

{ =To UWET ARGIT THo To, Tro TFo FHo, o fHzo )

whar #1 gftzarg

gy fagg wrEr arwrEr fFgd aa

Ty gEtseaEe ar &ea: &fatang, eqn
nqlq w9q F1 W 98, qY FT ANE

g (F9qr g8 F wF AqE) iy, A

qedt 7 AT € 7Y WX A/ FT A @0

il

MAr & 9% § WEFIT § §eg, W A anw
SEAT FY THT E | e, IF, AT A S
a¥fs &y &, faad a@ g gww 53
aral, AT g&@ /R 19 F &1 & iuan g,
@ § Far § AR A7 $ 3T FIA;L G,
sar fF g7 eI A wE ¢ gTF WEEH
gfa qar: spfa—araar: (04); a7 asq
AAEARTFIIFRATHTY, @ UF A A
NH OE A AT (9¥,%); WF g gagfy
(2¥,8); gearEaY AT (2¥,99)

Tar & g § Heqa § % awmqg
SgIEAT FIA WA 'F] T7 AT W IFIT
TR ST AT E —

IEIY Figad 9 afedqaeagsad
e I T EUE U - S L i O )

199,31
ust A9fg g1 ¥ feafa: =fafy Ssad)
#4 49 deffd afg@zfadiad  noe,e
uHgar g IT ATAE  FAT 7|
nAfEeg=ay NG T T TEF & 47 IZ 119,35

srafq @ @s7 &1 990 qgrE gy
o7 garea &7 # ot fwar srar & aw, A/
AR A & &) feafg 3 ag W @7 & Iq

wafq azHIeHr & g frar gar &9 aq d
o AwgrEF fFar gur gEa, I, aw
X FH AT § &1 T @ &1F § AT 79
F 9T ATAIAF § 1 A = WA, AT _
Coull

War & g wema ¥ ‘aq W AT A
SN g g ag ar W s, @@
wat fa=raear & w7 § gdrd gar g AR
3IY ‘g w1 qatg r qRWA AR |
T N FY

‘gar e W frafafas a3 aqt &
NgH ZIAT & :—

{—ateg ¥ (Shfaa wgan, afz o),
a9qT: 34 I F oF 4T F (A1, JIAN)

3 —feafg wgar gaear, a4gr: w9
=3 & (@d); AW 9T g § (7€)

3—eqx #9ar NEREn, gar—fedmr ¥
qv2 q¢ €@ T afw aras daff
(9iq ¥ Toar-em Ag)

¥—3F0 T HINT 91 00 F faT
7% & wulq 9z RR A &1 AI9F W=
TZNR

y~-IfF-a1s 1 391 OF gar §, 9 2,
AT g7 FegHl B OF 15T 91T a1 qEge
F qu #Agar mu wifa @ os=9t ¥
gfws &1

-3¢ w-fasa &1 HalA =, q4r-
g WA AT &, ;AT = A 73T |

o-WgFIT wWaFT  TazAgar  ( Self
Consciousness), T4 : # ¥, ®1s8Y |

ic)



o-4g, wiasy #I7 g§AIa, a9y FAT
veft el & &7 4, mawq DT-@DHT F
¥ I @1 2, FF 9T 779919 W17 nfyw
T g1 SFIEAT

g, AGT: AT ASF & 1 AMF
FT[LH T HS TS 7 YA A [N
wfiryra &Y qf waan nqfa & ga@mTsT
< G- YW FT AT FT AT F

Qo—AITNCFA, TWT :—qZ FET ALY & foq
8 17 a9 g7 3|7 ar 1 99 &Y a8 § wafy
i ad ¥ goF g ey F @ @er z=
T az I s~ fa¥y §Y owag ad
Waarari g gsar g qaft wER d
37 9FAFA W AL HIgEAT 1 qIEvey 41
=A-fadte Agar qu-fade & wgft qz
wIEfeEaa gar g

Vo~frelt a1 & mawT A ;e st
M qANiEfe, 9T -z i Eoagzds
¥ 9% 93 - (AAIG FAT TF WA

9R~-HF T AATY e FI@ 7 Fov
wREl AT B AT wuar g feay
T FT W FHT FAT L) 75 agfay g,
Ta1 fagmew, wifrq, @@, sqagre

ty-wrfavia mwalq merswenr ¥
SHFTAT T 9T FAT, waar fadfgas g
FT AF1ET § AAT |

vy—sfarer AR fafaser weam Tt
WA AT A 4T §; A MW ) 9 A}
‘7 {afaseq gy & 99F § v = o
‘T gfager & 1 ¥ T ST F1 weAgLT
g1

Tafq ‘@’ waar qEr |wE I9 % wdf
¥ g3 @iar &, Faifc st § ag

gfay &7 a9t § ¥ f5d) nF g9 gfus &
TgF FIA1 L |
5l

‘g @ & A wEgEs gad adqr
§-8dT, T HT Iz | g ¥ @) ma
vafr ®F § wawr F faforear ¥ md <@ &,
FET 9T ‘gar &7 7F Wi (Existenge) A
e F1'qAiE Far wgar (Truth) &; i
[T g a1 wsyr ¥ T wi
FRIFIT 727 & f5 ‘is' 3 safe doa &
G ¥, ‘was’ =Y g’ ¥ #O ‘be’ FY o
U1g ¥ g% 8 AR HEgd ¥ dAvem ag A
Seafe ‘9 & aqd §
A e

79 fawg & w4 fasir arooy fasr 2
A fawam § fr wames qaq ¥ 9w A
Jeaf gf #% ‘a9 § uq Y awgraT ¥ §
a9 faardi #r fawane Agf #var =gar &
ag wg) mAar &5 wq’ #1 seafE fear-amaeg
I FgE 1A T g F ey F |9
T’ 7% F137 41 [T 78 §fa-faw & wax
qFq g Far v faw F fagay &
AT &1 F a1 F AT FA F qq we
T AA0 | JA I CF /T 9G' w@r g9
AT I/FT ®7 ‘q9q w4 ‘@A A qA4r
Wi 9y #7 ‘ggd W19 uF ¥ 5§
94% 21 § | wa @A ¥ g [gwEg
F1 A1 gAr MfaweT g E, 9 aq
2T 48T FT TfAFHET Neqer | 3T AT IFIT
& Neuedl & wIg-AA F19q w9 ‘gar
FET € M 38 wEg w1 fagw wEq g,
T A AT Rt WY AT NG qEAT
qrag §, wmEz ¥ oA amfar & may
Fryqafg fazfamag |

(38)



HEBT-f3anT

qegay | FeTTfa®T

qel faaEsn FAK SR R
ELRIGETIE)

(1) @wmEHEg FAF S q7

(=) wrdagesf qEEIARAN :

(3) agwEaATar: 99 I IR g3

(¥) agarfazig 7 frarg FAT JUEE R

(%) FAIL AT A7

gfewgar

e v er—

qEATEHITT

fags daafasiar: geg 797 S991s Y
JaaT auery | qfAERTar : GEFAfAY HEET
g Teqr: fagea, ¥ gofasgr: wwEr:
Faarony : e s T @wed ‘d@ gIfvag
wq qreafa gft vy seafy a2z 0

qefag  =wfEawdd gagaafzer-
R FIAFATIR GEIAAYA | qFAATT
TRAEAATA  FAAT  WTAGAATINE
qEEHEIAMA  Niww g7 @rpasT fgw
afeer a&d aferg wivars wca: sfafaes
=AY | WITATSARSAT  AgEARET
gER FATAA A7 CIEFANGT A
FEFIUETERIAT | WA U4 wEAT: /AT
faswra ; qat-gar wdza ; 34 qegq - SafaEr
qdar GENT T | AEITQENENAATT HAT
AT ZIATTHERT ;. ARAIGT 7 TSI
FATHEFTIAATFEFAY G2eaT 37
IeFAeFALAATr © AT 1 HEFA: FIHATA-

FEATY T ARATER WA | GEHAAT

Sarar: 9 =g gesa  fad
J7 AITTAFFIAT  TAHETITIE ITWA
wfrggAafy w@igag @ ganfT @AIFEA
feggy ag deFgwmEr:  SRETETA
WitewaFRW  Ffafawmifa gt
grpaurafafaqly  WWIAFTE AN
21y ‘FeRIgATFEIRTZAT’ I
e 1 HNTUT wETEET AF A
grgAgEaE@i T GEROE TR AW
arafs  #seifEas | Faugrgamvead
qal 3iAad | gavagEgaTAsg ; fqua
At S = afesad i
gzAlfT . wTeamaTs  gepaarafad
0 3T Afaud Iy 97 GEFA
oferr: gimtenz  a¥dq  WIRATEFITR
grganeaEs HEAAEEIST IAdaE]
gafqwad



D o W W W W W .

- a
S

r
¢
/
®
/
‘

W W U - N W Wy
wfgam : mateq :
] =
Y: Hl. #iz, ans Y3'3 gHIg Je
(Prof. C. L. Kuma:) {(Parbhat Kumar Sood)

 w®El efEs 1961

>ie I DS
1, Wt L - — U'S3 NN Je
2. # Are} e e e e . Y3 EHTARE
3. H33 YIT T TH e L
4, ‘§58saal " .. HEQAIRS
. MBAS "t " .. WA TH

‘mydt wlaa’ . - w U3 TH'I HE

N o

‘Bs3ter’ - w Y33 NI



WSS

fen 3° ufest & wu@ mvgied § Jrrd
fesar o ufgem aarel, W wug &3 wiE
areftmt @ R@AE Fger ot |

A3 =8 e, fro3 adtwi sdwt pard
& & =sA feg Wi 9s5; @5 ©) nams: 3
W #laeg § yraus sger gt |

?n’ gt 913 = fea 73t 398 A8 ¥4 fon
wift § 93 33 F Ama ©l dfn atdt @8 9
fen wa €
RN1E w3 g3 mulo3 T TrStut Aottt auln
aghut 95 | wrar Q 398 fea vWgt mew Baan
‘w3 fen et ouz § zus BE ¥ F d0 Bya
et ISt T @ ywzs I953 |

feg funn famp famn 3 fa Jardl feara

ayEtwt, 33 afearer, ag A o

few fefewigeni € get weel 9t & adh 3
fast fefernadingi~§ saes 3 fauz € a
ugs st 9 89 a8 5 g3 fow & Jarel WA
He 395 @ yuIs FI5 I |

ge} fefomrading i fagiw adt o
ratwi fen wel 4 @3 3° widl vimer ot En e
feg #dt feasr g1 J fa fea fes zw s
fgstni 9t mwr AaEieit 95 1

w3 fes W @51 31 w3 gadt & dawd
9 fagt & wiud By 2 3 ¥n § wew werdz
rorfea fest 4 5§ yat wim 3 f& wad u3 =
=0 5 2n fgdint wQ@zatni w3 feg Afks &)
aEdl fa Yargl s1a fes €1 mft 5 afo wrE

w3 feg W AIF). W&, FH1E n3 M wa, & pe e dawrdt of fagi ‘en’ & meme Wl

WyaT Afes fedt

dswe |

* ¥ kK

ok %



=
W Aved
ys'3 @K1g 59, = iR A (gAr wiE)

w adl | wim 3 9% g9 €9 |
feg ot w3 dles o,
us st 88 few Am &,
figer fge dt =8 Ae,
¥ 88 ¥ & F w3
v Al | A 31 9 &9 €9 !
favd gt 33 sorfew,
Was ga Bu § wagfewn,
73 3vg few &% @8,
fa€ few iz 3 9 wamo |
w Arel 1 wra 3t 9B @Y €9 N
w wet, gz efgme wah,
fex ev ot weat we 34,
‘ygra’ muad It wre B7 Afost,
a0t &1 fumrg @ ERga |
w Wit 1 WE 3t 98 88 T3

95 & 33 Q|

nE nahay, &, wh. i, (2rfess)

gst 3R fedt waat

Ty faR@ F93 o = mid,
WA gmaer 3% & B3 39,

g2 fan & mow@ wr wiEl,
wiay 87 33 famit Ufeni &

D F8d § w A,

WAd ug ¥ wr A §

w2 & S8 W wiEd,
851, & §51, 7 gesl 95 v,

o€ 338 § J9 =fysr ¥,
w2 B2 & fedvi Yu fam,

ne faRt & me ewm B



H3J GRS O 8
“fi3w’ dwm. Al (waeE) em e g

feg fe3 am &, = Fa ags e sfgwr
agt fanrd we &, me gmwd fawdl efden )
35 dwz § a8t wR, 38 fa8 waR |
g3 (8§ gu 3 wi, g8 78 fgg ma w@|
Ap33 swr & AY, W ws § = faw m
ez wuzt 83, W atz @ farr W
g wE g8  wofenn,

Aoz gawm @ @R WA wufenn;
At ewst &3 @w?, €m W3 I w3ty
ndta 3 83, €@rn 33 7 fewsdl
fen ds vgg 3, @1 d5 § wwfemn
fa@* gJer @t @ma, THA6  emrfewn,
7e SR6 W3 & owem @81 §w,
wai g &3 war dar =wfo & §e
3z WiE 33" ww, 3 W3 Nal =
w3 g3 & ®¥e, wla § =maEl wEl
gz wa =8 fgge, wea ¥ we faw sgi
as Wazd 3 Ad, uwa wei fam 33t
gt = vz X W, I was NG wd
wa#t & we 3, i was & fawrst

WSHS W3l
O W3EIWI FE O
1. @& w3 g3 3 235 23 93 WaY 2 wea #A 3 aeT 85 - fige Je on
2. gmz dz WuE #@8 3

we X’

yg gy af‘ag'l @_H ES g} ﬁ'ﬂ HrE3T 3-~ a&i‘a
3. fa?* fex 8¢ AgA § g ffer 3 fel 33t fex wy @n wmit o1 518 a3 Agar ) '
4, movdt Wt fdea? = gg wa ¥— . i}

-,

5. fefaw ygy 31 fzo fuen 8, @all vaw Jer few Sfawt
fzawn 2 #3 & y3ugel, & uze Jat fes afami ¥
was fza Aeral B ugw ¥9, Aot yow gt feg wifawi 8
Y313 §4i fes fumrg @) yau gdl, funng yay Jer fee feafamt 3

~yarg e



agE—

»odt wign

“gyEy
T R | g v B® M1 wEws
€3 se® g 5% ns , {5 powe fos st |
“# 73 ofifes; ¥ wos &= 9 1
wfies & wzr # 3 udtwi TE ygig3
w3t el fes f3@femt Jfent fagr ) .
giffes vieas awg feg wug aud fensd
vdl agel Al wyzt vt woeva B & wos
- wreh 3 e dfmw |
“fineg gafenrs § W 33 A AL.7 TR
8 vzt arsl wisa sta gafent faar |
39 e 3w d gfres € Wi usigs &
w34l @t fea &t w9 & w19 wr el |
‘@t am B 9 @B ofies 37 ufewr
“go At 3 °n gma o ufest fesy 53 fanr
difea dudt 8 “femndfer dAast 5° wovd
31”7 arfdes et wux yilt 1% &3 €@ a3 four
H | :
feo nE @ @net Wi w1 fager ffs fuz fumn
frg’ fam as &9l =8 enAdem e &
wnu A3 fea1 JR 1 g fea 31 Qo 33 & &
Wl 3 ael 319 w8 €Y 3 a6 wiudl A s (7Y
wais* Q@u 881 “ar gwE § 3R gafews § TEH
. 8% fawrd | 3 39 gofewrs § G2 &x Faish,
s3 ¥R Jed Qu fegwaa nz 3 1
vl 29 e gsfewrs @B w3 2un
wifenn, QU yA M, g @ fa* w19 fea

atan fes ugd W 3 e gA'y & A Faw awr
2

iy} wi @ afoz wanra gafews fig
wuE fuzi # 3 feu unvadt enz v faor |
gn @ fuzt faf wfaaii fea 99 xs9a va 1 Gz
¥ €239 Q351 ¥ wF &t few s < few 3 A

Fafewrs wreles § 9w @3 Eael w fagn
Al yg @us ws fem funrs fon 3 & figwrer
Sitammau A Qo ws f us few afy
faor At :

“g® meidt mesT @R EsPT @ =3 g&
fag- icea § Va am ulamnr f& o & wg
a3fenrs 38 43 2R wadt 3 wer 3, nfifes
3 feg a8 mrex w9 BR31 & woME wdt | Gy
Aze W fo B wigd 3 mot wfenn fawr 3
3 A=’ H4l Bfeast Ast 9

ge W € fewian ...fea maeg wad 3
usg funr w3an )P _

feg fuws aafenns @ few few vt 9% ws
AT Qu wiug fu3r ¥ w233 | feg wnwed
Az & @nv fuzr Jt 29t oo 5 adt | gl ot @
& 9 feg wag 92 & Ja 4 a9 97 asgR' B
«§ Tat fu uz § eosh fodt | fen wil fue
gafemz Sfusr A 3 Gnfes & &et & =t
3 wg ofum wr @® |

fries Finit wiatni 3 3 wiw amig gsi
? wg eurel 22 § v @@y )



gAfenis @ a9 Snz 2 fou weg Az 3
€ad fumz wid | m.owit Ex3i 3 God fagr fx
uadt 733 J&t erdiel 9 | gefews & ufgsi 4t
g mwztfenr gfewr vl 3 €3 32 wa favn

vn fes eufea =1 3@ ‘fesnifes A
T8 gx < wn fawr 3 € G yg H fed
Afun @w fgnn® |

€n 33 Afewrs § ag! &3 3a ste =
gl @8R8 W few 35} 397 @ funns @3 3T w3
fa fagal faodl #ta wsel fag 521 sratet By
fest funrai few sfami A 8§ ste wr @ed |

Az REF Ssor 3 Qo fw wewdl =
famir fam feo Qas nedn fes gus a8 98 as.
78 wmwgl 88l 31 Q@8 wedw sd¥ f feo
zu3 fex ow Qnsl dty fsas @it fan 5 fuza
urfa€* da urz & wedn a2 fanr Aty

gn ¢ vlu nE & I35 3 wiv Y w Q9
feds § o2 3 feg w3 ufgst wea 518" fame
35l w13 &% awt |

gafenrg gy Al, 34l we fes zar Gfewr
At | §ov wes Az @t wifgn yat 5 7 Azt

ys'3 FH'I BE
d.vis.H, (g A1)

fea s3Il

‘ygrg’

fex fos fea arfer foa wifdn 33 At 1 Vifd'n feg oz afewi f2d fea 3T win 3° amn
W 3 gt gAvwr o, mATS @ u33s §3 3° w2t 3 A ufgsi Wifda fae a1 @3 & 8fgwm —

faedh wms 2,

uret  us®E R,

daer Jordl w, sy R ardl m )
wiféa fas 85 nAvwr fag famn 3 fa3 §r 3 faor 1 —

fieal wdu 3, =} B W D,

vy fearet m, otz wilt 8 amdt



(

33 s FB S 1Y e
S gl g gl g R

[ IR Ql'u Fo 5 B el LYy

3 Vel vy bl phss ye
bom gt pn” S T yem g
® e atb 4=} @l

LR P N SR O
Py ™35 o & p0% 4 yh~ y M
PR N
".I syl ﬁ’!s’b'” )2 IPTERS o
i gl 3 e 5 J0 Tedle
p S o 217 e ey edse
LS of gt 2 T g e
'y s,!;.'\ wJtT 4n) &= J9 Syl
- ‘::.JT ,_58-" w—k end LR
K oy @il Ci—uy e
Ry A Pl I i

\e

)

& oS G e b ol e
ARSI L P e e
Gl e Fige gle 3 be
-,;lea.‘ (‘.;‘ o
b o F mmy ol )
o o (g Gmll WY g g
CRNC L P S R R L 3
§ g Jsmme || 0 Gnp @y ga sy
w25 & e S e L
G g 3 J3 g s g0,
R RO T ER
oeome®y gty (§ 55 Tbrlme d gl
Alys pS= Bpt ¥ oole U bn e
.wmgg_@i & o= S e
@33 3 opo= Y I a5 ke
P oy 3 e bey el
iy g" f=r 3 e Plf gl S




(

b et p bl hse o 5 allaey 3!
g a S Jedml ple 1 by oy
N g ,zl -¢!D i}e-l. s -é.u.l" A
Ql' s "5 2l (STAEN Ul.l.:,,? A
&5-}”3, i) b.‘!b yE= ,.,.@,_n:- 3¢
o3 =Kt g imm e oy em
et 43y 2 ol o SfEe Py b Sy Sy
™3 g3 e el (gm
SR Aok m g Pl 5 ol
ole e Hedlyy S M S g;;nl "oy
vl Bl BRT L e YT TR NVE TS
Ut SRl T 3 gtls o ‘.5;1
St o dag da Slee 9o < o*)
IrdTow mge gk yiy 3SlA (S M R
TS TR Y RPN L PR I I
ket s el 8 03 Hanes KU1y e
19 3—2 phig bl I paflagmen ala
gy =l P SNy s
St gty PU Y e gmiee plee
o o oomren s gSmpe JMlp (Hee
O gz N3 lpagie g d ey, b
L—e B 6R IS e (ham lo oy S
WS T Ureh et oo (‘J'ﬂ 13¢
S P S o QJ“"" ta) Sy
ST gt Gl 3w pou e
\e glﬂ e 5P o ol NI
< Sl g o8
+ P o5y ¢$J (‘:‘I ‘“5413 (SRS g0 Jagh
Aoty & uMg (s f gdad st
thagl g gl }3?0 4 01.. o anle 3 ‘:}'l‘

,'g\“-; s,.-.'i Jlg .”ﬁ Jap ST S’k.

9 )

o g; 5 ygit—S e w8l L'}’)‘l“a .
B ooy "5.:51 ole s 8 5% gle
"Gy Sy e Ll Gy
R . Y WS M (S Mg b ":1
Foe g @IS g ol s g
g e i pfY g S g B
come® By s pde f—m b
A ot Be—i ¢ q"f .,_5?“‘" e 0‘1
o bR oxle 4y m brle oK
JUgLIR ,le.ll SyEmgd sﬁh M= 3 o4
'g"g"’;g‘* lj... N R P b
Bla S )50 & il Il 53,3 ey
B R P -ga-‘lJ
FaN b hade el o~ S Moz |
G e Wl 4 s Tyt o
Tla 4 2udd 527 e (gou N,
g o ol Zesy g—el 3 @
o oot d ol g et Fla (54 S
ol dagp
Satgtr ol (M55 4 gl
s 8 5.5 5 05 g8 o matle 3
F v el $ &‘ T w3 e ry
oF 4 twom Bl g eSS Jedd
ol smagn S oo e - i
Rl Lol R IVE P Y
o= 9% %y rlle - LAY «s |
e L -@J,é-l ol -,1:1 X
25 g0l R e gl yEm gn S gy g
ol S ot g g s ulla
wel 58 S @b ltent St g%"
Fea e omeky iy g



Ladtd, R DA nggﬁ

Wpia S 3w §Rile 5 LIS

6‘.‘5! A ,&‘:‘mﬁnl Q_—Tu’:ta )——-%) ol

e PURFIPT=_Jee- ':,S
=3 Job e ) S =
BoSsy e Bl o B B8 -0y
== B Y R T
2ot e J 5_5, [P PRI

" Ol_a &

By gmien T I & =
pi=J b o wi 3 oo g5 = I
P a—e G\,n;.. § ‘:_5.1 o )U W u:’
s 3 13 4 e d Le gl by
A I FU
F.lzbi.w, ‘:.p; W'Jli J 2 J,&..
e 1ol P t‘J"‘“ P é,&;gd
'f‘“" 3 E‘ P s Jia= 4 ot 3
A e o8 S 0"‘“
S s gate (Sil= 4 (SyE Vg
NP7 SURI B I TN L o ;.:.'»ﬂ 1.
=1 ¥ e (JU =¢e=,g=¢.1,s., Enp
5B S pleE dn® 5 wly ga= ,
=% Bt g & 9e Juen S2P gy &b
e et s— 8y SN =Y (Y
b"cjl"i‘ PE RV e s il I P

‘;} T w! ‘:I- JLQ . ’gb v ’:}J-:,! “5” 551'\9?1
5= ¢é=}3 =3 s 4p Qs T
R R T R T LI W Ple

Vet lgedanly By sl M gk

s 92 pmp g elle e o
19330 Sy 2N g gd'S b %3,
3 S FAghe (ém:\ FRswil] U;i ‘U"! oS
wib A S - S sl S F &S
@alfn S ,_‘;JQ J.,\:..‘... - ’g.SF_uL‘
5 y» [‘.szné.}.;;) 2 @,,llsp ‘.55 g EaB
SM g ol gl ” S P
;__,53&5" A oma¥ (Shemam glo M. bl
G SV a0 e T e pa
oo &= éjh = Qs’ql..i grele 7S
BogsEi S Wgsrh el Plo sy (83
ey S "ﬁ_i.ll.-l 7 e SN e
S= Jrs=- uvju L Ve ._5!)“ S
‘__555 & S 2 gemy gl S i
é);)kg‘,; Ql&...;.} g G‘ g g ,J,i'
TR et T S T
ey g—s88 a3 e S i
Je o la JsEme gn o= JI S 30
Ao o i e sl SR (53
Ay ‘.’5
we p8n S e 1 g d g 2 21
Tor st gt sl 3 M gmagy , jlad
2% d 2y sl R gallE o ge oBe
P20 G ol g geme &= Tl SR A
iy s P S 8 greel omagre s
S e “3’@“”)%“1"‘ e Gilad TP

S ety 8l s d) (134 )



Jln,s) 5& JL
» sly Ls;aieis

e ’! ekl bsl$ ".Dg,s A .gﬁ*"&"’ ol

o e o Ul,.»lg. by S wls l;. Ji,ﬁ; =Y ot

Ca3ee= sl usedt 5 sl P

Qsjese 2yd pe J3 S5 42 (she y8 g )9 oo

s gl pletla by liga) sacel o 8 K0 9
. )',ﬁb-' 5y o s

Y I O ﬁﬁ“ﬁ sprgre yprgd Bl o)

=i bl s o8 e o K

[N bty Ble Gilem 4 BY S i
...... ,"&’ w3y UL"}! - -

Sl 3 = 4 ‘:ﬂ_; ! ‘J'l_!"" -

e 'ﬁié- e y—m et gt

e S gt Btge S8 Hm
- J‘)&' B3 o'y

Ll ,5]
laol@a ) ugglk; w—S LA

Cylse J oIl (Ko & S o e stle

glee I et G5 P g—e O

,‘QKJ,._;. Ji—at yeSe P Je gs"‘

-Dc;l'?" A Urnh! wﬂ‘*’) ¢$ @?"E“ J"‘ Uﬂm

worereinnes §=233 Sip

Omigie Jie g3 4op & w"‘fr“ & e
NPT YPYRR N 1T 5:3"1 L BFPUR QNI
‘UIS,! ’_’ J,.‘Es U\gS J Gé ) U.L_.
= ypAgal ’[ﬂ; ‘:{.! '™ U‘S s 623 3 ,‘5-‘ g=n b
uuunLgé ,& \.55*0*3
“:_IS L'«'L"_"! E \_gc ,1"4- g w,,lS U"
Lo o wenly dmat 4 Ko gle K 8 g
‘-1"'63‘ L‘QJ‘.A, U-S J u-:\ U‘”er U”
.‘;L,,.g 337 3 0L Undi U&!!’ ‘:ma.\l R | Q‘J)‘
9’53 l%
B eelide 4 e S S @l
- I T PRRCLE T L g g S Y
Tl Lo 5 gobd g—t gy W



(

.:_.,,bT 9‘3 J:L‘:. UL. wln,l E‘JL' ;:U,...

w— =3, Uls o® ‘-E{.i,,. ,e};”“x o®
P=0% oyl WSl o ypls o iy
More over) 335 g0 eadagle
o e 55"‘ g & R
i aha " eI P

| w

[ j&i, ,JJU -8 .u.—s’, J’c‘- \é]&*'&*l

‘..i.s,‘ﬁ DT — T 'ﬁé' Wy B
A, SEmag ¢n1 P £ Syo
fguﬂ ¥y de® 0 amagae
2 Jl—an ST o il Pl
— «Lh_a £ ‘P’fl._gq by o ) g3 e
. (‘5.\}5 bySe 451, ) cLa.,,l (ST

vy9% (waly S) g E § fpe
*33r®

S N L) > V)
&5; Ty sl byl 4o y ! ssf

(o !

S 55.1; Kl f ol e, o)

e '¢=J L L PRV &._g..h.,,f

}J*&g

o 20 -
&}:-‘ ¢

Ja

™

- '55"“ }l . ‘BT wM e 2l ,an
|
e c._n-l JJJI (eshE S = U”")”

:J‘*‘ w‘-—~ -:,—:- .4,—--:==)~'
JE LM BN ot g9 way,
(-5 oo e 0 (U?)

e o G )

gt Vg g gl gad s (MY

(o™ osdhye

I1

la ,"

)

(—.’r@ jS l-l—cT ‘:lluall“ g-@i‘o\. J ‘b
care + o by U ™3
gt 4 B, Jlo (output)
{outcome; ;2w T opigee (g ;2=re
Byglie S fom bT S TR R S

,J,\ g_..la.-,ﬂ o
¢pﬁ e

2 s i1

p o—=!

é-m,ﬂ u«J.Iu-
}I " ’&” ‘3«....5 ,—: q.‘l.l,fT
Syl g—e glee o wila L ey -
Jresr o rmti et Mg s gty o2l
kel I I PRV R JE= L S NI
Ap 55-’1 p- a1 2] 3 LY T

"ﬂl
(Thank you, &s y2! fe  § @=u8 30
3 g 2y Gete g ek !« M Ashok)
SE IR (5 ety ame ol
#l—t) «(Certainly) I g ;5w yal
(38 o2y (§ sl
j—tie® o o will ol PR R VR

Y] ’&l q._.ﬁ.“) UK \15”5 ‘;w&i ‘j"i}‘
i o] alEn ))" u";;l_?i' :Hﬁhk&'

T PR ¢JJ »» & (Candidate)
o‘le o i) ‘:‘J ye t)gal (smal‘t)

o) J- o o1 (Over Smart) w jlem

oS o .,uT (Fortunate) a g b 3
Qod—sle sjase yu 5 5 gn s Em 3,
! p HE=t ¢s,1 3 4 Je (ST

=



-

(

‘,55,8&53)@5' -‘g! Lge wold .‘55**&*-
o néi!f& .‘55, 2 ‘53, 'ﬁhn ¢ o
-¢l1 A0 8 ,°$} )‘u o ws'd wl,l.g ‘:Ju

(5w - Sar ) jle- @ ;;‘-L‘—"
Gnzhpemizni! (éu\.b 3 \,‘3’ foe Ul%’
| (Excellent)

Saxasft (535 o peiem) 12 A
+(Acting)

¢y P e

AN U B il pMe 1 Sm g2l
s JM}D P ($S) ‘.51&-;&;9
i yo jof  Pighe b ‘U’T Toag.)
o":b.‘ Jlau

Qgﬂ (SpteS= G “,apl'ua,i £ ;‘sulﬁ

s sy Yl yeil | e s il
Borged 4 3 e Eal Gl ek g g §giEY
i e -l aam)) gheede
)“1‘5‘ t.”s‘}‘i 3 e Qyenl la”; = i)
'85'“5" 4 P ,&H SPAe A
S =t 8 P A Y O
w&ﬁ',&nﬂ WYY ) I WY | ba.‘i FeL
‘.’ﬂﬂ.a watly ".5‘ Sl ST Dded ;"l\‘
SN gt e ‘;_KJL.I Chyyom i
’"E“' TN s,ﬁ;al.ﬁ. Dy Utl)! i
55w ¢S) .y

.‘:ﬂ A5 B} gmy) (QIS) -y

)

(',’ ﬂﬁcv"‘ 5’ % 44

P Sy A RIS S WP W S W )
. (Good morning, darling]

[~V 7% ‘J‘é ‘Q ’¢M16 ? l;gﬂl I.“]"')
(¥ =g c;q

¢ ypimyl il

,.al..r.. Sm yb) &= a)

é)u sle (sl (¢!* &"Q’ joo ) 12yt
e—Nesl (guls g «(Oh My Lord
qifl‘- ‘@l (STAGe y ~5!:1 l:’? ’a‘- C’LJ’
S P e e L ¢»T ';q
.ﬁlﬂ £
cprtpem (o Sloy gtn) 1yl
A b-:i LS} u,.,'-“.- Jluo wab,‘ -,ﬂgﬂ
bid Y o S e s o
‘:"4) w,‘u“o i) wﬁb,‘ I{, 5,1’,! )b "U'
SPEI S e | se21 (Model) Job b
’.’.—J.‘ ,’il ”» ‘(.5‘ Q’-“*‘*" gw &SJ"‘
B VLR s O

a4 | (Wonderful) J= gy P
) 3"’"“ o ‘Ql ¢ ;Iﬁ&é'ﬁ

Cutd g@‘u’)‘ § ¢ ipm

ll&” :5,&'

959_‘1 K geBla ) g, :l!f..
Ll 531 e 3

S Qu")‘ g‘é‘hi (UL' S‘;:!}lj) :&,a‘-‘-‘
253135 awagee opmy U 5500 gl
o't SR F (6 lds L JU 4



(

| Sy ¥ a5y
PU S @y e Lem 530 hmd o3
jﬁ U 1IN ‘QJ'L»@sl‘ et e
Romide goamye Shie o=y Ky
;?i aak ';,ﬂ.l,. .‘:.nli “ gy pd o
- o pi o S gyl
£ o7 ghe s gy W I L
Pn s Y oo o 4 22 S
I’F" gt 4 g lelm p ....aij_::.
Byl o 85 o S gl e
.‘:@ia A £ap e 28l Lg)
Boer o2l (B (Gl (55B) G-
',s SO gl By '.51’6 5 gl
M b G wgl o gl S
!—?}Cst:!“ﬂ’a"ﬂs@f'uf‘g‘ﬁﬁ
r’s S ¢ Joud (g e
i I e .l.u,,fla.n.; & ur® 948
- T,&D,,{S&I'j@‘m!‘gw*l s g 38
P of OV dlos ol gane s2 O¥)

"

)

Sy 2yl e By 3= JL;.I!- ‘e

S ol o g 8 B

B Y phE amae ey

(- oo
.\‘_.5.1’ vy (¢_L=.s 2l yi) g P
U"' 308 = Pl B «(Oh, my God)
’ BTN PRV I SRt o
St s 10y (s 1) ¢ guice
GI> et A (Modern girl) JF oyl
SN M G 8l o] e S
WS (S5E Y sl . (Candidate)
(Let us try) ol (ol andd (10 (B 1 m
e g5 B4 Sy g V)

3 pame gn g Lige loim i 421

. 85

£s 3% ol opy) cymes Ola ol
spmpam J 03y ey sl 3 Y
B gake gmy eyl e

JH—S =t |, San ¢.I'L_:; Ay)
Sy et Jage AKS, s bl
& G Jor 06 U e S e
o Bl ye gl oS 8 Fliugfh Ve e
((f Fo=s £ I8 2 J s

Qs) st BB Q!’I.nggti Foma 1V e

" g ey )

IR R R TE

SV LN

'.,Jl; Hooe Loa 58535 40y ¢ :05m
L30T Loy

o gt ooy od o8 1Y (B )
wde oo g o) B olde g
U g3 gy pee Pl gy
g\w“ yhagl dod (,;S or® 318 b b
bl (Si= P o g SE G
3—iadloe g gaEnbel pe K o ot
el gy

WIS oyl (loy BgsH) gt
OD.I.—’- L 1,=t , 5..3 ¥ sy e
G 2y sag gn 8 an,
A (oo 2l gie) i M

(Races) gy $Ns» ot g Ljme



)
.;Gu aladfs o

2K gn (ot

Foo U g Emp g By 1R

Tougaly) Ay eliilEg olg o

toey
‘ole
Sl e e el

,.5.1... w“’.ﬁﬁﬂ,'

Jl ,K.a.,-‘ Ague G P ‘;,.E S =5 Y

A ek g g

sk gl v o i
(;glb,‘ 3'”'0"5)!0!1)
T | L X (goa 38 499) 14
S
Py osel 2V g
. st (598y) 1l
St )y e gob oo g8 g i e
. B . o 2 o)y
Cerl Jryt g iV
~stepl gl A SIB A
Pl gt Y
Qsarl lasm o iV 0
rolebl ylie Ssm g n L)y
e S puT i ;v,;.lb.
-.:'t;a]"'.'JLe ‘-‘:‘(‘.s**ﬁr') A
155300 e b (gl s 2 040 25
_. 9)‘.‘&05 ﬂidjls "J"’
AT I g - Y
IS e VoS ssda g 1 gholm
Wyt g &gt 0 g% 0 Ve e
¢ range e oo o 008yl 0y 5 a0

\_4, FT S e gl et O
4 sﬁ'u' SV oot gl 9 B JERRL
P R R P e il T
i L s
' ey gl Frasy) /‘
‘i‘;_nl.gn?,bggw 5‘5
il gy eoae o Yy e
gl I S (F3 (SRS it
o ,,,i-q M SRR LEITY IR
i gt e g e o M
ot oSt ( 1’1&49!\;) Ju b\l
AT (g-ﬂ-“?’k) o' Sam Gy
¢ ot S ol o ooty Pe IR
o 4 CY :JL. e e
6:":& g ¢ u"” sleny gt , K
(r et P o= s ol W B

Jote Y o oy s U
ll... ,ing. (;-—e.l SO J.].g, J
SR}

(Yes, Madam ) , & (wt i 3%

)'n!)igrul‘,i—n“r-



(S N S auSle o 198 Sagaesd

{ o

grone lo 8 gtosn g\l e ) oMY ge 21 0% (LT (sl
L B g0l g Ly 5

POV 35 gl pe o o AN gheteed 1 o N g e
»? 'd-"usl af (S o= ¢ M 4 5"1 y e ® el JE a0 @il g arvwoe ”
R Cooa) Lo Bs 03 £%5 5oty ol 6 B S a3 3 Y
- g opn wald] W b, Bla P O gy gsct‘lr‘bl"c:ﬂs e
il Pl gh gt (GIiGe wayige sv oo 8ol ooy (giledm N3y
ré-,;;as,. L R 2R 3 17 I gﬂ Py 8y Sy U.H&‘ i,:‘:‘ g™ g
pario 4 ot U g idie g pan) Plal 4y gee s e o Y ple S W3,

fo gfom 4 S\ gum 1l g—o potal PY Emday JUH. ge lgm
o‘é.;.. o= a Bl Olelte S Smigmy obf Jia jeone B, L TCR
: Ray Lad -‘l“aﬂ"“"’ﬂﬁ ;!éﬂﬁ;ﬁ,ﬁ'ﬁ ‘s;muwut.or ¥y =N c,,‘é;z,
Wiy el 2 (o MaSandly 0T (8 FUn g 8 (n Juidlyymme (s SIS0 43
L ATEE URTE L3P ST R RN R St e S IRy
LIRR ’Qﬂl‘i’@"" $ -Jlgﬁ.v..ﬂ}i-,&i ‘.&’h.,,.g_u ‘agl'lll,g.iwa..f- o Mupaly
't':)"‘ -3 L6
e dop gmn sgtest Jio g2 2F B o pelsetet g v e
B33 b ) g (T gty et il amil pla dub e b 3T Sle 7 Shids
=T sy et gy e BT S Sy e B lEme ) ey
o eI el Sy gl Fh K o g g b g gt
Folo e (yim dlgee oo —fiy @I ger ORI P pGe
- gk he S U e g 3ady S, g%l § @ yrene 4% e
= om0 g e el pP) gianly i 3 b pSiley gat S
@ osatlem i 9 el 4 g ¢ g8 Fia o T gy (5K gl g g
18 O ol ool gl Gl iy gl M e gl s e
R g BT T T ._a,,ﬂ ,I.L.Sjﬁna. o n‘jﬂ,JS gty S lesm \a Slgou -
i ) Bade o g P e ‘-Qiﬂlg’ N e b By 2

a3 L jﬂli
& 30 Jus



% o %

(—fy g3—iv )

; Glg | s om Slgem
l,!il ,r_u .JWM@V‘M by
J‘%,j- Jue
Vel ] 191 yeam § [vide

Ui (Sl p el S b g S v Pl 3358 1 8 Shee aw]

o Eolem o S 5 Jim I J kel S e ‘.,;" Ji35" sheS olaas

el st Emi3y g el s ge gidie (b By D S S, e S

ANy SRR ofly ge gt @l gu (T e 8 Fige S yally wis,

warS edee B4 Ju g2 K Je JgSS gt e gl L T

F=loe wm) JihyEm b 5 g0 S plew ylim Y e Saes ¢ Sy By, oM
el Jolo gl g 8Tl

S gt odm At g Bl @ b el e the cinle (504

3 bl 2 opl gaety gredam g PP b Slmbe Gk Tl g b s (o

gmried a0ty Sl Ly S e -gn,! PR BT -\_,4,4 oy

ATRT T R
yis flo ?W\‘Qw'm- by g
I N él'l,iay,.q "g’l.a

o i S w«r,aw’



ty

—:..._ b
—

4”&4 4 r.)ld.-u;f)b‘fﬁwlx" o /f,ﬁﬁ’ yuib’bt-aymtfxﬁ.,) .

dﬂ" T ap o fl Pl e Jy;-é’rwbuﬂ/f/ﬁ’—sy/.;duffﬂ,
lwn-wn, ,{y‘a.artm cmﬁ- u’y@. o} TP fler ¥ w@ﬁu‘,w it 4./.:./1; '
gt- U el i'/tﬁ'fé JJ’W//H} ‘ _Ué-v/dddﬂfé’{f t -(/‘.-r.-.'.-{,yt-‘jy‘_r

Rosgdl A ey s o rdﬁrf-,ugﬂ'él ) W Al
((;L,q;');i d.lfujl.d.- j:,ga.-‘_r") }U(/ » % 6 % 4
p'.’.-;;d-.:u;);d—.lﬁﬂ- ‘)r.!/i‘fafbrf-——ur‘;‘" ' /‘-pié@r‘ﬁau‘u /W 0’4JV§0

_ '7/4-14!—3_,1‘;6‘1:51’ 4...;»45 JL.LHMJ 7lasr b/b/’d-dr’ VJ-J&"‘
,éb’(fm M:—d}:tfwmm,ﬂ»f : | 4'-!"--/ i’ U{J‘f""" 1eart? TLigh -

uﬁﬁ/h;.,/b’d- fd- wuwfuﬁb« df’dl@:{ymgygiwmly’bﬁﬂ
- g‘;bd’wg)‘f Jytu,c,;‘fuuwu, 1Y) 'ﬂ,,«m!w/ l.r",ff i ufu J ia&?({u‘f
-‘-’ Bé/.l-w_»': J;:&L—«@w&- st

lf)’ b?

§78Gs gk Sk J;' IJ/ s ByipazL 2
ﬂa/.:;‘sf‘f.’q—cﬁx& g W5 le—&»ub’o-?uf'
Flemi y::’?q— &l J @-{4—-@ s 5‘1 <L 193
¢Sl b TG || e e waLic
Loj sowrviee, B | Zg cndl e vlia
&l e s & rokes || Kodigddu Joza ol 24
rpldisae S L firfae G | LLotie biratian o
Sl s petFipen | 2Lz Vf/ﬂﬁéwi
«{P?—’;ﬁgé’.'u .-wl! f.uﬁ-
o’:ﬁ{l 2174 s;-LgL'-;f/m |




o

e e —————— e
Agfnarsbicaf L ol arcnrs,
Pl Lot b Ky SO
' .gﬁw’:.,;g,g{é-(gJW :
e sy B i
/ d-ri.-—f Sk
”JWJ{" Wyya"ahu;;lg‘éui"
Al EJ c):d-y‘::ﬁ: g,(;. dWcﬁ-”;'-‘“‘J/‘#m/
- ML F et g

“ s £ #

+
Wb e g7 e b RGNS T
S St il L T G
s rde S L2 Gt mpficlf
223 sl Jnshee liom Fosu oo
s (10 5 G, M;,lfé:{a._lw
J /;,..ﬁrlau-’ b -L-rz.r ber, a"'d.l‘( U"d),
~.|.ll:.n’/ U‘) by
J;jtra{_.ra‘iw’umm:wf
d—ly‘( ¥ .r/ & {Jb:l-.r.u,,rfr’,u:u‘/d i
g1 G et B3 S o BT
AT ¢
Z—q/Jﬁwﬁ" V09 S I I et
: J ﬂ:}:a,u;a'...;.. - urt,u’l.imc’.—;../
/&H—J":pd -yf&ﬁ,@fd‘-;c_m..yd’ut
Yy
Lf”wtc)""u/‘-!"-'-"’p" 4—':‘-‘5-5_1'1'4-4&-&“
4-;:10‘1 q,—(ljé-ﬁ-u.j‘d‘b&‘fl M;uj
WV)‘/}J)M:’W Jvfj}rmf#s'f&vub
.d’..r{,; U‘:f}cf‘" l-!u‘o’/'-&f it sz :_J/L Jnt /
. 'Wuf.l/d‘a‘dl»:luwawd.,{ "a—é":&g‘
. J;—?{:u-( (D ¥ u(;)“& z,ug“"){)/ﬂf:‘;-’
- ¢ ¢ Vo

,iv’u'dw JMGJ "“3-(1 -Gl U/J ko
J:iulf ULy J.{/JML.-.!»' iﬁ /Jf,-"" (£
A m,@yfa-/#aw CR AR
200 L-J;L-’:J‘:U/A L5 f!-./q
AL e BTl
os,.l-/ é-u]wa.g’zgf.a/ w2 A‘-é/u
ot Pl i i ot

-G,
% 3
_,ﬁy,, m—t’!dﬂf.ﬁ‘);ﬁ)um‘f
y-.rl..db"u UJALU‘bpm@"l.ﬁJb(/J’U

Sspechionf i Joe? L 135 cazh & ux,f,aa
2 ﬂg_@soiu;n,w: Ve By
5,%;%‘}{;/{5'5: g_ré./xwfﬁ-”/

Il bl g ot SV btk

U‘M-//é-,_;—ﬁr?, s f Bluck Li

2 3y /‘24‘,-/“/ /,,u..fa/ S
r’cfzwﬂfﬂ 7 a‘drg‘,-fuuﬁwa

;@Z /d:(/l.w..;;;) / L L—JH‘:-U'U’: v

-hi’iy'u/ﬁ;lh 4-9(,{"4)/-4’?“ 4/&5#1
et K mspeclion J/J‘fd"f oy
B L

Wi Pl ey d u St

x.g,/‘[(ﬂ e St L(wud-gm ')

A.f)dfc-u’uan -ww//d/w f-VéJ
Pl Loz ;dez.mmiwnﬁre /Zd-:‘::

u“’j,d-u,-ﬂg:’:l.a:‘.rf é-,"-»uvéd/ )5'1,,!4;4(;

| -diafenr

<

:’d_.-;é d‘-éﬁ"»-/ y --‘(lﬁ5 !(} bl

&

Lirardie éé:fmz‘d@ﬂafq-@



1id

S pen Ao d it

- - .-..

At

| " — 1
W P gt

hl%-ud',b:d-dury’l %ﬁ’-w—ﬁéfﬁin‘—af b
s W Lokes Vé.ﬁd;ﬂjz-wm_‘lé:’_é ¢
?—-hp)gﬁ l’y/ sk -3 4.-.44:&): (_:;;’,"gg L))
Wi Lidii- Fore et ousd
L&" KL 1Bt e piibis w/:g‘fu-é
b-.‘,"c:-c_/.f‘e;ﬁr@f‘ é?;r,;g,;_,g “i
Tori s d&?xﬁftd’.u e Cobs
§2g q&qﬁgfita-m:(yﬁ-f
b Pyl oy
it flg 2 Y Pere il
,ﬁ()‘fu p(&@/d-u‘b!‘ {J’f—fé.,f:# & 9.:‘;.1;‘;3
O Lo, K i i S ot T s
'}:"‘j,ﬁ ‘.‘r'-fy%é'—ﬁh Ly fzi-afmz‘i—u'l -b
ﬁ#— ?ﬁlfé—ﬂq}*&-hﬂ i{;{&-‘u»‘?f
Kt it ol Pt it S s
P g - Pl L& s

-b ;Z; s )ﬁ*b@‘/&}; ;Jt,f"z:f_:n.é}/c;:i? |

¢ ¢ 2 F + > -*-'

i-d-,"."k‘uju Zoi -Lf}‘}bfc-/gc 3 0t Pl

Mol Mo LG S
Jnaﬁd“&éd.-bo( U é-JJgL:.;) =y {.g.d J,ar
By o e 000 ot 2]
G st T e

.

-é-uﬂuqf’gd‘?ﬂ‘fazﬁ-ga/"ﬁwuf’ﬁ'w:’f
&ﬁd"dﬁf i l’-{d’ uéui? v aS b5 5'!;“4}';9:':’
. + T A a
R AT AR AT AL AT SINALL Y
- . - » i
(.L-’fu;-f!,é:b,/_fg’x Wi 'i:'-_jﬂ"c((f fd;(:rfr-ﬁg
e i Tlor B S
erilop P s s i s Wit Tos oty
A N NS
B2 rigie Spd s doy 4y g bt
Ty . » M = - by
T 50 (ol Pl (s 5t
& o et L Lt e
-yt

SPB L p i fe ki s E U e
df’.’,‘/‘"r‘x"ﬁ'” Lt J:Jga (Eoirl By S _
Lot g d iy pf Y
Ay o"‘f'@ﬁww 3 bt 1
/@:fs‘ Y'Y y’-'u 1slas dmcfl Ji Jarf ks d/‘;
Loz ity Fla L Var T A Eoinds
Lo b e SHRRUL D
,ﬁ!w.;ji‘jfg;-;q WL rienkag?iiy bzfr!r!(
A1 i Lt SHGAL 2
S L:/laﬁf(_g,_; o[?:'.&:i u‘.ﬁuié.-t;—f'% |
B ubdunl Qb T sl ey
ST Pt s 5 Db vy

Voo llora o L F U T




1d

ey Lé/?’/uwwﬁﬁ’ﬂ 1
| u"bfﬁ/o""/ L P e Wit
g:"dnsié-&:e—f...# e [T

*%)/'

Gyt V10 Gyt 02 (o UL 2o 510)
‘b.;;;-‘&uw.ﬁzgyf f{a:ﬁaw’/

bappdinamtalirll sz J 30
“ﬁrd/ é"éﬂaﬁu iamid] DOLAN G-Ls

,_,m( wpamu.q.u’sransaﬁ --Lly

[bf‘)‘} Lﬁ—d.yb»-ft‘-/"p) i W/

(<

(Em oy

L,gq*p’jff,; doran SEb< Jidn)
: (G- Li 12 e 0s
gm..utb (1ot L..-‘/rz fbm./..spot.nﬂ
..ﬂ'-t.M W PR Vit i
54!:;(&.’:?} 2 & g1 ol g i STONE
é-r«f)t’éwéﬂ‘(!’ A
rJEP I 70 2l 1= DOLNSE
& .umucﬂ-..fg//w 05.46* ¥l
A T o T WD
Ly
s it fy o e STONE
SR LG e o in gy

-y

i L.-a_y:l -z}
)bf

(/’wa’:g.wa,p)

) u/(,//,._)‘j"vut-‘

()
LA Sl pr g,
=L e & Bl
wxﬂ&/uq_u/ J

Ly 7 L

el 4 lédlwvg’

e PG E g U

Uchr'b/ ety ey

(ﬁu WV/MW/A

‘)Jur (}/‘J“"J ﬁl an_uk‘
s EL It T 2 F

@)

/:!*Wf/ﬂ* > V‘fd’ﬁ

éuwub,uz-/é Ll
A0 8403 3 u—-""&'!
L geidenssdigr v
Jw(u wilopldu
W Voo s-;/(f ‘-Vlu
(.ré’ L{.&:(f u“’é—-—lj :J:‘_)“)

-t
(/J

(:..JUJ
-p

i

;(uf’ 3,/
ey L rg%j’-j&ﬁl
oA shos ol Py
; ..J(" :‘f}’d‘” U")»‘u

d.‘—/&—-rw T} 4

-y
&

J'Af Mr",(;-a;)ab/g'} £ ‘faf Jﬂrﬂ/ ol | 4h




14

hd’édna-a;,uu/ J.;.f e
bz u"/‘,fm Wnfdsd
E{; B U'c_":u.{s wroyr

?Ub"u W Lﬁfé - !/q'.:'.-
b)a-‘cz. U et bty T U
ot drniran 312-op s
L.;/):.f - )".fgl'“'rl-s STONE
"gwh/fd-m- @ ‘;;/ iR
s oo o h prtr
(A-LAL‘ o) - ‘,wu/é‘ '

s S o L B g e

j};"""j - %)dd;{wi A J/:;
s Uit G Prsirl o,
Wil SO0, T ot s s
Fﬁru"t % l}' d'zvr(" it

¢ Jas S 0] - DOLAN

oty S st STONE )
< (ks by potanT a0/
IQ"J’U‘! A 20 bla./
L k&t;é—JL/JAU dor
b}.rZ-)f‘ 2 ‘9_ U"’ 220772 - ;u!rl
G,G/d./)_.)z b,.&'jwwf
D obptions I fontls:
-(;‘i-:dldul—ﬁd onl 0}"'—’
.j;ﬁ’\d(—d L/‘«,-JHA;F Jko’(f,f_’-

DU g 7 STONE

fu‘-j ok Lr(ﬁ 17 o=
:..-!/ TEAN r,..-rd.f(f/ (AN g
;{75’»: Yo o L
& y:fb’w j;"d:'j ANTEY P,
4

e ———

i Byigdun Ko Stage
(- dbodzpie ofaeany
ﬁ-q.b/tffg'-;i-'fl Wil STONE

r’nq.-b:/%fl(ff; Icﬁc/j d-r“ WL

sy Vs rof
‘-rJL)J t,‘)‘l.-( lwq,{c iy E Wi DOLAN
P g,,: i /v’:..u(;,_}—’wlw{.: 0
J:u;;b; ub‘!:;:ié‘-r Py ILO:J
AP U bd 1 Lo s
A Unge

rf;l 330&,‘%‘.’2{;((4—%;1&4—’) ASTONE

fj-.ﬁf/):‘{‘/f b é:-"d-—;gﬁnu r’-‘—"w
2oy g
rr*“"ié :-ﬁ’d,-r.rsau:w-yj:au‘:s DoLAN
1 10 a gy Jeor e T rn o
Efwsccy +/wuf5( LT e ) )
s, b/y&—brr“ f-‘a';) . Lol pgﬁg‘_,f“:
fb{f},{tzﬁ’a}:‘é—fo" U ot i3
oy Xt g p Lot d g
"?:'Ufuu"é weleshy st Rar 2—;‘2?}?
R R A AR
o/%/ ul/ d.u-é. e s RTEY L y.t--.r
shagr b bu.-’m’ pas b 1E- lr‘}?”d)t/nf
iﬁ»r"ﬁ)bkc—hb@;’?‘f - M&b:
J ean 1655 /)?fé/ AT s
i e gl int se
g vl peld SN s Sp L7 STONE
Al oSSl A
-i’uﬂ:a_.u/ ng/ggéwé.;:’w ki
-ér—fi:fui-”‘a””b:-,ié.-
PROLE nai.au‘)‘:ﬂ';{;xf}'m,f_, DOLAN



§t

e sedaSin Adof L‘-:»,:*Z:iﬁ-ﬁﬁ )
1t
u!w{;:,d-v"? ‘r’,g"w u»ﬁ’ 'U“"’-s DoLAN
TFEAM b= ot | (] n._uLVnaLau u.yv
U‘J#U/U)»rfu!-e ARy
‘1{0” A-féjf;lcf/éubwiu}
(&2 J/f
Lol oo o AL ol oy
GGt gD 3iG i L.
(i foamy rop Wi rndile
er S fuid g rmnny iy
e ,j;_,fﬂwmny {,:‘,".f Gorfr it ooth ‘,Fé <
Trary” 1oy
_.Q}L{JL{!L:,#J;,-&,# JEAN
idsl gLiskrsTone. o Gl b ot
(eiboy
&t iaary (S AR
'!:;/g’.{,i@,ﬂgl
.Jfl;:lr éd'gm‘%-(fb U};’ § JEAN)
(50f
I ;d/ujcz.fﬁxf
“Uyd. f'cz-,lw-s JEAN
e LiZuie: DoLaN
R LLL.
« S ,ﬁw‘f -; DOLAN
_ _'-fd.r:ur('u};}a,:' -t JEAN
- ¢ Jibi TVt o oo - DOLAN
f,’u}'{,ﬁm} Cesylsarilatp s JEAN
a4 G KA LA MISS TEAN 'Ig(,ub,(_./ : DOLAN
Jﬁ/ g,/,lu.wb/.bumw.a.fb
Sy G g P WSS TEMN - i of

—

1t et dfu-,gl e J@ur;b’g-
;f.f-u;- u‘g/"‘u: 1 TEAN q-"‘{; L.: STO
N l,/ (PET A e
u&:.mmé:rf G2 lpois gy i
-l ;{i’ﬁ'l?ig)?‘k‘)/
G j...,.-J’(/ = _;}J /3’.,,:- JEA
u*"uf.{wd"fw é.u:.""lf
el
-WJJJ{:"L:*MW“* rwf/ STON
."b&’: ;b(f“(!’-’(f/"
TEAN Ot Blem et (e G2 7Y - DOLAN
I::m(-ufﬂ /c:..
G-I L 2§ Fon
DA TEAN 1 Sy VSl STON
BIE -'.PJ’
S P lpfemrsallis b Dot a1
H DALE DCLAN .q. DOLAN 'ﬁj,g',l;m L
d.Lfé.;fgg DOLEDOLAN —DoLE—: JEA N
BLE S Srsirre et Y
et £8CK o G rH e Gt (Y TACK
-dSod et Legmisy! .
o L»a-,—fﬁ;é,)?.rgﬂu G St DOLA
Sty o I peo 1 G S
WGP A S b
i;_»%ﬂ%bu“c:-— JACK.S
\(_'.-C-ﬂjé-,w)
AP, O g;‘,,;.‘:..‘}'w).r.rs AN
é'-.; A LU"‘U“* Pd vl d—.h;t r....!t'.-d':
éf"c-:/nr’;méncxw)&wﬁr
S 5

tE

i S o dl Sy b oas 1 STON




i

Gyl o LM STONE

!eu-ﬁ(&‘?gf! & d-iJpr-: DOLAN
N T PN
v&hs. q..!/l _#HWQMJ‘.‘: /
oy fi..ulaf.-;‘p.{': A _
Lo au/d_‘&( d_—_‘é‘ A Lt G Fy e
IJQV al,.( P, [;""u"’ !/'-‘dih-q- Jw

-G (-5 /I'l.f Sy tdu-’fd:nl
Lot i o

¢ q-i Ty

e
W{-"H-éu}; Tode4fE . STONK
ﬂvw‘——kc—tﬂwa!./.. DOLAN

VR R P TP 3 1 A g
Wi s oSy S A
AT G-Cz'./affc-‘_fb&w_-’
s k.{u.dw.‘_&a-wuru ,.,.o?
;004/-«/ I-J/"’trd ]/Jla‘-‘-'-u-ﬂ 157
glu"fd 2 L paery oo f DUy
&by z}h"’% //q—d ""9’6}/‘""
ﬂuu’/{.&-_ﬂlrﬂw ‘?47"/‘"'
lﬁ'r :rb L/,:Z.w rl-& wr‘-—z/u‘
RV st o f A1 S
e q_wrw:;:.-:ﬁmc. g5
{J’/fo‘"—" q—b.ﬂrh l-rb/lj!fé
ity CL T ey Gl Jt g
v‘f)ﬂ)&"’u.? Jr Cﬁ-j?iuuu
~uy b
‘ (u- quf) 'y :ardx;)'uwa.—/ JEAN)
;-ZU/Zru’/UJ"VJ&l- JEAN
sef.z.-:.,uﬁlﬂﬁrb’/u*/u:f
g e #ledls) on --—-—G-l/(af{;)

28 Pl et
,...-ﬁ..n i PALE DaLqu,_:&Lej- STONE
<z /.fz/ o U’w:f‘é—wf AW
) -oftss
St el 4;.._1&: 121 of - DOLAN
g"'/d..#y/-?:ﬂ gf&(o“d—g l;’l(.-r‘)"’b;
a,-’rt.-fg -d/:f IS T s s S t3
lfbm,f,'él-cgld-l.vd ut-yu-b’,‘-‘b.y :
:_:l;_{‘.f.'{ r‘/’édl’u)f'ff}::!fu:a’-:-;&g;‘nﬂ
o, q_ﬂ'rl’h}.lé-db;:,{? FIL o
l.pl-d.—/‘-j:bjlfsq)fja')’:,}" Lgidsd
-c—-(’.-*,_,éﬂ PN T ._fi(fu—/t-u"”o'
u./ M bf/d-wa w'u/’u‘
S dior oL Wi L'
l,/ﬁ/‘zfu‘.;ﬂr“a- deuﬁiwjuyf
WEAL il w/q-‘;d-’/ wﬁ-{r@u
c.-_af_’éml-»f fost-6 stg st
f;{.?‘{".’b ld--/;’f Q’g}"dqﬁ.’e:{)‘w:;ﬁ-—-
| ;;Ju;k-'j_;a!-{; ¥ f;-kf?;dj&cfd;;"
..}Laijﬁl&}a'/;’-.;, J"A-Afl.r"!q:f'&i?rc;.-
AP Gl S 7 sl STONE
10y o aliroc P Bl ol
LS SIS e S P Y5
/.‘.:{{imu DOLAN s u,f;,(‘,é.c.‘..
yrloly g Ui o S ik < FirnT
e 15 K e 1 )
T u;/,/w/t-w
...g-z /4,; ‘1 u» (i C2wy; DOLAN
tﬂ f‘“‘ yon.e. :f,/:-’—-’»l::r",u}
‘E’J‘" Shorut m( .:)L-n 2t t:/ -‘g)’)

LIl
L _ -

¥

[



U‘S.mgd..r;ag;u'; - ?dbuwg'
(_(LJU‘U)JLVG:J A//a"":f d"t-'-b/
? -#JJI é"du;;ié—dbd“ ./:J
B d“boud/daza"‘é u‘l—(-v' b
< ,,,»f}‘wfé P IAYY A.._uué..:
P Pk A Liser, .¢.ef o
Uy Ui, 100 Loy u;"c-yq‘.uq?/:! i
Q’{djﬁj:;(f%r.o' L} 9204
e bbjz.é,-é STONE /51
L loﬂ—:l}é -—-;&Jﬂd& -t STONE
SULE 2Ly o xir-rdi"y,at;g
gﬁ,;u.rb;fw WS Lo Pl ) 2910
ALY
- ”ai;-{.r(;‘ b i G st DoLAN
wuj L:qul;(f fra.(.r(.:..uw;
oA it 3o otk er a2l %
dl/d/ sl s ruw(fd/ y?
J"-’-I-:!r::f: ud’:d-rl fq"ﬁ-/fuﬂ’
....’!o" wd vl s ile s abg
_/-::.»-mel égfdﬁ-—tl’wm:»lﬁ—db(
Fh b 1) S 1 e Lo L
Ay il LodLongiigh i
ST n LY s Jr L Dy S
T AN P
a2 ¢ o S Wb 5ToNE
QB (A

v‘«-'ru*cﬁv’h—dﬂlfwéu/f G- DOLAN

3 l,odlrl/tJM-u.yﬁf/ta— .....Jf.H.ﬁV
éfu’a(m.‘; Mm"Jw-@( o é(j’/
f’{.ﬂf"i Z,*u-);éﬁ’w J;[f’l/tf >
AT “(W(‘ ‘rd'w‘-mé'faﬁe’

MF,/{Z (TRESPASS) ) yont, 931 i,,'()i
by

dfa:. tydﬁu!(/) 6(:7.4 G'la,.-ﬂ.. Do
‘I’ &)u-gr"d‘/l lf'-c’-l;ué—b (’0’; P
ot

JACK 2ty TEAN Lg’-'ﬂ}:.’-mjw +$7
- WL/ I "'—d.’.‘"-"fbcr RENDA
Wbu"”/ Ui 47-1.-;%1& éu)” diqd
uké-/b{)u/ e r‘;"wummn Do
&57 41 i H-Ju../a# <Gl
izt v otan ‘e tbt pion
d‘/n’:ﬂq-ﬁfg"&klr l.-ltui/u d'TU
JE’U_’""'/(!%‘J.“J!“; ie‘!uil/cflu <
e R W e UI/J.‘O{:"?@-!/
L e L ity 2195 Sods b S i 2
sl (,"r:r‘;"o/bg‘lu:'u’! ffd—f;:‘z\;i
¢ Giemsls

L Spurt- Uy P s ST

S |yr;i-’.-;."./,?p L

B i Ll og Byt an s po
L. o L':J‘;-’L.- u,}’t:..;g‘,;f-u;‘v»oqn
Z,J/r}"}u;é.- e A2 Tt U A
Zigr el oLl fone 5 awd
.-’(-47- Al 1 15 et 8
-y l:f/ngadf p..u'w‘

v‘fv"f.f/ ¢ urbrﬁu‘ Wl ST
NI i kpt/le ke LA
5 faé » JJLC L ..U-f /‘r"
thia-,du:-}.r/ugng,ﬁ AH - DOLA

J»chud’ubf&w !J-;{.a V e



(G153 Srdpati100)
V/a-‘-'af».fw:—/"—fg 5 c:'.-;:.(i;!?f-: STUNE
: , $ o Sy
Lo g

Az {4t lda b STONE

-l ncﬁau_-,f -t DOLAN

waf L7 of 6 1 PotAN.s STONE

5&3&.&‘.—
E‘;I £ 5 & .;.;" bi-1DeLANE
-Un  DPoLAN ot Ls{f
PN TA A AP IO :STONE
‘J.:'_,Ja,,u:..-p (e 15 S

’JVDOL E QOLANJ Iﬂd—-l,;".—/

/ d/ Lirs a_w/fg,.f
INGRAM -w vaiperdie Vil s,
it A u,rv.,;/‘,w‘ﬁm S
oW S E LSS,
V-i;u*; bf‘”*;z-fz b Cuirif S
£-up i :‘Juyuér/u‘;u, -
p(wbb’momw.f/:—béw Wv--f.)b:d.
4

I’.-:.- Clr wfipniatren . bio DOLAN
i N ARO AR

‘/‘f‘ Z.,LA/JW‘J :b"w/(,L.fJ STONE
£fd‘”’ E-- )Jz:’ﬁ—d‘w’f’/—/ﬂ
I KJ:; ;,b{/k//é ’J;:‘O‘:’

Lﬁ-otﬁw/m/dﬁ tMoays s DOLAN
S e

‘,-f.d.é.ﬁwm S rd b STONE
ATy A4 %—’_zu:."gu »"U»rﬁuluf%

o s
— —

(T DOLAN

i S 3 0 1 ) 2 STONE
-.p*uju(.xw j,(g‘)hcr/'b/"’;;ﬁ‘;-’/b/ ’
K‘HJJJJ Wt fu %4 w"’ W *“"hr b J./ 2!
J—,«n.f-»;..rﬁa'-f,fam Ty
JERY ,u'i/: ' :b “ Y ’;‘.;_‘,.K-u,{g-L:."»Q«.’.‘-«ﬂsf
4:}?&.4'.(:, ",/ ‘;;.,g.:.._._’.,,-,. Cafisd :.Mj«'-';.;v/
Y 1 e K Lk
Moty r‘:"ﬁé: w21 S JACK
IS Wy S ooty i i
LTI TERN KD P LTy
bosuiotr LS
STONE o {p /13 o B P95 23 e
A“th—q—wuvw/wway (MS 9
A—Jr c,-L-ﬂ/cJ ol cz..lj’r.'-t-_.Jr.ﬁ‘
q"g_-,:!u g_*,gtﬁ!"(;ci'/@rf"g'};uhu iy
l"?.a&-:'q—-f?w: lod &ty w/-m.c,.-gmﬂ
e S e 1§ i
=4 Pm*-‘)flﬁéé'é:wd&g

PALE -

- * P
DoLaMm d’?—ﬁd;:d‘a{kﬂh%—-&rg/bf’wf

-4
s el

3T (I
vw‘)p@q—pfé—»« WI ) i gv
alu}p)‘(f(ﬁ UTOMATIC )Jf,-“....(
)’,fyu,wr 04, J...o( 7 srouzgus;rsf;gy‘;.
e,
rmru)f Gl L S ToRE
&y r‘l’d.- ” § 1, Ui.d-‘_/d/d—ld‘-r/
uff-au@dgdfe:qw-ei/e-uﬁ

b2
.._‘;j_._,;.....':e.'.ga__.g',’_‘é'f_; DOLAN
-t

e ir et i,




F

c:./uLL-...?J(/f»ﬂm; a3 Tz of c3ep)
u'-*s-’é'ﬁ-é “ wdr LIS et
R O - 1 RTIAY,
(j’ J&dL{dJJLE)d-—“ 25 ‘tﬁ—’i’i’u:/ i
Ve '}’:/bﬂ Yl )'Vé-b/d:i/ua,n
”(fu:)l f/*“..u,‘bd_b: (fp,u.tlg
$ ogf.b/wq W St JE AW
Lj’;fbbd/gff-f‘;:‘-’/f’r;;‘)! - STONE
IJ:&éd—u L—'rfdxd 1) 403 i
,«)LC/wmf,éwﬁJ AT
L@b’_(.,)uL z /bd/ u,J-J,(,H St
L"Eﬁ"q.’fb’d'-wdu-/u‘f’!é’-: ! iﬂf'-u;
Lokt et S sl
;Q; Mf‘bq"ﬂf‘uﬁ DALE DoLAN
l:—-jslé-ﬂjlﬁ—dfdpfrﬂl JEAH)
/”l—-—/ﬁ-'rl}js——-?wtisﬂﬁ
Gl
b*;‘f abeiiTAck Ly votg potans STONE
G Bepb) JVdeum/,J/ s
(}"(5— Luf(.o)..d' r‘b DAL boLAN-: JAC K
;f,-uzw/wz,u,w,;,mﬁ'./w (et
d (’jﬁ:d{f"—vt Lu) IDPALE . JEAN
g:'}:{.’.-w{‘_fdj:h - L‘? /4—.@‘1- (‘b’ <
PO L g 1 G Lol (- G e
Gy s
§ G-Sbyfl JEAN U'J“E',oﬁd;/—: JACK
G dbu Wi byt s Elogr s JEAN
et /ch-ﬁ;c’u;}@wé 5
Jw/w'u‘bw-q-umua.y
s u'/ & o}f - A i B
a"¢g uyu,;wﬂw r b

cSog b

‘-:,J.WJUJ‘ ’-L_:/— Lol i o

Mpr pa Vel G S Ur 28
NI R
il Uy e s JEAN
J--p»_f .-’_y't.i fn-LQ:uquyu,
)Q-/JIHJLKJJIMJJ'H/M‘J
Skl b S L (R
g/a/Jnck Lq..c..»Cd Albf.c:z_;,vf‘_fy
«..C::“_,; _J“ ..u:.:« 4,(4‘-;!'4&' 1Py pJ
WY AT W
Z&,ﬁu@:@;ﬂw:nugﬂ“ b1+ JACK
Lopeptc utﬁ,é-'ﬂ;f o
.ﬁ._-//’fjw,.:.;i i os by
.ﬁ’.-/--—-‘_;-/n".}:u}“/( u"édu/t/
z.ﬁécﬁ;m-é-dnb//uwd-’.{
PRCYN ANV B q.-vw’z.uuuﬂ
:b’J;lur"'(f" ROMED J/d)f wb(w‘ b
‘TL;“JJ’B/‘-T/):/II‘T- L‘.”'[.,'L/J'tsng/
Je-§twt g o s Y3 S P
rf’b/u-"-”r‘ff"-w.é'
,-A.,..../r JACK %ffr.._,r : STONE
25 L«wd"'.r',-r‘bai PRRCILIN RN
Q:(J’A..«:d—dy!,/é.!d",-’i arl.-(”bl,
-t."..-g i)bubd/u.g_gﬁjﬁfﬂuclév ‘_;,54.,
Js /aﬁ KRR IS ot e F
et Z e il ity
y{«»‘_,f..,.ff.vy@;%w,ﬁzcd/w.éagfw
A e o, JF G
z..._;«y)’ AP é/a..,tf ,Oru"-; by
2. w«_-,u-«/qa-/a Uzt

-.d.-(_;")d.-)

K - b pep &L e



v

i-:;q‘.‘; tu_(f/ s q-lfufj e

| ~ P
y'-'-g,;dfc‘lﬁb:uv' JACK = JEAN
pin b b Joh ity d,
bangpd Sl ppifevbieat,
t::r.’-hz aﬁﬂ;. & L‘Zﬁiﬂ L:?E.—,;J,E‘:.
L Sl g el it -l
Bt S-S O

N2 1 o W B 7 S
;ﬂ’édu L’Jﬁ"al’ﬁ'&b";‘ - Jj/ ,,z}"’ (A

by b S (e JL i L Sy

.' - - 7
W3 !ﬁm’,s’i.;,‘;)fi} F 5 STONE
ML.'J J -;ﬁ,; Lo e Wf0 s oot 37
’Q':.dt.“)é b1 Gad—-: C.M’:él/} .

Eo sy LAV, S {.,»foc;@ 02

S LS fr ot
et 25 =l u,f'q;’%/?ﬁ FTACK
z{o"f.wz-/o:"jf uﬁ‘f«;f‘ Sy Ll
LTl o2yl § idn
Ve A S £ ae
-_‘}44.!;(;5 JTClim G SF STONE
| -wé}b@:—!/u}d—q{zsf’- s
').‘,7‘ y (,1:'4 i Jt gy TACK
E’L‘['Vﬁi’ﬁu 0 q_"/‘_/?‘u"ﬂj({/.f- STONE
ol 1 5 SN NI S el

S iy bt Ll gl
b1l &gl b 1 S bupeis £ 0%
—fiARS A2 Sy S

o S 2y B e S
MW(&!JU%% July Zjie

2wt Sy S Fack io: STONE
S Spsgtosthdt s £t
15y gl 11 oL B4 oSl
oI Tou i (o £ TEAN
. f&.«?&f/ﬂi’&e ox:érl.-s;aff &
B i hias, p /i Ll
-l oAl l,’f,;f
a ... Lb;b.?o,”;"-"{.)#ui!u’.":ﬂs"oﬂﬁ -
u;dt.i,ub’-?ﬁf-% ety s Uy dttonss
e AN (5% SN (- Wil
o e Qg‘.fy%bx‘; b5
Jip S St -02 Mu;u);)/:ﬁ;&g
S JACK Iy
(4'&!‘3;’01'6’;?'4:‘-.-"‘ !’Q."J;ju )V?
lott e o OG5 ) s JACK
Lok b g BT
&Lg&,gbﬁmu botan p# L
ey Loy gt o W1
H o d N gy et
Ma by Nl S CCTR It
t,;;,,,(ﬁ-ﬁucnm u"" 17ack il STONE
é—ulﬁ-%&-éi}}%cﬁmﬁi vl
Agr1idtpy Fo SIS 52
LA 5030 ayi gt SV ETEAN. 2 p
GBI 6 oy bt L
!;Lf.i.éyﬂ-éi ‘.‘.'UI_:_LDAL:; DOLAM
2 WA b inaram o or
{THRILLER) uué-ﬁ}f‘ﬁybﬁxd
St LG5 g Mty
i -2yt

j“;‘fwuﬁ_ﬁc ity rf;;_rtﬁ-: JACK




(Ul o7 tyg el lee - JEAN
& e o it IS T
g p..fc: 4
ALY S
§ :J-?b
Sl b 70 TEAN
CGLT G . O H13
cbaih
'-'.d ‘3..{'0’;'1'{4,'? 7 i Ohgde— JACK
- ey 85
(%'&'-.E“Qdﬁ,;)
ly l;#}(/,-.(V’DALE DowNALD -: TEAN
Gl A g T,
2 it I it orS |
A S SN oy i ]
<Al s G O b o 131
Flter bl — 14 e 3L
i S o By
1Bt Spasti T H ) g h
IS G U W1 i mu.ﬁroj}‘-'-

Uy G LI p 37 i

_‘,%éffu I i et~ JEAN

Blusi el 18 e gule Ja0 Kok
7}'!./;’)"4_,41-»‘,731 G g 2 1
ity § oy f o Ldr
GG urios sstr e ISl on S
- Jl s B Gt b il i

GERALD STOMR/ZL. Jyug Sy SEAN )
Gt Uy ors Lo fer Sl fEL
| Ql‘-’;—@u{,‘dﬁ)!-&;if

il eertd G o gronsbe AGR 1 JEAN
-%_Jﬁ:c; SRTCTS] é.,;.:..,,! fi
GLPLe o nped Am 1 JAGK
PR RPL TS APy
Vs Uit 7 nlieyoh .. JEAN
Ltr ol ST
AP Jack e Cled et
s 4 & Y155
;:-%-d—/:}"-ﬁu oSl TACK
‘é‘éo"/ A‘-—r;" %—q“f";“'%:/ -'-:-L.:C;}-
1 d
Erlay sy (5 oo Az el Yoty TEAN
oo s S0l B 1
Ges & Lip g St o1 ‘..ft?u:..g,«j
Sy K s
— O G A G et
a8 2§ Ay et s P
] R
Gl AL 1 JEAN  JACK
Tt ordd - B Sl bi
o | LC-' b3 Lz g L,Z,a[.{/tié
JFAN ,‘f - 2 Ll | 42 (¥ (CREATURE)
pray gﬁ,g,ﬁ;—&w/uﬁ} P -4
T LA WA N
s et 7 S 2
Loy Yo i S i e TEAN

SR MARY S by Vs3I

L iap it . - o I b
B Fob eyt
1 st JACK

—cp—




|

1|

[Pt

(a/cmtaat ALYS .f.al NMJ/)

s U"/é

:J(f/’ i

,JL»/

gf’:’/b} o m e e e QM‘J,/J
""g’b/fd//d/d)’ dMJLﬁ
(g W‘Jw
¥9¢ J»J:

DA
o e b el Wlly
ek

H -
i

AP u*utf)d;/,r—"/i
e b fedipl Lofia il by
s :‘;-M&‘»-yuubmai
-q.—(fala‘,'{/.if
;‘ff,{;fZiyﬁﬁ’—fJﬂcu,,UE AN
by ye MamuLs il Al sty
é—glrj&_-’:- FJeAn @"f-g?qqm%&

J
s by s

LE]

ﬁ-/c'.‘_'(i{fj/m GERALD STowWs

ff.v lf‘c.-utuagr‘.:lulr"uf/ ..... /g/
dxd/-u'é-f-’-y'nlé‘//u"b(;:lr/w‘
;.:)J‘“(&-— qu'f: UJ/U"(OL’./(A
i i Ty 1 g b S

. .o ¥ N . '3
- o1V e L 1 N Mg Jg‘}“';-c,-!i_'_'z":},'ru);:; ,;,ﬁ;’)zufﬂ.@ng o




2—- 3 LﬂJ’U.JJ )'iqub") L’}:‘{
21 LGSyt
iué B?Z,CLT/J; l:-;"lj

4’.-.!)4!..: U’-’J;J H :f Ud;”’:}é '

Lt | L bieieiZ g

ApFd i )5t
L i T pobei
e he b

a)iauiut{q. Vo b/oy’g"/
&l g Uy gl 140
2 s ("?k!g(/ “?4’

J

z,r:; Bres off, ‘_(L;v),g‘ ‘ﬁ; s dd L)
J.—rg l/.::—df-wfz’twaﬁ’ graer |
4.'-1{ 22yl G:;',’J %}lyﬂ()v‘ﬂ
é_—({f By MCMB/HQG’)IJJ"’

éT: }J&a‘r—yﬁfmfawg.;

e 57 I

7
S

VS
o:c‘."—o.’,!}d.— 2ty ,ﬁjﬁ{;}‘
,')15..: LT r,./ﬁ,; »(

“ S _./65,_?‘(,1,«} &

& L;‘/Qiﬁr&l) VC’)M £
2 2,
(L Focsd o il

2

Eanfidid A




/
151

IS S PAT EVPRY - REROP R W AR
Ef‘ '4/‘4' Uy #0H O‘:U'}“ﬁ'/ Ut 329 s i) Uyt
.j_g;g;(bb/i:':)ub:/&é’:t Ug)%{d{’);,‘:ﬂ:ﬁzﬁ%‘J L:J{‘,:;.’_’.'.’/‘fu'{‘?
WA bl e LT 2 VL s Ao T les e St
w&di-({fEgﬁ/fé;aa'ﬁlﬁmuz“ﬁb?}&;w.y e g{:}e{/ﬁ' L;.‘f
i e T Ve ]
' I ) YL - . b i
=) LI7 o pf Tl pl0 5o L % e s p 2y G, s o
boGs I e S o e b s u.‘.géi/d'-,-/g A iy )iy '
'y L))ﬂi:"':;ﬂ)'-:’?' «d-}—l—-c'.}ru'ﬁ s, 2. .{:;;Ln’/ﬁ%rj’ér, »s ,ré;z, PP j,,:-_v,
-ﬂ/"‘wf"‘ﬂu’ﬂ?ﬁ‘ )2 DZO"%%%’&%”]?‘ ,':L-;jf . fJ/'tld?{(f/g{‘f;/
) BT B R A
il G b/u'fg; Dot J:"""{Zc/iwl c,«i}%’gf’.’g:,c:bw.c |/4;.._, ,;.;S' e
LMI‘ZJ;’{,L o % /-"-’J( (jl,.f_;j:l{:y&(ﬂd_g @,@_L}‘«;uﬁé_,,:g;j‘jw,d
s S0 b heb - P TSy P s s 5 SN F KD Ji G,
.«'T'.-fiffwfé-w;ai' Bj—v;:;:,/?— %,-"l/j./w.?*d:— w3y bl ple b’:-_—_: l;(_)!. LD LZ :‘ o
$ it PSP L L. W 22 fot 4 e 73 5 Ly ot 2006
oy isplodrr i Fhé- L. L LS, (,Lj;g(yyfvga.’./ WL e W
E’LJ}{J!-,—!,,’,)Jllcn..."w)ﬁi—'fal’rw %;yﬂvu,&:fw ,,fé_ bé""é‘"ﬁ""{"
MR Vs i N s T U £l P 15005 P o ol PPN AR
[ W

" K;L.;d&}_ﬁ&’bg,;}}'

(4 Ldﬂh’@aﬁ/f- i Alailyf

mr——r——ee: e e e .




P

U P B

qu‘”dw wp ff ,4 f/’ﬂu’,—-j)
f@yﬁéf 52

/3
Vo s el g v
A T L}GL/ 4
oo /t'//.n_JLr' Ly o
W e AR
——————— e —— e —_




Flomage to Gurudev
RABINDRANATH TAGORE

(7 May, 1861—7 August, 1941)

DESH SUPPLEMENT
JANUARY, 1962.



‘The world has kissed my soul with
its pain, asking for its return in song’

Gurudey : Stray Birds : CLXVH

CONTICNTS

Rabindranath Tagore (Poem) Shri Hamayun Kabir
Editorial : Our homage to Gurudev R. K. S.
Rabindranath Tagore —the Humanist Shri Ashit Sanyal
A Pilgrimage to the Realms of Gold Shri Radha Krishna Sud
‘Where the mind is without Fear’ Gurudev
The Sheaves of Gold : Selections from Gurudev’s Poems :
Tagore-—On Nationalism Shri R, C. Pillaj
‘What is this melody that overflows my Life’ Gurudev
The magic touch of Gurudev’s Songs C.F. Andrews
Tagore : the significance of his Life & Work Shri . K. fain
An Anecdote Gurudev
The National Anthem Gurudeyv
Our Gem of many Facets (from Gurudev’s Writings)

afwy =ifg 7 mify ' Shri Om Prakash Kohli
qA7T (FYA1T) Shri Om Prakash Kohli
Trends in Tagore Dr. R. Bharadwaj
At midnight the woul. :e ascetic anncunced Gurudev
The August Assembly (Homage)

My Mistress of the Line Gurudey
The Drawings and Paintings of Tagore Shri Adersh Deepak
Mukta-Dhara R. K. Sud
AT FAT AT ITHC F+3 Shri Ram Lal Varma
The ‘Child’ Poetry of Tagore Miss Aruna Bhattacharya

One of the few, the immortal names, (Tributes)

Pagey

N -

8
2
36
37

45

THEUU B R

67

= ¥R I



We gratefully acknowledge our indebtedness
to the Visva-Bharati and the Rabindra Sadan,
Calcutta, for reproducing Gurudev’s paintings
and doodling.

“Take my lute in thine own hand
and play it, Master,”
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'‘The Sage who knows love's utter wisdom’
(Photo by Shri S, P, Gwand|)



Rabindrmath Tagore

By Shri Hamayun Kabir

A spow-capped volcano in undulating plain
Lifts up its:proud head; near its foot

Cluster the vine and the soft streams flow :
Men come and go and build their homes

And pass their days in homely joys and fears.
The mountain keeps them company, sends to them
Its love in fldwihg streams and gentle rain.
And 'yet the mountain lives.alone.

In distant splendour. Lightnings tlash,

The thunder shoots up tongues of flame—
Tries to reach the snowy heights in vain.

The fire of fourscore® summers in your heart,
Fourscore winters’ wisdom___o_n your crest

Shine in forms of kteauty in deathless verse,

(Mahutnia and ocher_ Poems')
*7 May, 1941
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Editorial :

(ﬁw.%amagetagwwdea

“In his own verse the poet still we
find,

In his own page his memory lives
enshrined,

As in their amber sweets the
smothered bees,—

As the fair cedar, fallen before the
breeze, _

Lies self-embalmed amidst the
mouldering trees”.

What homage would you have,
revered Gurudev. from your readers’
hearts overflowing with love, adora-
tion and gratitude ?

Qur Poet, is it not your delight to
stand at the portals of our lips and
listen to us sing your eternal
harmonies ?

The world you wove with your
words and melodies your infinite love
gave to us to live in for ever and for
ever more. Your sweetness shall
abide therein and through them tingle
in the beatings of our hearts as long
the morning stars dance, the breezes
blow and the waves of the sea rise
and fall. Our voices shall mix with
yout voice and rise like the fountain
spray to sing the glory of the Lord
who is your Master and our Heavenly
Father. Your songs shall inspire us
to take courage and approach the
Almighty witbout fear, hesitation or
restraint. He is ours and we are His

children. He created us out of infi-
nite mercy and love. We must adore
Him. We must worship Him. What
better offering can we make to Him
than your songs which He inspired
and which He liked you to sing in
your endearing and pleasing voice.

O .Poet-Saint of India! You bro-
ught back to us the heritage of our
ancestors and saved us from drifting
in the turmoil of the mechanistic age.
You laid us back at the feet of God:
you saved our souls from getting
parched. You restored to us the
wealth of divine songs at a time when
we were being carried away by flashy
tunes of doubtful appeal.

You have opened our ears to the
rhythm that creates and sustains life.
You have awakened our eyes to the
perpetual dawn of Eternal Joy that
knows no bounds of time, space or
place......Joy

“Whose dwelling is the light of
setting suns,

And the round ocean and the
living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind
of man.”

We are always agog to hear your
intimations of the arrival of the

Lord :
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“"Have you not heard his silent
steps ? He comes, comes, ever
comes.

Every moment and every age,
every day, every night he comes,
comes, ever comes.

Many a song have I sung in many
a mood of mind, but all their
notes have always proclaimed,
‘He comes, comes, ever comes.’

In the fragrant days of sunny
April through the forest path
he comes, comes, ever comes,

In the rainy gloom of July nights
on the thundering chariot of
clouds he comes, comes, ever
comes.

In sorrow after sorrow it is his
steps that press upon my heart,
and it is the golden touch of his
feet that makes my joy to shine,

XLV)

Gurudev, we lamentably lack
words to express our gratitude to you
for all that you did for us in word,
deed and, more than these, in song,
We cherish your noble image in the
shrines of our hearts. We render to
you every. day of our lives what is
rightfully yours : our homage. And
our homage is your songs sung in our
tunes.

(Gitanjali :

Qur scintillating diamond ; our
prismatic genius! Through you the
Infinite bewitches us with His spec-
tral colours. The One and the Infinite
displays His refulgent glory in the
fintte and the human :  all things in
Himself and Himself in all things !

“The same stream of life that runs
through my veins night and day

runs through the world anag
dances in rhythmic measures.

It is the same life that shoots in
joy through the dust of the
earth In numberless blades of
grass and breaks into tumultuous
waves of leaves and flowers.

It is the same life that is rocked in

" the ocean-rradle of birth and of
death, in ebb and in flow.

I feel my limbs are made glorious
by the touch of this world of
life. ©.And my pride is from the
life-throb of ages dancing in my
blood this moment.

(Gitanjali : LXIX)

The strife-torn heart of hvmanity

bleeds, Your message of universal

peace, equality and brotherhood

soothes the burniug pain with its balm,

Your invocation to the Buddha is an
impassioned appeal for our welfare,

“The world today is wild w1th the
delirium of hatred,

the conflicts are cruel and unceas-
ing in anguish,

crooked are its paths,
bonds of greed,

All creatures ate crying for a new
birth of thine.

O Thou of boundless life,

save them, raise thine eternal
voice of hope,

let Love’s lotus with its inexhaus-
tible trezasure of honey:

open its petals in thy light,

O Serene, O Free, - :

in thine immeasurable mercy and
goodness

wipe away all dark stains from the
heart of this earth.

(Natir Puja

t_angled its

: Act ID)
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Your lines addressed to Jesus
Christ are unequivocal denouncement
of the modern man's ignorance of the
divine in him and his consequent lust
for all that is false, futile, fickle and
demeaning : his Iust for power, his
reliance upon brutal force, his ex-
ploitation of the poor and the weak;
and his heedless  race for self-descruc-

tion—denouncement that reminds us

that unléss the mad world heeds to
your -warning—a very timely warning
too —it will invoke the wrath of God
upon itself.

*...Christ looks about Him, and
sees the weapons of evil that wound-
ed Hisown age. The arrogant spikes
and spears, the slim, sly knives, the
scimitars in diplomatic sheath, crook-
ed and cruel, are hissing and raising
sparks as they are sharpened on
monster wheels, But the most fearful
of them all, at the hands of the
slaughterers, are those on which has
been engraved His own name, that
are fashioned from the texts of His
own words fused in the fire of hatred,
and hammered by hypocritical greed ..
They had hurt him -once, standing at
the shadow of their temple ;
born anew in crowds. From before
their sacreéd altar they shout to the
soldiers, ‘Strike! -And the Son of
Man in agony cries, ‘My God, my
God, why hast Thou forsaken Me 7"

{The Fugitive and othcr Poems :
The Son of I1an)

The heart-rending cries of suffer-
ing humanity you listened to on your

death-bed, " - You knew the disease
and the sure remedy - for it. Even
though it caused you considerable

they are

pain you wrote out the diagnosis and
the prescription. Like a true Pro-
phet of Man you sounded the alert.
Your voice resounded throughout the
sick, despairing and mad world. You
did your last bit for us and left it to
us to heed the warning and turn back
or fall headlong into-the abyss,

“When [ see Man
Helpless within the walls
Of his unbearable suffering,
I do not know
Where he will find consolation,
I know the root of this suffering
Is in his riotous living,
Is in his folly.
But this knowledge brings no
comfort.
When I know
The truth that is hidden
In Man's spiritual striving
Is beyond pleasure and pain—
Then do I realize
That those Seekers who make
fruitful
This truth in their lives,
Are the ultimate goal of Man’s
destiny.
(Regeasajya : No. 29
Gurudev, you have rightly assessed
your value forus. You are one of
the Seekers of the greatest Truth
hence one of the race to which the
Buddha and Jesus belong. Your namq
is written in letters of gold and shall
shine along with the Pole-Star—
delight to the heavens.

Other will praise you as an educa
tionist, as an artist, as a great hu
manist and a philosopher. We adon
you for your songs. We love and
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cherish your ever-abiding memory as
a Revealer of God, a Redeemer of Man
and as a champion of the oppressed
and down trodden. May your songs
help us to know and worship God and
serve the cause of humanity! May
your prayers be our daily prayers :

(1)

This is my prayer to thee, my lord

—strike, strike at the root of
_penuty in my heart.

Give me the strength lightly to
bear my joys and sorrows.

(Give me the strength to make my
love fruitful in service.

Give me the strength never to
disown the poor or bend my
knees before insolent might,

Give me the strength to raise my
mind high above daily trifles.

And give me the strength to sur-
render my. strength to thy will

with love,
{Gitanjali ; No. XXXVI}

(1)

Let only that little be left of me
whereby I may name thee my all.

Let only that little be left of my
will whereby I may feel thee on
every side, and come to thee in
everything. and offer to thee my
love every moment.

Let only that little be left of me
whereby I may never hide thee.

Let only that little of my fetters
be left whereby I am bound with
thy will, and thy purpose is
carried out in my life—and that
is the fetter of thy love,

(Gitanjali - No. XXX1V)

“These prayers will give the world
another heart and other pulses.
(R. K. 8)

I do not belong to any religious sect nor do I subscribe to any particu-
lar creed.  This I know that the moment my God has created me He has
made Himself mine. He is ever "active in the unfolding of my being through
experiences of life and in the enfolding of it with the varied forces and beau-

ties of this world. The very fact of my existence carries an eternal guarantee

of love.

- (From Gurudev's letter to Mrs. Kate Ohly)

(5)



Rabindranath Tagore—The Humanitarian

By Shri Ashit Sanyal B. Sc., Old Student

Pisva Kavi Rabindra Nath Tagore
was a poet, and a seer; but above all
he.-was a lover of man,

He did not believe in the religion
which denounces the material world—
the creation of God. He believed in
the humanity of God or the divinity
of Man. In a conversation with Dr.
Einstein he said ‘My religion is in the
reconciliation of the super-personal
Man, the universal human spirit in
my own individual being." He be-

lieved in a world in which the indivi-.

dual is unigue and essential for the
eternal purpose.

Criticizing the orthodox Hindu
ways, he said:"Our attention is direct-
ed one-sidedly towards the inner
world. We turn away with disdain
trom the sphere of power and expan-
sion. We want to recognize Brahma
by inward contemplation, only in His
perfection. We do not want to see
His development in the life and
tumult of the world. That is why
we so often find our seekers after
God, the ecstasy of the spirit and the
decline resulting therefrom.Their faith
does not know of any lawfully imposed
limitations; their phantasy soars into
the unlimited. Their spirit wears
itself out in the attempt to see
Brahma separate from His creation,
and their heart which tries to embrace

Him wholly in its out-pourings, loses
itself in drunken enthusiasm. They
have failed to takeinto account the
loss of strength and character which
humarity suffers-if it disregards law-
ful conditions and the demands made
on its energy by the outside world.’

Tagore’s demand in favour of re-
cognizing ‘'lawful limitation’ 1is of
epoch-making significance. He appeal-
ed for activity, initiative and dili-
gence because otherwise it is not
possible to live-as a man should. That
is why he said in the Gitanjali :

“Leave this chanting and singing
and telling of beads,

Whom dost thou worship in this
lonely dark corner of a temple

With doors all shut ?

Open thine eyes and see thy God
is not before thee, -

He is there where the tiller
is tilling the hard ground

And the path-maker is breaking
the stones,

He is with them in sun and in
shower,

And his garment is covered with
dust.

Put off thy holy mantle and even

like him
Come down to the dusty soil.
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‘At whose touch silence flames into music’
(Pencil Sketch by Shri Ashit Sanyal, Old Student)



My heart is on fire with the flame of thy songs.
it spreads and knows no bounds.
It dances swinging its arms in the sky,
burning up the dead and the decaying.
The sitent stars watch it from across the darkness.
The drunken winds come rushing upon it
from all sides.
O, this fire, like a red lotus, spreads its
petals in the heart of the night.

{Poemns : No. 54)



Come out of thy meditations
And- leave aside thy flowers and
Incense.

W hat harm is there if thy clothes.
become tattered and stained ?
Meet him and stand by him in toil
and in the sweat of thy brow.”

Again in Naivedya he said :

“Leave me not in the soft lap
of comfort and vain dreams,
But make me fit and free in the

tield of action.™

It is noteworthy here to see how
much the illiteracy and poverty of
India moved Tagore. In one of his
letters he writes "' Diseases of different
kind are prevailing in all the houses,
but nobody is there to help. Isit
possible to bear so much unhealthi-
ness, negligence, and paqverty in the
abode of Man? We have been de-
feated by all sorts of powers. We

endure the torture of Nature, the

torture of the king and also we are
dumb against the torture of dogmas™.

In the Gardener Tagore calls for
the ‘poet’ to come down to the mate-
rial world and says :-

“Let these stunned and pale and
dumb mouths find voice, Let
hope resound in these shrivelled,
tired and battered breasts.”

Tagore believed in industrialization
but feared the power-intoxication of
the West:

“We see how in the West man is
mainly preoccupied with the striving

to expand cutwards. The free field
of power is his realm. He isonly
interested in the world of spatial ex-
pansion and does not want to have

~anything to do with the world of

inner consciousness where his per-

fection lies.

...... It seems as if these people were
ready to seize everything by force and
to ‘despoil it. They do not know the
beauty of perfection™.. He appealed
to the modern world, “Let us, the
dreamers of the East and the West,
keep our faith firm in the life that
creates and not the machine that
constructs; in the power that hides
its force” and blossoms in beauty and
not in the power that bares its arms
and chuckles at its capacity to make
itself cbnoxious, Let us knew that
machine is good when it helps us, but
not so when it exploits lite; that
science is great when it destroys evil,
but not when the two- enter into an
unholy alliance”.

Tagore wanted a true synthesis of
the Eastern spiritualism and the Wes-
tern materialism to form a millenium.

“Where the mind is without fear
and the head is held high,

Where knowlege is free ;

Where the world has not been
broken up into fragments by
narrow domestic walls ;

Where words come out from the
depth of truth ;

Where tireless striving stretches
its arms towards perfection ;

Where the clear stream of reason
has not lost its way into the
dreary desert sand of dead habits.”
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ve p:'[gu’maye to the Mealms oﬁ ¢o/d :
qataa{ev, Tée poet oﬁ Zjﬁal;em‘ goy.

By Shri Ridha Krishna Sud

“Poetry,” wrote Shelley,” 1s the
record - of .the best and happiest
moments of the best and hap-
piest, minds... It is as it were the
interpretation of a diviner nature
through our-own. ... Poetry ... makes
immortal. all that is best and most
beautiful in the world; it arrests the
vanishing . apparitions  which haunt
the interlunations of life, and veiling
them, or in language or in form, sends
them forth among mankind, bearing
sweet news of kindred joy to those
with whom their sisters abide- ...

Poetry redeems from decay the visi--

tations of the divinity in man.”

“A poet, as he is the author to
others of the highest wisdom, pleasure
virtue and glory, so he ought person-
ally to be the happiest, the best, the
wisest, and the most illustrious of
men.” :

Shelley must have written the
above words in a moment of prophecy:
every word is most true of Gurudev
Rabindranath Tagore and his poetry.
Poetry of Gurudev was the means of
realizing the Divine and the Infinite
in, around and beyond the Finite
world and the eternal principle of
joyful life— the Creative Life — that
sustains the stars, - the flowers, the

waves and the particles of dust alike
It 1s only with the grace of God thar
such realization is possible and to the
most chosen sons of the Lord is en-
trusted the holy task of communica-
ting it to their less fortunate brethren
The poet, who is possessed of the Joy
Eternal, is bound to break forth into
a flood of song : he cannot hold back
and contain it; it must ripple forth
like the free flow of the water of the
fountain Aganippe on Mount Helicon
sacred to the Muses. Gurudev is in-
tensely conscious of the honour and
the responsibility— it is both—; he
is the medium through whom Divine
Joy passes to his readers and his poems
are everlasting records of his contacts
with Divinity for the good of genera-
tions to come,

It has fallen upon me, the service
of the singer.

In my songs I have voiced thy
spring flowers, and given
rhythm to the rustling leaves.

I have sung into the hush of ths
night and peace of thy morning.

The thrill of the first summer
rains has passed into my tunes,
and the waving of the autumn
harvest.
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| am a poet of the earth:

my flute re-plays its tunes,

I fill its callings with my dreams
and hear the harmony in the
silent hours of my heart.
Inaccessible snowy ranges

call me ever again

with music unheard.

The Polar-star, far, alone,

has touched my sleepless eyes.
The waterfali

dances in my heart as | have heard
the primal song of nature.

| have heard the symphony of teing.®

*Quoted from Amiya Chakravarti: A Togore Rexzder,
Page 366



‘Sweet is the world, sweet the dust of it.'

{Photo by Mrs. Ananda Coomaraswamy)



Let not thy songs cease at last, My

Master, when thou breakest my

heart to come into my house,
but let it burst into welcome.”
{Cressing : LXXTIID

The Gitanjali opens with the cele-
brated song in which the poet ack-
nowledges his indebtedness to the
Divine for inspiration to write his
songs, day after day, night, after
night, year after year and life after
life. If his songs thrill the listeners
and readers the credit is not the poet’s;
it is of the Divine Singer and Inspirer
whose music reverberates in the winds
and whose tunes mingle with the
swing of the waves, This interplay
of the cosmic and the human minds is
the greatest of miracles which the
puet can testify to—the poet and the
sage alone in their heart of hearts
dance to the Divine rhythm.

“Thou hast made me endless, such
is thy pleasure. This frail vessel
thou emptiest again and again,
and fillest it ever with fresh life.

This little flute of a reed thou
hast carried over ‘the hills and
dales, and hast breathed through
it melodies eternally new,

At the immortal touch of thy
hands my little heart loses its
limits in joy and gives birth to
utterance ineffable.

Thy infinite gifts come to me
only on these very small hands
of mine. Ages pass, and still
thou pourest, and still there is
room to fill,”

(Gitanjali: DD

What a happy relationship this is

bet veen God ard His Poet. The more
he sings of Him and His Grace, the
more he longs for singing of them.
No wonder that the poet, being
human, on occasions, when he is
simply carried away by his songs
forgets himself — his humble en-
tity — and begins to feel proud of
being the Divine Master’s cherished
Singer. Nay, he goes one step further
and calls himself, in moments of
drunkenness, as it were, the Lord’s
friend. . His soul is washed completely
of the earthly dross and the sense of
separateness.

“When thou commandest me to
sing, it seems to me that my
heart would break with pride;
and I look to thy face, and. tears
come to my eyes,

All that is harsh and dissonant in
my life melts into one sweet
harmony — and my adoration
spreads wings like a glad bird on
its flight across the sea,

I know thou takest pleasure in my
singing. I know that only as a
singer I come before thy pre-
sence,

I touch by the edge of the far-
spreading wing of my song thy
feet which I could never aspire
to reach.

Drunk with the joy of singing I
forget myself and call thee friend
who art my lord.”

(Gitanj 1i: I1)

Should the poet apologize for this
impudence and lapse of prudence ?
No, he dare not. For does not the
Lord like to be called his friend ? Bet-
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ween friends — and between friends
alone — there can be perfect under-
standing and full affinity. In calling
himself a friend of the Lord the poet
is not trangressing the bounds of deco-
ram and good manners but simply
acknowledging that all that he feels
or knows is due to his relationship
with the Lord. The relationship, to
say the least, is not unilateral but
biliateral and the Lord and His Poet
are equally happy about it. So far
as the poet is concerned he cannot
resist the call of the Divine Singer
just as the Gopis of Brindaban could
not but respond to the enchanting
strains of the Flute of Lord Krishna.

“Oh, I expire in bliss. I expire,

Who calls me on the flute?

I thought I would remain at home

I would not go out — but tell me
what shall I do

The flute sings outside.

I have heard it play in the bower

On the banks of Jamuna

The music floating in the evening
breeze.

Oh, I must go and tell you

Your flute has played into life . . .

It has played into my life indeed ..

{Mairraye Devi: Tagore
by Fireside...Page 41)

And the Lord is, indeed, very happy
and proud of the poet’s offering of his
songs prompted by the Divine wish
that he must sing to Him of Him and
of His love for him, The joy, there-
fore, is mutual.

It is difficult to say who is the
happier out of the two : the singer

or the Inspirer of the songs sung by
the poet. The situation is pleasantly
intriguing. With Sir Roger de Cover-
ley we may say that much might be
said on both sides.

“What divine drink wouldst thou
have, my God, from this over-
flowing cup ef my life ?

My poet, is it thy delight to see
thy creation through my eyes
and to stand at the portals of
my ears silently to listen to
thine own eternal harmony?

Thy world is weaving words in my
mind and the joy is adding music
to them. Thou givest thyself to
me in love and then feelest
thine own entire sweetness in
me, "

(Gitanjali : LXV)

It is a direct admission by the Lord
that He accepts gladly His own gift
of the poet's songs, The Lord inspires
the poet’s songs and gives him tunes
and the poet gives to Him the joy there
of. A good bargain, indeed. The poet,
really speaking, is twice blessed in as
far as in taking he gives and in giving
back he takes, Thus both the Lord
and His singer are richer thereby : the
mutual exchange of joy: the Divine
and the Human are enriched mani-
fold, This is the great Ministry of
Joy which sustains the universe even
in the face of Death. The poet will
go on singing till the Lord goes on
listening to his songs unperturbed and
undisturbed.

“If you would it so, I will end m
singing.

(10)



If it sets your heart aflutter, I will
take away my eyes from your
face. . .."”

({The Gardener : XLVII)

If his songs please the Lord and
he blesses him for it; the Earth needs
them all the more. He feels for the
Earth as he loves her and her children.
sweet is the world, "Sweet the dust of
it,’he wrote in Arogya. If he must offer
his songs to the Lord because they are
His, he needs must liberate the heart
of the Earth from muteness; that is,
release the long-pent up urge of her
for meeting the Lord. If his songs have
helped him to touch the Divine Feet
with his far-spreading wings of song
ke is sure they will help the Earth as
well. Ir a long poem in the Gardener
(No: LXXIII) he admits that the
‘patient and dusky Earth’ does not
possess ‘infinite wealth’, enough food
for her children, ‘perfect gladness’ and
toys which are not fragile, She cannot
satisfy’ all our hungry hopes’; its smiles
are shadowed with pain and her love
knows no fulfilment,

“From your breast you have fed
us with life but not immortality,
that is why your eyes are always
wakeful.

For ages you are working with
colour and song, vet your heaven
is not bailt, but only its sad
suggestion.

Over your creations of beauty
there is the mist of tears. I will
pour my songs Into your mute
heart, and my love into your
love.”

The poet with- the help of his songs

will eke the efforts of the Earth to
become Heaven., The wings provided
by the poet will enable the moth to
reach the stars; the Finite world will
jump off to Eternity. Such a one as
he will never think of renouncing
the world. *You cannot satisfy all
our hopes?” he asked the Earth and
replied. “But should I desert you for
that ? .....Your love which knows not
tulfilment is sweet to my eyes.” The
many bonds of Delight—the colour,
fragrance, soft touch, love, compa-
nionship, and sweet memories of
childhood: endear the world to him.

He has bitterness, pain, sorrow and

grief. He loves the Earth all the

more because of that.
“Deliverance ts not for me in
renunciation.

I feel the embrace of freedom in a
thousand bonds of delight.

Thou ever pourest for me the
fresh draught of thy wine of
various colours and fragrance,
filling this earthen vessel to the
brim.

My world will light its hundred
different lamps with thy flame
and place them before the altar
of thy temple,

No, I will never shut the doors of
my senses. The delights of sight
and hearing and touch will bear
thy delight.

Yes, all my illusions will burn into
illumination of joy, and all my
destres ripen into fruits of love.”

(Gitanjali : LXXILI)

Joy is writ large over the universe ;
only we must have the poet’s eyes
to see, ears to hear and senses to

(11)



breathe it. He reverts to this idea
again and again in his poems. In a
delight{ul little poem addressed to
his readers a hundred years hence he
poses a simple question and answers
1t,

“Who are you, reader, reading my
poems an hundred years hence ?

I cannot send you one single
flower from this wealth of the
spring, one single streak of gold
from yonder clouds.

Open your doors and look abroad.

From your - bl lossoming garden
gather fragrant memories of the
vanished tlowers of an hundred
years before,

" In the jOy ot your heart you feel
living joy that sang one spring
morning, sending its glad voice
across an hundred years.’

(The Gardener : LXXV)

The poet with the spirit of the
eternal child in him assures the child-
ren of the world that his songs will
be their best friend, guide and philo-
sopher. It 1s no exaggeration : his
songs are the symbols of perennial
delight and wonder. The child him-
self is nothing -else but a living sym-
bol of delight. Long after the poet
is dead and gone his songs will speak
for him and his undying love for
children. :

“This song of mine will wind its
music around you, my child, like
the fond arms of love.

This song of mine will touch your
forehead like a kiss of blessing.

..........

My song will be like a pair of
wings to your dreams, it will
transport your heart to the
-verge of the unknown,

It will be like the fruitful star
overhead when dark night is
over your road.

My song will sit in the pupils of
your eyes, and will carry your
sight into the heart of things.

And when my voice is silent in
death, my song will speak in
your living heart.

{The Crescent Moon : My Songi

The joy of living defies death,
Through death we attain life. Death
1s no terror to him. It cannot shake
his faith in life's eternity and the joy
and beauty of it. It is the Spring that
he delights in the most.

“On the shores of endless worlds.
children meet, .

The infinite sky is motionless over
head and the restless water is
boisterous. On the seashore of
endless worlds the children meet
with shouts and dances.

They build their houses with sand,
and they play with empty shells.
With withered Ieaves they
weave their boats and smilingly
float them on the vast deep.
Children have their play on the
seashore of worlds ....."

{The Crescent Moon :
On the 3eashore)

In spring the earth is tingling with
youth”. He records his worshipof it
in The Cycle of Spring: a book dedicat
ed to Life recreating itself out of its
own ashes,

(12)



“The fire of April leaps from
forest to forest,

Flashing up in leaves and flowers
from all nooks and corners.

The sky is thriftless with colours,
The air delerious with songs.

The wind-tost branches of the
woodland -

Spread their unrest in our blood.

The air is filled with bewilderment
of mirth,

And the breeze rushes from flower
to tlower, asking their names.”

(The Cycle of Spring)

Why are we born again and again?
Is there any sense in it ? Can we say
that the Lord thereby has some mys-
terious purpose to fulfil ? The poet's
reply is that we pursue the joy of
being one with Him. Real deliver-
ance will be achieved when this objec-
tive of human birth and death and
rebirth is attained. He is every where
but before we are satisfied, He must
be enshrined within us. There is no
doubt that He is within us also but
we must be aware of His Presence,
both within and without us. The
unconscious awareness must become
conscious awakening,

“I wander along seeking him

Wheo is in me, in me.

He is ..and because He is..
sky blooms in the night,

And my morning blooms flowers
in the forest .

Because He is, there is play of
light in my eyes,

Play of endless forms, hues in
black and white ..

{Maitrave Devi: Tagore by
Fireside « Fage 89)

my

The poet will seek his deliverance
for that is his destiny. The joy of
his heart must merge itselt with the
joy of the cosmos: that is with “the
rhythm of the dancing cosmos.,” The
pursuit eternal must continue for the
delight of it. And it must continue
notwithscanding the " ferrors of death
(if any) and the tumbling inconve-
niences of human life (usually highly
exaggerated ),

“Who can say that the ever knew
the unknowable ?

Lured by the love of the unknown

Even when we have attained ali,

We pursue the unattainable.

Yet the heart dances,

In an unaccountable joy—

Joining in the rhythm of the
dancing cosmos.

In that rhythm I have my
deliverance,

I will evade death through the
path of death.”

{Ibid ; Page 13)

He will sing his way to the Eter-
nal as joyously as he had done
throughout his life. With singing
he began his ‘official’ career and
with singing he must end it. He
must be true to his duty and incident-
ally to himself. What matters in life
here and beyond is the faith that the
One reveals Himself in infinite varie-
ty because He delights in 1t. Just
as the flowers must impregnate the
atmosphere with their fragrance, so
does the Lord fill the entire universe
with His delight. This is the highest
of lessons that we can learn and need
to learn. This gives us joy while we
live, solace when we are distressed,
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hope when we are assailed by despair
and peace when we quit the world at
the journey’s end.

“Ever in my life have I sought
thee with my songs,

It was they who led me from door
to door, and with them havel
felt about me, searching and
touching my world.

It was my songs that taught me
all the lessons [ ever learnt; they
showed me secret paths, they
brought before my sight many a
star on the horizon of my heart.

They guided me all the day long
to the mysteries of the country
of pleasure and pain, and at
last, to what palace gate have
they brought me in the evening
at the end of my journey.”

{Gitanjati : LI)

Not only that. He will continue
to sing even after his death : ‘T know
you',

“Some day I shall sing to thee in

the sunrise of some other world.

I have seen thee before in the

light of the earth, in the love of
man.”

{Stray Birds : CCX()

He has been once guilty of a de-
lusion, though a pleasant one. He
was involved in the riddle that ‘the
eternally afar’ is ‘for ever near’, He
is glad that now he understands that
the riddle was no riddle at all ; ‘the
afar'you always long for and ‘the near’
gives you a taste of'the afar’and makes
yvou long for Him. The sweet nearer
home acts like the pull of the load-

stone towards the sweetest sweet afar.
Our delight lies in being pulled nearer
and nearer.

“When we'two first met my heart
rang out in music ‘She who is
eternally afar is beside you for
ever,’ )

The music is silent, because I have
grown to believe that my love
is only near, and have forgotten
that she is also far, far away.

Music fills the infinite between
two souls. This has been muffled
by the mist of our daily habits.

On shy summer nights, when the
breeze brings a vast murmer out
-of the silence, I sit up my bed
and mourn the great loss of her
who is beside me. I ask myself?
‘When shall 1 have another
chance to whisper to her words
with the rhythm of eternity in
them ?°

Wake up, my song, from the lan-
guor, rend this screen of the
familiar, and fly to my beloved
there, in the endless surprise of
our first meeting.”

{The Fugitive and orher
Poems : XIX)

To the poet the loss of his music
will be suicidal ; their loss means the
loss of the joy of pursuit of the
Lord's feet...'the afar’.

“My songs are like bees; they
follow through the  air some
fragrant trace—scme memory—-
of you, to hum around ycur
shyness, eager for its hidden
store.”

(Ibid : VII}
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No regrets | This is what distin-
guishes the poetry of Gurudev from
the poetry of the age in which he
ived and for which he wrote. His
poems on Man, Christ and the Buddha
clearly show that he felt for the
suffering humanity and prayed for
the return of peace and faith. But
zimself he had no regrets of any kind.
I- is wrong to say that he knew no
patn, pangs or sorrows, He endured
all these with faith in the Lord’s will
and with fortitude. His invincible
belief that it is Joy that remains
witimately helped him to live and sing
kis songs, His last songs are a testi-
mony to it. If we read them every
day they are sure to lighten our exis-
wnce and sweeten our living. Imagine
bm standing on the threshold of the
Beycnd and listen to him sing :

“In this life I have received the
blessing

Of the Beautiful One,

And in the love of man tasted her
nectar,

In sorrow's unbearable day,

I have come to know the soul

That is beyond defeat, beyond hurt,

The day Death’s imminent shadow
touched me,

I did not own defeat at the hand
of fear.

I have not been deprived of the
touch of Man Supreme—

His imperishable message I have
gathered to my heart,

Anl in grateful remembrance
cherish the gifts

Received from the Lord of Life.

(Aragya : No. 29}

We are touched to the core of

our hearts and find it very difficult

to hold back our tears when he takes

leave of us all. How simple are his
words; how humble and peaceful is
the strain in which they are couched.

We wish that when it is our turn

to lay down ecur mantles we too could

do so with gratitude to the Lord and
our kith and kin alike.
“I have got my leave. Bid me
farewell, my brothers !

I bow to you all and take my
departure,

Here I give back the keys of my
door-—and I give up all claims
to my house. I only ask for
last kind words from you,

We were neighbours for long, but
I received more than I could
give. Now theday has dawned
and the lamp that lit my dark
corner is out. A summons has
come and I am ready for my
joutrney.

At this time of my parting, wish
me good luck, my friends! The
sky is flushed with the dawn
and my path lies beautiful,

Ask not what I have with me o
take there. [ start on my jour-
ney with empty hands and ex-
pectani heart.

I shall: put.on my wedding garland.
Mine is not the red-brown dress
of the traveller, and though
there are dangers on the way I
have no fear in my mind.

The evening star will come out
when my voyage is done and the
plaintive notes cf the twilight
melodies be struck up from the
King’s gateway.”

{Gitanjali XC1\)
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For a mere nothing fill me with gladness.
Only hold my hand in your hand.

In the deepening night take up my heart
and play with it as you wish. Bind
me close to you with nothing.

I shall spread myself out at your feet
and lie still.

I shall meet silence with silence
under this sky.

| shall become one with the night,
clasping the earth to my breast.

Make my life glad with nothing.

The rains sweep the sky from end to end,

In the wild wet wind jasmines revel in
their own perfume,

The cloud-hidden stars thrill in secret.

Let me fill my heart to the full with
nothing but my own depth of joy.

{(Poems : No 45)



‘Have you not heard his silent step ?
He comes, comes, for ever comes.’

{Pencil drawing by Narender. Old Student)



accepted. The Divine Seal has been
put on them anl hz has become a
member of the Divine Choir.

“You have made me great with
your love, though I am but one
among the many, drifting in the
common tide, tocking in the
fluctuant favour of the world.

You have given me a seat where
poets of all time bring their
tribute, and lovers with death-
less names greet one another
across the ages.

Men hastily pass me in the market
—never noting how my body
has grown precious with your
caress, how I carry your kiss
within, as the sun carries in its

orb the fire of the divine touch
and shines for ever.”

(The Fugirive and other

Poems : II-XT1}
The divine chorister is Visva
Kavi by right of it Gurudev's

living memorials are his songs; the
Lord’s memorial to him, He himself
would have said that his songs were
the Lord’s, what was his was the sing-
ing of them.

“To the birds you gave songs, the
birds gave you songs in return.

You gave me only voice, yet asked
for more, and I sing.”

{Fruit Fieherie g : LXXVIID)

Thou hast given us to live.

Let us uphold this honour with all our strength and will ;

For thy glory rests upon the glory that we are.

Therefore in thy name we oppose the power that world plant

its banner upon our soul.

Let us know that thy light grows dim in the heart that bears its

insult of bondage,

That the life, when it becomes feeble,

timidly yields thy throne to untruth,

For weakness is the traitor who betrays our soul.

(Lines from Poems : No, 61)
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THE SHEAVES OF GOLD :

Selections from Gurudev’s Poems.

Love. the Many—Splendoured Thing

(i) You came with the soft grace
(ii) O woman, you are not the mere handiwork of God
(iii) Woman, thou hast made my days of exile

The Eternal ?

(i) My life caught in the body's frame,
(ii) The first day's sun asked
(iif) They who are near to me do not know

Lovely Miracle
(i) "Alas! who can hold you but the sky ?”
(ii) Bathed in morning light
Beware !
At the old nations’ council-chambers
Abiding Recompense
(i) Ignored by the tribe, I have wandered about

(11) I have ever loved thee in a hundred forms and times ...

(iii) Through death and sorrow

(iv) Blessed am I that I am born to this land
and that I had the luck to love her.

Scintillations

(i) I touch God in my song
(i1) In love I pay the endless debt to thee

Summum Bonum

(i) I know life is sacred.
(ii)) Work your havoc and pile up the wreck

The white Radiance of Eternity

(i) Today in the midst of my birthday
(ii) The journey nears the road-end
(iii) Your creation's path you have covered
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Love, the /ﬁany-." plendouted T hin g
(1)
You came with the soft grace
Of unripe life,

You brought the first marvel into my heart,
Into my blood its first tidal bore.

Love’s sweetness in imperfect acquaintance
Was like the fine gold-work

On the black veil of dawn,
The cover under which wedded eyes first met,

In our minds till then
Distinct had not been the song of birds ;

The murmur of the forests sounded at times

And at times died away.

Midst a family of many people
(Quietly began to be created

A secluded world for us two.
As birds day after day

Gather sticks and straws to build their nests
So simple were the materials that made up our world.

It was built with floating bits
Dropped off from the fleeting moments,

Its value was not in its construction,

Not in the richness of material.

(Lines from Syamali ;: The Break)

(20)



(i)
O woman, you are not merely the handiwork of God, but also of men ;

these are ever endowing you with beauty from their hearts.

Poets are weaving for your a web with threads of golden imagery ;

painters are giving your form ever new immortality.

The sea gives its p2arls, the mines their gold, the summer gardens

their flowers to deck you, to cover you, to make you more precious,
The desire of men’s hearts has shed its glory over your youth.

You are one-half woman and one-half dream.

(The Gardener : LIX)

(1)
Woman, thou hast made my days of exile
tender with beauty,

and hast accepted me to thy nearness
with a simple grace

that is like the smile with which the
unknown star welcomed me

when [ stcod alone at the balcony and
gazed upon the southern night.

There came the voice from above : We know you,

For you have come as our gue.st of light,”

Even in the same great voice thou hast cried to me : I know you™.
And though I know not thy tongue, Woman,

I have heared it uttered in thy music,——

“You are ever our guest on this earth,
poet, the guest of love.”

(Peems: No. 72)
(21)



The Eternal ?
(i)
My life caught in the body’s frame,
it has its moments of thrill,
its sudden tremors of consciousness,
why is it so impatient, to speak what ?
To voice the bodiless ........
The seed sleeps beneath the ground,
the warmth of chaitra, the dews of magha,
and the rains of shravana touch it,
In the heart of the darkness it dreams
of the wonderful-yet-to-be,
is that dream its only fulfilment ?
In dawn's light comes the hour of the tflower ;

why it shall never be ?
(Sesh Saptuk No.9)*
(ii)
The first day’s sun
asked
at the manifestation of new being—
Who are you.
No answer came.
Year after year went by,
the last sun of the day
the last question utters
on the western sea-shore,
in the silent evening ——
Who are you,

He gets no answer,
(Poems : No. 127)

()

They who are near to me do not know that you are
nearer to me than they are.

They who speak to me do not know thar my heart
is full with your unspoken words.

They who crowd in my path do not know I am
walking alone with you.

They who love me do not know that their love

brings you to my heart.
(Poems : No. 22)

* Quoted from The Later Poems of Tagore by Sisirkumar Ghesh.
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The Lovely Miracle
(i)

“Alas ! who can hold you but the sky ?”
Cried the dew drop—
“Q, Sun, I can dream of you,

but I cannot serve you.
I have not the strength to grasp you.
So my tiny life is only a teardrop without you.”
“I llumine the world

with the splendour of my light.
Yet I may be held

by a wee little dew drop,

and love it.,”

Replied the beaming Sun,—
“Small in the small, I will fill your being,
and make your little life blossom

into a smile.” *

* From the (ly-leaf of Tagore b, Fireside by Maitraye Devi
(ii)
Bathed in morning light
All things are made holy and beautiful.
The formless One, the limitless,
With its touchstone creates forms of Joy.
Under the altar of the ever-old
Is consecrated the ever-new.
In sunshine and shadow,
Is woven the cloth of earth
With threads of green and blue.
The leaves dance in rhythm
With the heart-beat of the sky.
From forest to forest,
On the neck of morning
Sparkles the necklace of diamond.
The random songs of birds
Chant their praises to the goddess of life,
The love in the heart of man,
Gives them the touch of immortality—
It makes sweet the dust of earth
And spreads over it
The throne of Eternal Man.
(Arogya : No 2)
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«“BEWARE!”

At the old nations' council-chambers

plans and protests are pressed flat
between the tight-shut prudent lips.

In the meanwhile across the sky rush
with their blazing blasphemy

the soulless swarms of vulture-machines
carrying their maissiles of ravenous
passion for human entrails.
Give me power, O awful Judge,
sttting on the throne of Eternity,
give me a voice of thunder.
that I may hurl imprecation
upon this cannibal whose gruesome hunger
spares neither women nor children,

that my words of reprcach may ever rock
upon the heart-throbs of a histery
humiliated by itself,

till this age choked & chained

finds the bed of its final rest in its ashes.

(Lines from Poems : No 107)

e
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Ubiding Recampense
(i)

Ignored by the tribe,
I have wandered about
hungry for the contact of Man,
the Man whose guest-house

is without walls or sentries.

I found my lonely mates
among those who have come in the great epochs of history
with light, with the voice of peace and benediction,
1n the power of the spirit,
the heroes, the sages, the winners of death;

they are my familiars, men of my clan and colour.

In their eternal purity am I ever-pure,
the wayfarers of the path of truth,

worshippers of light, deserving of beatitude,

Man is lost within the bounds of limit.
I have met him beyond the frontiers
of all nations and countries.
To him have I prayed with folded hands,
“0O Man of all times, O Man in the hearts of all men, deliver us
from the pride of exclusiveness

flaunting its caste-mark of separation.
O divine Man, blessed am I that I have known you,
from beyond the dark shores,——

I, the uninitiate and the outcast.”

_ (Prantik No. 19)*
* Quoted from The Later Poems of Tagore by Sisir Kumar Ghosh.
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(ii)
I have ever loved thee in a hundred forms and times,
Age after age, in birth following birth,
The chain of songs that my fond heart did weave
Thou graciously didst take around thy neck,
Age after age, in birth following birth.

When I listen to the tales of the primitive past,

The love-pangs of the far distant times,

The meetings and partings of the ancient ages,

I see thy form gathering light

Through the dark dimness of Eternity

And appearing as a star ever fixed in the memory of All

(Poems : No. 6)

(111 )
Through death and sorrow
there dwells peace
in the heart of the Eternal,
Life's current flows without cease,
the sunlight and starlights
carry the smile of existence

and springtime its songs,

Waves rise and fall,
the flowers blossom and fade
and my heart yearns for its place

at the feet of the Endless.
(Poems : No. 33)
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(iv)
Blessed am I that I am born to this land and.that I had

the luck to love her.

What care I if queenly treasure is not in her store but
precious enough is for me the living wealth of her love.

The best gift of fragrance to my heart is from her own
flowers and I know not where else shines the moon
that can flood my being with such loveliness.

The first light revealed to my eyes was from her own
sky and let the same light kiss them before they are
closed for ever.

(Poems : No. 38)

——n g — "

SCINTILLATIONS

(i)
I touch God in my song

as the hill touches the far-flung sea
with its waterfall.

(i)
In love I pay my endless debt to thee
for what thou art.”
* (Fireflies)
(27)



Summum Bonum
(i)

I know life is sacred.

One knows not by what unseen path she’has come,
Rising from the fountain of the Unknown,

And taken form in wondrous reality.

Filling his golden pitcher

The sun bathes and purifies life each morning.
This life has given voice

To the day, to the night;

It decks with flowers the temple

For the worship of the Unseen,

And in silent twilight

Kindles the lamp of evening,

Her first love

Life offered to the world.

At her golden touch

All my daily loves blossom forth —

I have loved my beloved,

I have loved the flowers of this world ;
Whatever she touches,

She makes her very own.

With a book she enters the world—
At first the pages are bare,

Gradually they fill,

And when the day ends

The picture becomes clear

And the beads of self-knowledge are strung together.
Then the heedless artist

Draws a black Iine

Through the letrters ;

But a few remain—

Those in letters of gold.

They shine along with the Pole-Star—
A delight to the heavens.”

(Last Poems : No. 7)
(28)



(i)

Work your havoe and pile up the wreck

vet in the midst of this ruin

the luminous spot of inward joy

will burn brigbt as ever.

For it was fed day after day on the heavenly wipre

which the Gods pour on earth through every sight and sound,
I had loved them all

and sung of that love.

That love has lifted me above your bounds,

the love that shall abide, even though its words grow feeble,

defaced by constant use,

On this love of mine have traced their autographs
the pollen of the mango - blossom,

and the dew-cooled fragrance of the sephalika

the twitterings of the doels in early dawn

and the rapturous touch of the beloved.

When I take my leave of you, O Earth,

take back from me, carefully reckoning,

all that you had vouchsafed to me,

the outfit and provision for a life’s sojourn

Yet never think that I hold your gifts but slight,

Ever grateful I am to this clay - cast mould

through which I have had my introduction to the Formless.

(Foems : No. 109)
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The White Radiance of Eternity
(1)

To-day in the midst of my birthday
I am lost.

I want near me my friends—

The gentle touch of their hands,

I shall take with me—

Earth's ultimate love,

Life's parting gitt,

Man’'s last blessing.

My bag is empty to-day.

All that I had to give,

I have given utterly.

The little gifts I receive daily —
Some affections, some forgiveness—
I shall take with me,

When in my little raft

I make my last crossing

To the voiceless festival of the End !

(i)
The journey nears the road-end
where the shadows deepen with death.
The setting sun unties the last strings of its gifts,
Squanders gold with both hands.

Death is lighted with festive colours ;
Life is before me.

(Last Poems : No, 10)

With this word my breath will stop :
I loved.

Love’s overbrimming mystery
joins death and life. It

Has filled my cup of pain

and joy.
(Amiya Chakravarti
A Tagore leader, Page 359)
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(iti }
Your creation’s path you have covered
with a varied net of wiles,
Thou Guileful One.
False belief’s snare you have
laid with skilful hands

1n simple lives.

With this deceit have you left a mark
on Greatness ;

for him kept no secret night.

The path that 1s shown to him

by your star

is the path of his own heart

ever lucid,

which his simple faith

makes eternally shine.

Crooked outside yet it is straight within,
in this is his pride.

Futile he is called by men.

Truth he wins '

in his inner heart washed

with his own light,

Nothing can deceive him,

the last reward he carries

to his treasure-house.

He who has easefully borne your wile
gets from your hands

the unwasting right to peace.

(31)
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By Shvi R. C. Pillai, M. A.

The Problem of India was the Prob-
lem of the World in mintature. India
is too vast in its area and too diverse
in its races. It 1s many countries
packed in one geographical receptacle,
It is just the opposite of what
Europe truly is, mainly one country
made into many, Thus Europe 1in
its culture and growth has had the
advantage of strengeth of the many
as well as the strength of the one.
India. on the contrary, being mater-
ially many yet adventitiously one, has
all along suffered from the looseness
of its diversity and the feebleness of
its unity. A true unity is a round
globe, it rolls on; carrying its burden
easily: but diversity is a many corner-
ed thing which has to be dragged
and pushed with all force. 'Be it said
10 the credit of India that this diver-
sity was not her own creaticn; she
has had to accept it as a fact from the
beginning of her history.’—So goes
the description of India by Rabindra-
nath Tagore.

The versatility of Rabindranath's
genius is known to us all. He helped
India to regain her moral equilibrium
and to gain a high status in the
Commity of Nations. Though the
best element in the genius of Rabin-
dranath Is his poetic ability, this, by
no means, is the only element. He
was born with the unique capacity
for deep thinking and it is by that
excellent foresigtht and imagination

that he saw many of the problems of
our national life. He has given gur
dance to the nation at all momena
of crisis and helped it to overcom
unexpected obstacles. Though not prx
marily a political thinker, he had the
vision of a great political thinker. I
fact, he was one of the great politica
philosophers of this age. He thougha
long ago about those problems, social
and political, which have actually
revealed themselves only later. Long
before the country was free, he left
stored in his books his considered
views on those problems which have
been gradually raising their heads
long after the attainment of freedem.

1 he Principle of Self-reliance

The fundamental tenet of his
political philosophy is Self-reliance.
It 1s by taking his stand on this
carainal principle that he tried to
analyze the question of Indian-
nationalism in his political discourses.
He had to face much adverse
criticism at that time to establish the
principle which is universally recog-
nized these days. It was Rabindra-
nath who was one of the intellectual
leaders of, what we call, the ‘Swadeshi
Movement.” At that time he actually
entered the political field. Those
who recollect those eventful days can
easily understand the electrifying
effect the poet’s addresses, songs and
even his presence used to have. It
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must be, admitted that had the
‘Swadeshi Movement’ been deprived
of his spiritual leadership, it would
have taken an altogether different
shape.

His plea for a Constructive
Programme.

In the beginning of the Indian
Freedom Movement, there was not
the conflict between parties which
is there today. At that time there was
one party known as the Indian Con-
gress; it had no real and definite social
programme. They had a few grievances
for redress by the authorities. They
wanted larger representation in the
Council House and more freedom in
Municipal government. In fact, they
needed mere scraps of things, but they
had no constructive programme. Since
they had no constructive programme,
Tagore says, he did not have any
enthusiasm for their methods. It
was, therefore. his stong conviction,
that what India needed the most was
constructive work coming from
within herself. Hence his sugges-
tion—: “In this work we must take
all risks and go on doing the
duties which by right are ours,
though in the teeth of persecution,
winning moral victory at every step
by our failure and suffering. We
must show those who are over us that
we have 1n ourselves the strength of
moral power, the power to suffer for
truth. Where we have nothing
to show, we have only to beg."1*

His Views on Extremism

The Congress, however, lost power
because the people soon came torealize
how futile was the half-way policy
adopted by them. The party split,
and there arrived the Extremists
who questioned the wisdom of the
methods of prayers and petitions
followed by the Moderates in order to
achieve their political objective, They
advocated indzpendence of action and
discarded the method of piécemeal-
reform. Their ideals were based on
western history. In the words of
Tagore, the Extremists had no
sympathy with the special problems
of India. They did not even recognize
the patent fact that there were causes
in our social organization which
made the Indian incapable of coping
with the alien.

Nationalism is more Social than Political.

It is through these special social
problems that Tagore has trited to
approach the great question of Indian
nattonalism. This is particularly evi-
dent from his own saying. “The
thing, we in India, have to think of
is this—to remove those social
customs and ideals which have
generated a want of self-respect and
a complete dependence on those above
-us—a state of affairs which has been
"brought about entirely by the domi-
‘Tnation In India of the caste system,
and the blind and lazy habit of
relying upon the authority of
traditions that are incongruous—
anachronisms in the present age.”*"

* Nationalism
By Rebindranath Tagore.

**  Nationalism in India
By Rabindranath Tagore
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Thus according to Tagore the real
problem of Indian nationalism was
more social than political. To him
a nation “is the very aspect of a
whole people as an organized Power.””

Where Tagore and Gandhiji differed

As early as in 1920 Tagore had
prophetically put his finger on the
stirling quality of Gandhijt when he
observed : “Hisis a liberated Soul.”
Gandhiji had also recognized in
Rabindranath Tagore a fearless con-
science-keeper of the Indian People
when be described him as “a Great
Sentinel.”

If these two dominating personali-
ties of the country had high regard for
each other, they also often differed.
During the early twentlies, when Gan-
dhiji had already launched the Non-
co-operation Movement Rabindranath
raised the voice of independent
thinking against the Movement
which, he thought, was thriving on

blind following and mass hyys-
teria. Tagore's misgivings sparked
off the  controversy. Gandhiji

excelled in the controversy. Gandhiji
was clear-cut, precise and eloquent
while Tagore at times, like all artists,
appeared to be discursive and
rambling,

In answer to Tagore's charge that ‘our
present struggle to alienate our heart
and mind from those of the West isan
attempt at spiritual suicide,” Gandhiji
said, “our non-co-operation is neither
with the English ncr with the West.

Our non-co-operation is with the sys-
tem the English have established.
with the material civilization and its
attendant greed and exploitation of
the weak ;... ... Qur non-co-opera-
tion 1s a refusal to co-operate with the
English administrators on their own
terms.**

Though one may not be sufficient-
ly convinced by Tagore's argument
against the Non-co-operation Move-
ment and its different facets, one cer-
tainly finds much in his articles that
is full of wisdom and foresight and also
much that is prophetic. The following
statement made byTagore in1921 could
as well have been made by Nehru in
1961. “From now onward any natica
which takes an isolated view of
its country will run counter to the
spirit of the New Age, and know no
peace ... ... ... ... The war has torn
away a vell from before our minds.
What is harmful to the world is
harmful to each one of us™.

The country has become free to-
day. But an unexpected problem has
arisen with the attainment of this
freedom. On the oneside is our attain-
ment of political power and on the
other the question of maintaining
unity and solidarity among the di-
verse elements, We have been able
to overthrow the Britishers from
power but have we been able to make
the country our own? Perhaps,
Rabindranath had foreseen this state
of affairs, for he had written the
following words a long time ago, “If it

* Ibid

*  Tagore Gandhi Controversy' : Compiled
By R.K. Prabhu
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happens that one day at the end of a
chapter in Indian history, the British
at the time of their departure leave
behind on the ruins of their ordered
rule crores of people unused to selt-
reliance, unable to defend themselves,
then whom shall we blame for our
endless misfortune ridden by eternal
poverty ? Is it then written on the
scroll of destiny that the Indians
would remain divided among them-
selves and will not be bound to one
another by ties of common good”.*

Rabindranath clearly realized what
the country and the country’s welfare
mean and he had warned us in proper
time. This is explained by the fact
that we have not yet come to have
full faith in that principle of self-re-
liance on our own strength of which

Rabindranath was the true prophet,

for this was the central point of his
political doctrine. How true his
words ring in the well-known song :

“If they answer not to thy call
walk alone,

If they are afraid and cower
mutely facing the wall,

O thou of evil luck,

open thy mind and speak out alone.

If they turn away, and desert you
when cressing the wilderness,

O thou of evil luck,

trample the" thorns under
tread,

and along the blood-lined track
travel alone.

thy

If they do not hold up the light

when the night is trbubled with
storm,

O thou of evil luck,

with the thunder flame of pain
ignite thine own heart

and let it burn alone.”

(Poems. No. 40)
alone

Such self-reliant hearts
create unity in diversity.

Though an artist of the most
delicate sensitiveness, he was not
cloistered, He never hesitated to speak
out his mind when necessarv, He
boldly opposed the partition of Bengal.
Disdaining personal honcur, while bis
countrymen were repressed and in-
sulted, he returned his knighthood to
Lord Chelmsford as a protest against
the firing in the Jallianwalla Bagh at
Aroritsar.

* Tagore Centenary Souvenir.—Edited by Dewan Ram Parkash

X X X

X X X

(i) We gain when the full price for our right to live is paid.

(ii) Its store of snow Is the hill’s own burden its out-pouring of streams

is borne by all the world.

(iii) The Morning, Star whispers to Dawn,

for me."”
“Yes” she answers,

“Tell me that you are only

“and also for that name-less flower.”

{Quoted from Tewaids Universal Man)
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*

What 1s this melody that overflows
my life, only I know and my

heart knows.

Why I watch and wait, what I beg
and from whom, only I know and

my heart knows,

The morning smiles like a friend at
my gate, the evening droops do
like a flower by the edge of the —

woods,

The flute music floats 1n the air in
the dawn and in the dusk. It
beguiles my thoughts away from

my toils.

W hat is this tune and who plays it
ever, only I know and my heart

knows.*

(Poems : No. 35

-
P A
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The Magic touch of Gurudev’'s Songs:
(AN UNFORGETTABLE EXPERIENCE)

By Deenabandhu C. F. Andrews

“The night when I first met the
Poet was at Rothenstein's house, on
the hill near Hampstead Heath.
H. W. Nevinson had taken me there.
He had met me by accident in the
street and had told me casually that
Rabindranath Tagore had arrived in
London. He mentioned also that
W. B. Yeats was that very night
reading aloud some of Tagore's poems
in Rothenstein’s house. It was in the
summer of 1912, and my eagerness was
so great that I hurried along almost
too excited to talk to Nevinson as we
walked up the hill to meet the Poet.

The readings that were given by
W.B. Yeats were taken from Gitanjali
and as I listened, I was spell-bound.
It is quite impossible for me to des-
cribe it in words what had happened.
The music of the poems took posses-
sion of me and their beauty enthrall-
ed me. The Poet himself was there,
in the background, shrinking from
observation, and I can well recollect
how my one great longing at that
moment was to touch his feet. From
the lighted room and the Poet’s
presence and the sound of the music
of his poems. I went out at last into
the late evening twilight and walked
in solitude on Hampstead Heath.
The moon had just begun to rise and
the air was full of enchantment,
Darkness was slowly creeping over
the earth and a beautiful after—

glow of light was still visible in the
west. The glamour of it all was
upon me and I wandered across the
Heath up and down hardly knowing
where I was going. At that hour 1
was literally ublivious of time and
space and things external. There was
an inner vision of beauty that I saw
with the eye of the spirit. I went
tar beyond the bounds of the temporal
and material world.*

The joy of this illumination has
never altogether passed away. When-
ever I return into the Poet's presence
after a long absence, the memory of
it unfailingly comes back to me, He
has introduced me into the secret of
this new spirit of beausy in the uni-
verse, Since the first time of vision
I have tried to see this beauty with
his eyes, both as he describes it in
his own songs and as be builds up its
living fabric in his Ashram.”

X X X
‘Opening momentarily her clay
doots,

The Earth shows her hidden
chamber

—a glimpse of the world beyond,

shut in the heart of mortal sphere

in an immortal vessel.

From there the bewitching spring
enchants the trees,

Form of the Formless takes shape
in leaves.’

From The Great Wonderer By Maitraye Devi : Pp, 31-32
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Tagore - the Significance of his Life and Work.

By Shrid. K. Jain; M. A.

TAGORE is beyond a shadow of
doubt, a great lyrical poet. He is a
poet of vision, who ‘sees into the very
life of things' and sings passionately
of'God’, of joys and sorrows of human
life, of the beauties of nature and
sometimes of its terror and its ruth-
lessness. His poetry fulfils one of
the greatest needs of the human spirit-
the need of adoration of and reve-
rence for the Infinite and the repose
that flows from an awareness of it,
It is a reservoir of spiritual energy.
If we surrender outselves humbly to
its serene strength, we are lifted
above the trivial cares and anxieties
of every day life and look upon the
world as an intensely fascinating
phenomenon,the visible image of the
Divine. We come back to our normal
selves becalmed, refreshed and filled
wich z2st for living

But Tagore, the man, fascinates
me even more than Tagore, the pcet.
‘It was as a man that he was greatest
of all’, says Edward Thompson of him.
He was one of the completest men
that ever lived, He did not neglect
any constituent of the torality of his
being. He allowed himself the ut-
most freedom and grew freely until
the last moment of his life like a tree
or a stream that 1s ever-fresh, ever-
new, ever-expanding, The many-sided-
ness. the vitality and the dynamism
of Shakespeare that is reflected in his
plays can be seen in Tagore's life. He

is, to my mind, a symbol of the whole
man, the eternal explorer, ‘the e:er-
nal traveller’. ‘still achieving, still
pursuing’. That is perhaps the reascn
that his contemporaries could not
always understand him, He outgrew
them and left them baffled. This
aspect of his life is brought out rather
well by Dr. V.S. Naravane in his
article, ‘The Eternal Traveller’, in the
Tagore Centenary Issue of ‘The Illus
trated Weekly of India, Bombay’
Therein he says, “Again and again
the world discovered with a start that
Rabindranath Tagore could not be
taken for granted. His ideas could
not be docketed, nor his art labelled.
Acclaimed as the greatest ‘religicus
poet of our age, he suddenly cham-
pioned the cause of modern Science.
From a deeply meditative existence.
he often jumped into the fray ot
social and political controversies. At
sixty he emerged as a painter, at
seventy he startled his readers with
new experiments in style and diction.
For all his mysticism, he would unex-
pectedly put forward ideas and
schemes saturated with intense real-
ism. And when it was generally
believed that the great dreamer had
finally secreted himself in the soli-
tude of his Ashram, he would sud-
denly pack his bags and go wandering
around the globe.”

He was born in a wealthy family
and if he had wanted, he could have
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fived a life of comfort and security
agatroubled by either what was hap-
pzning outside or inside him, But men
of energy have no taste for mere ease:
they launch out on the waters of life
exploring new realms of conscious-
ness, new modes of expression, new
fields of action. At the age of eight,
be sought self-expression in poetry
and poatry and he grew into life-long
companions, He wrete copiously and
the result was that he became one of
our greatest poets who compelled
tbe attention of the whole world,
when he was awarded the Nobel-prize
for literature in 1913, He wrote anp
enormously large number of songs
fmote than 2000} and set them to
music. Thez greatest tribute to his
power as a writer of songs lies in the
Ect that they are found on the lips
of the humble-folk of Bengal. He
rrote short-stories some of which (‘e.g.
Fhe Cabuliwallah’) are of considera-
Me merit. He wrote plays and novels,
though not of great excellence by
WNestern stardards. In the last two
kecades of his life, he discovered him-
elf as a painter and his paintings
ishered ina new school of painting
m Bengal. He wrote fine essays and
Ms prose, though exhortatory and
poetic in tone, bears the impress of
his penetrating intellect, his powers
pf observation and analysis, his abi-
kty to build up his argument and his
acute understanding of some of the
ills of our modern life, especially
militant nationalism and exaggerated
emphasis on material prosperity.

In his later life we find him
broadening out into the field of
action, in the sense in which it is

commonly under stccd. He did nct
feel satisfied with merely creating a
new world though words, sounds and
images. He wanted to remculd this
world and worked” for it. He saw
that his people were groaning under
foreign domination and gave vuice
to their urge for freedom. He realiz-
ed that it was futile to get engaged
in the political controversies of the
day and that the great need of the
hour was silent and solid work.  For
this purpose he established the
Shantiniketan, that was one of the
greatest experiments in education and
the Sriniketan, the institute of
reconstruction of the Indian village,
where villagers were given a new
dignity, a new self-respect in their
crafts,

Rabindranath possessed great per-
sonal charm.. He was a fine conver-
sationalist. Every one who came into
contact with him was struck parti-
cularly by his humaneness, warmth,
unassuming manners and humility
which only the greatest have. He
never quite lost his childlike simpli-
city of heart. His lcve of children,
understanding of their nature and the
immense pleasure that he always got
from playing with them bear eloquent
testimony to that. To all this was
added a majestic appearance that
reflected, quite adequately, the majes-
ty of his mind. “The creator”’, to
quote Dr. Krishanlal Sridharni. “was
seldom kinder in bestowing on one
man the triple blessings of talent.
beauty and lineage. And beauty,
rather than ‘handsomeness’, was the
word to describe Rabindranath Tagore.
Six foot three, with Indo-Aryan fea-
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tures and complexion, full brow and
deep-brownr eyes, silvery grey-beard
and flowing, waving long hair, wear-
ing his high turban and silken robes;
to many an American, Tagore resem-
bled Christ as he is depicted in
the paintings of Leonardo Da Vinci.
His tapering fingers looked like flames
of fire, reminding one of the fingers
painted by the artists of the Ajanta
Caves”. It was perhaps some Ameri-
can poet who observed that Tagore
made them look mean in his presence.

Rabindranath rejected the kind of
asceticism which shuts out our life
and our world, The imperfection of
the temporal did not repel him. On
the contrary, he loved ‘your mourn-
ful dust, Mother Earth’. The terrible
facts of loneliness, pain and death did
not drive him away into a far-off
sanctuary. He embraced the finite,
the many, and found the Infinite, the
One, hidden there. In all his work
we find him being severe on those
Sanyasis who withdraw from the
active scene of life into temples of
some kind. “Mine is not the delive-
rance”, he declared, “achieved through
mere renunciation. Mine is rather
the freedom that wastes itse2lf in a
thousand associations.”” Life for him
was sanctified by a personal experi-
ence of ‘the sublime and blessed mood’

in which the cover of triviality Is
lifted from all objects and their
beauty compels us to have reverence
for them. Here I like to quote the
entire passage from his ‘Reminiscences’
in which he describes his vision : “As
I would stand on the balcony, the
gait, the figure, the features of each
one of the passers-by, whoever they
might be, seemed to me all so extra-
ordinarily wonderful as they flowed
past,—waves on the sea of the uni-
verse, From infancy I had seen only
with eyes but I now began to see
with the whole consciousness. I could
look upon the sight of two smiling
youths, nonchalantly geing their way,
the arm of the one on the other’s
shoulder, as a matter of small momentg;
for through it I could see the fathom-
less depths of the eternal spring of
Joy, from which numberless spravs
of laughter leapt up throughout the
world ......... ...

When of a sudden from some
innermost depth of my being, a ray cf
light found its way out, it spread over
and illuminated the whole universe
which then no longer appeared like
heaps of things and happenings, but
was disclosed to my sight as one
whole. This experience seemed tol
tell me of the stream of melody issu-
ing from the very heart of the

* No. my friends, | shall never be an ascetic, whatever you may say.
) shall never be an ascetic if she does not take the vow with me. :
it is my firm resolve that if [ cannot find a shady shelter and a companion for my penance,

shall never turn ascetic.

Mo, my friends, [ shall nev.r leave my hearth and home, and retire into the forest solitud
if rings no merry laughter in its echoing shade and if the end of no saffron mantle flutten

in the wind : if its silence is not deepened by soft whispers.

I shall never be an ascetic.

The Gardener : XLE

Also read Gitanjali . LXXII quoted on Page |1,
(40)
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Let me give my all to him. before { am asked.

whom the world offers its all.
¥WWhen | came to him for my gifts, | was not afraid ;

And | will not fear, when | come to am,

to give up what | have

The marning accepts his gold with songs,

the evening pays him back the debt of gold and is glad,
The joy of the blecoming flower. comes to fruit

with shedding of its leaves.

Fage 390

! lose thee. to find thee back again ind again.
My beloved

Thou leavest me, that | may receive thee all the more
when thou returnest

Theu canst varash behind the moment’s s¢reen
Only because thou art mine for evermore,

My beloved

Wher [ go in search of thee. my heart trembles,
spreading ripples across my love

Thou smilest «f rough the disguise of utter absence,

and my tears sweeten thy smile

Pape 199

The Cyede of Spring

Celterted Puips 2nd Pgams of Raboadianath Topors
Tagore in the role of the
Blind Singer: From the
painting by Abnindra-
nath Tagore.



Let all the strains of joy mingle in my last song—
joy that makes the earth flow over in the riotous
excess of the grass, the joy that sets the twin
brothers, life and death, dancing over the wide
world, the joy that sweeps in with the tempest,
shaking and waking all life with laughter, the joy
that sits still with its tears on the open red lotus
of pain, and the joy that throws everything it
has upon the dust, and knows not a word.’

Gitanjali © LVHI
X X X

*One word keep for me in thy silence. O World,
when | am dead, ‘l have loved'.”

Stray Birds : CCLXXVI



universe and spreading over space
and time, re-echoing thence as waves
of joy which flow right back to the
SOULCE .ovvvcn veens

The whole world was one glorious
music, one” wonderful rhythm. The
houses in the street, the men moving,
children playing, all seemed parts of
one glorious whole inexpressibly glo-
rious’.

This ‘new Earth’, this ‘new Hea-
ven’ cannot be dreamt of, as Coleridge
said, ‘by the sensual aad the proud.
This joy 1s given only to ‘the pure
and in their purest hour! 3o Tagore

strove for a purity of the whole being, .

a freedom trom the delusion of ego-
istic desire. lust, pride and greed. All
his thoughts, feelings and actions
were pervaded by a sense of ‘life of
my life’, In this particular respect
he came to belong to the great Indian
tradition of saints like Kabir and
Surdas who dedicated their songs to
the Lord. Tagore wanted like them
to “make my life simple and straight,
ilike a flute of reed for Thee to fill
'with music” But he differed from
his saintly predecessors in accepting
the world of forms. If this world was
created by a Perfect Being, it was
surely not created to flee away from.
If there was any salvation, that was
t be found ‘here and now’. Life
must be lived and lived fually. True
tullness of life demands an awareness
of the Formless, a puricy of being that
goas beyond the usual narrow ethical
code without eliminating it, a freedom
from prejudice, a vigorous and ever-
seeking intellect, a fully developed
aesthetic sensibility, a full-blocded

exercise of the senses; in short, a
synthesis of ‘the wvitally savage  ard
‘the mentally civilized",

All art strives for the expression
of that something in human nature
which is deeper than the conscious
mind which functions most of the
time in terms of what is received
from the outside———conventions,
obligations, duties and restraints, As
we live according to what is expected
of us, we tend to become non-entities,’
mere ‘cogs’ in moral and social machi-
nery. In course of time a great vio-
lence or damage is done to the sponta-
neous inside us and a nameless anxiety
starts eating into ocur very vitals.
Thus to preserve our vitality, as
Huxley brought it out rather well, it
is essential to find such an outlet for
the instinctual energy as does not
strike at the roots of organization and
order in society. Tagore tound this
release in arts, especially 1in music and
dancing and that is why he made
them vital parts of the life at
Shantiniketan. Without the arts
‘which are the spontancous overflow
of our deeper nature and spiritual
magnificence’, Tagore said, knowledge
is ‘a dead load of dumb wisdom,”

Tagore had a sensitive social con-
science. He would never rest content
with a personal deliverance. He
wanted full life for the whole of
human society. Not a single human
being was to be neglected. Freedom
did not have any meaning if it was
not freedom for all. It would be
callous to live in an ivory tower of
bliss, when one's fellow-beings were
victims of oppression, mjustic, pover-
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ty of spirit and mind and body. One’s
destiny lay in participation in the
life of others, in joining the “great
tair of common human life”. . His
God’s peace was burst by ‘the coward-
ice of the weak, the arrogance of the
strong, the greed of fat prosperity,
the rancour of the wronged, pride of
race, and insult to man’. His heart
throbbed with sympathy and love for
‘the poorest, and lowliest, and lost,
among whom his Master walked.”
He was thankful that “my lot lies with
the humble who suffer and bear the
burden of power, and hide their faces
and stifle their sobs in the dark.” He
was sure that, **...every throb of their
pain has pulsed in the secret depth of
Thy night, and every insult has been
gathered into Thy great silence.
And the morrow is theirs.”

The ideals of life that he believed
in are embodied in the large number
of prayers that are scattered all over
his work. HereI would refer only
to three of them :

“Where the minds is without fear
and the head is held high ..... .
(Gitanjali : XXXV¥) quoted on page I8;

“This is my prayer to thee, my
lord—strike, strike at the root of pen-
ury in my heart.”

{Gitanjali : XXXVI) quoted on page 5.

and The Fruit-Gathering : LXXIX

“Let me not pray to be shelterea
from dangers but to be fearless
in facing them.

Let me not beg for the stilling of
my pain but for the heart to
conquer it,

Let me not look for allies in life's
battle-field but to my own
strength.

Let me not crave 1in anxious fear
to be saved but hope for the
patience to win my freedom.

Grant me that I may not be a
coward, feeling your mercy in
my success alone ; but let me
find the grasp of your hand in
my failure.”

It is clear from these three poems
what Tagore's concept of character
and personality was, He knew that
life yielded its full meaning only to
the fearless, sensitive, humane, unbias-
sed and independent seekers, I wish
that each one of us said the above
prayers in the privacy of his heart
every day and saw what happened to
him.

Tagore is significant for us in
other ways, too. He wasone of the
few Indians who saw that India, with
its different religions and races, was
essentially one. The tremendous assi-

* Read Gitanjali :

X|. quoted on pa:e 6 and Gutanjali z VIl -

The child who is decked with prince's robes and who has jewelled chains round his

neck loses all pleasure in his play ; his dress hampers him at every step.
in fear that it may be frayed, or stained with dust he keeps himself from the world,

and is afraid even to move,

Mother, it is no gain, thy bondage of finery, if it keeps one shut off from the
healthful dust of the earth, if it robs one of the right of entrance to che great fair of

commeon human life.
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milative power of this land filled him
with awe, It had attracted different
peoples from all over the world. In
spite of being ill-treated by them
sometimes, 1t had been enriched
immeasurably by this constant influx
of foreign cultures, Ina number of
songs and poems, he celebrated “this
vast sea of humanity that is India.”
As he was aware that modern India
was the work of many races, he wel-
comed them all.

"Come ye Aryan, come non-Aryan,
Hindu, Muslim, come,

Come ye English, come ye Christians,
welcome every one,

Come Brahmin, cleanse your mind
and clasp the hand of all,

Come ye outcaste, come ye lowly.
fling away the load of shame !
Come, one and all, to the Mother's,

crowning ..... v

Our national anthem, consisting of
the first stanza of a song of Tagore.
therishes his vision of *Qur India’
We can realize how significant it is
in the context of.the distuptive forces
shich are, alas ! operating today once
pgain in all parts of the country.

Rabindranath was a genuine cos-
mopelitan and univarsalist. He stood
bor a creative contact between dit-
Erent cultures and modes of life. *'So
we must prepare the grand field for
the co-ordination of the world,” he
geclared in ‘The Centre of Indian
Culture’, “where each will give to
and take from the other, where each
will have to be studied throughout
ﬁ.‘e growth of its stages in history.
is adjustment of knowledge through

bit were highly wundesirable.

comparative study, this progress in
intellectual co-operation is to be the
key-note of the coming age.” He
was not cheated by the m:th of the
inherent superiority of the Indian tra-
dition over others. He kept his mind
open to all influences without being
troubled by the notion that.they were
foreign. He wrote to Udai Shankar,
“There are no bounds to the depths or
to the expansion of any drt which,
like dancing, is the expression of life's
urge. We must never shut it within
the bounds of a stagnant ideal nor
detine it as either Indian or oriental
or occidental, for finality only robs it
of life’s privilege which is freedom.”
To him the whole human community
was cne, Its split into different frag-
ments and a clinging to one particular
His
‘Visva-Bharati’ is a living symtol of
his all-embracing mind. “wrewag ¥y
YT T qzafq & wafa (He alone sees,
who sees all beings as himself)”, he
declared in the language of the Upani-
shadic sages.

But he was a great realist, too. He
dld not lose the sense of realities of
growth in any hazy notions of uni-
versalism. He knew that we could
not learn from others if we did not
know what we ourselves were. Meet-
ing of cultures did not and should not
mean a rejection of our own culture.
When we approach others without
self-knowledge, we either dismiss
them or fall under their glamour. A
nation which sutfers from either a
sense of superiority or Inferiority is a
decadent nation. Imitation is not the
same thing as assimilation. Growth
cannot occur in a soil of self-pity or

(43)



self condition. Hence his opposition
to the British brand of education for
us :—"The educational institutionsin
our country are alms-bowl of know-
ledge: they lower our intellectual self-
respect; they encourage us to make a
foolish display of decorations com-
posed of borrowed feathers. What 1
object to is the artificial arrangement
by which this foreign education tends
to occupy all the space of our national
mind and thus kills, or hampers, the
great opportunity for the creation of a
new thought power by a new combi-
nation of truths”

So Tagore turned to his own coun-
try's classics for iInspiration, He ac-
cepted Kalidasa® as his master. He
drew upon his country’s mythclogy
and the works of Kalidasa for imagery,
and also from contemporary life, of
course. He discovered wherein lay
the glory of his people and wherein lay
their degradation."Once upon a rime.”
he reminded his countrymen, “we
were in possession of such a thing as
our own mind in India. It was living,
it thought, it felt, it evpressed icselt.
It was receptive as well as productive.’
He warned that “if the whole world
grows at last into an exaggerated West
then such an illimitable parody of the
modern age will die, crushed beneath
its own absurdity.” * T said to myself
that we must seek for our own inheri-
tance, and wich it buy our true place
in the world.”

Thus Tagore was perhaps the first
Indian intellectual who viewed his

traditions critically. No one was
more bitterly critical than he of the
evils that were sterilizing the Indian
mind; none else had realized the acute
need of deriving sustenance and food
from the India of antiquity. He was
denounced by some of his own coun-
trymen for being excessively wester-
nized. But he was only trying to
evolve a synthesis of the East and the
West. And, like all great men, he
had the courage of standing alone and

independent of popular prejudice.
His conscience was his strong
retreat,”

Edward Thompson has summed

up this aspect of Tagore admirably
well : "His mind and being were
100ted in India ; he was at home with
the forest sages and men and women
of heroic legend. But his genius was a
tree whose branches spread to every
land and time, and his catholicity was
as great as his courage, In politics,
in education, in ethics and social re-
construction, his findings were usuvally
untainted by nationalist prejudice:

his wisdom will be seen ever more
clearly as the centuries pass ....... ...

To sum up, he faced both East and
West, fijial to both, deeply indebted
to both ....... He has been both of his
nation, and not of it; his genius has
been born of Indian thought, not of
poets and philosophers alone but of
the common people, vet it has been
fostered by Western thought and
English literature; he has been the
mightiest of national voices. vet has

* Read The Fugitive and other Poems - |, IX :

“If 1 were living in the royal town of Ujjain, when Kalidasa was the King’ s poet, I should
know some Malwa girl and fiit my thoughts with the music of her name.........
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stood aside from his own folk in more
than one angry controversy.”

Let our friends, who are all the
time singing paeans of adulation of
western life, its thought and art and
decrying everything that smells of
Indian-ness, turn to Tagore and learn
from the great example set by him.
They should realize that they have no
right to despise their own people. and
their own culture. We may be back-

ward in certain ways (and we should-

make zvery effort to shake off our
weaknesses) but let us not forget that

we are also ahead of theWest in other
ways, Self-abasement will only sink
us in despair,

In the death of Gurudev, India
lost one of her greatest sons and the
world one of its wisest men and
melodious singers,

The only fitting ‘Shridbanjali’ that
we can pay to Tagore is that we
should study his life and works with
an open mind and try to absorb in
ourselves whatever strikes us as
valuable.

AN ANIKCDOTIK

“ One day, 1n a small village in Bengal, an ascetic woman frcm

the neighbourhood came to see me,

She had the name 'Sarvakhepi’ given

to her by the village people, the meaning of which is ‘the woman who is
mad about all things'; She fixed her star-like eyes upon my face and
startled me with the question, ‘When are you coming to meet me under-

neath the trees ¥

Evidently she pitied me who lived {according to her)

prisoned behind walls, banished away from the great meeting-place of
the All, where she had her dwelling. Just at that moment my gardener
came with his basket, and when the woman understood that the flowers
in the vase on my table were going to be thrown away, to make place for
the fresh ones, she looked pained and said to me, *You are always engaged

reading and writing ; you do not see.’

Then she took the discarded

flowers in her palms, kissed them and touched them with her forehead,

and reverently murmured to herself, ‘Beloved of my heart’.

I felt that

this woman, in her direct vision of the infinite personality in the heart
of all things, truly represented the spirit of India.”

(Gurudev : Creative Unity)
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THE NATIONAL ANTHEM
By Gurudev

Thou art the ruler of the minds of all people,
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny.

Thy name rouses the hearts

ot the Punjabh, Sind, Gujrat and Maratha,

of Dravid, Orisza and Bengal.

It echoes in the hills of the Vindhyas and Himalayas,
mingles in the mustc of Jumna and Ganges,
and 1s chanted by the waves ot the Indian Sea.
They pray for thy blessing and sing thy praise,
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny.

Victory, Victory, Victory to thee*

Day and night, thy voice goes out from land to land,

calling Hindus, Buddhists, Sikhs and Jains round thy throne

and Parsees, Mussalmans and Christians.

Ofterings are brought to thy shrine by the East and the West

to be woven in a garland of love.

Thou bringest the hearts of all peoples into the harmony of one life,
Thou Dispenser of Indias’ destiny,

Victory, Victory, Victory to thee.

Eternal Charioteer, thou drivest man's history

along the road rugged with rises and falls of Nations.
Amidst all tribulations and terror

thy trumpet sounds to hearten those that despair and droop,
and guide all people in their paths ot peril and pilgrimage.
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny,

Victory, Victory, Victory to thee.

When the long dreary night was dense with gloom
and the country lay still in a stupor,

thy Mother's arms held her,

thy wakeful eyes bent upon her face,

till she was rescued from the dark evil dreams
that oppressed her spirit,

Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny,

Victory, Victory, Victory to thee.

* This stanza has now been adopted as our National Anthem : ‘Jana-Gana-Mana.’
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The night dawns, the sun rises in the East,

the birds sing, the morning breeze brings a stir of new life.

Touched by golden rays of thy love
India wakes up and bends her head at thy feet.

Thou King of all Kings,
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny,
Victory, Victory, Victory to thee,

(Poems : No. 51)
X X X X

JANA-GANA-MANA

FA-TU-HT AAATF I 3
I - 9ig - fawEn
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‘[ shall be korn in India again ard again. With all her
poverty, misery and wretchedness, I love India best.
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Our Gem of many Facets

from Gurudey’'s Wrintings

(i) On tke Sense of Beauty.

Beauiy has brought our instinctive
urges under control. We are no
longer slaves of dire necessity because
the joy of beauty is there to liberate
us ........The mind has many levels,
The field of vision which is open to
our reasoning and intellectual facul-
ties becomes widened when our
emotions are brought into play. With
moral discrimination added to them,
the field is widened farther. And
once our spiritual insight lies open
infinitude becomes the limit. That
which we see with our mind’s eye,
gives us more satisfaction,
terms : Good and Beautiful connote
two different concepts because their
appeal and impact are different. y
Whenever we see the Good and the
True in perfect accord, the Beautiful
stands revealed. ... .. Beauty is Good
in its fulness as fulness of Beauty is
Good incarnate ... . Beauty reveals
God's majesty in the midst of His
creation. Goodness shows beauty not
so much as a thing to be parceived or
understood. The beauty of goodness
is a thing of much wider and deeper
significance——1it endows man with
Godliness, ... .. All our literature, all
our music and fine arts are tending
towards the True, whether conscicus-
ly or unconsciously. ...... Art and
literature bring home to us that what
1s True is joy, what is True is Eternal.
They annotate over and over again
the truth propounded by the Upani-
shads :

He is Truth in all its Beauty and
to realize Him is to taste Joy Ever-
lasting,

(From the Sense of Beauty)
(ii) On what is Art ?

Art like hife itself, has grown by
its own impulse. and man has taken
his pleasure in it without definitely
knowing what 1t 1Is. ...... For man,
as well as animals, it 1s necessaty to
give expression to feelings of pleasure
and displeasure, fear, anger, and love.
In animals, these emotional express-
ions have gone little beyond their
bounds of usefulness. But in man.
though they still have roots 1in
their original purposes, they have
spread their branches far and wide in
the infinite sky high above their soil.
Man has a fund of emotional energy
which is not all occupied with his
self-preservation. This surplus seeks
its outlel in the creation of Art, for
man’s civilization is built upon his
surplus ..... When a feeling 1s aroused
in our hearts which is far in excess
of the amount that can be completely
absorted by the object which has
aroused it, it comes back to us and
makes us conscious of ourseives by its
return waves, ..... Only man knows
himself, because his impulse of know-
ledge comes back to him in its excess.
..... The efflux of the consciousness
of his personality requires an outlet
of expression. Therefore, in Art,
man reveals hims¢lf and not his
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*That | exlst Is a perpetual surprise which is life.'



‘This is my delight, thus to wait and watch at the
wayside where shadow chases light and the rain
comes in the wake of the summer.

Messengers, with tidings from unknown skies, greet
me and speed along the road. My heart is glad
within, and the breath of the passing breeze is
Sweet.

From dawn till dusk 1 sit here before my door, and |
know that of a sudden the happy moment will
arrive when | shall see,

In the meanwhile | smile and | sing all alone. In the
meanwhile the air is filling with the perfume of
promise.’

Gitonfali ;' XLVI



objects . . The principal object of art,
being the expression of personality,
and not of that which is abstract and
analytical, it necessarily uses the lan-
guage of picture and music. This has
led to a confusion in our thought
that the object of art is the produc-
tion of beauty; whereas beauty in art
has been the mere instrument and not
its complete and uitimate significance,
...The artist finds out the unique, the
tndividual, which yet is in the heart
ef the universal. When he locks on
a2 tree, he looks on that tree as
unique, not as the botanist who
generalizes and classities .

-Where there is an element of the
superfluous in our heart’s relationship
with the world, Art has its birth, In
other words, where our personality
feels its wealth it breaksout.... In
our life we have one side which is
finite, where we exhaust ourselves
at every step, and we have ancther
side, where our aspiration, enjoyment
and sacrifice are infinite. This infi-
nite side of man must have its reveal-
ments in some symbols which have
the elements of immortality. There
it naturally seeks perfection. ...This
world. whose soul seems to be aching
for expression is its endless rhythm of
lines and colours, music and move-
ments, hints and whispers. and all the
suggestion of the inexpressible, finds
its harmony in the ceaseless longing
of the human heart to make the
Person manifest in its own creations.
...... This consciousness of the infinite
in the perscnal man, ever strives to
make its expressions immortal and to
make the whole world its own. In
Art the person in us is sending
answers to the Supreme Person, who

reveals Himself to us in a world of
endless beauty across the lightless
world of facts.

(From What is Art ?)
(iii) On the Artist

It is for the artist to remind the
world that with the truth of our
expression we grow in truth. When
the man-made world is less an expres-
sion of man's creative soul than a
mechanical device for some purpose
of power, then it hardens itself,
acquiring proficiency at the cost of
the subtle suggestiveness of living
growth. In his creative activities
man makes Nature instinct with his
own life and love. But with his
utilitarian energies he fights Nature,
banishes her from his world, deforms
and defiles her with the ugliness of
his ambitions.

This world of man’s own manufac-
ture, with its discordant shrieks argd
swagger, impresses on him the scheme
of a universe which has no touch of
the person and therefore no ultimate
significance. All the great civiliza-
tions that have become extinct must
have come to their end through such
wrong expression of humanity ;
through parasitism on a gigantic scale
bred by wealth, by man’s clinging re-
liance on material resources; through
a scoffing spirit of denial, of negation,
robbing us of our means of sustenance
in the path of truth.

It is for the artist to proclaim his
faith in the everlasting Yes———to
say : ‘[ believe that there is an ideal
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hovering over and permeating the
earth, an ideal of that Paradise which
is not the mere ocutcome of fancy, but
the ultimate reality in which all
things dwell and move.’

I believe that the vision of Para-
dise 1s to be seen in the sunlight and
the green of the earth, in the beauty
of the human face and the wealth of
human life, even in objects that are
seemingly insignificant and unprepos-
sessing. Everywhere on this earth the
spirit of Paradise is awake and send-
ing forth 1ts voice. It reaches our
inner ear without our knowing. It
tunes our harp of life which sends our
aspiration in music beyond the finite,
not only in prayers and hopes, but
also in temples which are the flames
of fire in stone, in pictures which are
dreams made everlasting, in the dance
which is ecstatic meditation in the
still centre of movement.

(From The Religion of an Artist.)
On the Language of the Universe

(a) 'The world of sound is a tiny
bubble in the silence of tlu. intinite.
The Universe has 1ts enly language of
gesture, it talks in the voice of pic-
tures and dance. Every object in this
world proclaims in the dumb signal of
lines and colours the fact that it is not
a mere logical abstraction or a mere
thing of use but 1s unique in itself, it
carries the miracle of its existence.

On Art and Aesthetics
Puge 103)

(Tugore :

(b) Most people do not or cannot

use their eyes well. They go about thea
own little business - —— unobservam
and listless. The artist has a call an&
must answer the challenge to compdd
the unperceptive majority to share im
bis joy of the visible, concrete world

— directly perceived. He sings rce
nor does he moralize. He lets he
work speak for itselt and :its messaze
is: Look, thisis what I am, Ay.r-
aham bho |

(Ibid : Page 109)
On the Role of Forms

“The man who shapes brings the
real very close to us, throwing ligkr
upon our awareness ot the realitr
within man., The real lies scatiered
about in many divers objects. I can-
not see it in its pure unfragmente]
state immediately. I can behold s
form. Art awakens a sense of the
real by establishing an intimate rel:-
tionship between our inner being ard
the universe at large. brlnglng us =
conscicusness of deep joy.

(Mabker of Forms : Art and
Aesthetics)

On the Divine Maker of Forms

“At the present time (29 Novemn-
ber, 1928) I wander about with eyes
open 1n the world of form where lines
crowd upon lines. As I watch the
trees, I seem to see so much of them.
[t is borne on me that this visibjz
world is a vast processicn of forms—
not tn any emotional. sentimental o-
inteliectval manner, but purely fo-
the sake of assembling different forms
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together. And strangely enough this
has become a source of great joy to
me. Almost intoxicating. These
days the lines have got the better of
mz. There is no escaping them.
Everyday they are tevealing them-

selves anew in ever new shapes and
attitudes. There is no end to his
mystery, At last ! have come to

know the mind of the Creator who is
himself an artist. Infinite ‘and in-
effable himself, he delights in draw-
ing lines upon lines, to set a limit to
himself. Limited in space they are
unlimited in diversity. Nor should
we forget that it is definition which
makes for perfection. When the
measureless finds its own measure—
it realizes itself. The joy in a picture
is a joy of a perfect sense of propor-
tion. The restraint of lines makes
the picture distinct and definite. To
see 1t i1s to see the thing itself-- what
ever it may be, a piece of stone, a
donkey, a cactus, an old woman—ir
does not matter. Whenever and
wherever we envision a thing as true
we touch the infinite and that is an
endless joy.

(From a letter to Rani Mahalanobis)
(iv) On true Spirituality

“There is no spirituality in the
cultivation of suffering for sume ulti-
mate gain : true spirituality lies in
sutfering for the sake of love, The
agonies of the man always In search
of wealth or the penances of the man
in search or a secure place in the next
world, cannot lead to fulfilment ; they
only denote an inner poverty. The
sacrifice that stems out of love alone

elevates the spirit to great heights of
strength and joy and helps life to
triumph over death,

[t is the joy In suffering that
m:les us transcend our ownselves,
and apprehend the universal. Suffer-
ing is the price of truth. It is an
enrichment of the spirit, and through
it we understand ourselves, and hu-
manity. So it is that the scriptures
tell us : ‘The spirit is not attainable
by the strengthless. In other words,
he who dozs not have the strength to
suffer cannot attain selt-realization.”

(From Towards Universal Man
FPage, 168-169)

(v) On the Value of Atmosljhere in
School Education.

Children have their active sub-
consctous mind which, like the tree,
has the power to draw food
trom the surrounding atmosphere.
For them the atmosphere is a
great deal more impoitant than
rules and methods, equipment, text-
books and lessons. The earth has her
mass ot substance in her land and
water; but if | may use figurative
language, she finds her stimulus in
her atmosphere, It evokes from her
responses in colour and perfume,
music and movement, In his society
man has about himself a diffuse at-
mosphere of culture. It keeps his
mind sensitive to his racial inheri-
tance, to the current of influences that
comme frem tradition; it enables him
to imbike unceonsciously the concen-
trated wisdomn of ages. But in our
educational ‘organizations we behave
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like miners, digging only for things
and not like the tillers of the earth
whose work is a perfect collaboration
with nature ... .. .. .. In educational
instituitions our faculties have to be
nourished in order to give our mind
its freedom, to make our imagination
fit for the world which belongs to
art, and to stir vur sympathy for hu-
man relationships. This last is even
more Important than learning the
geography of foreign lands.

(Ibid P. 300)

On How to live

Providence expects that we make
this world ocur ovwn, and not live in
it as though it were a rented tenement
We can only make it our own through
service, and that service is to lend it
love and beauty from our soul.

(From Talks in China : To Students)

On Having the Child Spirit

I have kept the child spirit, and
have found entrance to my mother's
chamber ; it was from her that the
symphony of awakening light sang to
me from the distant horizon, and I
sing now in response to it.

(1bid)

lized were our

Address to Gandhiji at
Shantinekatan

*.....50 disintegrated and demora-
people that many
wondered if India could ever rise
again by the genius of her own people
until there came on the scene a truly
great soul, a great leader of men, in
line with the tradition of the greatest
sages of old, whom we are today
assembled to  honour Mahatma

Gandhi.

He who has come to us today is
above all distinguished by his freedom
from any bias of personal or national
selfishness.  For the selfishness of
the Nation can be a grandly magnified
form of that same vice; the vicious-
ness is there all the same .. . ... Qur
reverence goes to the Mahatma whose
striving has ever been for truth, who
to the great good fortune of our
country at this stage time of its entry
into the new age, has never, for the
sake of immediate results, advised or
condoned any departure from the
standard of universal morality.

...... Now it has been declared that
it is for us to yield up life, not to
kill, and yet we shall win! A glorious
message, indeed, not a counsel of
strategy, not a means to a merely
political end. In the course of un-
righteous battle death means extinc-
tion ; in the non-viclent battle of
righteouness  something remains
after defeat victory, after death im-
morality. The Mahatma has realized
this in his own life, and compels our
belief in this truth.”
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“It is the element of unpredictability in art which
seems to fascinate me strongly. The subject matter of a
poem can be traced back to some dim thought in" the mind.
Once it leaves the matted crown of Shiva, the stream
of poetrv flows along its measured course---well-defined
by its two banks. While painting, the process adopted
by me is quite the reverse. First there is the hint of a
line, then the line becomes a form. The more pronounced
the form becomes the clear becomes the picture to my
conception. This creation of form Is a source of endless
wonder If I were a finished artist I would probably
have a pre-conceived idea to be made into a picture. This
1s no doubt a rewarding experience. But it is greater fun
when the mind is seized upon by something outside of it,
some surprise element which gradually evolves into an
understandable shape., I am so taken with new game that
all my wvarious responsibilities, extraneous to myself, peep
in from outside my door only to withdraw the next
moment with much shaking of the head. If I were a free
agent as of yore, unburdened by any cares, do you realize
what I would have dune ? I would live by the Padma and
gather a harvest of pictures and nothing but pictures to
load the Golden Boat of Time with.”

(From z letter to Rani Mahalanovis, dated 7th November, 1928,
Reproduced from Art and Aesthetics Pages 89-90)
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Teends In Ta gote

Dr. R. Bharadwaj

I propose to discuss briéfly the
main currents of thought in Rabindra-
nath Tagore, the greatest mystic poet,
painter and philosopher of his age
in India. In doing so, it will be my
endeavour to keep close to his own
words, as far as possible.

The Boundless

‘Brahma is boundless in his super-
fluity.” That is to say there is pro-
fusion and superfluity, not scarcity
or want, in the Lord or his creation.
Trees, for example, bear more seeds,
and birds and reptiles lay more eggs.
than necessary. So man, too, has ‘his
vital and mental energy vastly in
exccss of his need. He can go beyond
his nezds to step out from utility to
beauty, or from satisfaction to de-
light,

‘The west seems to take a pride in
thinking that it is subduing nature,
as if we are living in a hostile world
where we have to wrest everything
we want from an unwilling and alien
arragement of things.! But India put
all her emphasis on the harmony that
exists between the Individual and the
universal, By the help of ‘the
Gayatri,t a verse which is considered
to bz the epitome of all the Vedas',
we try to realize the essential unity

t #ARg goa: 31 geafagater  waf
Feq | faar A1 A TNIAIG | TFo 34,3

of the world with the conscious soul
of man. It is not in the power of pos-
session but in the power of this union
that India recognizes differences of
value in different things. ‘India chose
her places of pilgrimage where there
was in nature some special grandeur or
beauty so that her mind could come
out of its world of narrow necessities
and realize its place in the infinite. This
was the reason why in India a2 whole
people, who once were meat-eaters.
gave up taking animal food to culu-
vate the sentiment of universal sym-
pathy for life—an event unique ir
the history of mankind.’

We should be not merely men.
but men-in-the universe, ‘The rishis
were they who having reached the
supreme (God from all sides had
found abiding peace, had become
united with all, had entered into the
life of the Universe’ Tagore refutes
some modern European philosophers
who are directly or indirectly indebt-
ed to the Upanishads, far from rea-
lizing their debt, maintain that the
Brahma of India is a mere abstraction.,
a negation of all that is in the world.
The fact is that the infinite is present
in all thingz, and this presence is a
source of constant inspiration, The
ancient sage chauted : I bow to God
over and over again who is in fire
and in water, who permeates the
whole world. who is in the annual
crops as well as in the perennial trees
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GURUDEY

*Rabindranath  Tagore, the eternal pride
And garland of thoughts and feelings aliied
Of  Bharat, the tallest glorious  guide,
Shows light to the world and a norm to ’bide.”

8y Dr. R, D. Bhoradwaj



My heart sings at the wonder of my place
In this world of light and life:
At the feel in my pulse of the rhythm of creation

Cadenced by the swing of the endless time.

I feel the tenderness of the grass in my forest walk,
The wayside flowers startle me :
That the gifts of the infinite are strewn in the dust

Wakens my song in wonder.

[ have seen, have heard, have lived ;
In the depth of the known have felt
The truth that exceeds all knowledge

Which fills my heart with wonder and I sing.

{FPoerrs : No 67)



‘His reflection is death as well as im-
mortality : %7 FAGa DO
o 9o 3,8} ‘Everything has sprung
from immortal lifef and is vibrating
with life, for life is immense.'”f The
supreme being is all-pervading, there-
fore he is the innate good in all:
et & wEl w@Edl adTa faa,
2057 3,928

In the Image of God

God creates the world: so does
man, who ‘was made in the image of
"God.* Man secures to himself the
necessaries of life and even reproduces
himself physically. But from self-
preservation he rises to self-expression
also. In other words, he creates and
recreates himself through fine arts
such as painting, music and poetry.

The Useful Man

It is the limitation and a thousand
and one preoccupations which prevent
man fro m going beyond the field of
utility to beauty. The merely useful
man'is lower than ‘the complete man’,
The one, guided by self-interest and
considerations of the' market price’,
has little inspiration of reality; the
other enjoys the exuberant reality in
and around him,

The Complete Man

‘The Complete man' comes freely

t afsg e awwmd i uwfy Frgay,
TS &,

1 s fAe
* Cf. The Holy Bible, Gen. |, 26-27

in contact with whatever appears to
him in nature—personal, animate or
inanimate—whether outside him cor
whithin himself, He does not care
much for the final character of a
thing, For abstract truth belongs to
science and metaphysics, but the
world of reality belongs to art. He
grabs inspiration and delight from
what appears to him, Such delight or
inspiration is not calculated, it is
immediate. Man 1s finite when he is
over-conscious of himself and of his
self-interest; hut he becoms infinite
by coming into contact with the In-
finite that lies inand around him.

The Way of Contact

This contact with the Infinite is
attainable by ‘self-iorgetting’ and
‘self-sacrifice’. The persenality in
man becomes one with the One when
he loose himself.* ‘In your effort to
capture life as expressed in a living
tissue, you will find carbon, nitrogen
and many other things utterly unlike
life, but never life itself.' In other
words, one might say, when the ‘T am’
in man realizes itself in the 'That’ he
becomes ‘Soham ;Gﬁsgq: That ! am, or
‘Sohansah: Hisgd: Iam That I AM'.**
This is the formula which an indivi-
dual repeats actually but unknowingly
while breathing—ajapa-japa, as men-
tioned in the Shatapatha Brahmana,
The ‘Complete man’ realizes the
Reality by intuition and divides it by
intellect. Here one 1s reminded, I
might say, of Henri Bergson who held
that ‘the intellect delimits reality’

* (f The o'y B'ble, St Marthew, 10, 39
** Cf |bid, Ex-dus: ?, 14
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where as ‘intuition is a sympathetic
attitude to the reality without us
which makes us seem to enter intoit,
to be one with it, to live it". So ‘limi-
tation of the unlimited’, says Tagore,
is personality, and Ged 1s also perso-
nal where he creates.

The Nature of Art

ot

‘Art is maya’, 1t 1s appearance, ‘i%
is and is not’ : Science reveals that
‘the ultimate difference between one
element and another is only that of
rhythm’, through which it shows
itself. Gold and mercury, for example
differ in the rhythm of their respec-
tive atomic manifestation just as a
king and his subject in situation and
circumstance. Rhythm is the move-
ment generated and regulated by
harmonious restriction: and it is ‘the
creative force in the hand of the
artist’. For a ‘great picture is always
speaking.” There is cadence and harm-
ony in the so-called ordinary things.
An in, tellectual might fail to find
heauty in a donkey, whereas childish
innocence would find it. If we should
look at a fine plece of linen through
a magnifying glass, biz holes would
appear and mar the fineness, If you
X-ray a beautiful woman, what will
you get—an ugly skeleton? Test a
poem and lose itts charm. So enjoy-
ment 1nheres in appearance; that is,
not in intellectual but in aesthetic
judgement. Again we are reminded,
I should suppose. of Bergson who
thought that the ‘clearest evidence of
intuition 1s in the works of great
artists’.

Poetry

‘Poems are not like market comm-
odities transferable. Gustave Flau-
bert, Walter ‘Pater, Guyde Maupas
sant, A. C. Bradley snd some others
laid more emphasis on the from c¢3
poetry, which in their opinion, ‘is s
subtle a spirit that, in pouring outc¢?
one language into another, it will akl
evaporate’.1 This is ‘the reason whr
if we insist on asking for the meaning
of such a poem; we can only be an-
swered it means itself,’2 So there
‘exists but cne way of expressing one
feeling, one word to call it by, adjec-
tive to qualify, one verb to animate
it.’3 Surely, as Tagore says, we cannoct
receive the smiles and glances of our
sweetheart through an attornes.
however diligent and truthful he mas
bz,” For each ‘poet has his own distinc:
medium of language.' No doubt he
inherits a hypnotizing one, but it has
to be modulated according to the urge
which he as an individval has. It is
hecause social life changes and witn
it all greatlanguages undergo changes.
It 1s also because a poet’s individual
use of it, having life’s magic touch.
transforms it into a special vehicle ot
his own creation." A political, com-
mercial, educational or religious force
obstructs the free flow of inner life
of the people. ‘Unmeaning obsessions
have therefore to go.

In this connection a word of cau-
tion secems to be necessary against
‘fashions in literature’, which arise ont
of attraction for 'the extravagant and
the unusual, Who would, for example.

. Aenid Preface, 2, Bradley 3. fater,
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appreciate a modern writer who has
described ‘the coming out of the
stars in the evening’ as ‘sudden erup-
tion of disease in the bloated body of
darkness? Labortous pursuit of a spu-
tious novelty in manner and matter
is ‘the symptom of old age’ in litera-
ture. For a ‘reaction against a parti-
calar mannzrism is liable to produce
its own mannerism in a militant
fashion.” ‘The same herd instinct is
followed in a cult of rebellion as it
was in the cult of conformity.’

The modern mind, in‘its rush over
the misceilaneous, ransack cheap mar-
kets of curios which mostly are
delusions. Lacking leisure and labour-
ing under the delusions of sex-psycho-
logy and drug-stores of moral viru-
lence, some modern writers fail to see
luxuriant nature and express their
"feelings that are usual in a form that
is unigque. and yet not abnormal.
Tagore believes that ‘the vision of
Paradise is to be seen in the sunlight
and the green of the earth, in the
beauty of the human face and the
wealth of human life, even in objects
that are seemingly insignificant and
unprepossessing,”

Good And Ewvil

‘Pain is the feeling of our finiti-
ness; it is not a fixture in our life’
Nor is it an end in itself, as joy is.
‘As in intellectual error, so in evil of
any other form, its essence is imper-
manece, for it cannot accord with the

whole.’T

‘When we are conscious of our
soul, we perceive the inner being that
transcends our ego and has its
deeper affinity with the All' Letters
‘become a source of joy to us only
when they combine into words and
sentences and convey an idea,’ ‘There-
fore love is the highest bliss that man
can attain to, for through it alone he
truly knows that he is more than
himself and that he is at one with the
All.” Such persons are called Mahat-
mas, who have already expiated their
sins by such prayers as this :

O God. O Father.
sweep away all our sins.
us that which is good |

completely
Give unto

Purified they realize the All and
offer their unreserved bows :

“We bow to Thee from whom
come the enjoyments of cur life ; we
bow also to Thee from whom comes
the good of our soul ; we bow to Thee
who art good, the highest good'.”

Education

The highest education, according
to Tagore, is that which not only
gives us information but also makes
our life in harmony with all existence.
‘When there came the separation of
the intellect from the spiritual ana
the physical, the schcol education
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put entire emphasis on intellect and
the physical side of man,” Rabindra-
nath trusts the Instinct of the
pupil and the atmosphere of the
asram, for the kindling of the spiri-
tual aspiration and the development
of the spiritual life,

It is desirable that regional langu-
ages should be the medium of educa-
tion. ‘It capnot seriously be con-
tended that English should become
the common language of the whole of
Indita. Even if it is possible, it may
not be desirable. We cannct hope
to develop any great literature in the
English tongue.’

The educated class of the present
day is characterized by superficiality,
lack of originality and drawback of
bilingual thinking. To insist on learn-
ing English in the early years isto
cut at the root of sound education,
Such 1nsistence generates a tedium
and weariness instead of cheerfulness
into the daily routine. Dr. Radha-
krishnan further tells us that Tagore
wrote all his works in Bengali and
later translated some of them inwo
English, The educated men of roday
feel as if they were a class apart.
Their traditional ideas are not settled.
Their religious belief is weakened. It
is because they have acquired a Eura-
sian mentality,

To revive the harmony of art and
industry, beauty and use, the recovery
of the religious ¢pirit is necessary.
Machinery is now displacing Indian
industries. ‘While Tagore believes
that industrialization must come to
India and should come, he considers

that India need not pass through the
evils of industrialization,” such as
slum - life, urempioyment, liquor-
traffic, prolonged labour, gross vui-
garity, bad manners, bestiality of arc
embittered life, stunted facults.
Beauty, life and soul-power have
given place to cheapness, utility and
trade-instinct. Modern India 1=
therefore, forgetting the function cf
art in life,*

Men's Religion

Tagore had the religion of an artist.
He says, 'Our religion is the inner
principle that comprehends these en-
deavours and expressions and dreams
though which we approach Him in
whose image we are made,” Civiliza-
tion is ‘the product of the art of
religion”. ‘We stop its course of cor.-
quest when we accept the cult ¢f
realism and forget that realism is the
worst form of untruth, because It
contains a minimum of truth.” ‘The
realism in man is the animal in hir.
whose life is a mere duration of time :
the human in him is his reality whick
has life everlasting for its background'.

Union with the Reality ‘has its
significance not in the realm of to
have but in that of to be. To gair
truth is to admit its separateness, but
to be true is to become one with
truth.' ‘The Infinite is love itself:
Wl & 9 So ‘enjoy Him through
sacritice’, ‘“covet mnot,”* for greec
diverts your mind to that illusion in

*(313q) S areafnd o afeweg Fwear S
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you which is your separate self and
diverts it from truth in which you
represent the parama purushah, the
‘Supreme Person’,

Message to the world

‘The western civilization is more
mechanical than spiritual, more poli-
tical than religious, more mindful of
power than of peace. This political
tendency is expressing itself in many
ways. The problem of the woman is
one symptom of it as the European
War is another’.l] The woman of
today ‘does not feel that her vocation
lies at home. She is restless. She
fears marriage and maternity’ and
struggles against man’s monopoly of
business. She unsexes herself by
working in shops and stations, facto-
ries and offices, and tries to imitate
man and make life artificial and un-
natuyral. She now ‘craves to acquire

man's character and position in
public life’. But ‘true woman will
have neither the desire nor the capa-
city for it.'2

‘The war is a sign that modern
civilization is not alive'3 Yet
Rabindranath Tagore, an optimist as
he is, hopes that there will be a change
of heart, which will effect ‘the re-
construction of the world on a spirit-
ual basis’4 It will happen when all
are disgusted with the cruelties of
war. [agore condemns, in strong
terms, the selfish nationalist spirit of
the West.5

Tagore, therefore, holds to the
world the two torches of sympathy
and love, for the East and the West
to unite.

* The whole section on Education and the
Message to the World are based on Dr.
Radhakrishnan's expositicn of Tzgore's
thoughts.

e

At midnight the would-be ascetic announced :

*This is the time to give up my home and seek for God.

Ah, who has

held me so long in delusion here ?”
God whispered, “I””, but the ears of the man were stopped.

With a baby asleep at her breast lay his wife, peacefully
sleeping on one side of the bed.

The man said, **“Who are ye that have fooled me so long ?”
The voice said again, “They are God,” but he heard it not.
The baby cried out in its dream, nestling close to its mother.
God commanded, “Stop, fool, leave not thy home,”

but still he heard no-

God sighed and complained, “Why does my servant wander

to seek me, forsaking me ?"

The Gardener; LXXV
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RIS AYCUST ASSEMIBILY

‘There be of them that have left a nume behind them.

(Eclesiastes, ViI-1;

‘They shine along with the Pole-Stare.
A delight to the heavens.’

Gandhiji to Gurudev

(a) In common with the thousands
of his countrymen I owe much to one
who by his poetic genius and singular
purity of life has raised India in
the estimation ot the world.

(b) Gurudev's soul is immortal
and he lives though dead. Gurudev
longed to serve the world through
India and breathed his last while
doing so. His experiment is unfinish-
ed. His mortal remains are no more
but his soul is immortal like ours.
Taken in this sense none perishes or
dies. None is born. Gurudev lives
significantly. His tendencies were
untversal, mostly heavenly through
which he will be immortal. Shantine-
ketan, Srineketan and Visvabharti—
all these are manifestations of his
action. They were for his soul for
which Deenabandhu Andrews left his
world, followed by Gurudev. Our
true homage would be to maintain
these institutions which he is watch-
ing from wherever he may be.

Mrs. Sarojini Naidu to Gurudev

........ He always had a universal
And India, always universal

in her appreciation of all knowledge.
the reception of all science, her reac-
tion to all beauty, no matter from
where the gift of beauty comes, found
her last, her latest, her most lovely
interpreter, her most lovely embodi-
ment, her most lovely prophet, her
most lovely affirmation in Rabindra-
nath Tagore, who before he died, with
the knowledge of his coming death
said, “I have tasted the hidden honer
of a lotus.”™ The hidden honey of the
lotus was ultimate vision of this seer
and out of the lotus of his own lyric
genius, as was that, he drew the hidden
honey with which he went, swee:
upon his tongue, to greet the immortal
in the world of poets, his fellow poets
belonging to the world of song.

Albert Einstein to Gurudev

You saw the fierce strife of crea-
tures, a strife that wells forth from
need and dark desire. You saw the
withdrawal in calm meditation and
in creation of beauty. Cherishing
these, you serve mankind all through
a long and fruitful life, spreading
every where a gentle and free
thought in a manner such as the seers
ocf your people have proclaimed as the
ideal.™
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My Mistress of the Line

GURUDEV

The tree pursues a purpose

In its flowers and fruits,

But never at all in the heiroglyph

Limned on its chequered shade

Where butterflies imitate

The flitting of the yellow leaves

And a swarm of lines and curves quiver on the grass.

My Mistress of Speech in the pride of her rich inheritance

Rules with a rod.

She rarely allows wild vagaries ot the wayward ;

But the Line smiles at my extravagance

And never raises her warning finger at the foolish.

Thus [ fear not to widen gaps between my tasks

Through which to run out to the boundless realm of the
Inconsequential,

And to litter all my time with an irrelevant caprice of forms.

Fondly indulgent is My Mistress of the Line to the errant
in the poet

Whose truancy is not to be checked

By the curbing rein of reputation,

For his proud name, acclaimed by the market

Ignores the painter’s brush

Leaving it free to follow its path

Free as is the Spring with his paint-box.”

(Reproduced from Ayt and Aesthetics,
Pages 87.88)
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The Drawings and Paintings of Tagore

By Shri Adarsh Deepak M. Sc.

Very few people in our country,
till recently, were aware of the fact
that the poet and philosopher Rabin-
dranath Tagore was a great painter
as well. It is only this year, on his
centenary, when all his works came
into spotlight, that his significance
as a painter came into prominence,
But it is doubtful, whether the im-
portance of his work has been fully
understood even a quarter of a
century after his death.

Tagore took to painting in the
evening of his life. He was 67. And
thereafter, painting became his grand
obsession. He proclaims: “My morn-
ing was full of song. Let my sunset
days be full of colour.” He continued
to paint vigorously till his death. In
1941, at 80, he died leaving a legacy
of over 2000 drawings and paintings
which revealed a new facet of his
genius.

Many questions arise in our minds
such as : what was Tagore’s contribu-
tion to painting ? What prompted
him to take to painting at that late
age ? Where from did he learn his
painting technique? What was it that
he tried to express through his draw-
ings ? And many more academic
questions, such as : what is the signi-
ficance of his art ? or, to what ‘ism’
does his art belong ? or. what do his
paintings convey tous? Many wri-
ters in Europe and in India have

written critical studies of his artist
works and tried to answer these ques
tions, In this dissertation, which 3
divided into sections, I shall attempt
to give a coherent picture of Tagore,
the painter, and of his art.

Section I. deals with Tagore as a
painter, while section II deals with
the discussion of his paintings.

(I} Tagore as a Painter,

(A) Tagore and the background of
art in India*

When Tagore suddenly took ta
painting in 1928, at 67, it came as a
surprise to many people. It was
confusing for them to see their na-
tional hero, a writer and poet of in-
ternational acclaim, producing some
seemingly “meaningless drawings and
paintings”, They failed ro see any-
thing great in them: in fact, they
Iooked upon them as ‘childish pranks.’
But when these very same pictures
were praised and pronounced as high-
ly significant by discerning critics
in Europe, when Tagore held his art
exhibition at Patts and Berlin in 1930.
the whole situation seemed bewilder-
ing.

The unfavourable reaction of his
own countrymen to his paintings was

* Mulk Raj Anand (sec reference at the end)
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primarily due to “the trend in paint-
ing” that prevailed in the country
at that time. For one whole gene-
ration the poet’s nephew, Abanindra-
nath Tagore and his pupils, had been
producing “works of art™ which were
recognised in respectable circles as the
very acme of Indian national splen-
dour and the beginning of a renai-
ssance of the arts. The authority of
this new movement, known as the
“Bengal School of Painting”, had
rapidly spread in the art schools alil
over India,

It was against such a background
that Tagore started painting. And
no wonder, the local critics, seeped in
this newly emerged movement, ear-
nestiy frownd upun Tagore's paint-
ings, which were highly imaginative
and original in line, form and colour,
and were in strong contrast with
the wishvwashy colours of the new
school.

But it soon became clear that this
neo-Indian school was essentially revi-
valist, with its imitation of the Mug-
hal and the Rajput schools and the
Ajanta style of painting. People began
to talk openly of the feebleness of tra-
ditionalist art, with its aneamic line,
elongated eyes and long finger nails.
It merely served old wine in new
bottles.

Tagore had been a sympathetic
witness of this movement. But he
wished strongly that some new blood
be infused in Indian painting to give
vigour and vitality to it. He seemed
trustated at helplessly watching
Indian painting heavily grooved in

traditional styles, for he wrote to his
daughter from America : *...... I had
hoped that from our Vichitra Society™
would flow a great stream of art
fertilizing the whole country; but
therc was nobody capable of dedicat-
ing himself to the cause. I was
prepared to do all that wasin my
limited power, but I found no res-
ponse. Iam no painter myself or I
might have shown what was to be
done, However, someday someone
will arise and hew the pathway for
the swift progress of the artistic
talent that lies scattered all over the
country,”

When he wrote these lines, little
did he know that he was to, consci-
ously or unconsciously, "hew the
pathway” himself, and that the new
revolution in Indian painting would
flow from his brush.

Setting all tradition aside he gave
art a new birth. With the boldness
of a creative genius he paintad in bis
own original style, and thereby blazed
a new trail of his own. His art is
something new. something conceived
in his own unique vision expressible
only through colour, Hisart hasa
language of its own, whose mystery
we have yet to master completely.

(B) Tagore, the Painter

Tagore's early attempts at painting
seem to have been frustrating. It was
easier for him to create poetry. His
earliest paintings occur in one of the

*  Vichitra Society was started at his Jarosanko
House in Calcutta in 1916,
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faimily baoks, In 1909, he secretively
showed some head and figure studies
to the painter, Mukul Dey, In 1920,
he contributed some of his pictures,
done in his. firm and fine strokes. to
an art exihibition held at Shanti-
niketan. Though it was not till 1928
that he actually started his brush
work, there was a constant urge in
him to-paint. He wrote : .. I watched
his (Abnindranath’s) with an envious
mood of self.diffidence, 'being tho-
roughly convinced that my fate had
refused mé passport across the bound-
aries of letters.” This urge, however,
remained latent in him. When he
finally started painting in 1928, this
latent talent blossomed forch into a
splendonr of colour. Lines and forms
seemed to flow from his brush like a

spring.

A latent genius -was asleep; that
is made plain by the sureness of the
design, the beauty of tdne, the sense
of ornament, For almost a life time
this genius had been kepe in the
shadow. One fine day it revealed
itself in painting and the poet telt
another person was being manifested
in him.

This new form of creation wholly
occupied him hereafter. He developed
an Intense luve for painting, He
wrote in 1930 (P4ris): ““As a matter
of fact, my flow of writing has al-
ready stopped altogether. Whenever
I tind time I paint,” “Painting is the
love of myv old age”, he used to say.
“she possesses me like an addiction.”
This object of his love he wanted to
keep protectively away from the
critics,

(C) Tagore's preliminary Training

Tagore bad nio early training in
painting technique, as such, but he
writes : “The only training I had in my
young days was the training in rhy-
thm, rhythm in thought, the rhythm
in sound.” For rhythm gives reality
to that which is ‘insignificant in it-
self, he would say.

His poetry and art were both
marked by rhythm, The inner techni-
que of both poetry and painting is
the same., He had no need to learn
arry technique of painting, for he had
already mastered the art of conveying
fundamental rhythms. Fence Tagore
could ‘easly mature into a painter.
For after all *‘art is not truth; it is
not'nature; it is pattern or rhythm of
design that we impose on nature,”
says P. Theore.*

With his innate originelity, he
evolved his own peculiar technique
of painting,

(D) Tagore's manner of Painting

His manner of painting was pecu-
harly his own, he never followed any
particular method. Devoid of an ear-
lier training, he fell upon his own
originality and genius and devised his
own style of painting,

¥ My pictures are versification in lines, If
by chance they are entitied to claim recogni.
tion. it must be primarily for some rhythmic
significance of form which is ultimate and
not for any interpretation of an idea or
representation of a fact.”

On At und Aesthetics - P 98
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When inspiration came. he would
paint with whatever came handy, a
broken piece of pencil, using old
scraps of paper and different oils,
His niece writes:” The drawings take
possession of him and once begun,
leave him no peace, until they are
finished. They are done at a sitting
and in a short time without a single
mistake of the pen.

He never conceived a plan as to
how and what he would paint. He
writes : “When I take my pen there
is no previous plan present in my
mind--as the pen starts moving the
picture emerges at the tip.”*

He used all kind of paints and
pigments. He would paint with ease
on all sorts of paper, even a news-
paper sheet, when ordinary sources
failed him. Some subtle eftects in
his masterpieces. depend on his use
of peculiar media, such as juices ot
flowers, different oils —coconut,
mustatd etc,

(E) Tagore's rise as a Painter;

From his writings it is evident
that Tagore made an acutely self-
conscious entrance into the world ot
art. That was chiefly because of his
lack of training in painting. He once
wrote ; "] know I can write, there |
am quite sure about my own powers ;
but as regards painting I have never
been able to shake off my diffidence.

* Read : My Mastress of the Line on Page 67

You see I never learned to paint.
like Nand Lal and Aben.”

Despite his hesitant debut, he
quickly gained confidence in his paint-
ing. He held his first painting exhi-
bition in Parisin 1930. His works were
highly praised by Andre Gide and
others, He wrote from Paris. “Con-
noisseurs assute me that these pic-
tures are of first rank.”

His next exhibition was held at
Berlin, where again the critics ac-
claimed his works,

His modesty prevented him from
admitting to bimselt his greatness as
a painter. Says Comtesse de Noailles :
“Tagore is timid before his own
creation. We praise him quite natu-
rally, as for him, he doukts, questions,
hesitates and smiles.”

(F) ‘Tagore, the Experimentalist

In his poems Tagore was a lyricist,
in his pictures he was a fearless scient-
ist. Nature's primitive forms he saw
with the eyes and mind of a scientist.
In an effort to “hew the pathway”
for the Indian painting, he exper:-
mented with lines, forms and colours.
And from the experience gained
thereof “he discovered one fact that
in the universe of forms there is a
perpetual activity of natural selection
in lines, and only the fittest survives
which has in itself the fitnesscf
cadence.”
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(II) The Pictures of Tagore

In 1941, when Tagore died he left
behind over 2000 picturesof which only
about a hundred or so remain inIndia,
the rest being distributed all over
the world, The pictures include his
paintings (fig. 2) and his famous pen-
drawings (drawn mostly with pelican
ink).And then there are also his well-
known “doodlings™ (see fig. 1),

Fig. |

Tagore's Doodlings

These doodlings, so whimsical and
fanciful, had started under the guise
of correcting manuscripts in the vears
1922-27 before he took to painting. The
erasures in his poems he playfully
turued into designs and patterns. He
writes that “‘the scratches on my
manuscripts cried, like sinners, for
salvation and assailed my eyes with
ugliness of their irrelevance” so he
rescued them into the merciful fina-

lity of rhythm., During the
‘aimless’ drawings, his mind wou
roam freely (fig 1) giving him tia
for thought while writing, He ata
doned these doodlings in 1928 ar
started painting pictures for tha
own sake.

Tagore's Paintingsand Pen-Drawing
(i) The Themes of his Pictures

The themes revealed in his paia
ings range from abstract rhythmi:
assays in lines, birds and animals fros
fantasy. characters from storia
masks and porraits of great varie
and iridescent lanascapes. The su
jects of his paintings atre quite off :}
beaten track and take us into mn2
realms.

Generally speaking, his paintia
can be grouped into three classes
human faces. birds and beasts, andlaa
scapes.

(a) Human Faces and Masks :

Lcoking at his human faces. %
seem to be confranted with shadcy
of known faces as they float into 1
mind. They make an immedia
impact on the observer. They =
the mysterious products of an imag
native mind. Their expression is 1
virile and their movement so fra
and this is precisely because of ths
not being subordinated to any cas
iron technique. (See Fig. )

{(b) Animals and Birds :

The figures of his animals a3z
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different from the real animals we
see : it 1s almost as 1f the artist’s eve
saw through the physical outline the
very form of the animating impulse,
For instance, from his bullock-like
creature emerges some primeval
creature of nature, and Comtesse de
Noailles has deseribed it as *‘a hungry
greedy, cursed animal.” It is really
an animal of his own creation. Here
the artist has followed his creative
bent, Similarly, his picture of the
tiger shows violent greed. Even
though there is no physical reality
with the original, the character of
the tiger remains fixed in lines of his
drawing.

Those who are accustomed to see-
ing things from their ‘meaning’ will
fail to enjoy these pictures aestheti-
cally.

(¢) Landscapes :

Turning to his landscapes one sees
splashes of bright colours. The ques-
tion may arise. why call these daubs
of paint landscapes? The answer
is that in these pictures of nature he
has not followed the rules of line
and perspective; rather he has mani-
pulated the vibrations of light and
shade, in  wvariegated  colours.
Synthesis of light and shade, his pic-
tures are often a play of the meeting
and parting of black and white.

(ii) The Composition of his
Paintings

He displays masterly skill as re-
gards composition. Once he deter-
mines the subject of his picture, the

outline and spacing comes off spon-
taneously, without ony faltering or
indecision. The work progresses with
a series of -sweeping movements and
the balanced composition remains
intact. The lines are drawn with a
sure hand,

What strikes most in a Tagore
composition is its primeval intensity.
Apparently there is no attempt at
organization, But the inner rhytbhm
is obvious enough. The drawing and
the colour scheme being untutored
are inevitably naive. The use of
colour is entitely emotional. But they
have a plasticity that a few profes-
sionals achieve in there lifc time.

(iii) Classification of his Paintings ;

As a matter of fact, it is not
possible to place these pictures in any
definable category. They express
such a basic truth of creation as
defies codification; they are meant
only to be enjoyed.

W hat name shall we give to these
queer shapes, arising from the un-
plumbed sub-conscious mind? They are
at once personal and universal. His
painting always remained his private
amusement,

One who tries to affix a label -to
the poet’s composition, such as coding
them under this ‘ism’ or that in pain-
ting, can never understand them.
His paintings exist in their own right
independent of all modernistic stuff.

Tagore, however, unwittingly
seems to have affiliations with the
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Surrealists, like Picasso, Max Ernst,
Dali and with Paul Klee. His certain
forms have resemblance with Mod-
gliani and Expressionists, Nolde and
Munch. He had not seen much of
the work of these contemporaries,
He szems to have absorbed whatever
came his way, fairly easily, into a
personal style of his own,

(iv) The meaning of his pictures :

Many people fail to find any
‘meaning’ in Tagore's pictures. He,
himself, however, refused to explain
them He wrote; “People often ask
me about the meaning of my pictures.
[ remain silent even as my pictures
are. It is for them to express and
not to explain.”

Again, he says: My pictures are -

my versification in lines. If by
chance they are entitled to claim
recognition, it must be primarily for
some rhythmic significance of form
which is ultimate, and not for any
interpretation of an idea or represen-
tation of a fact.”

Coomarswamy very  correctly
observes : It would be a mistake to
search in them a hidden spiiitual
symbolism ; they are not to be deci-
phered like puzzles or code messages.

This is a genuinely original, genuinely -

naive expression.”

If one can understand them
through the mind's eye, weli and good;
else. their splendour remains hidden
like a gem within the mine. These
pictures are to be enjoyed aestheti.
cally, not to be understood.

(v) The Unconscious as the Source
of his Art.

After all this talk, one may like
to ask, what was the real compulsion
from which the strange formless forms
of his pictures emerge? Tagore remaing
silent on this point.

Mr. W. G. Archer traced ‘‘the
influence of the unconscious on these
paintings.” Tagore's early ‘dcodlings
seem to point towards this conclusion
too.

Tagore, however, proclaimed that
“creation springs from an abundance
of energy.” His actual methcd of
creation was from the flux of Uni-
verse. He writes: “The world of
sound is a tiny bubble in the silence
of the infinite. The Universe has
only its language of gesture....
Every object in this world proclaims
by the dumb signal of lines and
colours the fact that it is not a mere
logical abstract or a mere thing of
use, but it i€ unique 1n itself, it carries
the miracle of its existence”,

(vi) A Critical appraisal of his
Pictures :

(a) Vitality of expression

Tagore's paintings, though simple.
are full of vigour, while his pen-
potraits are the very embodiment of
vitality of expression, of his art
Abanindranath Tagore said, that it
“had something volcanic about it”

(b) The play of imagination
His drawings are the work of a
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‘The artist is the lover of Nature, therefore he is her
slave and her master.’

Stray Birds @ XLVI
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‘In the playhouse of infinite forms | have had my play
and here have | caught sight of him that is
formless.’

Gitanjali : LV
X X X

‘God finds himself by creating.’

Stray Birds : CCLXXVIN



powerful imagination seeing things
in line and colovr. They tempt us
into the regions of dream far from
our mundane existence. They appear
as sub-conscious products created in
moments of subjective trance, when
his adult personality took rest to
make room for his child personality
to romp and play. His was an effort
to transcribe his visions directly on
paper without adulteration as they
came.*

{c} Their aesthetic appeal

His pen-and-ink  portraits are
veritable masterpieces,f Though In
some the designisdeliberateaberration
from natural forms, in others there
is an exquisite handling of line and
form in which human figures, derive
their beauty from the quality of line
by which these figures are expressed.

Ot his painting, many depend
wholly for their visual satisfactioa
on colour. Some of these are of

* *The drawings and paintings of the poet
had richly traced the extraz-ordinary inner
journey of a complex indlviduat through
the ecstatic affirmation of existence, mani-
fest as rnycthm-arriculate inherent in form
self-referent, towards, to the convinced
cognition of individuaced Imagery as dramatic
characterization of concepts and associations,
being the total fantasy <f the emational
world,

A remarkably dual apprehension of the
universe of man,"”
Prithwish Neogy
{Introduction te Drawings
and Paintings of Rabindranath
Tagore—Lalit Kala Akademt)

From the Review of Tagore's paintings by
Kainnes—Smith,

astounding power for their very deep
tones and wonderfully harmonious
sequence which produce a striking
effect of thythm.

{(d) Their universal appeal

His sensitive paintings and dra-
wings are profoundly universal in
their appeal in spite of their Indian
themes. They represent the core of
the poet's humanism.

(vii) The “distortions™ in his
pictures.

The distortions seen in his pictures,
which seem almost deliberate, stand
out against ‘“the harmonyv of his
poems”, He tried to extend the
Indian idea that harmony in art and
literature should include Foth sym-
metrical beauty and ugly distcrtion,
The realization that hajmony must
include disharmony, perhaps, came to
him particularly in transiticn frem
poetry to painting. In seeking to
transterm forces of blird impulsion
in his pictures, he must have faced
the problem of the irrational in bis
own being and the distorticns in
reverie, images and dream life. (caused
by painful experiences)” And these
irrational urges, he felt, could only
be beautified and civilized by painting
them out of his system.

(viii) Special message to young
painters.

Tagore's work should be of special
significance to the young painters of
today. His art has some unique
points of merit, Firstly. his work
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never dates. Secondly, its strength
lies not in other peoples’ convictions
but in his own. Thirdly, itis not
only creative but communicative
also, despite its abstract look, Fourth-
ly, there is an inner harmony and
rhythm, though apparently devoid of
design and structure.

(ix}) Tagore and purpose of
drawing.”

His paintings are like his poetry,
thought-provoking and mysterious.
His drawings constrain us to pause
and ask ourselves anew:, ‘What is the
purpose of drawing, of painting. of
art generally.” Is it to be a pretty
toy to amuse and flatter us, or is it to
convey the deepest feelings from soul
to soul ?

The popular artist. like the popu-
lar preacher. is careful never to
oftfend our prejudices, or to call us to
make any great mental or spiritual
etfort, while the true poet or the
painter, llke Tagore, asks us to see
what we have not yet seen.

Tagore's drawings prove that the
poet though a master of use of words,
feels that certain things can be better
expressed, or perhaps only expressed,
in the language of line, tone and
colour. These things are not out-
ward facts such as those of anatomy
and perspective and the rules that
can be taught in the academies which
often become a hindranceto the
freedom and vitality of imagination.

* From the Review of Tagore's paintings by
Joseph-Southal.

(

His drawings are the work of a
powerful tmagination.

But there is more than this; there
is a deep feeling and apprehension of
the spiritual life and being of men
and animals, expressed in their fea-
tures, their movements. line and
colour.

Can one describe all this in words?
Can one say this drawing means this
and that means that? Certainly not
for if anyone could say it, the poet
himself could do so, and if he could
say it, then why draw or colour ?

We look and look silently and
immerse ourselves into his pictures
and thus here and there, if we are
humble encugh, we may learnabout
their profound significance,

A whole generation has passed
since Tagore's death and perhaps he
is just beginning to be understood.

References :

(1) Gurudev's Paintings by Pratima
Tagore
(2) Marg : issue on Paintings of

Rabindranath Tagore by Mulk
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(3) Tagore as Painter by Krishna
Chaitanya(article in the States-
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Drawings and Paintings of
Rabindranath Tagore. Introdu-
ction'by P. Neogt (Lalit Kala
Academy, New Delh1)
Rabindra Chitralekha by Shri
Manoranjan Gupta.
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DHK&.R 4&'

By R. K. Sud

(A play of abiding significance and historical interest)**

FFME! T 99 7T AT & FIEATH |
AFT ST & IT FV w9A) AfFe wawEy F )

“MUKTA-Dhara, from which the
play of Gurudev, entitled the
Muktu-Dhara, takes its name, is a
mountain spring whose waters, rush-
ing down the slopes of Uttrakut, ir-
rigate the plain of Shiv-tarai, whose
people are held in subjection to the
king of Uttrakut, King Ranajit. In
order to enforce this subjection more
effectively, the king of Uttrakut
desires to control the source of their
economic well-being, and to that end
has had a great dam erected to pre-
vent the waters of Mukta-Dhara
from reaching the plains below. It
was a difficult and hazardous task,
but the skill of the royal engineer
Bibhuti, utilizing the resources of
modern science and technique and
with the help of conscripted labour,
has at last successfully achieved the
feat, though with considerable loss of
life,”” For example, the death of
Suman, the only son of poor, heart-
broken. madwoman Amba of Janai
village, leaves her roaming over the
place calling for her son who heeds
her not. Needless to say that such a

(GFIA)

sacrifice of human life goes waste. In
the words of Batuk, the mendicant in
the play, “when no life springs from
the life laid down...when death is the
only fruit of death...It is utter loss,
Bhairava (i.e. Lord Shiva) will never
endure it.” Building dams is perfectly
legitimate but not as a means of stit-
ling life and enforcing death and ser-
vility. Bibhuti’s creation is marked
by a mighty engine-tower, out-soaring
the trident of the Temple of Shiva
on a mountain peak. It is not only a
challenge to man but also an insult to
the gods. How callous, how proud
and how cruel-hearted he is! His
words make it clear. “The purpose of
my dam was that human intelligence
should win through its goal, though
sand and stone and water all cons-
pired to block its path. I had no time
to think of whether some farmer's
paltry maize crop would die.” To (the
folk of Shiv-tarai) the gods gave
only water ; to me they gave power
to imprison the water...”” That is to
say, to bim the gods gave the power
to smother life and inflict death,

* From Three Plays : Mubta-Dhara, Natir Puja, Chandalika translated by Marjorie
Sykes (Oxford University Press) with Appreciation by K. R. Kripalani.

** Specially written for the young readers who were born during the post-Non-Ce-

operation perlod.
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What a colossal misuse of the know-
ledge and the power of modern
science. Man defying the will of the
Creator repiacing life by death.
Needless to say that generations of
man have lived on ‘paltry maize’
grown here and there but noton
sights of wonder-inspiring heights of
engineering and mechanical skill, or
for the matter of that, even the
masterpieces of art, literature and
architecture.

The play opens with the King and
the citizens of Uttrakut preparing to
participate in a religious festival in
honour of the new god—the god of
Bibhuti's machine. What greater
travesty of truth could there bz:an
affront to God and to man’s faith in
benevolent godhocd. The King and
his people are very proud of the
devilish machine and guite confident
that the poor and defenceless people
of Shiv-tarai will now for ever be at
their mercy. When Bibhuti arrives
on the scéne they acclaim him with
thunderous applause, which trium-
phant Caesar might have envied, and
break forth intc a deafening chorus
in praise of the infernal god. the
Machine.

“All hail, Machine, we worship
thee,

we bow to thee, we honour thee,
Machine, O Lord Machine.

Thy féames and thunders rend the
S y‘

And all thy rumbling wheels reply

In swift and sonorous majesty ;
We bow to thee, Machine.

Thou grim magician, binding still

The very elements to thy will,
All hatl to thee, Machine."

Thisis the very devil’s incanta-
tion; the death’s-head dance; the
mockery of gods and man alike ! But
power-intoxicated men are no better
than robots and robots have no soul
or sense of humanity. Neither the
recurring wail of the poor demented.
sonless mother, Amba :—"He 1s the
light of my eyes, my Suman, the
breath of my life...... They took him
away somewhere......] had gone to
worship in the temple, when I came
back they had taken him."”...... ; nor
the warnings of the simple god-fearing
folk, who presage ill for such colossal
pride, greed and lust for power, touch
their hearts. In vain does the Pilgrim
say:” Ugh: It looks like a demon's
head, lying in wait to devour your
city in its sleep. To have it before
your eyes night and day will dry up
your souls like dead wood.” And the
Messenger warns them " The god of
destruction does not always travel by
the highway. The cracks that await
him are seen by no human eye.”

It is the Crown Prince Abhijit,
the ruler of Shiv-tarai on behalf of
King Ranajit, however, who professes
open sympathy for the people of
Shiv-tarai and vehemently protests
against Bibhuti's soulless achievement
and nefarious designs. But who cares
for the tiny protests of good-inten-
tioned men. more so if they are just
voungsters. King Ranajit’s Minister
was the only person who smelt danger
ahead and read in the words of the
Prince the writing on the wall. He
said to the King:”" Wae should not
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despise the young iIn matters of
government. When things get into-
lerable. the young by the power of

their suffering grow greater than.

their elders” Prince Abhijit is the
darling of the people of Shiv-tarai
and the pupil of the King’s eye. He
has won the hearts of the people of
Shiv-tarai by his love and devotion
to their welfare instead of by fear,
show of force and
practised by the King and his officers.
He stands for freedom and sympathiz-
es with the poor folk of Shiv-tarai...
as does the water of Mukta-Dhara.
Imprison its free and life-giving flow
and you deprive it of its destiny : its
sweet and refreshing water must tlow
unimpeded for ever on and on to the
arid lands and through them to the
far distant sea where alone it finds
peace. Likewise Prince Abhijit, too.
understands his destiny ; the purpose
of his life, the meaning of his birth ..
nay, the significance of all human
life. This tecomes clear to him
when he learns that he 1s not a prince
by birth but a foppling picked up by
King Ranajit from near the bank of
Mukta-Dhara ; in fact, he is the son
of a vagrant mother who left him to
his fate on the bank. Once he has
heard the call there is no going back
tor him, To Rajkumar Sunjaya he
says; 'l know it is my destiny on
earth; my river of life must run {ree
overleaping the palace-walls.........
Somewhere or other in the external
world, God writes for us the secret
mystery of each man's spirit, Mukta-
Dhara is His word to me, bearing the
secret of my inner being. When her
feet were bound in the iron fetters,
I was startled out of a dream. I realiz-

exploitation-

ed the truth ——the throne of Uttra-
kur is the dam which binds my spi-
rit. I have taken the road in order
to set it free.” To his uncle King
Visvajit, when he visited him (the
King) earlier in the course of the
eventful year, Prince Abhijit said,”
I see roads, that are not yet made,
the roads of the future across those
forbidding passes, roads that will
bring the distant near.” True to
himself he decides to give up all royal
privileges, cast his lot with the
people of Shiv-tarai, and fight against
tyranny and injustice that stifle
freedom and deny life. "“Does he
seek glory in austerity 7 asks Prince
Sanjaya. ‘“Has the grace of life no
value for him?" Prince Abhijit rep-
lies,"What is true must be defended—
—even by life and all that it may
mean.” Should not the people of
Shiv-tarai surrender perpetually to
King Ranajit of Uttrakut and thereby
live in peace and plenty ?° asks
Udhav. the Captain of Guards. who
keeps 2 watch on the prisoner-Prince,
“No.” replies Prince Abhijit,” [ can-
not bear to see a poverty that depends
on charity.” Put Gandhiji in place
of Prince Abhijit and every word
sounds true.

The struggle begins. The people
of Shiv-tarai find a leader——an apos-
tle of non-violence -——in Vairagi
Dhananjaya. His source of strength
is in his faith in God, in the just
cause of the people of Shiv-tarai, in
the ultimate victory ot Truth: Satya-
meb jayate nanritam.” His weapon
is non-violence : the ‘Sword of the
Spirit.” The songs that he sings speak
for the man he is. It is the self-reliant
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and fearless spirit of these songs that
infuses a new spirit into the hearts
of the people of Shiv-tarai : the hith-
erto dumb-driven nothings awake all
of a sudden into a new consciousness
of being, alive and human, having
inviolable rights and privileges essen-
tial for honoured and honourable
living. Life with honour and free-
dom or else death with glory as
martyrs : such is their resolve and no
terror or force or threat can dissuade
them from it. In Vairagi Dhananjaya
we meet a replica of Gandhijt,

A hurricane of tempest,
A sea of sorrow wide,
In fearless, proud assurance
My fragile boat shall ride.
Hearing Thy word, and lifting
Torn sails that scorn the seas,
My boat shall reach the haven.
Cool shadows of Thy trees.

Who thus my soul desireth,
He shall my Pilot be;
My only part, the fearless mind
That puts my boat to sea ;
And landing in the sunset,
To bring an offering meet:
Red lotus of my sorrowing days,
For mercy to Thy feet.

These words are couched in the
true Gandlian spirit. Those who
fight the battle of Truth need not
fear even the worst of tyrants. What
matters is not beatings given but
beatings received without retaliation
and ill will. “Can't you show him
(the bully) what not-beating is ? That
needs tco much strength, I suppose:
Beating the waves won't stop the
storm. But hold your rudder steady,

and you win,” says Vairagi Dhanan-
jaya to Ganesh, a fire-brand resident
of Shiv-tarai. We did not lack these
fire-brand fighters in the cause of cur
liberty. Theé non-violent resisters,
the Satyagrahis as they  were called
then, must have no angry loock or
angry hearts but march forth wicth a
song on their lips : a song of daring
and sacrifice for the sake of Truth
and Justice :

Strike yet again, my Lord,
Strike O strike on.........

Shrinking, 1| hide from thee,
Fear drives me on.
Wrest thou my all from me......

Do what thou willest do,
Let the blow fall ;

One of us, you or I,
Goes to the wall.

I've played in the haunts of men
(Gay through the years,

Shall all your buffeting

Force me to tears ?

What shall Vairagi Dhananjaya
demand ? Kingship ? *“No,” replies
he. “Kingship is crippled, if it .is
the King's alone, and not the people’s.
“They and the people of Shiv-tarai
must demand the people’'s kingship...
and that too in the name aof God.”
“No claim to the throne can stand:
neither the King's nor the people’s,
if you do not reccgnize it to ke his.
A threne is no place for gerting
puffed up, but for folding the hands
in prayer.” This is Gandbiji's politi-
cal ethics and the basis of what he
called Rama Rajya. “Politics divorced
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from religion” was for Gandhiji, “a
corpse, fit only to be burned.”

- Vairagi Dhanajaya gives the first
call for the battle of freedom ; the
people of Shiv-tarai will not pay
taxes to the King of Uttrakut. This
was the first plank in Gandhiji's
struggle against the British Govern-
ment in India. “We cannot give you
what is not yours,” he told King
Ranajit, * ..our excess food is yours;
the food of our hunger is not .. What
you seize by violence can never be
yours for ever, Clutch atitand itis
gone." He, however, is not happy that
the people of Shiv-tarai look upen
him as god. “They think,” he saysto
King Ranajit, “that I am greater than
the gods.. So they sbut their eyes and
hang on to me....Yes, they stop short
at me, so they never reach their true
God. He could have guided them from
within, but | from the outside have
blocked his way . If I could run away
from it all ! They spend all their wor-
ship on me; inwardly they are bank-
rupt...” But he cannot leave the
people vet lest they should behave
violently and thereby injure them-
selves and the righteousness and the
sacredness of their cause, His fears
are exactly the same as those of
Gandhiji's during the thick of our
fight for freedom. It takes time to
understand the efficacy of the weapon
of Non-violence and Satyagraha.

King Ranajit threatens to lock up
the Vairagi behind the bars if he will
not stand aside. But the prison is no
terror for him,

“Nor stony tower, nor walls of

beaten brass,

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong
links of iron,

Can be retentive to the strength
of spirit;...”

wrote Shakespeare. The Vairagi is
firm like a rock and the battle for the
rights ot the people gathers increasing
momentum every day that passes. The
greater the oppression by the autho-
rities the greater is the stiffness of
resistance and the zest for it. As it
happens at such moments leaders are
criticized, misunderstood and even
calumnized. What is sti]l worse,
motives are attributed to them. Even
Prince Abhijit i1s not spared: he is
maligned by a few silly women who
are simply incapable of appreciaung
that men live for ideas and ideals and
not always for power and wealth, the
usual loaves and fishes of office. But
the Prince knows better “What
would he want with the throne when
he has won the whole nation’s heart!”
Did we not, too, during the early days
of the Non-co-operaticn movement
call Gandhiji the ‘Uncrowned King cf
India’ ?2...

As days roll by all misgiv-
ings and misunderstandings vanish
and the silliest of the silly and the
most incredulous of the incredulcus
come out to praise and trust their
selfless leaders. They are simply
carried away by the swelling tide of
their enthusiasm and are vying with
one another to sacrifice themselves
for the nation : their bodies, hearts,
souls and possessions...all are dedicated
to the service of the country. Their
cause is the cause of Truth, Justice,
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Right and Freedom. In one word, it is
the cause of their personal and
nation's honour. And when honour
is at stake nothing else matters,

This is the stage when the whole
nation of Shiv-tarai is, as it were,
electrified : the spark has travelled
from the hearts of the leaders to
the hearts of the people and be-
come a conflagration, that no power
known to man can extinguish.

King Ranajit has still one way
open to him : to plead with or coerce
Prince Abhijit to give up his resolu-
ticn. But he fails, as he is bound to.
Not only that, even Prince Sanjaya
throws his lot with Prince Abhijit :
“I have followed him all my life, let
me follow him to prison also,” says
he to the King's Minister. ‘One man
alone is not a whole, but a half. He
is only made whole by union with
another. My union with the Yuvaraja
is like that.” The reply of the
Minister cleariy shows that though
heis in the royal pay he is, like the
people and Prince Sanjaya, for Prince
Abhijit. Not a few officers of the Gov-
ernment sympathized with Gandhiji's
tight for freedom of the country.
He too breathes the same atmosphere.
Accordingly he says to Prince Sanjaya:
" ..where true union exists, there is
no need to be outwardly united.
The cloud in the sky and the water
in the sea are one; their outward
separation only perfects their unity.
The Yuvaraj is seen in you to-day
though he himself is absent.” Every
Indian in the days of che struggle for
treedom was potertially and effecti-
vely a Gandhi and a Jawahar, This

was how they felt whenever Gandhiu
and other leaders were in prison. “His
words are in the very air we breathe:
I use them, but I forget whether they
are his or mine---it is his work [ shall
do while we are separated,” says
Prince Sanjaya to the Minister. This
is the spirit that Gandhiji's persona-
lity and example infused into our
hearts who were of your age then.
Bliss was it inthat dawn to be
alive,
But be young was very heaven!

The Indian nation became overnight,
as it were, 2 nation of fearless heroes
believing as their forefathers had be-
lieved, in the great truths of the Gita:

(a) 4 fgrefa aeafaor a7 2zd @ias:
T A7 FEATARGIGT T TGATT [T 1
(b) sRadmifasey ar wAg  FIAT )

In the fight for India’s freedom
India not only "gained political free-
dom but her lost soul, Qur emanci-
pation was not simply political but
also a spiritual regeneration,

The people of Shiv-tarai have
heard the cail; they are waiting for the
light. Let the moment come and God.
the repository of Satyam, will show
it ?

O Master Minstrel. ‘neath Thy

hand

The strings are taut and true ;

Tne tuned harp waits for Thy
command——

Hast Thou no more to do ?
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If Thou wake not the music pent

Within the sleeping strings,

Mute shame shall mar Thine
instrument -

Touch it, and lo, it sings.

Thy hand alone the song can free ;

The strings are taut and true,

The tuned harp waits Thy
minstrelsy—

Hast Thou no more to do ?

“When all seems lost, then His
time is at hand,” Prince Abhijit
chooses to lay down his life for his
people. He is seen by the madwoman
Amba going all alone on the road in
darkness. Where is he going and why
in darkness and that too all alone ? To
breach the dam and to liberate the
water of Muktadhara ; the Mother of
his soul. *'The Prince has broken the
bonds of Muktadhara,” recported
Prince Sanjaya to King Ranajit after

despair the people of Shiv-tarai tell
one another : ‘“We shall never find
him now.” No, they are wrong.
Dhananjaya says to Ganesh, “Nay,
you have found him. He is yours for
ever now,” He does not exaggerate :
he only talks in the language of the
parable: in giving yourself shall ye
find yourself! All of them have
imbibed the spirit of Prince Abhijit
and thus found him in themselves.
Henceforth to be true to themselves
they must be true to the Prince and
vice versa. The theme of the Mukta-
Dhara may be summed up in Tagore's
oft-quoted words:"Life is given us, we
earn it by giving it.”...... “We gain
when the full price for our right to
live is paid.”...... “Only that remains
which is utterly given away.”

The Mubta-Dhara 1s Gurudev's
everlasting testimony to our non-
violent struggle for freedom and our

the death of Prince Abhijit. And faith in God, humanity and the in-
the King replied, “Andin her free- trinsic values that constitute the warp
dom he has found his own......... ” In and woof of our existence.}

- AN QAR

1 Life finds its wealth by the claims of the

world, and its worth by the claims of love.

+

Stray Birds : XXXI1].

“The mighty desert is burning for the love

of a blade of grass who shakes her head and

laughs and flies away.”

Stray Birds : V.
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THE ‘CHILD’ POETRY OF TAGORE

By Miss Aruna Bhattacharya, M A.

Rabindranath Tagore has been al-
most universally ‘hailed as one of the
greatest exponents of ‘child’ poetry.
Although it is an exaggeration to
suppose that the interest of literary
men in the composite mind of the
child came first with Tagore, it is
certainly a fact that before Tagore
we find no regular and systematic
treatment of the subject. References
to “the child” we find as early as in
the poetry of Sappho, Homer, the au-
thor of the Bhagwad and later on in
Chaucer, Shakespeare, Walter De la
Mare and Bridges. But whereas these
poets are content to dwell merely on
the beauty, playfulness and atfection
of the child it is Tagore who first

makes any serious attempt at grasp-
ing its’ psychological essentials: i.e.
the working of the child mind.

The first question is from where
the child comes. Is he just ‘born’
and no more? Oris he something
more besides ?

“Where have I come from, where
did you pick me up”, the baby asked
its mother,

She answered, half crying, half-
laughing, and clasping the baby to her
breast,—"You were hidden in my
heart as its desire, my darling.

You were in the dolls of my child-~
hood’s games ; and when with c¢lay I

made the image of my god every
morning, I made and unmade you
then.

You were enshrined with our
household deity, in his worship 1
worshipped you,

In all my hopes and my loves, in
my life, in the life of my mother vou
have lived.

In the lap of the ceathless Spirit
who rules our home you have been
nursed for ages.

When in girlhood my heart was
opening its petals, you hovered asa
fragrance about it.

Your tender softness bloomed in
my youthful smiles. like a glow in
the sky befure the sunrise,

Heaven's first darling, twin-born
with the morning light, vou have
floated down the stream of the
world's life, and at last you have
stranded on my heart.

As ] gaze on your face, mystery
overwhelms me; you who belong to
all have become mine.

For fear of losing you I held you
tight to my breast. What magic has
ensnared the world s treasute in these
slender arms of mine 7%

* The Crescent Moon : The Beginning
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The mother and the child fulfil
each other’s destiny in the most mira-
culous manner. A soul yet-unborn
and a woman-not-yet-a-mother—are
both incomplete. To be a‘mother’,
to be called ‘mother’ are as precious
rewards for a woman as to have a
mother is for any one of us. The
relationship between the mother and
the child is not biological but
spiritual. Do we not love to
¢all our country. ‘‘Bharat Mata" :
our Motherland !

The child lives 1n a fairy world—
an enchanted world of dream and
song, built up from the lilting tunes
of the mothers’ voice, the jingling of
her bracelets and the beautiful ex-
pression in her long dark eyes brim-
ming with [ove, The sleep that flits
on the babys’ eyes comes from the
fairy village where among shadows of
the forest dimly lit with glow-worms
there hang two shy buds of enchant-
ment”, The smile that flickers on
his lms while he sleeps comes from
the “pale beauty of a crescent moon
touching the edge of a vanishing
autumn cloud.* The sweet soft
freshness that blooms on his limbs
is the tender and silent mystery of
love, hidden in the heart of the
mother of all these. The mother
sings clasping the baby to her breast
while the stars glimmer between the
jack fruit trees and the crescent
moon smiles through the branches
of the golden Kadam,

“The world of the child,” Tagore
seems to say, 'I1s a magic world of

songs and laughter where ruling in
glory as the gueen of the realm is the
Mother.”* Nowhere else in litera-
ture do we find this deep conscious-

“ness of the bond between mother and

child. How.minutely Tagore records
the child's gbservation of his mother,
as she smiles down on him from the
open windows, as she returns from
the river with her brimming pot
balanced on har hips, her wet hair
hanging down her back; or as she
stands on the threshold clappmg her
hands while he dance; or as she sits
by the window reading her Ramayana,
the bhadow of the Champa tree fall-
ing on her lips and hair. Sheis his
sweetest and dearest companion and
the wealth of her love at once mysti-
fies him with a feeling of security
and warmth. She is—as it were—the
axis on whic¢h the whole life revolves.
He cannot leave her for a moment—
“but when in the evening you went
to the cow-shed with the lighted lamp
in your hand, I should suddenly
drop on to the earth again and be
your own baby once more and beg
you to tell me a story.** The mother
is the source of all his knowledge.
“Leave off your work, mother; sit
here by the window and tell me
where the desert of Tepantar .in the
fairy-tale is;¥ She is the confidante
of his jovy—the solace of his miser-
ies——the eternal fount of love.
“Baby has a heap of gold and pearls
yet he came like a beggar on to the
earth——this dear little mendicant
pretends to be utterly helpless so that

* |bid : The Source

¥ Ibid : The Baby’s Way
** lbid : The Champa Flower
T The Land ot the Exile
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he may beg for mother’s wealth of
love,”"

Perhaps Lewis Caroll alone has
rivalled Tagore in his delineation of
the absurdity of the child’s mind and
imagination: “Suppose I became a
champa flower, just for fun, and grew
on a branch high up that tree, and
shook in the wind with laughter and
danced upon the newly budded leaves,
would you know me, mother? I
...... “It 1 were a little puppy. nort
your baby, mother dear, would you
say ‘No’ to me if I tried to eat from
yvour dish:"t How fantastically the
child mind is revealed in the beauti~
ful poem : The Flower School.

“When storm-clouds rumble in
the sky and June showers come
down,

The moist east wind comes march-
ing over the heath to blow its
bagpipes among the bamboos,

The crowds of flowers come out
of a sudden, from nobody knows
where, and dance upon the grass
in wild glee.

Mother, I really think the flowers
go to school underground.

They do their lessons with doots
shut, and 1f they want to come
out to play before it is time,
their master makes them stand
in a corner.

When the rains come they have
their holidays.

* Ibid : The Baby's Way
The Champa Flower
1 Ibid: Sympathy

T

Branches clash together in the
torest, and the leaves rustle ip
the wild wind, the thunder-
clouds clap their giant hands and
the flower children rush out in
dresses of pink and yellow and
white.

Do you know. mother, their home
is in the sky, where the stars
are.

Haven't you seen how eager they
are to get there ? Don't vou
know why they are in sucha
hurry ?

Of course. I can guess to whom
they raise their arms: they have
their mother as I have my own.”

The essential difference between
the imagination of Tagore's ‘child’ and
that of Lewts Caroll’s is that where
as Alice (in Alice in Wonderland and
Alice in a Looking-glass) finds her-
self lost in the world of fairy-tale.
Tagore’s "child’ forgets himself in the
world of Nature,

One of the strongest desires of the
child, as seen by Tagore, is the desire
to grow up to be like his father. He
expresses peevish resentment at being
scolded for picking up father's pen or
pencil and writing upon his book,
Atter all why should he be scolded
when his father spends day after day
spoiling sheers and sheets of paper
with black marks ? *One fine day
even he will grow up and no one
shall find fault with him any more.

¥ Ibid : Authorship

(33)



“I am small because I am a little
child. I shall be big when I am
as old as my father is. My tea-
cher will come and say. ‘Itis
late, bring your slate and your
books.” I shall tell him, ‘Do you
not know I am as big as father ?
And I must not have lessons any
more."™*

And again,

“I shall dress myself and walk to
the fairwhere the crowd is
thick. My uncle will come rush-
ing up to me and say, “'vou will
get lost, my boy; let me carry
you. ‘I shall answer, ‘Can’t you
see, uncle, I am as big as father.
I mut go to the fair alone.™

The desire for recognition is one
of the primary instincts of the child.
He imagines he is travelling with his
mother and passing through a strange
and dangerous country. Suddenly
there is a fearful vell and figures
come running in the darkness. The
bearers, shaking in terror, hide them-
selves in the bush but the little hero
shouts, '‘Don’t be afraid. mother’ and
vanquishes them single-handed, The
mother presses her child to her bosom
and says, ' I don't know what I should
do if I don't have my boy to escort
me.” And the villagers say in amaze-
ment :"'Was it not lucky that the boy
was with his mother?'}

When a child is ‘recalled” as many
are because of heaven’'s false ecconomy,
it is the poor, unfortunate mother

* lbid : The Little Big Man ;
% ibid ; The Hero;

who misses the child the most of all.
Her grief cannot be described for who
can measute the unfathomable depths
of the sea. Tagore in his inimitable
manner pictures the desolate heart of
the mother who longs for the child who
has gone to return no more.

“The night was dark when she
went away, and they slept.

The night is dark now, and I call
for her. ‘Come back, my darling:
the wotld is asleep; and no one
would know, if you came for a
moment while stars are gazing
at stars.’

She went away when the trees
were in bud and the spring was
young.

Now the flowers are in high bloom
and I call, '‘Come back, myv
darling.

The children gather and scatter
flowers in reckless sport. And if
you come and take one little
blossom no one will miss it.’

Those that used to play are play-
ing still, so spendthrift is life.

I listen to their chatter and call,
‘Come back, my darling, tor
mother's heart is tull to the
brim with love, and if you come
to snatch only one little kiss
from her no one will grudge
it."*

By minute observations Tagore
is able to penetrate into the recesses ot
the child's mind : its visualizing ten-
dency---its sensitiveness to certain

*  |bid: The Recall
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kinds of impression. He delineates
faithfully and accurately the child’s
joys and fears, hopes and desires---its
endless questioning and absorbing
affection.* But above all he finds in
the child an. image of the Great
Maker, a spark:of that divine creative
spirit that is God’s. The child isa
poet of Nature gazing at the beautiful
world, creatéd by Him. Regardless of
the tempests: that rock the earth and
storms which rend .the sea, the child-
ren meet on the' “seashore of endless
worlds and play”,j for the world of
the child is one of happiness and love:
of joy that creates life and of life
that creates jor. He is the symbol of
Eternal life that laughs in the face
of death. He is the perpetual remin-
der and proof positive that the
Creator delights in his Creation, not-
withstanding what Man makes of
man. How true and- meaningful are
the words of Gurudev: “Every child
comes with the: message that God is
not yet discouraged of man.”}

No wonder that Gurudev gives to
the <child his. benediction and his
gifts.

“Bless the little heart, this whire
soul that has won the kiss of
heaven for our earth.

He loves the light of the sun, he
loves the sight of his mother's
tace.

He has not learned to despise the
dust, and to hanker after gold.

Clasp him to your heart and bless
him.

He has come into this land of an
hundred cross-roads.

I know not how he chose you from
the crowd, ‘came  to your door,
and grasped your hand to ask
his way.

He will follow you, laughing and
talking, and not a doubt in his
heart.

Keep his trust, lead him straight
and bless him.

Lay your hand op his head. and
pray that though the waves
underneath grow threatening.
yet the breath from above may
come and fill his sails and waft
him to the haven of peace.

Forget him not in your hurry, let
him come to your heart and

bless him.{"

For him are meant the songs of

Gurudev : “his fond arms of

love around him."}

*

Ibid : The Astronomer, The Sailor,

The Further Bank, and The Merchant.

t  The Seashore.
1 Stray Birds : LXXVII
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“®
NE of the few, the immortal names,

That were not born to die.”

(Tributes)

The Great Sentinel

R. RABINDRANATH Tagore

was not only the greatest poet
and artist of modern India but
was also a great sentinel of India
whose high moral principles stood
out uncompromisingly on all occa-
stons. For fifty years and more
he was a great teacher—the Gurudev
as he was lovingly called—of India.
He is gone but he has left behind
enough of immortal value for India
and for the world to give them light
in their hours of trial. We needed
his presence today more than ever
before when the affairs of the world
are in a topsyturvy condition.

(Dr. Rajindra Prasad)
‘Most dear to all the Muses’,

In all his writings of great diver-
sity and depth, he expressed the
quality of the individual spirit that is
indestructible, In his best poems
there are things which move the
heart and fill the mind and which
will live for long. As for each man’s
work, ‘everything will pass away’
said Tolstoy, 'money, great posses-

stons, even kingdoms, all are doomed.
But if in our work there remains one
grain of true art, it will live for ever.’

jayanti te sukrtino rasasiddhah
kavisvarah

nasti yesam yasah kaye
jaramaranajam bhayam.

(Dr, 5. Radhakrishnan)
A Modern Rishi

He was in line with the rishis, the
great sages of India, drawing from
the wisdom of the ancient past and
giving it a practical garb and a mean-
ing in the present, Thus he gave
India’s own message in a new language
in keeping with the Yugadharma, the
spirit of the times,

This great and highly sensitive
man was not only a poet of India, but
also a poet of humanity and of free-
dom everywhere, and his message is
for all of us. More particularly that
message is for his own people. Even
as he tried to create an atmosphere
in his schcol at Shantiniketan, so he
tried to produce that atmosphere in
the whole of India. 1 eartnestly trust
that that living message will always

(91)



be with us, guiding us in our life and
our endeavours,

(Shri Jawahar Lal Nehru.)
A World Poet.

Tagore stands to wus for pure
beauty, for the universal, because he
was not involved in politics. His
poetry, his poetic prose reached deep
and far, because he spoke tousof mind
and soul, leading the human spirit te-
wards God. No narrow God created
by man, but the spirit of the universe
itself, creative, broad, and deep,
transcending formal religions and
Trace,

In a very real sense, he was a
world poet. His words—the tools
which he usad—are words of beauty,
sensuous but not sensual, compre-
hending not only love of God and
relationship between man and God
but human love. The profound sense
of beauty pervades Tagore's work and
ennobles that and makes it under-
standable to every heart. The world
ne2ds such poets. .. . His eyes were
fixed upon the future of mankind,
when goodness and beauty shall flower
out of inspired love. But he lived in
the present and his words are valid
for the present.

He spoke out of his own soul,
mind and heart. To him beauty is
eternal and invincible, the indispens-
able source of refreshment for the
scul, the mind, the heart of mankind.
This truth is instinct in the great
poet whose centenary we celebrate.

(Mrs. Pearl S. Buck)

Noble and Harmonious thinker

Tagore, the Goethe of India, gives
expression to his own personal ex-
perience that this is the truth (life
affirmation) in a manner more pro-
found, more powerful and more
charming than any man has ever done
before him. This completely noble
and harmonious thinker belongs not
only to his people but to humanity.

(Dr. Albert Schwitzer)

A Spring of Inspiration

...As our thoughts dwell lovingly
on your noble and wise work, we are
lifted to a higher level of effort and
devotion, To realize the meaning of
your message of friendship and co-
operation is to deepen the furrows
from which shall spring richer har-
vests of inspiration.

(Miss. Helen Keller)
In the Galaxy of Immortals

(vii) The name of Tagore takes
its place in the galaxy of immoztality:
in achievement worthy of comrade-
ship of the masters of unforgertable
imaginative utterances of Kalidasa.
Shakespeare, Goethe and Hugo, and
their kindred, but with a vision and
purity of ideal and speech that set
him in deep intimacy with the little
band of supreme prophets of the
spirityal ascensicn and destiny of
humanity, with Blake and Shelley.

(Dr, James H. Cousinsy
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“We come nearest to the great when we are great In humility.’
{Stray Birds : LViD)
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In front lies the ocean of peace,
Launch the boat Helmsman.

You will be the comrade ever.

Take, O take him in your lap.

In the path of the Infinite

will shine the Dhruve-tara.

Giver of freedom, your forgiveness,
your mercy

will be wealth inexhaustible

in the enternal journey.

May the mortal bonds perish,

May the vast universe take him in its arms,
And may he know in his fe:rless heart

The Great Unknown.*

* Poems : Ne, 130
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C? drtoreal

By Suresh Gopal & Rajat Batra.

HULLO every body. Nice to be
with you all again, and to see
that look of confidence on your faces
(real or apparent:) which comes after
being in college for six months. We
thank you for your contributions to
‘Desh’, and hope the same spirit will
prevail on an increased basis, both in
quality and quantity.

Well, the first half of the term is
over, and an air of seriousness seems
to have come over the college. It
seems that everyone has started to
study in earnest for the end-of-term
examinations.. We wish you all the
very besr.

There has been a lot of activity
in the college since we last met
through these pages, and a very good
thing it is too, that so many of you
have shown such a keen interest in
the various functions arranged by the
societies and the College Union.

The College Union held a variety
show in aid of the Prime Minister's
Flood Relief Fund, and we are glad to
say that it was an unqualified success.
The items put up were of a high
standard, and everyone, participants
and speccators, were at their way best.

The Philosophy Association too,
put up a variety show, with lectures
by American and Canadian diplo-
mats, who showed us a very infor-
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mative film on the American univer-
sity life. There was light music too,
provided by some local artists. The
entertainiment was very good and we
are sure that a good time was had by
al.  We wish that more functions
on the same line were arranged more
often.

As in all other spheres. the college
seems to be making its mark in sports
too, due to our athletes who secured a
pesition in the Inter-Varsity Sports
meet. ‘'Keep it up’.

Debating seems to be on the
increase, and we are proud to say that
a student from this college won the
best speaker’s prize at the Inter-
college debate held in the College
Hall. Qur heartiest congratulations
to him,

Qur Principal, Dr A. N. Ban-
erji, left us in December, and we
are sure that all of us were very sad
to see him go., We wish him good
fortune in all he does during his retir-
ed life,

There is a proposal to bring out a
special Science Supplement of ‘Desh’
in September next. All students,
present and those who will be passing
out in April, are invited to contribute
generously.

A special mention must be made of
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the newly formed English Literary
Society. We hope that those truly
interested in the beauties of English
Literature would join this society and
do their utmost to make its efforts
a success,

We bid farewell to all those who

will be leaving us this year and wish
them all the very best in whatever
they may do in future. To those
who will be remaining behind, we ask
that they continue to maintain the
good name and traditions of the
college. Once again, '‘Good luck® to
you all in the coming examinations,

A FLOWIER
B. L. Nagalakshmi, B. A, Final,

The chuckling breeze of the early morn,

cheers you up from dreamy slumber,

Does the bright sur bring so welcome a message,
that thou bloom in beauty and fragrance full?

Here thou dance in thick green shade,
tossing thy head in cool field-breeze,
A show of grace and a haunting pose,
A scene so common, yet unseen.

Thou sing a song, heard yet unheard,

a song with the bee, of touching melody,

To bid good-bye to the setting sun,

and to greet him again in the next bright Morn,

Moon-lit night. full of scent,

thy flowery bed looks a milky way,

a symbol of beauvty, devotion, and purity,
a messenger of men to the great Almighty.
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T he }aanjaéi T« pestty

(The Punjabi Character as revealed in the early writings of Khushwant Singh)*

By Shri R. K. Sud

I

THE Punjab, the Happy Land of
the Five Rivers, has never lacked
poets and chroniclers to write about
its beauties and grandeurs: its lovely
and picturesque hills and its heroic
characters both in the fields of love
and war. It was, however. left to
modern writers with the progressive
outlook ‘to write on its humbler folk,
their simple, unsophisticated and
humdrum but quiet way of living;
their excited momerts that break
with a bang the harmcny of relation-
ship b:tween the various village

communities;: the disasters, natural
and otherwise, and the brave resis-
tance put up by them; their child-like
faith in God, Karma and the so many
moral virtues; their addiction to
drink, vice and litigation; their
impervicusness to change, be it politi-
cal, social or economic; their fear of
the authorities, the brute and the
powerful bully; their love of festi-
vities and celebrations of all sorts;
their instinctive reliance upon elders,
platitudes inherited by a son from
his father, rigid hold of rituals; their
fondness for the open air, feats of
strength, choral singing; their love of

* (1) The Voice of God and other Stories.

(3) The Train to Pakistan.

¥* " My decision to become a writer was made by
decision about what | should write was equally unemotional.

the head and not the heart. The
I argued within myself

that in the highly competitive world of writing...... the only chance of recoznition was
to be an expert in one subject-----even an obscure one like the sex of snails. | had a

vast and unexplored field before me and | chose to make the history and

religion of

my own community my subject of study and proposed te confine even my fictlon to

the Sikhs of the Punjab. ,,

**%, I want to write about the villages of the Punjab-

The lllustrated Weekly of India, Bombay.
November 10, 1960.)

They are where | was born and

bred. They're marvellous, you should go there, Dom, to the villages, anywhere really,
though the ones | know best are in the Punjab; they are the last outposts of civilization

in this country.
talk in a picturesque, highly

The peasants are great rough Sikh
coloured kind of speech, and swear very variously and

labourers and artisans, and they

frighteningly well. They are like peasants were suppcsed to be in the Ireland of Synge

and Lady Gregory.,,

(Khushwant 3ingh to Dom Moraes in Gone Awav)
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the land, the animals and the neigh-
bours .. .. ..... : in short, of the wvast
majority who constitute the breath
and strength of the Punjab. Here
and there you meet amongst these
progressive writers a genuine writer
—one who is fully qualified to write.
Not only does he know his trade but
he is sincere in his approach, exact
in his observation, sympathetic and
understanding in his outloock and
all-comprehending in his grasp. Such
His

a one is Khushwant Singh.
knowledge of the people of the
Punjab 1s first hand. He has an

exceptional skill of poertraying charac-
ters. His narrative style is marked
by ‘sardonic wit', playful irony, luci-
dity, gripping humour, and occasional
grimness and rustic vulgarity. He
has an artist’s sense of natural and
physical beauty and his descriptions
of scenes of villages. river banks and
rivers in spate, the idyllic dak bunga-
lows where the Government officers
come for a holiday, the bridges that
span the rivers; the railway trains
and the busy railway platforms . ...

all these are as delightful and engag-
ing as his descriptions of muscular
and hefty peasants and the village
belles, at once luscious and bewitch-
ing. He has created a few caricatures
and a few immortal characters. The
wonder is that even his caricatures
are so true to the types of persons in
their respective genre in the Punjab
betore the Partition chat his contem-
poraries can easily name their proto-
types in flesh and blood. Thesz
caricatures are the creation of his
satirical wit and sardonic humour to
which all that was fake, pretentious,
swaggering, snobbish, hoax, bullying,
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foppish, vulgar, mean. bigoted, authce-
ritarian, dogmatic, communal or
sectarian, licentiocus or coarse, brutal,
unjust and unfair, delinquent etc etc
was easy grist to the mill. He cannot
just tolerate them. On the contrary
he has sympathy for the ignorant.
good-meaning peasants who, 1f left to
themselves, believe in living ip ab-
solute harmony, Their ignorance to
them 1s nothing short of bliss, But
the pity is that they too are willy-
nilly drawn into the vortex and the
swirling whirl of communal riots and
party propaganda and being human
are not unoften led astray from their
cherished path. They have their
black sheep and villains but these too
observe a code of loyalty to the
village and the community. In the
evenings when they are free and sit
round to talk and listen to one
another it is at that time that they
revea] themselvesin their truecharac-
ter. That again is the time for the
mischief-maker to sow the seeds of
dissension and distrust. At the dead
of the night, in his sweet dreams, the
youthful peasant chases his sweet-
heart and in his nightmares he springs
upon his sworn enemy who shares
the same water channel with him or
who killed his father or reported him
to the police. Nevertheless, when
danger stares them in the face, that
is, the village and the community.
he disregards all the pettinesses that
divide him from his neighbours and
enemies and rushes to their aid and
willingly sacrifices his life. It is this
side of the Punjabi peasant’s charac-
ter that Khushwant  Singh
admires and extols. An other endear-
ing trait of this character is its open
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hospitality, pity and instinctive
charity. To the strangers and friends
alike he is kind and helpful. He
believes every one to be good wunless
and until proved to be the contrary.
And not unoften he s deceived by
his guests. He prefers to be deceived
and cheated to deceive and cheat
others. He does not betray those who
repose their trust, secrets and faith
in him and those whose friendship
and loyalty he has tried he grapples
them to his soul with hoops of steel.
If he dreads authority it is not because
he i1s a2 coward but because he trusts it
as the custcdian of law and order
without which his peacetul and
esszntial avocation cannot goon. In
the stars, the rains, the storms and
tloods he reads his destiny. He
reveres the apostles of his church as
well as those of his neighbours be-
cause in his eyes all of them direct
human beings to the worship of the
same Father in Heaven and the ob-
servation of the same virtues. He
has his moments of madness too.
When his passions are excited he is
worse than a beast and lets himself
go with a vengeance, It may be
drink, revenge, filthy and abusive
language or a woman who has ravish-
ed his fancy ....he forgets himself
and like 2 mad bull or wild 2 maniac
goes all out for his objective.
Khushwant Singh has not either
blurred this seamy side of his pea-
sants’ character or exaggerated it
He has simply described it as he
found it. To a puritan or a prig
these patches in his writings may
smack of deliberate vulgarity or por-
nography introduced by way of a
concession to the taste of his Western
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readers—-—a pandering to the taste
of the readers of books like The
Bhowani Junction——but in my view
without them his portrayal of the
Punjab character would have been
partial and onpe-sided.

II

The small volume of stories, The
Voice of God and other Stories is rich in
characters. These fall into two broad
divisions : the peasants and the town-
dwellers,

In the Doice of God we meet
Ganda Singh, a tcady, and im-
moral gangster who rules over the
village with awe and terror because
he enjoys official patronage. He is a
personal friend of the Deputy Com-
missioner whose word is law in the
village. He is a ready tcol in the
hands of the rulers to sway the
general elections, The villagers’ civic
sense is not yet developed and as they
cannot distinguish between a genuine
worker and time-servers; their choice
of candidates for the Legislative
Assembly 1s controlled by Ganda
Singh. His counterpart from the
town is Seth Sukhtankar whose one
passion in life is making money and
more money. Till a few days ago he
was an ardent champion of the Briti-
shers and of the British goods but he
now advocates the boycott cf the
imported stuff. Why ? Because he
is a manufacturer and stands to bene-
fit by the boycott of the imported
goods. Nationalism is only a smoke
screen for his rapacious appetite for
moneyv. Nobody bothers about what
Baba Ram Singh, otherwise held in
great esteem, says about the needs of
the Kisan and his anxiety to serve
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their cause. The poor dear loses his
security in the election for want of
polling the requisite minimum of
votes. Such, alas, is the tate of many
a good-meaning public servant who
belongs to no organized party.

Sir Mohan Lal and his wife, Lady
Mohan Lal. a contrasted couple,
occupy our attention in the story,
Karma. Sir Mohan Lal belongs to
the middle-class gentry and has been
educated abroad. He is thoroughly
anglicized in his speech and man-
nerisms. As the author remarks he
is more in love with his college tie
than his country or even his wife.
His wife he tolerates as having been
tagged on to him by a dirty trick of
his Fate, that is, Karma. This sketch,
though based in parts on some well
-known originals in the Pre-partition
Punjab, is at best a caricature which
delights the readers immensely. We
have a saying : "The crow danced to
the steps of the peacock and forgot
its own.” Sir Mohan Lal is as hide-
ous as a crow and strets like a
peacock. His attempts at playing
the burra sahib are ridiculous. l'e
would have amused Moliere. His
wife, Lachhmi, is every inch of her-
self a typical Lualayain. She is as
gross in her corpulency : an amusing
mass of human protoplasm. ‘She has
never bothered to know if she had
any rights other than conjugal and
was blissfully satisfied with her betel-
leaf-and-chapati existence.” I wonder
if she understood what it meant to be
Lady Mohan Lal. In common par-
lance in our country every married
woman of a well-to-do family is a
lady. Notwithstanding his title and
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anglicisms Sir Mohan Lal was treated
like a nigger by the British soldiers
who threw him out of a first class
compartment of a running train bag
and baggage. Look at the mockery of
fate : he was spat at by Lady Mohan
Lal who sat in an inter class conpart-
ment in the rear of the train.

In the Mark of Vishnu the interest
centres round Ganga Ram, the super
-stitious man, who worships the
deadly cobra and feeds him or milk
every uight. He does not care two
hoots about the sceptical remarks of
the urchins of the house in which he
serves but carries on with his worship
in full faith. In the end he is stung
to death by his God-cobra. He must
have died fully satisfied in a state of
bliss. Such is the strength of faith
of Ganga Ram.

In the character of Ramesh Chan-

alias Charles in The Buiterfly
Khushwant Singh lets himself go
and brings all the shafts in his
armoury to hit his target with, His
sarcastic wit, his pungent satire, and
ridicule are combined with his play-
ful humour and the result is Charlee
— a product of College education,
who by turns is an Indian Christian,
a lady-killer, a terrorist and a com-
munist worker and whose desire is
to be noticed as the leader of the
poor and the down-trodden, the tonga
drivers of Lahore. The supreme
moment In his lite came when he
held the party flag in his hand and
shouted to the routed tongawallas :

dra

‘Comrades. Comrades, to the barri-
cades " . ...'Barricades of hearts and
souls.” ‘No,” says his creator. The
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real moment of triumph for Charles
was when in the hospital he saw a
pretty nurse and said to her: ‘The
name 1s Ramesh Chander. Charles
for short. Pleased to meet you." At
heart he was a fop: a butterfully
showing oft its wings.

In The Portrait of a Lady we see
the typical grand old lady of a well-
to-do village landlord’s family deserv-
tng respect. She is sweet, affec-
tionate, simple-minded, strong in
faith, fuil of piety and prayers,
charitable and amiable of disposition.
In her old age she bhad resigned her-
self completely to the will of the
Lord and spent her time in looking
after the young children and feeding
the sparrows that frequented the
house. Her spare time she devoted
to her prayers; a saintly figure who
was missed by her sparrows when she
died. How touching is the scene of
her death and how simply it is told.
‘In the evening’, writes Khushwant
Singh, ‘we went to her room
with a crude stretcher to take her to
be cremated. The sun was setting
and had lit her room aud verandah
with a blaze of golden light. We
stopped half-way in the courtyard.
All over the verandah and in her
room right up to where she lay dead
and stiff wrapped in the red shroud,
thousands of sparrows sat scattered
on the fioor. There was no chirping,
We felt sorry for the birds and my
mother fetched some bread for them.
She broke it into ctumbs, the way my
grandmother used to, and threw it to
them. The sparrows took no notice
of the bread. When we carried my
grandmother's corpse off, they flew
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away quietly. Next morning the
sweeper swept the bread crumbs into
the dust bin.” It is anybody’s guess
that the portrait is drawn from lite
and with full reverence and admi-
ration. It is really more in the nature
of a tribute and a memorial to an
honoured name and a sweet memory.

In Death comes to Daulat Ram a
gourmet cum gourmand makes his
appearance. It is Daulat Ram, a man
of means who cannot help over-eating
and drinking even though the family
physician has warned him to be
moderate., He had trouble with his
gall-bladder. Uncannily enough he
died true to the family superstition
amongst the members of his family
all of whom had arrived earlier. His
son, Ranga. who had been summoned
from the Coffee House in haste had
seen the premonition of his grand-
tather outside on the drive to the pal-
atial house. Such premonitions and
superstitions are too well-known to
the Punjabi men and women.

In The Insurance Agent, Mr.
Swami, the omnipresent and omnpisci-
ent insurance agent, is a masterpiece
of Khushwant Singh's humour.
As you make his acquaintance—and
you cannot evade his eye even in the
printed page—vyou instantaneously
fall under his spell and when you
come to the end of his exploits,
though they are not as many as you
will like them to be, you burst with
laughter and remark : "What a re-
markable man " His motto should
be inscribed in bold letters on the
outer gates of all Insurance Company
offices: ‘God is great and provides
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for his creatures but it is also man's
duty to provide against the future.
God gave him brains to do that.

In A Punjabi Fastorale both the
seamy and the bright sides of the
peasant families are highlighted.
Moola Singh, a large hulking man of
sixty years of age, who in his sober
moments commands the voice of the
villagers, is dead drunk and feels not
only repentant but ashamed of him-
self when greeted by his guests
from th: town. '‘You come to my
house,’ he says to Mr. Hansen, the
Christian Missiopary, and I am
stupidly drunk. If you forgive me
this time and promise to come again,
[ will not touch drink any more.
We can easily guess that even though
the Punjabi villager may get drunk
at times he does not like to behave
like a fool in the presence of his
guests and thereby ruin his fair
name. He must do nothing that may
bring a slur on his name. His daugh-
ter, slim, pretty and young is the
redeeming feature in his house. ‘She
is like a flower in the desert, and
desert flowers always smell sweeter.
They have to make up for the desert.
I could write a poem about her . .°
This is what Khushwant Singh
feels about her. The Punjabi women
are always working and working very
hard without a grudge or a murmur
and irrespective of the fooleries of
their men,

The Rape makes grim reading.
Dalip Singh shows what a Punjabi
peasant youth, whose passions are
excited—in this case by lust—can do.
To say the least he behaves worse
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than a beast, though he may repent
afterwards. For the moment all his
energies are diverted to sensual enjoy-
ment. Youth and the moon conspire
and they play havoc with two young
hearts almost simaltanecusly : the
hearts of Dalip Singh and the neigh-
bour’s daughter, Bindo. In the land
of Sohni-Mahiwal and Heer-Ranjha
there is no dearth of love-lorn and
love-stricken men and women but
whereas with the city-dwellers love
and love-making is a pastime and
dilly-dallying, with the country folk
it is something very serious. Dalip
Singh's defence in the court of law
was that Bindo had come to him of
her own free will. When she was
questioned in the course of the cross
examination Bindo had the courage
to confess that she had. How many
of the women in the cities would
dare to be as truthful in a matter of
the heart as Bindo? The Punjabi
peasant abhors telling a lie and for
the same reason does not tolerate one.

How true the above statement is
becomes clear in The Man with a
Clear Conscience in which a Sikh
taxi driver in Calcutta beats a Bengali
thief to pulp. Had the Bengali con-
fessed his guilt most probably the
Sikh driver would have let him off
with a shower of abuse. But as he
insisted upon telling one lie to cover
another he was beaten.

Little Man. you had a busy Day
takes us to the Civil Secretariat
where Sundar Singh, a Punjabi youth,
working as a stenographer along with
a Madrasi and a Bengali, engages cur
attention. He is a jolly good fellow,

DESH



gets easily excited and grumbles a lot,
laughs at his little jokes, roars and
gesticulates, mimics his superior
officers, feels that the Civil Secre-
tariat is run by the stenographers, is
energetic, believes in no work but
loves taking tea and sports. Playing
a volley-ball match is more important
to him than the work in the office,
international politics or domestic
teuds. [n the excitement of the game
he even forgets the rebukes he had
been administered eatlier in the day
tor being late.

Niraunjan Singh of Hoshiarpur, the
all-in-all wrestler Nanjo of Toronto
tame, is the last star in the galaxy of
characters in The Voice of God and
other Stories. 'We make his acquain-
tance in Sikh meets Sikh. His love
of the land in the far distant Punjab
is as great as that of the Chinese
peasant in Pearl Buck’s novel: The
Guod Earth. For making a living——
‘all for the belly’, as he himself said—
—he had migrated to Canada. That
shows the adventurous spirit of the
Punjabi Sikh who shares the honour,
with the Parsies and the Sindhis, of
establishing business centres and
farms in foreign countries. Niranjan
Singh knows that he has to compro-
mise with his adversaries in the
wrestling ring and connive at the
unfair awards of the reterees and the
managers——'all for the belly.” When
he is asked by a compatriot he says:
*All for the belly. But when I have
made enough [ will show you what
I can do, [I'll floor the incestuous ..
the whole bloody lot of them. Then
I will go to Hoshiarpur and till the
land. ] want to show my village to
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my wife . ... ‘Little did he worry
himself to know that the” ‘buxom
blonde with a grin that bared several
gold teeth’ and vigorously chewed
gum might travel with him to his
village on a pleasure trip but was sure
to return by the first available plane.’
She was a part of the game that he
was called upon to play every day
of his life in Canada-—all for the
belly, How innocent and ignorant
of the ways of the western world this
Punjabi peasant is !

If you want to see how humorous

" and cosmopolitan a Punjabi, like Shri

Khushwant Singh, can be you have
only to read the story called Posthu-
mous. It speaks for his large-hearted-
ness which prompted him to dedicate
this book of stories not to his Hindu
and Sikh friends, the Judge or the
Professor, but to Asghari and Manzur
Jadir and the beloved city of Lahore,
The Sikhs and Hindus were simply
hounded out of Lahore. I said in
the beginning that a Punjabi, ke he
a Sikh, a Hindu or a Muslim, will
not desert or betray his friends. It
1s, indeed, a pity that these ‘friends’
in the story did not constitute the
Government of the undivided Punjab.
Had it been so, Khushwant Singh
would have been spared the agony
and the pain of writing his novel,
The Train to Pakistan. (1956)

III

The Train to Pahkistan, a highly
dramatic novel, provides an insight
into the close ties of loyalty which
bind individual villagers to the
village community and vice versa......
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ties which transcend all other con-
siderations.

The individual loyalty is seen at
its best in Juggat Singh, the notorious
dacoit : like father. like son. He has
many defects; he has his virtue also.
He has a code of honour and he
abides by 1t. He is loyal to those
with whom he lives, who help him
and who love him. Aslong as he
lives in his village Malli and his
gang of dacoits dare not lock in that
direction. Of late he has severed his
connections with his comrades of
older days and warned them that the
present times of disturbed communal
strife in the wake of the Partition
were not suited to dacoity, His
reason was that they were likely to
arouse inter-communal suspicion and
destroy harmony of relationship in
the village. He is sensitive and does
not tolerate anyone who speaks either
about his love affair with Nooro, the
daughter of the Muslim Mullah, or
passes strictures against his daring
and courage. When his passions are
aroused he behaves in an infuriated
manner... .. Dalip Singh in The Rape
seems to be an understudy for him
..and when he comes to avenging
himself on his enemy., Malli, he is
more ferocious than a fighting bull.
He is a terror to the police and dares
cut the most vulgar jokes with them
if they chance to touch him on the
sore point of his atfection for Nooro,
that being something very sacred to
him. It makes him very loyal to her
and possibly, on that account, to her
kith and kin, the Muslims of Mano
Majra, his village. When he is
veleased from the jail his first
12

thought is of her. He is sure she
must have gone to his mother and
asked for protection {and he was
right)and if she was turned away on
false religious grounds he would not
spare his mother. On arriving at the
village he learnt of the sinister design
of the desperadoes and Malii and
Company to kill the Muslim refugees,
amongst whom was his beloved
Nooro, when they left Mano Majra
by train for Pakistan. He lost no
time and showed mno hesitation in
coming to the right decision . ... 2
decision that would not only redeem
his name but would bring credit to
Mano Majra and glory to mankind .
to save the poor victims of slaughter
He gave his life and saved the life
that was dearest to him and inciden-
tally the lives of all the Muslim
residents of the village who were so
very dear to Nooro. Did not she carry
within her womb his child ? A great
character, indeed! It is conceived
on a colossal scale and superbly
execnted.

Before going to the raillway bridge
Juggat Singh came to the Gurdwara to
seek the Almighty Guru’s benediction:
to have the Scripture read out to him
by Bhai Meet Singh.

“He who made the night and day

The days of the week and the
seasons,

He who made the breezes blow,
the waters run,

The fire and the lower regions,

Made the earth ..the temple of law.

He who made creatures of divers
kinds
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With a multitude of names,

Made this law ..

By thought and deed be judged
forsooth,

For God is
Truth.

There the elect his court adorn,

And God Himself their actions
honours;

There are sorted deeds that were
done and bore fruit

From those that to action could
never ripen.

shall

This, O Nanak,
(Verse 34, Jupji)

True and dispenseth

hereafter
happen.”

The law :By thought and deed be
judged forsooth'—Jugat Singh obeyed.
He had in him the making of a hero;
he had only to follow the law and
the right road. He must dedicate his
life and might to a noble purpose and
nothing could be nobler than to lay
down his life for the sake of his
friends. This 1s the practical faith
of a Punjabi—of a Sikh: so simple
and yet so endearing and elevating.
Love physical becomes love trans-
cendental.

The character of Juggat Singh 1s
contrasted with two different charac-
ters : those of Igbal, the Western
educated Communist and the Deputy
Commissioner, Hukum Chand. The
Deputy Commissioner sought relief
from official responsibilities in the
company of a Muslim dancing girl but
sacrificed her when he could have
easily saved her. He had his own
reasons. If the people had come to
know of his association with her it
weuld have been a blot on his ‘fair’
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name. Igbal too was faced with the
problem should he address his
‘message’ to the villagers of Mano
Majra? No, he must think of himself.
‘In a state of chaos self-preservation
is the supreme duty . .. The point of
sacrifice .... is the purpose. For pur-
pose, it is not enough that a thing Is
intrinsically good; it must be known
to be good ...... The doer must do only
when the receiver is ready to receive.
Otherwise, the good is wasted .....It
is both cowardly and foolhardy to
kowtow to social standards when one
believes neither in the society nor in
its standards. Their courage is your
cowardice, their cowardice is your cou-
rage.It is all a matter of nomenclature.
One could say it needs courage to be
a coward. A conundrum, but a quo-
table one. Make a note of it ..” Thus
thought Igbal and continued to drink
the whisky that he carried with him
till he felt asleep anc let the situation
in the village take care of itself.
Igbal is an elaboration of Ramesh
Chander, Charles, in The Butterfiy.
Kukam Chand is a hybrid product:
a cross between Daulat Rem in Death
comes to Daulat Ram and Sir Mohan
Lal in Karma with a lot of flunkeys
and upstarts thrown in as catalytic
agents tor whom Khushwant Singh
has acquired a special allergy.

The character of Bhai Meet Singh
——the Sikh priest at the Gurdwara
——has been drawn with great consi-
deration an! thought. He is a lovable
figure representing as he does the
Bhais of the pre-Partiticn Fra, who
made no distinction between religion
and religion. This race is fast dying
out, He greets everv visitor who
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seeks shelter at the dharamshala with
the customary greeting : ‘Sat Sri Akal’
and offers ready hospitality by way of
food, tea and a charpoy. He adheres
to the rites and the rituals laid down
by the Gurus. For example, when
you go in near the Holy Granth
Sahib you must t ke off your shoes
and cover your head. He has a long
beard --—that lends him grace and
divinity —and he combs it wirh his
hands too often while talking. Obvi-
ously, it helps him te concentrate his
thoughts and put them in concise
terms. He sincerely believes that
‘every one is welcome to his religion’:
he to Sikhism and brother Imam
Baksh to Islam. He attackes great
importance to morality and detests the
West because of its lack of moral
values in daily life. Much of the
communistic talk of Igbal is claptrap
to him and much that goes by the
name of important happenings or
atrocities and the like stufl’ a matter
of no significance. ‘Corruption’ and
‘exploitation’ are beyond his grasp.
What he understood was the Punjabi
code : “Truth, honour, financial inte-
grity were all right, but these were
placed lower down the scale of values
than being true to one's salt, to one’s
friends and fellow villagers .." Accord-
ingly, he condemned Juggat Singh's
misreported murder of Hukam Chand
on the ground that he had murdered
a fellow villager and not because he
had committed a murder. Juggat
Singh must have risen in his esteem
by his heroic efforts to save his fellow
brethren and his sacrifice. Judge a
man by his deeds but confine them to
his narrow confines of the village
community, He has a number of
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platitudes in his repertoire and these
come handy to him in discussions,
especially when arguments fail. As
for example, his saying to Igbal about
Juggat Singh ‘Jugga had been going
straight for some time. He ploughed
his land and looked after his cattle.
He never left the village, and report-
ed himself to the Lambardar every
day. But how long can a snake keep
straight.” Likewise the Holy Text and
the sayings of the Gurus are cited by
him to decide weighty matters. As
for example, during the discussion
about the future of the Muslims in
Mano Majra he came out with Guru
Govind Singh’s injunction : ‘No Sikh
was to touch the person of a Muslim
woman.” He is essentially a man of
peace. ‘I am an old Bhai’ he would
say, 'I could not lift my hands against
anyone— — fight in battle or kill the
killer...... ' When he could not hold
ground against the fiery youth who
had come to work up the villagers to
kill and loot the Muslims, he said.
‘The train will have Mano Majra
Muslims on it. *What then ? It was
Bhai Meet Singh's duty to lead the
prayer for the success of the deadly
mission against which he had been
protesting in vain, This was the
prayer he read :

In the name of Nanak

By the hope that faith doth instii,

By the grace of Ged,

We bear the world nothing but
good will,

The Sikh will rule

Their enemies will be scattered

Only they that seek refuge will be
saved |
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He expressed his deep concern and
uneasinzss to Igbal when he returned
to the dharamshala after his release
from the jail. When asked by Igbal
why he could not ask the villagers to
be reasonable and sensible, he replied,
‘Who listens to an old Bhai? These
are bad times, Igbal Singhji, very bad
times. There is no faith or religion,
All one can do is to crouch in a safe
corner till the storm blows over .. °
He heaved a sigh and wiped a tear
with the scarf on his shoulder and
went onto say: I have dome alll
could, My duty is to tell people what
is right and what is not. If they insist
on doing evil, ] ask God to forgive
them. I can only pray: the rest is for
the police and the magistrates. .. ...
Late in the night Juggat Singh came
to him and asked for the Scripture to
b2 read out to him by way of
benediction. Bhai Meet Singh had
laid the Holy Granth torest for the
night and must not break the rule.
He, however, agreed to read a piece
from the morning prayer for he must
be true to his vocation of praying for
every one. When at the end of the
prayer Juggat Singh asked, Is that
good?” Bhai Meet Singh replied,” All
the Guru's word is good.” What does
it mean? asked Juggat Singh. Bhai
Meet Singh said,” What have you
to do with meaning? It is just the
Guru's word. If you are going to
do something good, the Guru will
help you; 1f you are going to do
something bad, the Guru will stand
in your way. if you persist in doing
it, He will punish you till you repent.
and then forgive you." ‘Sat Sri Akal,'
satd Juggat Singh. the dacoit turned
hero, and he was gone to make the

DESH

supreme sacrifice. Such is the talis-
man in the Holy word and Bhai Meet
Singh administered it to the villagers
of Mano Majra.” We read today the
gospel but Meet Singhs are no longer
amongst us. How sad; how unfortunate!
The pages of Khushwant Singh's
novel will bear testimeony, if the
coming generations should need it,
that men like Bhai Meet Singh did
exist in flesh and blced for if they did
not Shri Khushwant Singh could not
have portrayed one from imaginotion.

A word must be said about Nooro,
the Muslim girl. She is a wild cat and
is as daring and defiant as the man
she woos and flirts with, On a night
when none except her paramour
Juggat Singh dare stir out of the viil-
age she kept her tryst with him. She
preteuds to be coy but is a thorough
flirt deeply immersed in all tricks

that endear women of ill repute
to men. Once she had made her
choice of a mate she dared defy

the entire village and the slandercus
talk and carried on her love affair.
But her happiness was docmed to te
short-lived. Before she could induce
Juggat Singh to wed her — she had
only to turn a Sikh — the Partition
took place and she had to go to
Pakistan with her father. But she did
pot want to go. When she was asked
by her father to get up things for the
next day's march te the Refugee
Camp in transit to Pakistan she
replied: Go away? Where?" ‘I don't
know..... Pakistan.", replied Imam
Baksh. She sat up with a jerk. ‘I
will not go to Pakistan,’ she said
defiantly. When she was told that if
she did not go she would be thrown
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out, she said,” Who will throw us out.
This is our village. Are the police
and the government dead ?' She knew
that in this desperate hour her only
hope was Juggat Singh. Thinking
that he might have been released from
the jail along with Malli and Company
she went to Juggat Singh's mother.
Little did the old woman realize that
the heart had its own reasons. Had
she not brought so much disgrace to
her son? No no. no; She had tamed
him and brought him happiness. She
carried his child within her womb.
Did her father know it? No, if he
did he would marry her off to some
one or else murder her. Juggat Singh
was sure to get her as soon as he was
out of the prison, But Fate delayed
it and poor Nooro had to go to
Pakistan. Before leaving the village
for good she came to Juggat Singh's
house to say' Sat Sri Akal’ to him
and if she failed to find him there she
would ask his mother to say it to him
when he came home. If Heer had
followed har Ranjha, Sassi her Punnu
and Sahiban her Mirza, fain would
have Nooro followed her Juggat Singh
till the end of her days. But cruel
Fate had willed it otherwise.

The path of love, they say, is sel-
dom smooth: it is tragic. Here in the
peges of Train to Pabistan is recorded
one of the many tragedies of love that
occurred during the days of the
holocast in the history of the Punjab,
now called the Partition. True were

the feelings and the senciments which
were sought to be conveyed in the
fitm, Lahore:

‘Baharain phir bhi aiyaingi magar
ham tum judaa honge.

Juggat Singh could not retain
his Nooro with him but he sent
his heart to beat with her heart.
The two hearts were to beat with the
third heart — And did .. .. ........
and .. ........ ? Who knows! The
creator of Nooro and Juggat Singh
dropped his pen with the words:’ The
engine was almost on him (Juggat
Singh.) There was a volley of shots.
The man shivered and collapsed. The
rope snapped in the centre as he fell.
The train went over him, and went
on to Pakistan,’'

Juggat Singh and Nooro and Bhai
Meet Singh shall always live and we
are thankful to Khushwant Singh
for it. Idonot know if he knew a
Juggat Singh or a Nooro in life; but I
am sure it is as difficult to reconstruct
Bhat Meet Singh from imagination as
to create the Grandmother (in The
Portrait of a Lady )or, for the matter
of that, Khushwant Singh (in
Posthumous.) These characters and
their creator are true specimens of the
Punjabi character, the romantic and
the heroic; the great and the noble. It
is true, as ever before, that rruth is
stranger than fiction.*

x A brief version of this article was published in the Annual Number of The Punjzbi
Cultural Association, Poona, in Qctober. 1958.
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Snobbery Incorporated

By Suresh Gopal B. Sc. IInd Year

SNOBS to the right of you, snobs

to the left of you, snobs in front
of you, snobs everywhere. A world
of snobs.

A race by themselves. A creed by
themselves. Beings, who are some-
thing more than mere humanr beings.
(so they think)

According to the Chamber’s
Twentieth Century Dictionary a snob
is described as :-

Snob : n, A vulgar person, esp. one
who apes gentility, a tuft hunter;
a shoemaker; a workman, who
works for lower wages than his
fellows, a rat, one who will not
join a strike,

How complimentary really to be
called a rat! Yes, I suppose 1t is
true. Everyone cannot be arat or
act at being one, It is the snob’s
special attribute, He has slowly and
painfully over the long years learned
the art of being a rat, in order that
he can affix the distinguished title
of a snob to his name. How very
praiseworthy is his effort.

You can recognise a member of
this race a mile awav. He literally
stinks of his snobbery. His way of
walking, sitting or talking -all exhibit
his special quality or superiority.
From every pose of his body and
mind, snobbery ocozes out. And, my
word, what an ooze.
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Snobs, consider it most unsnobbish
to be friendly to a member belonging
to the other race, that is, the undis.
tinguished common race of humans
who are not rats like themselves, It
is below their dignity (I} to show
any friendliness to a non-member
of their exclusive club. It is not
done according to their code of
conduct.

See a snob in action. You would
really be impressed with his exclusive
ways of behaviour. That disgusted
look, or that supercilious tone, all
suggest a being from outer space or
even beyond outer space—space still
undiscovered.

I wonder at times why they don’t
preter to call themselves slops instead
of snobs. For one, there would be
one more word in the dictionary, and
for another it would be more in keep-
ing with their ethics.

The best part of this drama is that
young people consider it a very great
thing to be called snobs, They ape
the behaviour of these slops. and if
anyone calls them a snob they are in
the seventh heaven. It is their salva-
tion, They have made their mark in
this world, and possibly in the next
too (it there is one !)

All said and done, the more you
see of snobs the more you would be
apt to exclaim like Alice did, ‘Curic-
ser and Curiouser !
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The College Canteen.*
Rajinder Khuller, Prep Arts,

TI—IE canteen, is the breeding ground
of 7539, of the flies of Kalka ji.
Once within 100 yards of our canteen,
a peculiar buzzing sound is heard.It
grows louder as one approaches and
rises to a crescendo at the canteen
door. Upon arrival at the door it is
discovered that the buzzing is not
that of machinery, but is the buzzing
of-——FLIES. At least they contri-
bute 80%, of the noise,

To enter, one opens a wire-gauze
anti-fly door and then finds a formid-
able barrier confronting him—FLIES.
Having clawed blindly for approxi-
mately 5 vds through a thick curtain of
these inseets, you find yourself inside
the canteen, and, after digging flies
from your ears, nose and clothes, you
peer through a smoke-screen to see if
you know anybody. Having found
some one you know, you settle down
to add to the empty tea-cups and
thicken the cloud of smoke. One
hand has to be kept free ro swat flies
with an exercise book.

In winter you can only find a few
scattered flies, buzzing around. trying
to find something worth eating (a
difficult task in our canteen). But
in summer you find them at their
best,

The Food ! Food. did 1 say ? Sorry
tor the mistake, I meant .. .. ..well,
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it’s just indescribable. During the
recess, ravenous hordes descend upon
the canteen, who dish out stuff that
a blind man with his eyes shut would
carry to the nearest garbage-can,
holding his house.

But the “hordes” are obviously
either too hungry to notice or are
blind men with blindfolds and dark
sun-glasses over closed eyes, as they
finish it as fast asit comes, Taking
an example, a bun-and-samosa combi-
nation. This is served to you after
many minutes, curses and threats to
the bearer. along with a watery fluid.
red in colour, which resembles nc-
thing that resembles anything. and
goes under the magic word “sauce”
(for which one is charged on extra
5n. P)

After much distribution upen the
floor around one of cigarettes burts
and empty tea-cups, thesound of the
college bell is heard above the clam-
our, flies buzzing, shouts of “Kundan,
chai laoI” and “cigarette lao!l” and so
on. Bills are paid (some are not), and
the “Ordeal by Flies” at the door is
once more undertaken,

Fresh air I Ah ! to be free (of flies,
at least), oh joy I but wait, happiness
disappears as fast, if not faster, than
it came, we still have the class to
attend, (Groan),

* More of fiction and less of fact {_E-d.)
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Knitting Needles

By Roop Lal, Maths (Hons) Final

NITTING, irrespective of its

quality, seems to be an essential
ingredient of the womanly virtues of
a modern lady. No lady, having any
self-respect what so ever, can afford
to part with her knitting needles, It
is her incumbent duty, her life-long
mission to which she is whole-hearted-
ly devoted. day and night. Whether
she is sitting beside her hearth or
walking in a fashionable shopping
centre her fingers go on playing nim-
bly. and I am sure, she is much ahead
the clock in the achievement of her

target during the third five year
plan.
It is difficult to conjecture

whether these sacred needles owe
their origin to some philosophy of
our living saint, Vinoba, Bhave or
some other divine inspiration, but it
is indeed hard to reconcile with the
view that the carze for knitting
every where had its birth in mere
ostentation and self-justification for
being useful citizens of free India;
perhaps it is the growing awareness of
the precious time among the fair-sex
but ladies are reputed to devote no
less than half-a day for decking their
persons. Anyway it has definitely
posed a number of major problems
before our country. It is easy to
foresee some casualties in future in
some of our fashionable shopping
centres or in some theatres and
Cinema house or even in Colleges
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where the 'Eve in fury’ would pin her
adversalry down with the sharp-edged
needles, As a result, the Govern-
ment may deem it fit to ban the
production of the knitting-needles in
the country and the unemployed
labour may bring about some bloody-
revolution. What a disaster ? But
what worries me most is the girl
students {(myself being a student),
who prefer going to the College with
‘needles’ in their hands in place of
books, I fear, they may not, come-
day, take their knitting needles to
the examination hall too, instead of
taking their pens and pencils, God
forbid : if it so happens, poor invigi-
lators would be in a perilous state and
there would be an additional burden
on the National Exchequer for main-
tenance of a special police reserve,
A more serious threat that has heen
looming large these days is the dis-
solution of many a happy married life,
Wives busy with knitting at all odd
hours (conscientious as they are)
find it hard to spare any time for
their husbands who have come "after
plodding a weary way homewards”
and feel slighted and prefer to have a
divorce. How horrible the conse-
quences !

What appears ever more tragic is
that these useful and harmless ‘need-
less” may betray their own worshippers
one day, A gentle, virtuous lady,
absorbed in her sacred duty, may
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stumble against a stone while walking
along a roadside and expose herself
to hazardous accidents either of the
traffic or with some road Romeo.

Would it not be desirable that
some immediate steps should be taken
to check the ensuing disaster facing

us by time and place for the noble job
of knitting 7 The mighty needles
may feel offended on this suggestion
of limiting their territory, and no
wonder, ] may have to face the next
winter un-aided but it is their interest
that is weighing heavy on my heart
and I wish them a bright future.

The Avtobiography Of A Rough Nolebook

By Miss Lily Baweja B.A.l Year

HERE was a loud thud as I fourd
myself flung into a corner, with

a pile of other books as unfortunate
as myself. I had been expecting this
final dismissal for quite some time,
but of course as always, these things
come unexpectedly, and have the
power to move us inspite of ourselves.

This I thought sadly was the end-
I had been discarded. How final it
sounded but hope dies hard. and
sometimes nor at all, for as long as
there is life there must be hope even
if it is born of despair.

Having lain there for a month.
and with revulsion watched rthe
layers of dirt increasing, on what
remained of my once new and clean
cover | knew that, could do no such
thing and as always reason asserted
itself, and my spirits returned, not
bubbling over as they had once been
but ina calm and peaceful way. When
we are young nothing has the power
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of distressing us for long but then I
was not young any more. And I
resolved that since 1 could not be ot
any use actively, [ could at least put
down a part of the vast, varied and
colourful adventures that befall my
kith and kin and that which I ex-
perienced also.

I am as you must have guessed,
what those huge living creatures.
called human beings, call a’note book’.
Theyv. of course, do not credit us with
any feeling saying that we are inani-
mate objects. Little do they know,
that, we, whom they use with such
carelessness; unless we are text books-
are as much capable of {teeling as
they are. And, often, we manage to
conjecture the very thoughts of our
respective owners, having got so used
to their scribbling, oreonce in a while,
doing some thing serious on us,

I can well recollect the day, when
1 used to look around me and wonder
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at this exciting, yet in some ways,
frightening man-made world, For
you must know that I was compiled
in a paper factory and contained 250
pages. I used the past tense, for
now [am certain I cannot contain
more than 200 pages.

And it does not take much stret-
ching of imagination to know what
happened to the rest. Having been
put together, I was piled into a
truck with a lot of others. During
the drive, I met a number of other
copy books and after some preliminary
formalicies, for not unlike the human
beings we are also very formal, we
began making polite conversation and
soon we were revealing our secrets.
Thinking back I can now understand
how vyoung [ must have bheen to
still idealistically be thinking, that
1 would probably belong to a girl
with a lovely hand writing, and have
my pages decorated with good or
excellent words etc.

The ride came to an end, and
with many wishes of good will, and
hopes that we may meet again, I,
with some other companinions, took
our leave. We were put into a
large clean shop and then afterwards
were put on one of the shelves.

I had been in a shop for a week
and enjoyed my stay there, watching
the steady flow of customers who
poured into the shop, [ also saw
them passing the time pleasantly
chatting to other occupants of the
store,

One day in came a very voung
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person, pigtails flying and a very
worried expression on the face. I

was harriedly exchanged for 10
annas. I found myself thrust into a
bag hurridely. This was done so
quickly that I practically went

through a history book which was so
worn out that it could not bhave
withstood such an attack a second
time, I hastily apologized and after
some jostling we settled down quite
comfortably. Then I was feeling
terribly excited wondering anxiously
what T would be subjected to next,

We arrived at the school only
fifteen minutes late. We soon settled
down there, and then to my horror
I learnt that I was to be a rough.
copy book. The indignity of it appall-
ed me, but being helpless I accepted it.

After that of course my life was
full.  Notes of different kind on
various subjects were scribbled down
and home work was hastily done,
Pages were being continually torn
out, for some purpose which has
remained a mystery to teachers and
will remain that way.

My mistress was a scatterbrain.
She could not remember to bring the
proper books, inspite, of the fact that
my very first page was there to remind
her as the time table was written on
the first page of the copy book. She
would giggle in the class. And I was
often seen aiding and abetting her,
in the crime of passing messages back
and forth in the class. Then again
pages would be spent in writing out
talks like. : ‘T must not talk in class, I
must not steel out my tongue, I must
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not be naughty in class’ were three of
the three hundred which continually
adorned my pages. I did not grudge
my mistress the pages, for she wasa
good-hearted girl, though her kindness
did not extend ro me. For I was
sorely tried, at times being flung down
In a rage, or being torn apart: at
that time [ did not like it at all,
bur actually I must have liked it for
now | miss it sorely. There were
pleasant times as well :- for on some
of the pages there are colourful
drawings and paintings which give
me great pleasure. '

I was proud of the fact that I wa
taken evervwhere; that I was quizq
indispensable to her. But I grew
sad as the pages remaining to be
covered grew less, and finally bade
farewell to the numerous friends I
had made during the three months
had been in service.

So 1t 1s with a full heart and &
mind filled with the nostalgic meme-
ries of the past eventful year, thay
I say farewell to my active life and
pray that I have served my purpese
though it be only-of a rough copr
book.

JInmdrian  Stardard Time

Bv K. V. 5. Ramani, B. A. (Hons) II Year.

A visitor from the terribly precise
and efficient West is invited to

dinner in a typical Indian family.

Promptly at the appointed hour, he -

presents himself at the front door.
After being admitted by a somewhat
flustered servant, he sits alone in the
living room for a quarter of an hour
before the hust appears. and greets
him with mumbled apologies. Puzzl-
ed and obviously irritated, the visitor
enquires in a pained voice ‘“you did
say 7.30, didn't you? 1 thought I
was late.”

The explanation for this situation
is familiar to most people in our
country where nobody ever arrives
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‘on time’, Lunch may begin anytime
between noon and 1.30—more like s
towards the latter end. As a matrer
of fact, the host is likely to be the
injured party, if his guest is soin-
considerate as to show up before :
decent interval has overtaken the
scheduled hour.

Precisely, we just are not clock
watchers in India. Possibly it applies
to the whole of Asia, our part o
the world. But there is not as much
confusion due to people being late a:
Westerners might think. [t is mere-
ly a matter of thinking ahead an hour
or so from the approximate time vou
have in mind. In Rangoon, che mar
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who invites you to dinner is likely
to add “‘Burmese time” after naming
the hour. The Japanese, expert hosts
who are always prepared for any
contingency, provide a geisha who
giggles and chirps “Japanese time”
to the foreigner who Innocently
arrives ahead of others—often ahead
of the host himself.

Your host in Colombo gleefully
refers to “Ceylon standard time”
which is from a half to three quarters
of an hour behind the clock.

Coming back to India, people
know better than to take a person
literally when he names a time for a
rendezvous. When vou teel you
are tardy-—say about an hour and a
half—vou might venture a smile of
guirdel apology :- “have you been
waiting long ?" Even though the
other person might have arrived half
an hour betore, he will reply cour-
teously, "“No I just got here.”

So in our country the proper
moment for arriving for a social
appointment is generously in arrears
of time as it 1s recorded by mechani-
cal contrivances. But there is no
lack of mechanical time-telling devic-
es in India. Since ancient eras, we
have developed ingenious methods of
giving the hour. The contemporary
Indian is rarely without his automa-
tic, waterproof, shock-resisting, anti-
magnetic. 18-jewel wrist-watch. In
fact, the watch is often his symbol of
status.

Where the watch is considered
such a necessary accessory to man,
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if you ask me—it is relatively un-
important as a working instrument.
Time, in fact, is not yet a rigidly
measurable dimension in Asia. Indians
appreciate the time, like everything
else, in a relative matter. In 1905, Ein-
stein produced his Relativity Theory.
The mathematical formulation of
this theory tells us that the question
“when” has no absolute meaning.
Einstein is supposed to have been
the first to outline this theory ; yet
in our country, it has been under-
stood in essence by everyone and
put into practice for ages. So Ein-
stein  was Johnny~-come late, rela-
tively speaking,

At the risk of being accused of
rationalizing an illogical situation,
we must suggest that it is all a matter
of philosophical attitudes. The
Westerner lives by the clock ; the
Indian does not allow dme to rule
his life.

We, in India, are bemused by the
picture of a Westerner standing on
street corner impatiently looking at
his watch. For us, late arrival signi-
fies hectic activity and a man who
observes punctuality is an idler. The
only operations of punctuality in
Indian life can be traced in the life
of teenagers, that 1s to say the male
half of the teenage population. Per-
haps, you may not believe me when
Isay this; but all you havetodois
to visit the various restaurants
popular among teenagers, to see a row
of anxious faces bending down every
few seconds to look worriedly at their
watches.
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Fle - who - vises - late

R. M. Kalyani, Pre. Medical I{ Year.

OVEMBER —a pleasant month
indeed to spend in the Capital.
Warm days and cool nights invite
visitors from all parts. As the winter
sets in slowly everyone longs to lie
in the bed as long as possible. But
for me, and other students ?

QOur parents become aware of the
December Exams. much in advance.
Warnings start in a milder form in
the first half of the month. The first
lot when I talk of a film—is, ““Are not
your exams. commencing from the
second week of December 7' I can
do nothing but to sneek away from
that spot to seek the help of some
book or the other. What should I do
now ? What do my parents expect
me to do? Should I sit late at the
table with a flask full of tea before
me ? No, no tea can stand before the
sleep that is induced by the thought
ot the warmth of the bed. ... Oh!
It is 10 o’ clock now, I can go to bed,

In keeping with the weather, the
warnings also become severe as De-
cember approaches. Seeing me get
up at 7 A. M., wy father greets me
with these words “He who rises late
will never be wise”. I cannot help
cursing the poet, for telling such a
trightning thing to my family. Has
no great poet sung the pleasure of
sleep ? Probably they have never
experienced the enjoyment of lying,
half asleep, in the bed, dreaming
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everything to happen exactly in cthe
way we want. Any how, [ should
like to be wise and not otherwise.

It is the last week of November
now. I must start the revision.I should
lie with the lamb and rise with che
lark, Obviously, the first halt is
easier to follow. I can go to sleep
with the hope of getting up early the
next morning. What shall T read
then ? Yes, English poetry will be
ideal for that hour. Let me have
the book and the time-piece at my

bedside.

Trring Is it four so soon !
This sillv time-piece has disturbed
my dreams. [ feel like giving that
innccent thing a strong blow with a
hammer. Thank heavens! [ need
not come out of the heap of rugs to
take the book,

As I open the book my eves are
drawn towards the lines of Shelley :

Of neither would I ask the boon
I ask of thee, beloved Night—

Oh1 At last— Shelley agrees with
He is the great poet I was look-
Beautiful lines: ‘I ask of

‘

me,
ing tor.
thee, beloved

“"He-who-rises-late......... " What
is this? Am 1 dreaming ? Why is
tfacher quoting this when I have gort
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up at four ? Why are all the elders
and youngsters chuckling ? Yes, yes,
where's Shelley ? He will certainly
come to my rescite now,

“Daddy ! Shelley has told - ‘Of
neither would I ask the boon I ask of
thee, beloved Night",

“But, listen my dear ! There are
bardly fifteen days left for your
exams., Still you have not under-
stood that he longs for the night to

enjoy the beauty of nature in silence.
It shows that you have never read
the previous line— ‘Death will come
when thou art dead”.

My goodness! I'm rendered help-
less. I have to accept my defeat.
Now, at this juncture, the only thing
that I can do is to suggest, on bebhalf
of the student community, that if at
all exams. are necessary they should
be planned with due consideration to
the climatic conditions.

-ﬁﬁﬁfa gtaﬁa koota

By Padma Avadhani, B. A. Final

TI—IIS would sound like gibberish
to those who do not know Sans-
krit. But all the world must, by
now, be familiar with the combi-
nation of the eight planets of which
the astronomers spoke wmuch and
astrologers spoke much more. Even
those who did not wusually bother
themselves, with the two branches of
astral study could not but sit up and
take notice of things when they were
informed that the world, including
themselves, would cease to exist bet-
ween the third and fifth of Feb. 1962,
As it happens, nothing occurred, to
justify the doleful prognostications
of our male Cassandras. As the final
hours of the dire period approach, I
am inclined to take a flippant view
of things, though I assure you, 1

DESH

would not have done so two days ago,
The two days and a quarter beginning
trom the afternoon of Friday, the
3rd February, to:. the evening of
Monday, the 5th, were days of anxious
heart-searching and fatalistic pre-
monition. It was a hectic period for
others too. Everyone was involved in
it on one way or the other; even
those whose professed aim was to
scoff at the credulity of others.
Many spent the time in prayets to
God to avert the expected calamities
about which they had lurid descrip-
tions from many astrologers, These
astrologers were a motley crowd, They
were fat and well-fed astrologers and
lean and hungry astrologers. There
were pious astrologers and heretic
astrologers, There were simple astro-
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logers and there were scheming
astrologers who prophesied a doom
for every one. I believe, long before
the planets met, the astrologers me:.
They decided how to capitalize on
this combination of planets. They
raised the cry that the Gods must be
propitiated, How todoit 7 What
a question ? You can propitiate God
only by feeding the piois men. And
so the cry went forth through the
length and breadth of this ancient
land. And all the pious men gather-
ed whenever hosts were available
and satisfied their scandalous appetites,
at all events to their entire satis-
faction. Whether the gods were
pleased or not, it is not certain. But
perhaps, they were also pleased, as is
seen by the absence of dire catastro-
phies in our land.

For a month before the crucial
period men of initiative, young and
old—our so-called astrologers, started
their campaigns, First they purchased
bound note-books. Then they feign-
ed divinely inspired looks and mar-
ched to the houses of the common
people to claim their share in the
communal loot.

Not in a crowd, mind you, but
alone and each by himself, “Wae are

arranging Puja and Kirtan to please
the planets, will you make a contri-
bution ? Please”. Qut came the
notebook, in went the contributions,
till both the notebooks and pockets
were full. | cannot easily forgec the
whimsical Collector who demanded
eight rupees to please the cight pla-
nets. For once I was glad there were
only eight planets to cope with.

And finally when the hour arrived
bon-fires were built and the pious
men and the fires vied with each other
in consuming cooked rice and ghee
and what not in enormous quantities.

So when all is said and done, all
are satisfied. The householder is
satisfied that the fateful days passed
off without trouble. The Sadhu is
pleased that he had good meals for
three days. The pious men are pleas-
ed because the £ods are appeased.
The contributor is pleased because he
was let off with a small contribution.
The small children are pleased because
once in their lives their parents asked
them not to go to school. So there is
all round satisfaction,

But thank God this combination
comes once in five hundred years.

. r— i b
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THE RAKHI

AH! that “Rakhi day” for which I
had been waiting even more anxiously
than a XKindergarden student waits
for the summer wvacation. I was all
the more happy because my only bro-
ther had come from America after
completing his studies that very year.
I was over-brimming with joy almost
to the point of madness. A day be-
fore 1 went to purchase the best
rakhi according to my taste. Along
with my dearest friend Nimmi. I visit-
ed many shops, one after the other
but all of them could not make me
appreciate any one of the rakhies.
Nimmi said, “Well, I think you can
not get such rakhis anvwhere except
in your imagination.” But at last [
found one which was really a rakhi
of my dreams. I returned home
happy and proud and when my Papa
asked me to show him my proud pur-
chase, I put him off by saying. “"Papa,
you would better see it on brother's
wrist tomorrow.” Had 1 shown it at
that time, there would not have been
so much charm left for the morning.
Don't you agree ?

The whole night I could not have
a wink of sleep. I was anxiously and
excitedly waiting for the morning but
certainly not for the gift of money.
At length. the day followed the
tedious night and I was out of bed
much earlier than usual. I got ready
in no time and went to my brother’s
room who was drinking his bed tea
when I appoached him.
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“It is Rakhi. brother, hurry up and
get ready.” “What ?’ he said rather
brusquely.

“Dear brother, let me have the
pleasure of tying a rakhi on your
wrist. | had been weeping and all
time dismayed on this day every year
when you were in America. But now
the cheerful day has come. Please
get ready.” 1 said, my heart throb-
bing with emotion, “Well, I don't
believe in Rakhi and all that sort, and
furthermore 1 was alone to bear the
heaps of difticulties till now and now
thar I have become a man of position,
you have come to regard me as rour
brother 1”

Who could tell my brother that I
was too voung to divide his sorrows
and that now he was giving ablow to
my tender feelings of affection. But
I sobbingly said, “No more of it
please I it is sufficient. Now that
you have gained the position this
15 how you care for me! You fight
shy even of accepting a rakhi from
me; O ! what a pity.” [ felt choked
with emotion. I was so miserable.
What was left for me except shedding
tears and sobbing on the pillow. I
felt as if my heart would break.
Suddenly an idea flashed into my
mind -1 must find a brother—I
must celebrate the day,

Next to our door had been staying
a young gentleman. He was very
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gentle but poor. Most of the persons
of our colony liked him very much
but I never dared to tie 2 rakhi on his
arm, But now that my real brother
had refused to accept me as his sister
or my rakhi, I became furious on
this world and its customs and man-
ners, who produced no humanity
even for their sisters. So I went to
him, he was looking quite sad, may be
he had no sister. I asked him if he
cared for a rakhi from me. He was
astonished and said, "Me and that, too,
from you Madame ! Isn't it also one of
the many cruel jokes pointed at
poverty,”he stammered out nervously.

Nay, Brother—I wish to have the
honour of being called your sister;
not of poking fun at what you call
poverty, [t is rather a defeat of
vanity and a call to humanity. Pray,
accept me as your sister.”

“Even if what you say 1s true,
your gesture appears nothing short
of mockery, But you have a good,
nice brother, so finely placed, haven't
you ?"

Oh 1 please don't talk of him. He
refused to accept me as his sister. He
has no regard for tender feelings.
Please, don't delay it any more let me
tie it on your wrist.,” [ tied the rakhi
on his right arm and he gracefully
smiled and soon there was a blocm on
his face. He said that he felt very
proud but [ told him I felt more than
proud. He gave me a book as a ges-
ture of love and regard for me. The
value of that book could not be
measured in coins for me I carried
it home with great pride and mirth,
At the gate I met my step brother (I
must say that now) with a suspicious
look in his eyes, but I never cared
for him after that day.

Sbni Buij Frishna ji Chandiwala

(A pen-portrait)

SHRI Brij Krishna ji 1s one of the
noblest souls in Delhi whose
presence amongst us brings back the
soul and heart of dear beloved Bapu.
the Father of the Nation, in the
physical form. As time rolls on men
of his calibre and character are
getting rarer. No wonder in the
course of the next few vears they may
become as rare as the proverhial dodo,

and even extinct like it. If that were
to happen, the apprehensions of Ein-
stein would prove to be true. He
wrote about Gandhiji that in the
generations to come scarcely would
any one believe that such a one as he
ever walked the earth in flesh and
blood. We are lucky that we have
still with us living embodiments of
Gandhiji and his ideals and thoughts,

* From a speech of welcome delivered cn 20 Jaruary, 1962, by Shri R. K. Sud,
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his way of living and his approach
towards problems, national and inter-
national, Bhaiji lived with Gandhiji,
worked with him and in this way
acquired the best in him. [n his book
At the leet of Bapu, Bhaiji has
traced his earliest associations with
Bapu ——from the days of his student-
ship at the local St. Stephens’
College when Deenabandhu C. F.
Andrews was there and the lovers of
India's freedom were looked upon as
suspects and potential enemies of the
British Raj. Chapter one of this
book. in a very simple but revealing
manner, shows how that greatest
man. born within living memory,
exercised his silent magic influence
on all those who came Into contact
with him. It also shows that souls
of persons like Bhaiji which were
naturally attuned to that soul felt
bound to it with ties pre-natal or
mysterious. For how else could a
Stephenian be transmuted into
‘Gandhiji's Gowala' and think himselt
blessed. The link between Gandhiji
and Bhaiji was the link ot the soul :
of the Atma.

How to measure a man ? The poet
tells us the way :

Were [ so tall to reach the pole

Or grasp the ocean with my span,

I must be measured by my soul :
The mind’s the standard of the man.

The measure of the soul is something
elusive and not within the compre-
hension of the average man., Its
physical counterpart, or the retlex,
is deed. We usually evaluate a man
by his dezds: even his protessions
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are not enough,

We live in deeds, not vears: in
thoughts, not breaths;

In feelings, not in figures on a diai.

We should count time by heart
throbs. He most lives

Who thinks most, feels the nob-
lest, acts the best.

Where imperfection ceaseth,
heaven begins.

Bv words, deeds, thoughts and con-
duct Bhaiji deserves the respect and
veneration which are epitomized in
that endearing title. Persons, during
the course of years, come to acquire
short titles of affection which hang to
their names as aroma around flowers.
Bhaiji loves his fellow-men as his
brethren and that sympathy and sense
of fellow ship with the poorest and
the humblest will earn him a place
with those whom the Lord has bles-
sed. Who does not know of Bhaiji's
services for the Bharat Sewak Samaj...
services which are the passion ot his
life. His service to the sick and the
ailing is reflected in his donation of
the well-known hospital in Kalkaji,
called the Cheshire Home. His ser-
vice to the cause of education we sev
today in the shape of the Jankidevi
Mahavidyalaya which he started a
couple of years ago in the pious
memory of his mother. If further
proof be required of his nobility and
simplicity you find it in the words of
Dr. Rajinder Prasad which he ‘wrote
in the Foreword to Bhaiji's book : At
the Feet of Bapu :- '

“Shri Brij Krishna Chandiwala s
one of those quiet unassuming men
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who serve and wait without making
or allowing others to make them znd
their service known ..... Mahatma
Gandhi had innumerable followers
and even more admirers, But a few
only imbibed and tried to live what
he taught and stood for, Anything
in the form of personal experiences
and reminiscences coming from one
such has a lasting value of its own.
At the Feat of Bapu will be read with
the interest which naturally attaches
to such a book.” These words are

not just praise of a Gandhite by an-
other Gandhite : they are a true testi-
mony to the intrinsic worth of Bhaiji
by one who knows him and his worth.
Most of us did not have the good
fortune to meet Gandhiji; we can
meet him in and through Bhaiji, This
example is sure to inspire us to do
our duties in the college and outside
with the same zeal, earnestness and
spirit ot dedication as Gandhiji or
Bhaiji.

COLLECE, or THE CONFESSIONS of a LOAFER.

Rajinder Khuller, Prep Arts.

AH college! At last I'm a collegian!
['ve grown up! These are the
first thoughts that enter the head of
a student on his or her first day in
college. But after a month or so,
the thoughts (at least mine) run
something like this—Ah college (a
very different tone this time). When
am I getting out ? What a bore !

If one decides to enjoy life in
college, skipping off to fllms every
now and then, going to Connaught
Place or sitting in the canteen, eating
drinking (I mean tea). and talking,
with an “Oh, I don’t feel like attend-
ing this class” attitude, it seems fine
at the time; but at the end of the
vear..........Ah .. .. woe is us. We
forgot the attendance! In March,
we find ourselves running around in
circles worrying, having enquired at
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the office and finding 30% in this
subject and 45%, In that subject.
Qutwardly it isa case of “QOh, who
cares. I'll know the course better
next year.,”. but inwardly .. Exam,
certificate, censored, what 1s going
to happen at home ? You stand at
the office, listening to the clerk
reading out your attendance, wishing
that the ground would open up and
swallow vou.

While in college, most of the
time is spent sitting in the canteen,
discussing “Terrific film, ‘Junglee’,
I seen it twice. I'm probably going
to see it again to-morrow.”, an
“Misfits ? Oh. great, only seen it
once though. To-day ? Sure, I'll ring
up bome and say that ['ve got a late
class or a debate or something.” And
off we go, to arrive home at 6-30 or
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7-00 p.m., with 101 excuses at hand
to save our necks. But sometimes
the excuses do not work, Then,
after a half a dozen or so Fifty
Megaton Bomb explosions, one can
be found degp in studies for the next
two days.

' When we do, rarely, attend a class,
it goes something like this......

Prof : You at the back there! Stop
passing notes to one another.

Student : We're not passing notes.
sit, we're ...........

Prof : Oh'!

or,

Prof : Vinod! Stand up! Subhash
told me that you were ill and
could not come to-day.

Vinod : Ha Ha! The joke is on him,
sir, he was not supposed to
tell you until tomorrow.

Such interruptions break the

boredom of a droning voice, vibrat-
ing through one's ears while one is
trying hard to catch a good 45 minut-
es sleep,

Then, after four classes with no
break (excepting for the naps during
the 3rd and the 4th classes), comes a
free period. Freedom ! I break the 100
meters sprint record every day from
Room 32 to the canteen.
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Ah ! The canteen ! What would I
do without it | Flop down in a chair
and yell for a cup of tea (and keep
yelling until it comes. It comes
faster, and you really need it after
all the shouting). Relax completely
with 11} hours of leisure. Having
come back to life with the tea, off
to the library. Rake through the
magazines and then leave. Now there
is nothing to do but roam around
and wait for the last class, if you are
going to attend it. You might get
somebody to proxy for you. If that
can be arranged, back to the canteen

for more tea, more samosas and more
talk.

“No class ?”
“No, so-and-so is proxying for me.”

“By the way, how was ‘Morgan
the Pirate' ? 1 missed it.,”

“Oh fine. What muscles that guy,
Reeves, has......... ”

And so it goes on until it is time to
go home.

Arriving at home, the usual com-
plaint is..."I had a tiring day at
college, got a headache.” So you
take an aspro (I'm not being paid for
this advertisement) and lie down, so
that you do not have to study. But
you need the aspro because you get a
headache thinking of college to-
MOIrTow.
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A TALE OF GOVAL TILA.

By R. Batro, B.A. I Year

IT had rained during the night and
the valley looked like a washed
sari put out to dry. My tenth day
in the Kangra Valley found me
leaving Palampur behind and cycling
steadily towards Sujanpur. 1 passed
through the village of Bhavarna.
Gaily dressed shepherds jostled each
other on either side of the street.

When [ had pedalled another
eleven miles, I found myself at the
Mohal Khud, People from the
neighbouring villages came here for a
drink of Lugri, a special home brew.
I asked for a glass of water, and was
given a pot of goat's milk. It had a
suspicious taste suggestive of alcohol.
As [ sipped it, I was informed that
one of the nearby hills, the Goval
Tila, was worth a visit, I forced a
coin on the shephered who had offer-
ed me the milk and moved on.

[ left my bicycle at the foot of
the hill and climbed up. The hill was
brown and bare except for an occa-
sional patch of shrub. The top of the
hill was flat, and as I sat down to
regain my breath, I looked down at
the valley. There were green fields
and mango trees all around. In the
distance the picturesque little water-
mills of Chimbalhar made the whole-
scene look like the Indian version of
a Dutch painting.

Something stirred beside me, and
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I turned to see a goat grazing lazly.
A little way off sat the goat’s mistress
a girl in her teens. She wore a
shabby dress, and there was nothing
unusual about her except that she
was a solitary figure.

She was looking at me appraising-
ly. I, not to be out done, stared
back. I soon weakened under her
steady gaze, however, and averted
my eyes. She gave a gay little laugh,
like a stream of quick silver running,
down a tilted surface. It plerced my
heart like red-hot steel. and I knew
I was in love again. There was noth-
ing unusual about this, because during
my nine days in Kangra. [ had fallen
in love with every girl I had met.

I felt an irrepressible urge to talk
to her. I asked her why the hill was
so famous. She seemed amazed at
my ignorance and asked me if I had
not heard the story of the Goval-

Ttla.

“The sun (she began) was sinking
slowly behind the hills, The mango-
scented breeze caressed the wheat
crop and made the fields a swaying
sea of green. Every living thing was
making its way home, and even the
birds had stopped chirping in the
trees, But the voung shepherd sat
on. alone, unheeding. playing on his
flute while his flock grazed around
him.
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From the distant temple came the
sound of a bell, The shepherd laid
aside his fiute. In the silence, that
ensued, he heard the tinkling of silver
anklets, He turned.

The first thing he noticed was the
indescribable grace with which she
walked, her swaying shirt of home
spun cotton sharpening the poetry of
motion. Then he noticed the muslin
veil draped carelessly around her
shoulders. It was a bright red and
enhanced the pallor of her milk white
skin. Her eyes were the darkest
that he had ever seen. A large gold
nose-ring dangled above her red lips.

He had never seen her before.
As she walked past him, he wondered
who she could be.

She had almost reached the edge of
the plateau. His heart beat faster
and he had a feeling of impending
loss —a sure sense of its utter finality.
He knew that if he did not do some-
thing to hold her now, he would
never see her again. He said the
first words that came to his tongue.
"0 beautiful maidem, I love you."”

The girl turned. A radiant smile
formed on her lips. He heard a voice
sweeter than ethereal music say,
‘Gallant youth, to show me depth
of thy love wilt thou leap from the
cliff 7

The shepherd was intoxicated
with his new-found love. The only
thing he wanted from life now was
to be accepted by the maiden. Even
while her voice lingered in the air,
he had run to the cliff and leapt.

It bhappened more swiftly than
the git] could act or even understand,
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She stood dazed as the horror of it
came upon her mind. Hardly able
to recollect what evil impulse had
made her say those words in jest,
she moved, with mechzanical steps, to
the edge of the cliff. She peered
down. Her heart was filled with
remorse. How could she live rthe
rest of her life under the shadow ot
this guilt ? But what could she do
now ?

It came to her in a flash, She
paused awhile and jumped. The veil
unclasped itself from her shoulders
and floated gently down after her......

The sun had set. Little twinkling
lights appeared in the valley and on
the hillside. The sheep had collected
round the stone on which lay the
shepherd’s reed flute.

They found them the next day,
lying together under the red muslin
veil,”

The story was as old as the hills,
but something in the girl’s manner of
telling it gave me a heightened aware-
ness of the situation. [ looked at her
sitcuation. I Jooked at her afresh,
She was by no means beautiful, but
on her tear-stained face was a sense
of personal tragedy, which made her
unaccountably attractive. Not wish-
ing to interrupt her thoughs, I made
my way quietly down the hill, Hold-
ing my cycle I looked back and saw
her standing exactly as I had left her,
looking vacantly into space.

As I stepped on the pedal, it
struck me that I would meet her
again and that she would have
carelessly draped round her shoulders,
a red muslin veil ... ...
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Holly-wood (India) Unlitd.

By Rajat Batra BA. I Year.

F the inventor of the cinemato-
graph were to see one of those in-
digenous films, we would have another
suicide to ponder. I know it is putt-
ing it pretty strongly, but as one who
has sat through scores of them, I have
had plenty of provocation.

The gentlemen connected with the
Indian film industry never weary of
telling us that we produce, next to
Japan, the largest number of pictures
in a year, I don’t doubt the statistics
of it, but what puzzles me is why
anyone should be proud of such a
state of affairs, least of all people
directly responsible for it. A man
with a large family generally hides
(or tries to hide) his achievement
under a bushel and although our
nationa) fecundity is second to that
of the Chinese only, no one, so far as
| know; has said that it is something
to rejoice over. On the contrary, the
heavy accent on family planning in
our Five Year Plans tells a different
stoTy.

The themes continue to be as
stock as ever. There is the poor
family confronted by the villain, the
money-lender, who demands his mo-
ney at the exact moment the father
is dead and the son has lost his job.
Of course, the family did not borrow
the money, it is all a diabulical plan
on the part of the moneylender. In

the end~yes, you are dead right there-’
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and one of the remarkable things
about Indian pictures is that they
move to an utterly predictable de-
noument—the bania becomes poor,
the family becomes rich, the son is
promoted, and all is well. Then there
is the eternal triangle—the rich girl.
the poor boy and the belligerent
father. In one picture I remember,
not only did the above mentioned
rich girl make love to the gardener.
but did it in such an audacious way
that had I been in the gardener’s place,
I would have made the necessary
alteration in the direction of the
garden hose which was watering the
plants. That brings us to the subject
of love-scenes.

I did not know loving a woman
was such an exact science; but having
seen a number of pictures, I have
enlightened myself. I believe the
tull moon has some effect on the in-
sane, but it apparently has some sort
of an erfect on screen couples too, as
in every love scene I have noticed a
tull moon. I wonder what precisely
is the effect that a cardboard moon
can produce except perhaps when the
string supporting.it snaps, The main
j i ] seems to be

criterion in  courting

stamina, as the heroc usually runs
atter the mischievously elusive
heroine for some distance, and in

home cases it develops into quite a
cross country chase Itall depends
on the endurance of the hero and the
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cost of raw film. No one, however,
would object to the cost of loving on
the Indian screen, high as it is, what
with the acute shortage of raw film
and all that, were it not for the air
of unreality surrounding it. It beats
one how a heroine with multiple
chins and a figure which, to say the
least, has not been made with brisk
movement in view, could possibly
lead a chase to the hero, infatuated
as he is. [ agree most of our heroines
could do with a gruelling cross coun-
try run as part of an intensified
slimming course, and if that after
all is the purpose, the spectator should
be taken into confidence. Then, you
have the vine to which the hero,
exhausted by the chase, clings chew-
ing a piece of straw—the song, the
tountain, the goats or calves which
appear mildly surprised, the inevitable
rose that is thrown to and fro, and
the sudden appearance of the third
party , the irate father, for instance,
giving appropriate cause for the cul-
mination of the song. One thing
that is usually lacking in this scene
is the blush. The heroine never blu-
shes as one would expect her to—
perhaps, a functional defect peculiar
to actresses,

Talking of songs—well the trouble
with songs in Indian films is that they
are there. There is the ‘Tonga song’
which is usually sung by the hero
standing on the vehicle. This song is
sung immediately after the heroine
says to the hero, ™I love you”, or
when she 1is sitting behind in the
tonga and is about to say so. Then
there is the song which is sung after
some tragic event has taken place.
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Pillars for the hero and swings for
the heroine are provided at conve-
nient distances so that they may lean
on or swing on them.

Humour in Indian films is so vast
a subject that I can do no more than
touch the fringe of it. The humorist
is either tall and thin or short and
fat. A man or woman [ugging about a
few hundred pounds of flesh is for some
reason regarded as an extremely comic
object, and when the aforesaid object
slips, say on a banana peel, humour
on the Indian screen reaches its
apotheosis. Then there is of course,
that inexhaustible fount of humour—
the mother-in-law. I can swallow all
except the mother-in-law. To my
mind, she 1s too serious a subject to
be amusing. That every woman ends
up as a mother-in-law is one of life’s
inexorable tragedies. Shakespeare
knew it and kept her out of his
comedies,

I should have mentioned the
detective film earlier. The detective
is usualy so cool-headed that he wears
an overcoat, especially when corpses
are present, the scene of the crime
being places like Nagpur in summer.
The villain generally looks like one of
those characters that no dog wags its
tail at. Then there is the classic
murder for which the hero is blamed.
The police inspector is true to type—
a man with a big moustache and a
gruff voice. The accused, no doubt,
discovers the real murderer with the
kind assistunce of the heroine, who,
incidentally, is in love with him, and
then they marry to live happily, ever
after.

o]
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If I have given the reader the
impression that Indian films deal ouly
with crime and love. I apologise and
hasten to correct it. Some of our
high-minded directors at times have a
shot at purposive pictures when in
trial scenes the learned members of
the country’'s judiciary are treated to
marathon speeches (some unfairly, |
think) by progressive actors on the
subject of what society owes to its
unfortunate sections and on similar
uplifting themes.

The ending of the film is quite
an affair. It generously ends on a
note of  orgiastic  self-reproach,
everyone forgiving everyone else and
blaming himself for all that had
happened. Quite often the dencue-
ment is brought about by purely
mechanical means. I don't know if
anyone has thought about it—the
profound indebtedness of the Indian

(Dr. R D

screen to the Internal Cumbustion
Engine. The alacrity with which it
has helped many a harassed story
writer out of a tight corner speaks
highly of the machine, though not of
the picture, The drums beat, the
shehnais are in full throttle, the bride
reluctant and in tears is seated before
the holy fire, and the villain is about
to clinch the whole affair by tying the
sacred thread, Another forty seconds
and you would have on your hands
another of those ill-fated marriages.
But no. The true lover is tearing
along at 60 m. p. h. on his jeep and
he descends on the scene just in time
to expose the villain and claim what
is rightfully his. The marriage pro-
ceedings, so abruptly interrupted, are
resumed, the hero substituting himself
for the villain, and all is well that

By noise so loud, by words so high,
From lips so wise, from hearts so nigh
The hall is feeling ill at ease;

So hold the peace, dear friends, do please.

Ye gods of learning and saints of wisdom,

Why should you throw your jewel at random
Right into the hall to the boys who write
Their answers poor to the best of their might 7

When you, dear friends, flock deftly at the door,
Away from your beat for 2 while to 'muse

And fondly lose in talks that rise and roar,

The candidates rejoice to get their clues.

ends with a marriage. At least it
should be.
TO INVIGIILATORS,
Bharadwayj)
DESH
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Returns of Philosophy.

By Dr. R. D. Bharadwaj

WHENEVER [ ask students why

they offer commerce, economics,
geography or mathematics for the
college courses, they reply that it
prcves lucrative and helps them obtain
a ministerial post or a government
job. Boys but represent the menta-
lity of the grown-up. This is how
most people think of the world and
its manifold relations in terms of
money. There is little doubt that
money is a very important factor in
one's life, But it is also a fact that
it is not the only thing. A person
has body and soul together. He
requires money to keep the former in
tact; but money alone will not conduce
to the enjoyment of health. Supposing
one were monarch of a mountain of
gold in golden surroundings and were
deprived of one’s friends and relatives
and other human beings, would he not
feel sad like Midas, the king of Greek
Legendry ? If I just speak of a res-
pectable millionaire as a ‘mass of
wealth’ or a 'bag of money’, how
would he take the remark ? Perhaps,
he would resent it. And rightly
would he do it. For a man. to be
sure, is much more than his wealth.
He has sentiments, duties and obliga-
tions to his father and mother, bro-
ther and sister, friends and relations,
and also to his neighbours and coun-
trymen. If money were the only
consideration in the world nobody
would ever like to resign his belong-
ings and possessions., Bur there are
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people whe have done it. King. Harish

Chandra, for example, voluntarily
chose to be slave to a scavenger
rather than be dishonest. Bharta

renounced the throne he was offered
and King Yudhishtra retired to the
Himalayas in his old age. Edward VI
have up his kingdom and a vast empire
to keep his sweet heart. There have
been so many martyrs who have laid
their lives for the service of huma-
nity. If money were the only consi-
deration, how could they do it ?

Whenever one loses a beloved
from one's midst one is grieved and
begins tu inquire about the problems
relating to lite and death. What can
best attempt to solve one's problems ?
It is philosophy. Recently there has
been a great advance in psychology, a
branch of pbilosophy —for it helps
people in s0 many ways., A coursein
practical psychology will help one to
maintain better relations with one's
relations and friends in one's neigh-
bourhcod or abroad. This science
treats physical disease and cures
mental maladies. If one is sad, it can
enliven one's spirit. If one bhas lost
all hopes, it can bring back one's seli-
contidence. It can make one a more
integrated man than one already is. It
tells how to train little children and
educate adults, and also to control big
labour in huge concerns. It tells a
merchant how he can prosper in his
trade and thrive in his business. It
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tells a conversationalist how to influ-
ence the person whom he is addressing.

Ethics again is a branch of philo-
sophy and teaches us how to be good;
good at home, good at school, and
good to the world at large. Do we
know why Mahatma Gandhi loved to
be honest and sincere in politics ?
It was because it paid him. Can
there be an appreciation of his philo-
sophy of ahimsa in politics without
the help of philosophy ? Surely phi-
losophy and politics are twins, though
strictly speaking. the latter is a
branch of Ethics. Ethics judges our
conduct in general, politics judges it
in relations to the body politic as
also the relation of one state to an-
other—all with a view to the general
good of all. So if one should want
to be a really sound politician, states-
man or leader. one must study
philosophy.

A world on Logic, which toois a
branch of philosophy. It tells man
‘how to think or reason correctly. In
every department of life one must
business,

reason correctly—in law,
trade, politics, service. You cannot
do without reasoming. It you can

reason correctly, it will help you in
your goal. People sometimes remark,
*Well, one can reason correctly with-

out the help of logic. To this I
would reply that people can and do
digest food without the least know-
ledge of physiology, anatomy, biclogy,
dietetics physics or chemistry, Still
you cannot deny the value of these
sciences, You often see that rich
people are not always literate. This
does not mean that a study of econo-
mics, or commercial geography has no
value whatever. In the same way
logic helps one to know how to reason
correctly. There is no science or art
which has nothing to do with correct
reasoning. So Logic has been called
the science of sciences and the art of
arcs.

Philosophy ennobles your lives,
equips you for our occupation what-
ever it is, makes you a worthy and
good citizen. It tells you how to do
good. Philosophy consoles you in
your bereavements, it helps you to tra-
nscend physics and chemistry. It tells
you what becomes of man after death.
It tells you whether it is berter to
strive or sit idle in the battle of life.
Philoscphy is the guide of a lawyer
and a politician, and the last resort of
a scientist. ‘Philo’ means love and
‘sophia’ means wisdom, So philosophy
means ‘love of wisdom’ and as such it
tries to seek the Reality, Philosophy
is life and life is philosophy.

‘O philosophy, life's guide ! O searcher-out of virtue

and expeller of vices !

What could we and every age

of men have been without thee ? Thou hast produced
cities ; thou hast called men scattered about into the

social enjoyment of life.’

(Ctcero)
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Blood Groups and Heredity

By Shri V. N. Pasricha, M. Sc.

DAY and night blood flows through
our veins and arteries, giving
nutrition to each and every cell of
the body and disposing of the waste
products of the cells. If ever there
is a stream of life, it is blood. ‘Blood
is juice of rarest quality.” ‘Blood’, it
has been said, ‘is thicker than water’.
It is undoubtedly so, but the phrase
some how implies that there are types
and types of blood and one's blood
may be superior to another’'s, Modern
scientific researches have shown that
such is not the case and that blood as
such has nothing to do with heredity.
In other words. the notion that blood
is the carrier of hereditary traits
that are transmicted to one's descen-
dants is false. There is nothing like
‘nobl 2 blood", ‘pure blood', ‘blue blood’
or ‘royal blood’, nor there is any dif-
ference between the blood of a Jew,
a Muslim or a Buddhist. The off-
spring of a king has no special blood
in them as distinguished from the
blood of a common man., If at all the
king's children have inherited certain
traits from their parents (as any child
would do), it is not through the
agency of blood. If a waterman mar-
ries a negro woman the child wounld
not have the so called “adulterated”
blood”., In fact, it is wrong for an
individual to say even that in his
views the blood of his forefathers is
tlowing. The blood of a criminal is
as good or bad as the blood of a per-
son of the so-called noble. birth. The
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belief that at conception the blood
of the mother mixes with that of the
father is erroneous, and so also the
belief that the bloed of the pregnant
mother is transmitted, to the fetus
(the child in the womb).

The transmitters of heredity-
materials out of which characters are
developed are the genes which lie in
the chromosomes of the reproduction
cells, the ovum of the mother and the
spermatazoon of the father. A single
male cell and a single female cell
unite to give rise to a zygote which
develops into a new being and it is
the genes carried in these cells which
are the only parts of the organization
that transmit the genetic materials
which permit the development of
the organism’s character. Blood has
nothing whatsoever to do with the
transmission of heredity. It is strange
and rather deplorable that many per-
sons object to the “pollution™ of their
blood by the injection of negro blood
into them whereas they do not mind
an mjection of serum derived from
a monkey or a horse. There 1s no
ground for such a belief, and for any
purpose the Negro blood is similar
to that of all human teings. The
objection to negro blood is of course
based on the ancient misconception,
baseless and ansound, that the bloed
is the carrier of the hereditary charac-
ters and that the negro possesses
racially inferior character which
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might be transmitted to the recetver
of the transfuston,

The blood of all human beings is
In every respect the same except for
minor differences in chemical compo-
sition which may vary from indivi-
dual to individual. A population or
a group may have certain chemical
components of the blood not present
in others, The differences are them-
selves expressions of the genes which
are differentially carried by such
groups and populations, and are in no
way the carriers of hereditary traits
themselves,

Blood has many constituents each
of which 1s genetically determined,
and the interaction of these consti-
tuents gives rise to characteristics of
the blood which are widely and
variously  distributed among the
ethnic groups of mankind. (An ethnic
group is an arbitrarily recognised
population which 1is distinguished
from other populations within the
same species on account of more or
less distinctive assemblage ot physical

traits through common heredity).
Broadly speaking there are four
principal blood groups and cheir

knowledge is essenrial from trans-
tusion point of view. The red blood
cerpuscles of an  individual contain
two different chemical compounds
called antigen A and antigen B. A
person may have both of them. one,
or more of them. thus giving rise to
four possibilities viz. AB, A,B, and O;

hence the four blood-groups. A per-
son of blood-group O completely
lacks these antigens. When incom-

patible bloods are mixed in trans-
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fusion the red blood cells are aggluti-
nated or clumped, and this might
result in the death of the receiver.
The plasma of an individual type A
contains the agglutinin for the type
B and vice versa but the plasma of
any of these two types cannot have
agglutinin for its own type otherwise
the blood of the individual will
clump automatically. Type O blood
has no antigens in red blood cells but
has both types of agglutinins in the
plasma. It is thus clear that such a
blood may safely be added to any
blood type as its red blood cells can
never be agglutinated. The type O
is, therefore, called the universal do-
nor, Conversely type AB blood has
both antigens but none of the agglu-
tinins, As such blood of any type
can be added to it without clumping
of the foreign red blood cells. The
type ABis therefore called a uni-
versal recepient. AB type bluod can-
not be transfused to any other type
except AB, and O type blood cannot
receive any other type except Q.

Three genes are responsible tor
the four blood-groups. If they are
denoted by a b and o the possible
genic combinations in an individual
can be aa, ab, ao, bb, bo and co. The
gene O is a recessive gene and there-
fore the first and third combinations
{aa and ao), make the blood type A;
bb and bo make the type B; ab combi-
nation gives rise to the type AB, and
0o to the type O.

The knowledge of these blood
groups sometimes helps in solving
cases in which paternity of o child is
1n guesticn,  For example, 1f mother
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is type A (genotype aa or ao) and
child is type B, father has to be type
Bor ABbutnever Qor A. An A
type mother with O type child can
never have an AB type father, and
with AB type child can never have A
or O type father; but with A type
child can have father of any type.

Another system of blood groups
called M-N system was discovered
much later and is genetically inde-
pendent of A-B-O system. FEach
individual has two antigens called
M and N, and determined by a single
pair of genes; thus making possible
three blood groups, M, N and MN.
This system is unnecessary from
transfusion point of view but has
greatly helped in genetic analysis.
Various other blood types have been

.discovered recently which aré under

genetic control. In addition, there
are also some “private” types of blood
which occur occasionally in particular
tamilies. It is to be remembered that
a pacticular (single) gene is respon-
sible for a particular antigen in the
red blood corpuscles, and not a

number of them (as in traits like

skin, colour, hair form etc.) and this
makes the study of heredity in blood
case a bit simpler.

There are yet other blood types
worth considering. It was found that
if blood of rhesus monkey is injected
into rabbits or guinea pigs, a special
serum is obtained. The serum can
clump the blood of most of the per-
sons. The factor in the blood of an

‘subsequent pregnancies,

individual which can cause clumping
in response to the serum is called
Rh-factor. Persons having this type
of blood are called Rh-positive; those
insensitive to the serum are called
Rh-negative, A series of dominant
genes are responsible for Rh-positive
condition and the negative condition
occurs only in individuals with two
recessive genes. If an Rh-negative
woman bears a child who bas acquired
an Rh-positive gene from the father,
the blood of the mother during preg-
nancy may develop antibodies against
the Rh-positive factor. The number
of these antibodies may increase in
and these
may pass into the blood stream of the
fetus whose Rh-positive red blood
corpuscles may then break down re-
sulting in an anaemic or jaundiced
condition of the fetus.” This may
result in the death of the new born
infant a few hours after birth. This
disorder is also called erythroblastcsis.
The first born child is seldom affect-
ed, The incidence of this disorder

~ is not as high as expected, the numker

of children actually affected being 1
in 20 of such pregnancies. : '

A knowledge of the Rh-factor is
of great practical importance and can
save the lives of a great many babies,
Both preventive and curative me-
thods are at hand now. A knowledge
of the manner in which genes interact .
with each other to produce their
effects upon the developing organisms
helps us not only to control these
effects but also to master them.
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MY COMIPANION

ASOKA RAINA Pre Med. Ist Year.

HE station was left far behind,

I returned to my seat and took
out the book I had begun. I had just
stretched myself comfortably when [
noticed that I was not alone. Ilooked
up at my companion and was she a
beauty ? I stared at her for quite
some time but then ] lcoked away so
as not to embarrass her.

I was on Act II of Romeo and
Juliet and [ must have forgotten once
again that I was not alone for I began
to read aloud.

See, how she leans her cheek upon
her hand !

O, thatI was a glove upon that
hand

That I may touch that cheek !

“Beautifu] lines ar'nt they ?"—She
gave me a start when she spoke. but
when I looked at her she was smiling
and looked towards me, Her red lips
matched the white sari she wore, her
black hair matched her fair complex-
ion, Behind her the sun was setting
and a reddish glow covered her. Asthe
train rounded the hill, the setting sun
rays fell on her, changing the colour
of her sarl to a lovely rosy hue, I
could not just help staring at her.
She wore dark glasses and I could not
see her eyes though I wanted to. "Is'nt
it Romeo and Juliet you are reading ?”
she asked. “Yes", I said, I wanted to
42

know more of her. My mind was
racing hard to find a suitable topic
for conversation, but I could not
think of anything. She rested her
face on her hand and the lines I had
just read fiashing back to me 1
thought how these lines suited the
moment. To break the silent barrier
I had created I spoke to her “Are
you going to Delhi 7", “Yes, I am”.
“You stay there ?°, She smiled and
her lips parted showing flittering
white teeth. “No, I will be going to
Bombay after a few days”, she replied.

I wondered why I had not seen
her in Simla. May be, | thought we
could have been friends and may be
not.

“Was this your first visit to
Simla”, I asked, "Yes”. "“Did you go
around seeing places™? Just then the
sun was going out of sight behind the
distant hills, “Look at the sunset™, |
said, “Isn’t it beautiful I” She just
looked up and paused for sometime
and said, “Yes, it is"”. She looked away
ina pensive mood and reclined her
head against the seat.

I did not want to disturb her so I
carried on with my book, but some
how my eyes kept on drifting towards
her. I closed my book and got up.
Opening the Compartment door I
stood there looking awav as the dark-
ness slowly crept on.
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I turned facing her now ani
opened my mouth but no words came
out, It seemed she read my thoughts
just then for she spoke, “Why don't
vou sit down, standing near the door
of a moving train is dangerous”. 1
smiled at her concern and not wanting
to hurt her [ sat down. How far are
we from Kalka ?”. 1 looked at my
watch and said, “I suppose we should
be there in another half hour.”.
Another half hour I thought and
then I may never see my beautiful
companion again. I looked at her.
‘What's your name’, I said. “Why
should you want to know, You hardly
know me”. “Well we could be
friends™, [ said “No, I am afraid not”,
“Please don't take it wrong, I don't
want to be rude,” she said. Anger
flared up in me and I wanted to say,
“You can go to hell for all I care”,
but some how, I did not to say so.

The lights of Kalka station sud-
denly flashed into view and the train
slowed down. As the platform came

‘These eyes, tho' clear

[ got up to walk out. Since the
platform was on her side of the com-
partment, I got up and went towatds
her. “Good bye,” she said and I looked
down at her. As she was sitting she
looked more beautiful than ever,

As the train finally stopped, she
stood up still with the smile on her
face. I gazed at her, I was lost in the
world of fantasy, She resembled a
green Goddess. She straightened her
hair with her hands. “Could we have
dinner together,” I asked for the last
time wondering if she would accept
the invitation, She did not look at
me but said, "I am afraid not. Good
bye !" Then some one came for her:
an elderly man by his looks. He help-
ed her down from the train and they
walked away.

Then I suddenly realized she was
BLIND ! I ran after them but she
seemed to have melted away in the
crowd. I stood there looking like a
fool with the book still in my hand !

To outward view of blemish or of spot,

Bereft of light, their seeing have forgot,

Nor to their idle orbs doth sight appear

Of sun, or moon, or star, throughout the year,

Ot man, or woman.

Yet I argue not

Against Heaven's hand or will, nor bate a jot
Of heart or hope ; but still bear up and steer

Right onward.’
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WHEN IS THAT BRIGHT MORROW !

By Sujata Verma, B.A. Hons (English) I year

WE were nearing the village junc-

tion. [ peeped through the
window to see whether anyone had
come to meet me. The bus stopped
just in front of the big Peepal tree.
An old woman with a big bundle in
her hands was seated under the tree,
But there was no sign of any of my
people.

- I got down with a sinking heart.
The conductor handed my suitcase
over to me. I ran my eager searching
eyes all around. There was a tea shop
opposite to the bus stop. I had a
glimmer of hope, My brother might
be there. Perhaps, he did not hear
the bus coming and was sitting there
pondering, sipping some tea.

I crossed the road and approached
the boy who was sitting behind the
counter. No, I was not lucky. The
boy had not seen any gentleman either
in the shop or any where near.

I came back and putting my suit-
case down sat on it. [ placed the big
doll, I had brought for my niece,
carefully beside me and looked at my
watch, It was four in the evening;
I could wait one mote hour, I thought.
If nobody turned up by then I would
have to continue the:journey by
myself.

The river was flowing calmly a
few yards away.My village was on the
other side of the river. I would have
to cross the river and from there I
had to travel another eight miles in
bus to reach home.

Everytime I came home there had
been some one to travel with me.
This was the first time I was coming
alone and I shuddered at the thought
of travelling in a boat all alone.
Didn’t they get my telegram or were
they deliberately putting my courage
to test ! The shadows were now
Iengthening. Labourers and farmers
were walking home frcm the distant
paddy fields. A group of women,
with bundles of hay on their heads
passed by my side. Some had their
children on their hips and were walk-
ing  rhythmically, gossiping and
giggling. While passing they gave
meé an amused look. I could very
well read the curious expression in
their eyes. They were shocked to
see a‘girl all alone, in such a place at
such an hour, Inspite of my annoy-
ance I could not help smiling at the
innocence of these country folks.

It was past five and I knew the
last bus would leave at 5:30. I could
not possibly waste time in waiting
and hoping.

*  This stary won the first prize in the Shortstory writing contest organized

by the English Literary Society,
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I dejectedly walked to the shore.
Boats were tied to the pole in a row,
An old man was sitting there giving
a final touch to his ‘Pan’. I decided
I would travel in his boat.

The old man in spite of his fragile
body was energetic. He took the
suitcase from me and fiung it down to
the boat and stepped in. I thought
he would help me into the boat, be-
cause when | see water I am always
at a loss, knowing that I can not
swim and fearing that I may get
drowned. But the old man was al-
ready there at the head of the boat
with the paddles in his hands. Well,
I was too proud to let him know of
my terror. With a silent prayer on
my lips I managed to scramble in.

The boat slowly drifted along as,
I remembered, one of my friends, a
poet, would call it, like the crescent
of the moon gliding through the blue
sky. My friends do not consider me
very much sensitive or romantic. Yet
the beauty of the evening sky and
the musical murmur of the water
running beneath me held me spell-
bound. I could see far in the horizon
green meadows merging into the sky.
Behind a golden cloud the sun was
slowly disappearing. It 1is certainly
2 bliss to be alive, I thought in such a
wonderful evening. The cool breeze
sent a shudder of joy through me.

I looked at the boatman, who was
very busy with his work. His head
was bowed and his eyes were fixed on
the water. [ had never meant to
talk to him. But the setting sun,
the cool breeze and the quiet land-
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scape had made me a new person. I
was gay and wanted the whole
world to share with me my delight.
When nature was smiling radiantly
like this even the boatman had no
right to feel depressed.

I leaned forward and looking at
the side of the old man said, “You are
really lucky tc have lived all your
life here, out in the river with your
tinv boat, watching the sun shining
and fading., the moon playing hide
and seek behind the clouds, gazing at
the twinkling, stars illuminating the
still waters. ‘O. I really envy vou”
I exclaimed.

[ was expecting an encouraging
smile from the old man in response
to my jovous feelings. But to my
horror I found him frowning. He
turned his face and eyed me with a
cold look. His stony eyes did not
reveal anything to me and 1 started
feeling rather uneasy.

Still looking at me, he began in a
clear voice. 'So you envy me, to
have had the proud privilege of wat-
ching the sun, the moon and the
stars. Then let me tell you, my child,
you would never have kpown this
thrill. this joy if you had an empty
stomach, if your mouth were dry, if
your limbs were tired. How long
could you live, simply by gaping at
the beauty of the sunset, by singing
the glory of the moon light ?"

Somewhere in my heart [ felt a
prick of pain. You fool, why should
you vex yourself ? If the devil of
the boatman has no sensibility, no
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sensitiveness it is none of your busi-
ness. Cheer up. cheer up, I told my-
self. But it was of no use. I had to
admit reluctantly that the boatman
was not simply babbling. There was
some truth in his words.

But surely I was not going to spoil
my joyous mood. My brother had a
friend. a boatman's boy. He used
to sing folk songs at our request and
I knew ordinarily a boatman felt
flattered at such requests.

Surely the old man would sing if
I asked and the gloominess gathered
around him, which was really getcing
on my nerves, would be dispelled,

The old man did not rura down
my request. But it was not a merry
boat song. The theme was tragic—
about an old woman who was drown-
ed on a stormy night—the tune was
tull ot pathos.

Again | felt my heart tighrening
in some unknown sadness.

‘Was that old woman
mother ?, [ heard myself asking.

your

“What 1t she were my mother,
This is what awaits all our mothers,
and where are we sons drifting; of

course, to the same inevitable deatiny.'

Q, he was impossible. Only I
thought I would help him in lighten-
ing his burden. But he was not giving
way tc anything,

‘You rich people ask us to laugh
and smile. What right do you have
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to demand us to be happy, when you
can't wipe a single drop of our tear ?

When my daughter fell ill [ took
her to one of the doctors of your city.
The doctor was very busy. When
at last he found time to listen to my
wailing, my child had bidden fare-
well to the world. He laughed
loudly as a cynic,

I sat amazed hearing such great
words of philosophy from the mouth
of this boatman. I could do nothing
but listen.

Pointing to the doll I had, he
went on ‘your children have such toys
to play with and what do our child-
ren have'. They do and undo toys
of clay. The stones and wooden pieces
are their dolls.  You who are in the
mansions, how can you realize our
miseries. You say that the world 1s
changing for the better. Butl know
it is for the worse. You preach that
the poor are being uplifted. But we.
the poor are doomed 7

‘Happiness is not ours. not ouis’,
he murmured. :

Not knowing what to do I looked
away. To my relief I found that
the boat was nearing the shore. 1
got out and hurriedly paid him off.

I walked to the bus stop with my
suitcase. I felt annoyed with myself.
I could not torgive the old man to
have damped my spirit, to have chil-
led the thrill of my home coming
with the exasperating pessimism ot
his. Yet my heart went out to him,
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He was right how could I, who have
mzals and snacks a day, realize the
prssionata call of hunger in him ?

I stopped and looked back, hearing
a cry of delight behind me. O, 1
heaved a sigh of relief. My brother
and niece had come at last to fetch
me.

They did not get my telegram and
the letter which [ had sent two days
betore had reached them only by the
evening mail.

My brother was astonished to see
me taking his explanations so calmly
and quietly. He did not know that

by coming at the proper moment,
they had just saved me from being a
pessimist.

My niece had already snatched
the doll from me and she was now
hunting in my bag. She picked up a
chocolate and gulped it down.

Suddenly the old man’s voice
came back to my ears. Perhaps, his
children are now crying for a mouth-
ful of rice. I tried my best to banish
him from my memory. But more
vividly than ever I saw the wrinkled
face ot the old man with a mocking
murmur on his lips: "“When is that
bright morrow?”

MY FIRST BOOK

By R. Kanabka, Pre-Med. II year

never thought about it before.

The first book which I read, when
I was in a High School, was “The
Adventure of the River” by Erid
Blyton. Then I read a number of his
books. At night I used to dream of
the dog which is the main character
in his books. After that [ completely
lost interest in readiag books.

One day a new girl was admitted
to my class. [ became a close friend
of hers. She, whenever we talked,
used to refer to some cf the books
which she had read and persuaded
me to read them all. Then I too start-
ed reading the “Kidnapped” by R. L.

Stevenson to satisfy her. But the
surprising thing was that I grew more
and more interested in reading such
novels. I began to feed my hunger
for reading books. vigorously. I read
Sherlock Holmes. I enjoyed the excit-
ing book so much that I used to
forget my lunch even. Then I turned
to Agatha Christie and Stanley
(Gardner's detectives. How I longed
to be a detactive who can guess and
prove before law who the real mur-
derer is I [ would never forget "“An
appointment with Death”™ which in
my opinion is her masterpiece.

But when one of my teachers saw

This essay won the first prize in the Essav Contest Organized
by the English Lirerarv Societv—FEd.
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me reading detective fiction, he ad-
vised me to cultivate my mind by
reading Tolstoy, Dickens and others.
The story “"Where love 1s God 1s” by
Tolstoy is the one I liked very much.
From that day onwards I decided to
do a good deed atleast once a day.
Then I read some of Charles Dickens,
I genuinely enjoyed the book
“Pickwick Papers” for there were
two very interesting characters, Mr.
Pickwick and Sam Welier. Sam is
the most amusing character and I still
remember some of his proverbial
remarks. I finished “Oliver Twist”
and The “Tale of two Cities™ also.

Mrs, Beecher Stowe's "Uncle Tom’s
Cabin” gave me a picture of slavery
and I came to learn how people suffer-
ed from it. I believe that “The Mill on
the Floss” by George Eliot, is one of
the greatest pieces of literature. It
is an absorbing story of a gifted girl
and her suffering. “The Woman in
White" is the most fascinating story
which I had ever read, and I would
never forget Miss. Katherine, the
lovely brave woman.

To-tell the truth I do not quite
like Shakespeare, for his plays are
written in such a tough language that
I had to carry the big dictionary
wherever I went, Still the prose ver-
sion of ‘Macbeth’ was the one which
I read with interest.

I have had the opportunity of
reading some of the stories by our
Indian authors also. The incidents
and characters in R. K. Narayan's
“Next Sunday” interested me so much
that it made me eager to read his
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latest “The Guest”, an award winner.
Tagore’s “Kabuliwala” and “Home
Coming"” have left 2 permanent mark
on my mind.

I have some interest in poetry
also. I enjoyed “The last Rose of
Summer’ and began imagining how
deserted the world would lock when
all of us have died. I liked the poems
“Yussouf” and *“Death the Leveller”
by J. R. Lowell and James Shirely
respectively. Particularly the lines,
“As one lamp lights another, nor
grows less, So nobleness enkindleth
nobleness,” stirred my inner feelings
and made me resolve to conduct my
life in such a way that I find satisfac-
tion in helping others and thus help-
ing myself. The principle underlying
John Masefield’s poem “Laugh and
Be Merry” attracted me very much.

I had to read a few Hindi novels
also in the course of my studies. The
real enjoyment of literature 1is poes-
sible only when one knows the langu-
age well. In my case it was unfor-
tunare that I did not get pleasure
from my reading of Hindi literature
due ro my inadequate knowledge of
the language.

As far as Tamil literature is con-
cerned, I love it. 1 had read some of
Kalki's novels. These gave me an
idea about what village life is. and
also about the habits and customs of
people in the South. The descriptions
of the historical cities and the situa-
tions in the family life of South India
had given me a glimpse of the condi-
tions prevalent then. The five great
treasures of Taml litetarure, namely—
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‘Kundala-Kesi’, ‘Jeevaka Chintamani’,
‘Silappathikaram’, ‘Manimekalai’ and
‘Valiapathi® have been perennial
sources of inspiration for me,

In conclusion, I would like to

mention that reading of literature 1is
a great soutce of acquiring knowledge
of the past, present and future and
will inspire noble deeds and right con-
duct of life,

Armed Forces Beckon You

By R S. Baggu, Old Boy

With the third world war
knocking at the door of world peace,
India as well as the rest of the world,
need her armed forces to be
strengthened. India is a vast counry,
as large as Europe, minus Russia, and
therefore she requires a large number
of able personnel for her defence.
iny young and energetic men can do
It.

We find that one of the main
protlem confronting the parents these
days is the choice of a career for
their  wards, There are varlous
professions  offering opportunities
for advancement in life, but unless
their ward shows a definite aptitude
or inclination of his mind the
parents can't take any firm decision
regarding his future, Parents have
their own dreams and thoughts and
they are liable to misjudge his talents
and may put him on a career
where he will be a square peg in a
round hole all his life.

The Defence Services offer a bright
career for all those young and energe-
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tic mer who are mentally and
physically fit and are ready to pass
an active and well-disciplined life on
land, sea and air., They are paid a
handsome salary and there are also
various recreation centres for Defence
Services personnel, The net-work
of military hospitals throughout the
country provides them the most
modern medical aid. The varicus
branches of Canteen Stores Depart-
ment (India) makes available essential
commodities to them and their
dependents at fair prices. And in
several cases their families are aided
after their death.

There are experts to select them
through several tests. They try to
find out whether the candidate
possesses the fundamental virtues of
an officer; for example, courage, cc-
operation, clear thinking, command.
resourcefulness, hard work, initiative,
determination and ability to hold on
in the face of all odds. These
qualities are screened by a Selectrion
Board.
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There are several institutions for
the entry into the commissioned ranks
of the Indian Armed Forces. The
National Defence Academy, which
is the best institution of its kind
in Asia and the second best in the
world, is the main channel for the
same. The Indian Military Academy
at Dehra Dun for entrv into Army,
the Naval Training Centre at Cochin
and Vaishakhapattam for Navy and
the Air Force Flying College,
Jodhpur for Air Force are other such
tnstitutions in India,

Entry into all these places is based
on an academic test of different qua-
lifications for different places held by
the Union Public Service commission,
twice a year. Qualified candidates
are called upon by
There they are tested for three days
in three different ways i.e. psysolo-
gically, practically and personally by
different officers. Finally a merit
list 1is prepared by the U. P.S. C.
and the candidates are finally
selected merit-wise according to the
vacancies available.

the S. S. B

Special commissions are also
given through N. C. C, in the form of
Officers Training Unit and after doing
Certicate ‘C’ into different branches
of the Armed Forces. Every term a
candidate is also selected for the Co-
mmission into regular Navy through
T. S. Dufferin.

The latest idea invoked by the
Government for the production of
worthy officers is the various Sainik
Schools. These schocls start training
students academically with a military
bias at a very tender age i. e. the 9th
year or so.

Leaving aside all that, life of the
officers in the Armed Forces is happy,
disciplined and adverturous, It isa
sort of national service in the best
manner, It is the duty of all the
Indian nationals to keep up the
prestige of the Indian Republic.

Thus it is evident that there is no
other career where one can kill two
birds with one stone. The Defence
Services therefore beckon you to have
one stone for killing two birds.
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BLOOMS AND BLOSSOMS

By Shanta Bhutani, B.A. Hons (English) I year

(1) Dad and The Vegetable-Seiler

O, this old vegetable-seller !

He holds his basket with his skinny hands

In mist or dew, shine or rain,

He comes every moraing to our door,

(O, this old vegetable-seller

Shouts at the pitch of his voice: ‘Sindhi Raja’.

Se my dad knows

The vegetable-seller has at last come.

O, this old vegetable-selier

Is a sigh of relief for my Dad,

For Dad knows. mummy will shout

“Go, and get vegetables from the market”
And he will be late for office.

One day the vegetable-seller did not come
Dad had to go to the market

And missed his bus of 9 o' clock.

The Boss asked “why are you late ?"
“Sir, the vegetable-seller............... "

() “My Boy Friend’

My ‘boy friend’ diverts my attention

Whenever he sees me with book.

tle asks sweetly :

‘Am I not attractive ?

Why 1is it that you never bother to look at me ?'
Then I feel ashamed of neglecting him
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Because he does look pretty

With his cricketer’s hat and a pocket fountain-pen.
He has sparkling dark eyes

That look real sometimes;

His smiling face makes everyone

Smile all the time,

I pity my ‘boy friend’

For sitting on the stool all the time

Always thinking with his hands folded

That he is deserted by his sweetheart

And left alone, all all alone, alone in a wide wide world.

* (A poem written on a ‘Humpty Dumpty’ toy placed on
a stool in our drawing room.)

(111) That innocent Face

That innocent face in Grandma's lap

That innocent face half-hidden in Grandma's lap
Those big dark eyes looking evervwhere,

That smile which cannot be compared,

The cheeks blooming,

Give grandma a thrill in the heart.

That innocent face looked straight in grandma’s eyes.
Grandma kissed its pure white cheek

And went to bed.

But she could not sleep.

She looked and looked at the innocent face

Till after midnight.

That innocent face was her joy, her sorrow.
Whenever he was not well

She dia not take meals.

Such was the love of Grandma's for that innocent face.
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POEMS

By Shri J. K. Jain, M. A.
(1) Spring in Dethi

The leaves that are born anew

on the Jamun trees

glisten in a mellow sun;

Stir like a lake in a breeze,

Like the feet of beings unearthly,
Like hopes and dreams in the human heart.
Crows and sparrows—gay and festive.
Squirrels scurry about

eating and making merry.

Homes of straw are resting high.
Phloxes, Cannas, Bougainvillias

in flaming exuberance!

Hard dry cakes being showered on the roads,
jumping, leaping, blown about

to be accepted and embraced;

Fall exhausted by a spasm of effort;

Crushed by rolling wheels and moving feet
into a yellow dust,

or swept off and burnt.

Dry trunks with branches (like withered human flesh)
forking off—

abandoned, out of place,

in their naked crudity.
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(1) Genes

Out of sullen grey mass,

that stormed and scowled,

were hewn

individual cloudy shapes

with liquid outlines.

(A dark covering against evil stare.)
Glowed in white purity.

Rested serenely

In the arms of tender blue infinity.

Kites sailed round them

~in holy circles.

A keen gale from the hills

sang in the blood,

shivered through the leaves

(fresh like shirts from a laundry)

in apocalyptic sunshine. ]

A screaming, groaning, metallic monster
shot away—the veritable vision

of speed and ugliness—

disappeared leaving
no trace behind—the Lord be thanked!
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List of Prize-Winners
(1961-62)

(A) ACADEMIC
Roll of Honour :

Surinder Singh Distinction in B, . (General) Exam.

Prizes for University Examinations :

Madhu Bala B. A. (Pass) I in College

Sushma Paul B. A. (Hons) Hindi I in College
Rajinder Singh B. A. (Hons) Maths. I in College
Surinder Singh B. Sc. (General) T in College
Bhuwan Prasad Garg Pre-Medical —1I in College

Rishi Raj Qualifying—I in College

Academic Prizes (House Examinations}) :

B. A. (Hons) III year

Purshotam Lal Vij Hindi (Main) I
Gobind Kumar Bhatia Economics (Main) 1
Manju Mathur Mathematics (Main) I

B. A./B. Sc. (Hons) II year

Tarsaim Lal Goyal Maths. (Main) I

Chetan Prakash Mehta Hindi (Main) I

Beena Mathur Pol. Science (Main)} 1
Sulakshna Kumari Pol. Science (Main) I

(on II year basis only)

Vinod Kumar Beateja Pol. Science (Subs.) I
Animas Chakravarty Economics (Subs.) I
Inderjeet Malhotra Chemistry (Subs.) II

History of Science—I
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Gurcharan Singh

Sudhir Chandr
Sharda Bah!
Rajeshwar Nath Kaul
C. V. S. Gowri

Ram Ratan Chaudhry
Arun Madan

Sudesh Sharma

Jagdish Sood

Satva Prakash Upreti

Supti Rat Chaudhry

Sukbir Singh Verma

Asha Sharma
Shanta Bhutani

Prinder Nath Duggal
Har Mohan Maini
Maheshwar Prasad

Shanti Swarup Madan
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B. A./B. Sc. (Hons) I year

Maths. (Main) I

Physics (Subs.)—I

Hindi (Main) I
Economics (Main) I (Br.)
Economics (Main) I (Br.)
Pol. Science (Main)—I
Economics (Subs.)—I
History (Subs.)—I

Hindi (Subs,)—I

B. A (Pass) III year

Aggregate—I
Pol. Science—I
Sanskrit—I

Hindi—1
B. A. (Pass) II year
Aggregate—I]

History—I
Philosophy —1

B. A. (Pass) I year
Aggregate—I]
Sanskrit—I
Aggregate—II
English—I
Hindi—I
Economics—II
Political Science—I

Philosophy—1I (Br.}
Elect. Hindi—I

B. Sc. (General) III year

Aggregate—I]
Chemistry—I
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Ramesh Chand Bahl Mathematics—1I

Uma Rani Agrawal Zoology—I
Santosh Prabha Botany—I
R. S. Mani Physics~1I

B. Sc. (General) II year

Mahesh Chander Gogia Aggregate—I
Chemistry—I

Balbir Saran Aggarwal Hindi—1

Raj Kumari Khurana Maths.—II

Suresh Chand Gupta Physics—I

Prem Lata Dhawan Botany-—I

B. Sc. (General) I year

Krishin Lal Juneja Aggregate—I
Maths—I
Gautam Baneriji English—I
Shabnam Sehgal History of Science —I
Krishan Lal Chemistry—I
Ram Chandra Lal Zoology—I
Botany—-I (Br.)
Hardev Kaur Botany—I (Br.)

Pre-Medical I year

A. Andal Aggregate—I
Physics—I
Chemistry—I
Biology—1I

Ashok Kumar Marwah Aggregate—II
Physics—II
Biology—II (Br.)
Chemistry—II (Br.)

Champa S. Bhatia English—1I
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G. L. Revath~

Gayatri Aggarwal
Susham Lata Sood
Raj Kumar Ehatia
Roshan S. Talreja

Arun Kumar Sood

Chandra Chaudhry
Veena Pandey

S. Rama Durai

Harish Kumar Saxena

Sumer Sehgal
Amar Nath Shukla
Janak Raj Kohli

Chandru S. Bhojwani
Anil Bajaj

Pran Nath

Som Nath Theraja
Prakash Lal Badlani
Bhagwanti Bhambhani
Ramesh Verma
Malika Malik
Mahindra Pal Singh
Joginder Aidan
Chandra Kanta
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Chemistry—II (Br.)

Biology—II (Br.)
English—
Physics—I
Chemistry—I
Biology—I

Pre-Medical I year

Aggregate—I
Chemistry—I
Biology—I
English—I
Physics—I

Qualifying

Aggregate—]
English—iI
Maths.—I
Aggregate—II
Add. Maths.—{
English—I
Hindi—I
Ps-chology—I
Hindi—II
Sindhi—I
Physics—I
Chemistry—I
Physics—II
Chemistry—II
Maths —II
Civics—I1
Civics—II
Economics—I
Economics—II
History—I
Sanskrit—I
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(B) UNION PRIZES

Yog Raj Hindi Debate—I

Hindi Recitation—I
Special Prize
Urdu Recitation—I (Br.)
Special Prize
Hindi Debate II (Br.)
English Debate—1I
Special Prize
Hindi Debare—II (Br.)

Kalyan Jain

Ajay
Vijay K. Kumar

Mohini Raina

Tej Pal Urdu Recitation—I (Br.)
Rajinder Singh Panjabi Recitation—I

K. V. S. Ramani Special Prize

Harish Chandra Medal for best acting Savita Nagpaul

Snap Shot Competition Damodar Morarka

(C) GENERAL KNOWLEDGE PRIZES

Senior Group : Ashni Kumar Deb :'Pol. Sc. Hons, II year
Junior Group : Harish Kumar Saxena : Qualifying Science

(D) Inter-Class One-act-Play B. A. (Honours) Classes

Competition Trophy

Special Prize (awarded by
Miss Madhu Malti)

Usha Bhardwaj

(E) CERTIFICATES

Inter-Class One-act-Play Ashok Trikha to receive

Competition Certificates
Inter-College Youth Festival Veena Dar to receive
Certificates
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Hobbies Exhibition Certificates
Social Service League
Sindhi Society

Sudhir Kumar Saxena
Ramesh Vohra to receive

Thakur Bhatia—Essay Comp. I
Sundri Khalsa - " II

SPORTS PRIZE WINNERS

Men’s Events

1. Narinder Singh

2. Lalit Kumar Ohri.

3. Satish Kumar Mahajan

4. Kanwal Nain Bahl

i

Vijinder Singh

6. Mohinder Chopra
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First in Putting the Shot (new record).

First in Discus Throw.

First in Javelin Throw.

First in High Jump.

First in Broad Jump.

Second in 200 Meters

Second in Hop-Step & Jump.

All round Best Athlete of the Year
from amongst Boys,

First in 100 Meters.
First in 400 Meters.
First in 800 Meters.
First in 1500 Meters.
First in 5000 Meters.

First in 200 Meters.
First in Hop-Step & Jump.
Second in High Jump.

Second in Putting the Shot.
Second in Hammer Throw
Second in Discus Throw.

Second in 1500 Meters
Second in 500 Meters.

Second in 100 Meters.
Second in 400 Meters.
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7. Charan Singh

8. Nand Kishore

9. Mool Chand Sharma
10. Mahesh Chander Sharma
11, Gulshan Kakar

12. Ram Pal Chopra
I.. K. Ohri

Surinder Sawhney
Mohinder Chopra

Women's Events

1. Tripta Sehgal

2. Santosh

3. Savita Nagpal
4. Swaran Prabha
5. Harwant Magoo

6. Versha Capoor
7. Jas Bir Kaur
DESH

Second in Pole Vault.
Second in Broad Jump.

First in Pole-Vault.
FIRST in Hammer Throw
Second in Javelin Throw

Second in-80Q Meters

First in Relay Race.

First in 50 Meters

First in Obstacle Race

Second in Broad Jump.

Second in 800 Meters Walking

All round best Athlete of the year
from amongst girls

First in Obstacle Race
Second in 50 Meters
Second in 500 Meters

First in Putting the Shot
First in Discus Throw

First in 100 Meters
Second in Obstacle Race

First in High Jump.
Fitst in Broad Jump

First in 800 Meters Walking

First in $low Cycling
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8. Chandra Dawant First in High Jump.

9, Brijinder Anand Second in Putting the Shot.

Subordinrte Staff Race

1. Man Singh First
2, Tara Chand Second.

Administrative Staff (Musical Chair Race)

1. Amar Nath First
2. R.C. Mehtani Second
Teaching Staff (Musical Chair Race)
1. Shri S. P. Kapoor First.
2. Shri M. L. Sanduja Second

GYMKHANA EVENTS

Men's Events:
: Potato Race:

S. K. Mahajan First
Surinder Sawhney Second

Pillow Fighting:

Ram Pal Chopra & Mool Chand Sharma  First
Mohinder Kumar & Kanwal Nain Bahl Second.

Wheel & Barrow Race:

Subhash Gulani & Subhash Kukreja First
Satish Mahajan & Surinder Sawhney Second

Women's Events
Chatti Race

Harwant Magoo First
Kamlesh Kapoor Second

&2
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Three Legged Race

Tripta Sehgal & Harbans Kaur First
Sushma Salani & Versha Kapoor Second
BADMINTON

Men Singles

Winner Suresh Chugani
Runner-up Sarvjit Singh

Men Doubles

Winners Deepak Khosla & Davinder Kakar
Runners-up Suresh Chugani & Ravinder Pal

Mixed Doubles
Winners Deepak Khosla & Miss Achla
Lucky Doubles

Winners Deepak Khosla & Sarvjit Singh
Runners-up D. 8. Mann & Davinder Kakar

TABLE-TENNIS
Men Singles

Winners Harsha Ullal
Runnets-up Mahesh Tawakley

Mixed Doubles

Winmers Harsha Ullal and Indra Sharma
Runners-up Davinder Kakar and Tripta Sehgal

Lucky Doubles

Winners Davinder Kakar and Vijay Sharda
Runners-up Mahender Berri and Karun
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INTER-CLASS TOURNAMENT

Winners B. A. Classes
Surinder Pal General Captain

Sports Phatography

Damodar Murarka First
N.C. C.
Cadet Captain Harish Malhotra :
Best Cadet of the Year Naval Wing
Sgt. Roshan Lal Best Cadet of The Year Artillery Wing
C. S. M. Ram Pal Chopra Best Cadet Of The Year NCC Rifles.
L/CP ]. Raghwan 100 % Attendance in Parades

64 DESH



Deshbandhu College, Kalkaji,
NEW DELHIL

ANNUAL REPORT
196162

The first decade in the life-history of the College is over and we
stand on the threshold of the second. Institutions, like nations, no doubt,
grow slowly. But to be good and usefu!l institutions they must grow steadily;
from more to more and from good to better. To wish that it were so is not
enough; we have to strain ourselves to the best of our ability and capacity.
We have to guard against setbacks coming in either to stultity progress
already achieved or to retard the process of growth and development of the
institution, If eternal vigilance is the price of liberty it is equally true of
a good administration. Complacency or indifference or selfishness on the
part of those who are connected with the institution can work havoc with
its future. The close of the year is the time when we take stock of our
achievemenrs, shortcomings and shortfalls in comparisen with the preceding
years, The Principal's Annual Report is, really speaking, meant to be a
report to the Board of Administration of the College on the work done
during the year under report.

Dr. A. N. Banerji, Principal of the College, was on deputation with
us. He remained at the helm of affairs in the College for about three and
a halt years. On the expiry of his peried of deputation he rejoined his
parent department. I took over trom him as officiating Principal with
effect from the afternoon of the 2nd of December, 1961,

I understand tbat the proposal to transfer the administraticn of the
College to the University of Delhi is under consideration. But no final
decision has been arrived at by the Ministry of Education so far.

We have outgrown our present accommeodation.  Qur requirements
are very many and to meet them we need tunds. I need not repeat the
oft-repeated list of our immediate needs: a well or a tube-well; more rooms
tor lectures, seminars and Heads of Departments; a fully furnished Hall-
cum-Auditorium; a new Library Block: Common Rooms for boys and girls;
rooms tor in-doot games; the N. C. C. Block; play grounds, quarters tfor the
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Principal, Sealf and other employees and many more things besides. All
these have bzen reported to the Administration year after year. In some
cases, even blue prints were made by the C. P. W. D. and funds providad.
But actual work was postponed every time because of the impending decision
to transfer the administration of the College,

The Statf

The following changes in the Staff took place. Shri Adarsh Deepak,
Lecturer in Physics, and Mrs. Manik Khanwalker, Lecturer in Botany,
left. Shri N. K. Mansukhani, Lecturer in Political Science, Shri Krishan
Chandra Mathur and Shri S. N. Mehra, Lecturers in Chemistry, joined the

College during the final term.

Shri S. P. Malhotra, Lecturer in Chemistry, proceeded on two years’
study leave for advance research at the University of Chicago. Shri K. C.
Kanda and Shri C. L Nahal resumed their duties in the Department of
English on return from study leave. Tan glad to report that Shri K. C.
Kanda obtained the degree of M. A. in English from the University of
Nottingham for his thesis: ‘The Poetry of Wilfrid Scawen Blunt, 1840-1912'
and Shri C. L Nahal obtained the degree of Ph. D. from the same University
for his thesis: 'D., H. Lawrence.” Shri S. K. Goyal, Lecturer in Economics,
was awarded the degree of Ph. D. by the University of Delhi for his thesis:
‘Some Aspects of Co-operative Farming in India with special reference to
the Punjab. These three gentlemen brought laurels to the College. I
congratulate them on their achievement. Dr. K. S. Rai, Head of the Depart-
ment of Botany, failed to rejoin the College after the expiry of his three
years’ study leave. His services had to be terminated under rules of the
University. His case for re-appointment is under consideration of the Board

of Administration.

During the course of the year the following Lecturers were con-
firmed in their posts :-

1. Shri 8. P, Malhotra Lecturer in Chemistry
2. Shri R.L. Verma Lecturer in Hindi

3. Shri C. P. Malik Lecturer in Botany

4. Shri 8. K. Jain Lecturer in Mathematics
5. Shri R. C. Pilla: Lecturer in Pol. Science
6. Shri O. P. Kohli Lecturer in Hindi

7. Shri L, M. Sharma Lecturer in Hindi

8. Shri V. P. Girdhar Lecturer in Economics
0. Shri Y. P. Dhawan Lecturer in English
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10. Shri J. K. Jain Lecturer in English
11. Dr. M, M. Ahluwalia Lecturer in History
One case of confirmation is still pending with the Board of Administration.
We have a number of Lecturers who were appointed in a purely
temporary capacity. Their appointments will have to be regularized accord-

ing to the rules of the University.

Dr. R. D. Bharadwaj, Lecturer in Hindi, and I delivered lectures to
the M.A. classes in Hindi and English respectively at the University.

Members of the Staff published the following papers :
1) Shri R. X. Sud

(a) Angry Young Men—Kingsley Amis (Radio Talk)
{b) Sarojini Naidu— The Peoples’ Poet (Radio Talk)
(¢) Tagore, the Poet of Effulgent Joy (Desh)
(d) ‘Mukta-Dhara’ (Desh)

{(e) The Punjabi Tapestry: Punjabi Character &
Characters in the Early Writings of
Khushwant Singh. (Desh) .

(f) Edited the ‘Homage to Tagore’ Number of The Desh.
2) Dr. C. L. Nahal

(a) The Watch—a short story (Thought)
3) Shri R, L. Verma

(a) Laher —Ek Wishleshan: A critical study
of Prasad’'s Laher (Unpublished)

4) Shri C, P. Malik

(a) Comparative account of Cytology and morphology

in Tephrosia villosa Pens Complex (Genetica: Netherland)
(b} Cytology of some Anixema species Qytox (Argentina)
(¢) Cytology of some Ophiopagon species Qyton (Argentina)
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5) Shri 8. K. Jain
{2) Remarks on Prime Rings (Revisro Di Mathematica)

(b) On the Existence of Identity.

6) Shri B. P. Saxena

{a) On the Palatal organs of Lafeo-dera (National Academy ot
Sciences).

Extension Lectures
Lecturer-in-Charge: Shri R. C. Pillai

The utility of extension lectures no one will question. Liberal
education at the University does not end with teaching and reading a few
text books and taking the examination at the end of the academic term and
obtaining a degree. It, on the contrary, aims at extending the horizons of
the mind, at enlarging the sympathies of the heart, at giving a catholic taste
and outlook on life and things and, last but not least, at pruducing good and
gentle-hearted citizens. The profession of teaching is accordingly an honour-
able and a time-honoured profession and we who belong to the fraternity
of teachers feel proud of it. But to be good teachers we must keep our own
minds and hearts replenished and fresh, our lamps always lighted and our
visions unblurred. The best of us are likely to feel bored and stale unless
we come into touch with minds other than those whom we meet everyday.
It was with this idea thtt we startad the series of extension lectures for
members of the Staff in addition to extension lectures for students. Shri
Brij Krishna Chandiwala, a well-known associate of Gandhiji, spoke on the
‘Life, methods and principles of Gandhiji.' Prof. Dilip Kumar. Lecturer in
English, at the College of Engineering at Hauz Khas, spoke to us on Tagore's
concept of the Universal Man,  Shri Brij Krishna Chandiwala installed a
porerait of Gandhiji and Prof. Sanyal that of Gurudev Rabindranath Tagore.
These portraits, [ am sure, will serve as beacon’s light to members of the
Staff to dedicate themselves to their duties.

Shri K. C. Kanda delivered an extension lecture to students and
Staff.  His talk was based on his personal esperiences and understanding
of the English lite and society. The second instalment of his lecture relating
to his continental tour and Dr, C. L. Nahal's lecture on Life at the Univer-
sity of Nottingham are on the programme,
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The College Office

Shri D. S, Bhalla, Lecturer in English, was appointed the College
Bursar in place of Shri V. P. Girdhar, Lecturer in Economics, with effect
from Yth January, 1962. Shri M. L. Rustagi was appointed Accountant in
place ot Shri Sri Bhagwan, who left to join the Qil and Natural Gas Com-
mission. Shri R. C. Gupta was appointed Senior Clerk. Shri P. P. Tyagi
was reposted to the Library in his substantive post of Library Assistant
(Junior). Shri R. C. Mehtani, Stenographer to the Principal, went on
3-months' leave and Shri J. K. Suri was appointed temporarily in his place.

Number of Students

The number ot students on the rolls was 1159 in August, 1961,
(Boys 802 and women 357), This number has come down to 1061 {Boys
725 and women 3306).

[ have a word to say about the admissions. During the last 2 or
3 years we have been admitting students beyond our capacity and according
to nc plan. In certain cases students have been forced on us. This created
many administrative difficulties. The wear and tear of furniture, books
and equipment in the college has been beyond replacement. Departments
did not have the requisite stafl. The present building is just sufficient for
700 or 800 students. If the admissions have to be maintained at 1000 more
rooms, adequate staff and facilities should be provided.

University Examination Results

The University Examination Results for the years 1959-60 and
1960-61 are as follows :

1959-60 1960-61
Qualifying Science 63.7"%, 50.5%,
Qualifying Arts 46,5°,, 42.6%,
Pre-Medical 68.3% 68.4°,
B. A. (Pass) 32.9°%, 62.3%,
B. A.(Honours) 63.1°,
B. Sc. (General) 37.3%, 73.8%,

Surinder Singh B. Sc. (General) obtained the 3rd position in the
University.
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The above figures show that as the number of students rises more
undeserving students are admitted. There is no short cut for passing the
examination other than working hard throughout the course of the year
right upto the final examination. If here and there a few indifferent students
manage to pass the examinations with the aid of cheap bazaar notes or
Guides or Refresher Courses these are exceptions to the rule. Flukes are
not miracles.

Fee-concessions and Stipends

Concessions in fees and sripends were granted as under rules, 20%, to
Boy students and 25%, to Women students. Accordingly Full Fee-concessions
were granted to 99 students, Half Fee-concessions to 114 students and Sti-
pends to 33 students. The total amount thus disbursed was Rs. 28,000/-
approximately.

Quite 2 large number of concession-holders lose their concessions
because they fail to do well in the house examination in December. It is
painful to see parents trying to justify that poverty and not merit should be
the criterion for awarding fee-concessions. Students take their studies most
casually and consequently the examinations most non-seriously, A Test
Match or a Film Festival is good enough excuse for cutting the examinations
and stuldies. The number of applications for exemption of fine for absenting
themselves from examinations has been abnormal this year, What is sur-
prising is that these applications are supported by medical certificates. It is
more than a coincidence that majority of students fall ill near about the
examinations and that too espacially if the dates fall within close proximity
to a Test Match. Parents are hardly aware of what their wards are doing
all the time they are at college. They probably believe in the age-old adage:
where ignorance is bliss it is folly to be wise,

The College Library
Librarian : Shri B. B. Saxena

Qur Library is growing though not as fast as it should. The number
of books since the last report has risen from 13600 to 14768. The number
of newspapets and periodicals has risen from 110 to 120.

The growth ot the library should, normally, be a matter of pleasure
and pride. But the growth of our library poses a serious problem which
requires immediate attention. The space for Readers .is being gradually
encroached upon by the almirahs holding the increasing stock that itself
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nzeds readers, This paradox has got to be resolved by providing for expansion
of floor space.

The College Magazine : The Desh

The ‘Desh’, the College Magazine, has six sections : English, Hind],
Sanskrit, Punjabi, Sindhi and Urdu. It was printed thrice this year, including
a Special Supplement: ‘Homage to Tagore’, published to mark the Birth
Centenary of Gurudev Rabindranath Tagore. We find it increasingly
difficult to publish the Magazine even twice in the year. Some of the
sections may have to be closed for want of contributions fromjstudents.
It will be a sad day for the College when this happens.

The Editorial Board consisted of the tollowing: Shri R. K. Sud
(Editor-in-Chief). Shri Y. P. Dhawan and Surish Gopal & Rajat Batra
(English); Mrs. R. K. Parshad and Purshottam Lal Vij (Hindi); {Shri M.{L.
Chaudhri and Kumari Jagdish Scod (Sanskrit); Shri C. L. Kumar and Parbhat
Kumar Sood (Punjabi); Shri S. M. Jhangiani and Thakur Bhatia (Sindhi)
and Shri V. N. Pasricha (Urdu).

The College Union

Shri D. S. Bhalla, Lecturer in English, resigned the advisership of the
College Union soon after the election ot the Office-bearers in August Jast.
Till November, there was no Adviser. Dr. S. K. Goyal was appointed the
Adviser on 29-11-61 and has continued since then to look after the affairs
of the College Union. As a result of elections the following Oftfice-bearers
were elected to constitute the Union Executive :-

Roop Lal B. A. (Hons) III year President

Vas Dev B. A. (Pass) II year Vice-President
Madan Satija B. Sc. (Gen.) 111 year Secretary

Ram Pal B. A. (Hons) II year Asstt, Secretary

The College Union had a busy programme. Shri N. Sanjiva Reddy,
President’of the All India Congress Committee, inaugurated the Unicn on
20th September, 1961. Dr. Richard Gaudind (an American Full bright
Scholar) addressed the students of the College on '‘The American Class
Structure’ on 25th October. 1961.  The outstanding events in the year's
programme were the Inter-College Debate for the Deshbandhu Trophy held
on 10th February, 1962, and the Inter-College Declamation Contest for the
Mehr Chand Khanna Trophy held on 17th February, 1962. The Deshbandhu
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Trophy was awarded to the St, Stephen’s College, the First and the Second
prize were won by Shri Swami Malhan of the St. Stephen’s College and
Miss Rita Ratna of the Indraprastha College. The Mehr Chand Khanna
Trophy went to the St. Stephen's College. The First Prize was awarded
to Shri S. Sridhar of the Hans Raj College and the Second Prize to Shri
Partap Chirayta of the St. Stephen’s College,

In addition to these items in the programme the Union arranged a
Hindi Debate, a Poetical Recitation Contest and a Film Show for the
delectation of the students,

Our speakers did well in debates held outside Delhi. Kalyan Jain,
B. Sc. (Hons) IIT year Class, and Yog Raj, B. Sc. IIl year Class, won the
First Prize in the Hindi Recitation Contest held at the D. A. V. College,
Ambala City, Shri K. V. 8. Ramani, B. A. (Hons) 1I year class, and Shri
Vijay K. Kumar, B. A. {Pass) II year, won a Debating Trophy at the Hindu
College, Sonepat, and Shri Vijay K. Kumar also won the Special Prize, In
the debates organized in the College Yog Raj, B. Sc¢. III year; Mohini Raina,
B. A. Il year and Ajay ., B. Sc. II year, won the First and the Second Prize
(Bracketed) respectively in the Hindi Prize Debate for Freshers. Yog Raj,
B. Sc. III year, won the First Prize in Hindi Recitation; Kalyan Jain, B. Sc.
{(Hons) II1 year, and Tej Pal, B. A. III year, wou the First Prize (Bracketed)
in Urdu Recitation and Rajinder Singh Bhutani, B. Sc. IT year, won the First
Prize in Punjabi Recitation. Vijay K. Kumar, B. A, II year, was awarded
the First Prize in English Debate.

The Union Executive also arranged a Variety Show for raising funds
in aid of the Bihar Relief Fund in response to an appeal made by the Vice-
Chancellor, Late Dr. N. K. Sidhanta. It collected over a thousand rupees.

The College Annual Picnic was dropped this year because of the
unwieldy number of students on the rolls and the consequent difficulty in
making proper arrangements. Instead the various Tutorial Groups took
their student-members on picnics. This experiment proved to be quite suc-
cessful. The students and their tutors enjoved themselves. It is proposed
to hold more frequent Social Functions next year so that the Tutors and
their wards may have more opportunities of coming close to one another,

The hall-functions of the Union were poorly attended. It 1s a sad
reflection on our students that they clect the Office-bearers and cease taking
interest in the functions of the Union. The Adviser and the Union Com-
mittee must devise ways and means of attracting students to the functions
of the Union.

3 DESH



College Societies, Associations and Clubs

The College maintains a number of Societies, Associations and Clubs
which contribute to the social, cultural and literary activities in the College.
Incidentally they help to break the monotony of the routine of teaching
and lectures, The success of their functions depends upon the enthusiasm
of the Advisers and the confidence which the Office-bearers are inspired
to repose in them. These meetings can be useful if they help their members
to shake off their shyness and participate in them with their full heart.
I have attended some of the functions arranged by these Associations,
Societies and Clubs during the past few months and I can say without
exaggeration that their activities were really praise- worthy., They brought
lite to college. The credit for it goes to their tespective Advisers and
student Office-bearers. I am grateful to all of them and congratulate them
on their performances.

The Hindi Parishad

Adviser Shri Om Frakash Kohli

President Subhash Verma, B, A, II year Class
Vice-President Chandra Mohan, B. A. II year Class
Secretary Gopal Arora, B. A. II year Class
Joint-Secretary Kul Bhushan Bhasin, B. A. I year Class

The Parishad was inaugurated this year by Shri Gurudatta, the
famous Hindi novelist. In the Inter-class Hindi Debate the Trophy was
won by B. Sc. II year Class. Ajay Kumar, B, Sc. II year Class, stood First
and Aridaman Kaur, B. A. II year, and Kalyan Jain, B. A. Hons. Il year
Class, were placed bracketed Second. The Annual Inter College Debate tor
the Jodha Mal Kuthiala Trophy was held in November last. Thirteen teams
from local colleges took part in the debate. The Trophy was awarded to the
Indraprastha College, the First Prize to Shri Narendra Brahamchari of the
Hindu College, and the Second Prize to Miss Sushma Paul of the Indra-
prastha College. The Nirala Jayanti was celebrated in February last.  Shri
Prabhakar Machwe, a leading writer and Asstt. Secretary of the Sahitya
Akademy, Delhi, was the Chief Guest of the Evening. Last week the
Parishad organized a Kavi Goshthi in which six local Hindi poets : Sarvshri
Madhur Shashtri, Kailash Bhaskar. Atul. Lalit Joushi, Ramesh Gaur and
Ramavtar Tyagi, participated. :

The Sanskrit Parishad
Adviser Shri M. L. Chaudby
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President Malti, B. A. (Hons) II year Class
Vice-President Ravindra Sharma, B. A. I year Class
Joint Secretary Kaushalya, Preparatory Class.

The Parishad was inaugurated by Dr. N. N. Choudhuri, Head of the
Department of Sanskrit, University of Delhi. Dr. R. V., Joshi was the
Chief Guest. The Kalidasa Jayanti was celebrated in November last, The
life and works of the great poet and dramatist were highlighted, The Annual
Function comes off later this month The functions of the Parishad include
items in Sanskrit only; thereby providing cpportunities to its members to
learn to sp2ak Sanskrit with some degree of accuracy and fluency.

In the Sanskrit Essay Contest Purushottam Lazl, B, A. (Hons) III year
Class, and Malti, B. A: (Hons) Il year Class, won the First and the Second
Prize respectively. Veena Dar, B. A. III year Class, and Shashi Prabha,
B. A. III year Class, took part in various Shloka-Recitation Contests in the
local colleges. Shashi Prabha won the Second Prize at the Institute of
Post-Graduates (Evening), University of Delhi. In a contest held in the
college Shashi Prabha got the First Prize and Veena Dar won the Second

Prize.

Veena Dar and Shashi Prabha (B A. Pass Il year) won the Trophy
1n the Inter-College Shloka-Recitation contest in Sanskrit, held in the S. D.
College on Friday, the 2nd March, 1962. Veena Dar got the second prize

also in the above-sald contest.

The Sindhi Literary Society

Adviser Shri 8. M. Jhangiani

President Pushpa Davani, B. Sc. III year Class
Secretary Tikam Chabria, B. Sc. II year Class
Joint-Secretary Lakhmichand Tewari, B. Sc. III year Class.

Notwithstanding the small membership cf the Sindhi Association
it is one of the busiest associations. During the year under report it organiz-
ed a number of meetings, picnics and get-together functions. The out-
standing event was the presence of Miss Drupati, Editor of The Jagriti, a
Sindhi Weekly of Bombay, which brought out a special issue containing a
full report on the activities of the Sindhi Scciety of the Deshbandhu

College.
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In the Annual Sindhi Essay Competition the First and the Second
Prize were awarded to Thakur Bhatia, B. A. III year Class, and Sundri

Khalsa, Qualifying Class, respectively.

The Annual Meeting was presided over by Dr. G. F. Lakhani, Deputy
Secretary, Ministry of Scientific Research and Cultural Affairs, Govt. of
India. The programme consisted of a One-Act-Play: Neelam, written by
Shri Jiwan Gursahani, songs and Laddo, the Sindhi wedding song. The
most active among the members are Ramesh Choithani, Ashok Raisinghani,
Sham Rajmalani, Ram Masand, Kamlesh Balchandani, Mira Rajani, Asha Bij-
lani, Shewi Bhambani, Bhagwati Bhambani and Mayva Aswani.

The Bengali Association

Adviser Shri A. K. Poddar

Secretary Ratna Lahiri, B. A. II vear Class
Joint-Secretary Kalyan Bagchi, B. A, (Hons) III year Class
Treasurer ' Purnima Chatterji, B. A. Il year Class.

The Association celebrated the Tagore Birth Centenary in a befitting
manner. The programme included a rich fare of Rabindra Sangeet and
Dances. Mrs. Shanti Kabir was the Chiet Guest of the evening. The Asso-
ciation also provided items of interest from Tagore's poems and songs on
the occasion of the installation of Gurudev’s portrait in the Staff Room.
It presented a One-act-Play in the Inter College Bengali Drama Ccm petition
and won the Second Prize. Dilip Saha was awarded the Best Actor's Prize.

Tre English Association

Adviser Shri J. K. Jain
Secretary Sujata Verma, B. A. (Hons) I year Class

The English Association was formed recently with a view to awaken
students to the beauties of English literature and to provide the Honours
students with a forum to express themselves and discuss literary topics with
their teachers. In the inaugural function a tape-tecorded version of
Coleridge’s poem: ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner', was played. In the
second meeting Sujata Verma read out her translations of her own stories

in Malayalam.

The Scciety is holding Fssay and Short-Stery Writing Contests,
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The Science Association

Adviser Shri P. A, Shiromany

President Mahesh Kumar, B. Sc, II year Class
Secretary B. N. Swarup, B. Sc. III year Class
Joint-Secretary Arun Kumar, Pre-Medical I year Class.

The Association presented two variety shows. It arranged a trip
of over 120 students to the National Physical Laboratory, the Delhi Milk
Scheme and the Hindustan Breakfast Factory. It also arranged two film
shows of scientific interest.

The History Association

Adviser Shri B. B. Saxena

President K. Ganesh, B. A. II year Class
Vice-President K, Dewan, B, A. II vear Class
Secretary Raj Kumar, B. A. I year Class
Joint-Secretary B. S. Mittal, Preparatory Class.

The Association organized historical trips to the Qutab, Agra,
Fatehpur Sekri, the National Archives and the Museum and the Achaeolo-
gical Centenary Exhibition. These trips were led by the Adviser and Dr.
M. M. Abluwalia. A debate was held under the auspices of the Association
on the subject: ‘Life in ancient India was happier than life in modern India’".
V. K. Kumar, B. A. Il year Class was awarded the First Prize,

The Political Science Association

Adviser Shri V. N. Khanna
President Inderjit Grover, B. A. (Hons) II year Class
Secretary S. Kumar Bhardwaj, B.A.(Hons)I yesr Class

The Association held the 3th Annual Inter-college debate for the
Kathpalia Jain Trophy. The subject of the debate was that ‘The Indian
Operation Vijaya in Goa was not inconsistent with the declared policies of
the Govt. of India and the principles of the United Nations’. The trophy
was won by the Lady Shii Ram College for Women. The First and the
Second Prize were awarded to K. V. S. Ramani, B. A. (Hons) 1l year, of the
Deshbandhu College and Shri Sudhir of the St. Stephen’s College respecrively.
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Dr. Harnam Singh, Reader in Political Science, University of .Delh%,
gave a talk to the members of the Association on 'The Concept of Liberty’
The talk was followed by an informal discussion on ‘Federalism in India",

The Planning Forum

Adviser Shri S. P. Kapoor

President Charanjit, B. A. II year Class
Vice-President Kul Bhushan Bhasin, B. A. II year Class
Secretary Harbans Ahuja, B. A. II year Class
Joint-Secretary Mohinder Pal Singh. Preparatory Class.

The Planning forum participated in the celebrations at the University
In connection with the National Plan Week., It invitea Dr. Ashish Bose
of the Institute of Economic Growth to address the members on 'The Census

of India - 1961".

The Philosophical Discussion Group

Adviser Mrs. M. Thomas
President Dinesh Joshi, B, A. III vear Class
Secretary Padma Avadhani, B. A, IIl vear Class

The Philosophical Discussion Group had a Lecture by Shri V. N.
Pasricha on ‘Heredity’. Mr. M. Kroeger of the American Embassy and
Mr. Wisheneyer of the Canadian Embassy showed films on educational life
in their countr.es. Some music was provided by friends of the Association.

Dinesh Joshi, B. A. I year class, read a paper on ‘Dreaming as part
of a Symposium’ in the Dyal Singh College.

The United Nations Students’ Association (U, N. S. A.)

Adviser Shri R. C. Pillai
President Kalyan Jain, B. Sc, (Hons) IIT year Class
Secretary Satish Kumar, Pre-Medical 1I year Class

The UNSA was inaugurated by Shri R, K. Nehru, Secretary General,
Ministry of Foreign Affairs, Govt. of India. He addressed the members on

DESH 13



the ‘Significant Role played by India in the sphere of International Politics’.
In addition to this meeting the UNSA held many other meetings.

The Inter-College Youth Festival
Adviser : R. K. Parshad

QOur College participated in 5 items: One-act-Play, Group Dance,
Group Songs, Light Vocal Music and Mono-Acting. Our Group Song was
adjudged the Second best and our Group Dance was placed third.

The Dramatic Club

Adviser Mrs. R. K. Parshad
President Miss Savita Nagpaul, B.A.(Hons) III year Class
Secretary Ashok Trikha, B. A, (Hons) III year Class.

I am happy to report that this year the College Dramatic Commitree
decided to revive the Inter-Class One-act-Play Competition for which we
have a Silver Trophy presented to us by Messrs. Atma Ram & Sons, Delhi.
Three Groups participated in the competition: Pre-University Group,
B. A. Honours Group and B. A. Pass Group. The Trophy was annexed by
the B. A. Honours Group. Savita Nagpaul was awarded the Harish Chandra
Silver Medal for the best acting and Usha Bhardwaj, B. A. (Hons) I year
Class, got the special prize offered by Miss Madhu Malti, Programme Exe-
cutive, All India Radio, New Delhi.

" The Music Club

. Adviser Shri C. P, Malik
President Tej Pal, B. A, Il year Class
Secretary Bhopal Singh, B, A. II year Class

The Club has been fairly active, In addition to the three main
sessions held by it, it organized, in collaboration with the College Union,
the"Annual Inter-College Music Competition for the Gayatri Devi Banerji
Trophy. Five teams from local colleges participated inthe competition.
The Trophy went to the Indraprastha College. Miss Sarveshta Sen of the
Miranda House won the First Prize in Inscrumental Music, Shri Badola of
the Kirori Mal College claimed the First Prize in Classical Vecal Music and
Miss Bijlani Biswas got the First Prize in Light Music.
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The Hobbies Exhibition

The Fine Arts Club, now defunct, used to arrange the Annual
Hobties Exhibition, usually synchronising with the Prize-giving-Function.
I am obliged to Shri V. N. Pasricha, Lecturer in Physics, for undertaking to
organize the Exhibition this year, The exhibition is on at the moment in
the Botany Laboratory. The exhibits displayed show that some of our
students are interested in hobbies and art. I have all along been of the view
that every college must provide full opportunities for the development of
innate artistic talent of young boys and girls. Art, it need not be said, adds
not only beauty and refinement to life but also makes 1t worthliving.

The Social Service League

Adviser Shri §. M. Jhangiuni

FPresident Ramesh Vohra, B. A. (Hons) III year Class
Vice-President Vasdev Gursahani, B, A. II year Class
Secretary Rajat Batra, B. A. I year Class
Joint-Secretary Jagdish Kumari Scod, B.A. III year Class,

The members visited the local Cheshire Home for Invalids twice
and entertained them with songs, titbits, sweet and fruit. They helped to
raise funds for the Home and the Moti Lal Nehru Centenary Committee
by selling tickets and badges. A few articles lost and found by the membérs
were restored to their owners. Tne Society is building up a Beck Bank
solely for the benefit of poor students in the College, The respcnse is yet
discouraging. The members prove very helpful in maintaining order in the
Hall meetings.

Hans Raj B. A. (Pass) IT year Class, jumped into an eighteen fect
deep Water Tank and rescued an outsider-gitl, who slipped in to the tank, at
the time of the picnic held at the Buddha Jayanti Park on 9th February, 1962,

Games and Sports

Qur students are seriously handicapped in games and sports for want
of good play-grounds and proper coaching facilities. In the absence of zecd
athletes and players on the teaching staff of the College it is imperative to
engage coaches in the major games, to give regular practice and training to
our athletes and players. Expenditure on this acccunt appears to me to te
quite legitimate. The enthusiasm of our students for games is evinced in
the Inter-Class Tournament held every year c¢n the l.eague System. The
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Students' Trophy for Inter-class Tournament was annexed this year by the
B. A. Classes, the Preparatory Classes were the Runners-Up. QOur teams
did not do well in the University Tournaments excepting the Women's
Badminton Team which went up to the Semi-Finals, Our best athlete,
Narinder Singh, B. Sc. II year Class, who holds the University and the
College Record in Shot Put, stood second in the Inter-University Meet,
In the College Annual Sports, Narinder Singh and Tripta Sehgal were
adjudged the best athletes from amongst Men and Women students,

The Physico-Medical Examination

The Physico-Medical Examination of students could not be completed
as the appointment of our Medical Officer, Shri 8. P. Rastogi, was made
late in the year. The parents of all those students, who were found to be
deficient in health, were informed to take early steps to get the same treated.
In the absence of a gymnasium it is not possible to 'follow up’ cases of
wrong posture and weak constitution.

The N. C. C.

The College has three wings of the N. C, C. : the N. C. C. Ritles, the
Artillery and the Naval Wing. All the three wings have been active during
the year, The Annual Camp of the Naval Wing was held at Vazagpatnam
and that of the Artillery at Khanpur, Delhi. Three of our Cadets: U/O
Harjit Singh, C. 8. M. Ram Pal Chopra and CPL Sushil Kumar were selected
for advanced leadership coutse held at Pahalgam, Kashmir. CSM Ram Pal
gave a very good account of himself in Bayonet Fighting. Surinder Kumar
Sawhney, an O. T. U. Cadet of our College, was selected for the Republic
Day Parade. Tilak Raj Malik has been selected in the O, T. U.

Qur NCCR Cadets appeared in the B and C Certificate Examinations
for the first time. Our results were the best among the Delhi NCCR units.
The credit for all this goes to our P. 1. Staft.

Lt. D. S, Chaudhry, our D. P. L., looks after the N. C. C, units in
the College. The N. C. C. must have the rooms for which blue prints were
made and approved by the Government architect last year.

Thanksgiving

This brings me, Sir to the end of my Report but to its sweetest part.
I shall pe failing in my duty if I did not express my thanks to my students
for their love, my esteemed colleagues for their unstinted co-operation and
the Members of the Board of Administration for their guidance at every
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step during the period of officiation. I must acknowledge my gratefulness
to the Ladres and Gentlemen who responded to our invitation and acted as
Judges in our Inter-college debates, declamation contests and the Inter-class
One-act-play Competition, They are Mrs. M. Koshy, Principal, Lady Shri
Ram College; Dr. R. R, Sethi, Principal Kirori Mal College; Shri Harish
Chandra. our ex-Principal; Dr. Miss Uttam Singh of the Indraprastha
College; Dr, Amrik Singh of the Institute for Post-Graduates (Evening):
Dr. A, M. Khusro of the Institute of Economic Growth; Mrs; Chandra
Rajan of the Lady Shri Ram College, Prof, P. C. Sood of the Hindu College,
Prof. Indra Narain Bhatnagar of the Hans Raj College, Mama Warerkar and
Miss Madhu Malti of the All India Radio.

To you, Sir, I am indebted in more than one way...... for friendship,
guidance and trust. My colleagues and I are obliged to you, Sir, for having
accepted our invitation to give away the prizes in the Annual Prize-giving-
Function today, We know how very busy you are but we also know that
your love for the College and students is stronger than the call of your
august office. Ties of affection and adoration hold us together. You, Sir,
may well look upon the concemplated transfer of administration of the
College as an administrative matter; but to us, call it sentimental, if you
please, this will be nothing short of severance of an old relationship. In
this context your presence amongst us today will serve as a perpetual remin-
der and assurance that you came to us as the Chairman of the Board of
Administration who suckled the College with parental devotion and foste-
ring care.

With these words, Sir, I beg to request you to give away the prizes,
certificates, medals and trophies to the winners of the year,

Radha Krishna Sud
Offg. Principal
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The Editor is very happy to inform the readers of
‘Desh’ that its English Section received the Second
Prize in the Best English Section of the All India
Magazine Contest organized by Baring Union Chris-
tian College, Batala this year. According to the

;
\

information supplied tc me 160 Magazines from all

Tl

g over India were entered for this competition. ‘Desh’
has a right to feel proud of its achievement. This
recognition of our efforts by others will, I hope, put
us in a mood to do still better and compel further

)

'

5 may do it again,

%

recognition. Who knows with luck and grace we

)
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