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“l have really no feeling of hatred against any country,
any people or any;individual Naturally I may dislike people
for this or that, for something they do or say—but that is

only a passing phase. I do not dislike anybody.”

Jawaharlal Nehru
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If any people choose to think of
me, then I should like them to say:
“This was the man who with all his
mind and heart loved India and
the Indian people,  And they, in
turn, were indulgent to him and
gave him  of their love most

abundantly and extravagantly.”

Jrwabarke £ Ned,,



‘A Knight sans peur, sans raproche’



Prinei j2a " Messa ge

I am pleased to know that the Editorial Board of Desh, the Colleg
Magazine, is bringing out a special Desh Supplement to pay homage to the
abiding memory of Shri Jawaharlal Nehru, our late beloved Prime Minister
and leader. I heartily associate myself with the feelings of admiration and
sorrow—admiration for his manifold virtues and qualities of head and
heart and sorrow on his sad, sudden death—which have been expressed by
the contributors to this Supplement. Ialso share their eagerness and earnest-
ness to pledge themselves to the service of India and all other causes which
were so very dear and near to the heart of Shri Nehru, QOur homage will
be no better than lip service to him if we do not take a vow to devote our-
selves to the amelioration of the poor and the needy, to the defence of our
country and preservation of her freedom which he and his colleagues in the
battle for freedom won at such tremendous sacrifice; to usher in an era of
plenty and prosperity and of equality of opportunity and status as citizens
which is the real aim of Socialism—Socialism as understood and defined by
him: to lead lives of ever-increasing toil for the all-round prosperity of the
country which to him was the dearest of all the lands and the peoples in the
world and to promote the cause of World Unity and World Peace without
which the future of the race of man will be dark and meaningless. We
must also cultivate the best of our instincts, feelings and thoughts and learn
to lead healthy lives because it is absolutely necessary for leading useful lives.
We must acquire steadfastness to ideals and perseverance in pusuit of what
we believe to be right and instinctive hatred of everything that tends to de-
mean ot belittle our individuality. Lest we should falter we should imbibe
the spirit of our great men amongst whom Shri Nehru was one, Hitch
vour wagon to a star : adopt the noblest ideals and follow the noblest examp-
‘s and I can assure you that you will never go wrong. Shri Nehru was the
model for the nation during his lifetime and if we are to be true and loyal
to him we must have him as our ideal-hero even now, His was the spirit of
vouth: to push on to greater achievements. Let us, on this day, adopt as
our motto the spirit of Shri Nehru : EXCELSIOR, and pledge ourselves to

-he service of India and the World.
Oantix ber
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C(/Da/zi'azt'cz/
“OH CAPTAIN ! MY CAPTAIN»

Shyamal Bagchee, B.A. Hons 111 year

As we set ourselves down to pen this editortel, our minds
automatically turn to the memory of one “who with all his heart and
soul loved India and the Indian people.” In Pt. Nehru's death we have
not only lost a great patriot and statesman, but also a lover of the whole
human race, a philosopher, and a distinguished writer. His vision wide,
his sympathies always with the oppréssed, he was an epitome of all that
was noble in human nature, His goal was to help in creating a world
where no one suffers, where happiness is there in all hearts Panditji was
a citizen of the world in the truest sense of the term, though an Indian
to the core of his heart. He held no prejudices against any man of any
nationality or faith, his symparhy was all-embracing.

As a writer, he has displayed not only a rare sensibility, a
masterly treatment of the English language, but also the encyclopaedic
mind that he had., He was a student of all branches of knowledge, all
that was worth learning captured his heart and imagination. As a
spzaker he was almost arresting, the compelling hypnotic spell of his
voice from the ramparts of the ‘Red Fort’ is something which we have
lost for ever, but his spzeches and writings have become a legacy, a
treasure which generations will cherish,

We who were born during the Second World War or the wake
ot the Indian Independence, will miss him most. For Pt. Nehru
has been the greatest single influence on our mind, on all that we have
learned, understood and imbibed For us, as for the rest of India, an
epoch has ended. That Jawaharlal Nehru was the Prime Minister of
India is but a fraction of the whole truth--he was our leader, our ideal,
our protector and the greatest stabilizing influence in our life.

Today, ke 1s not there in our midst, and though the protective
umbrella has been removed, yet we walk into unknown future emboldened
by bis words, his deeds and the indelible memory of his personality.
On us lies a great portion of the task to make the world a better place to
live in, a happier, and more contented planet— which was his dream.
Drawing inspiration from our memory of him, we re-dedicate ourselves
to this task.
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Glimpses of Nehru before Independence

Dr. R. Bharadwaj

HE forefathers of the late lament-

ed Jawaharlal Nehru belonged to
Kashmir. In the beginning cf the
eighteenth century, when the Moghal
Empire was crumbling, Pandit Raj
Kaul, who enjoyed reputation for
erudition in Sanskrit and Persian, was
summoned by a royal firman to Delhi
to teach Farrukh Siyar. He came
down to the capital and took up his
residence on the bank of the Nahar
(canal), an1 for this reason he began
to be called Kaul Nehru. It was how
‘Nehru' became the surname of the
family  Several generations after,
Pandit Ganga Dhar, grandfather of
our hero, became the Kotwal of Delhi.
In 1857 the Nehru family moved to
Agra and thence, with the transfer of

the High Court, to Allahabad. Pandit -

Gangadhar had three sons, the third
being the posthumous Pandit Motilal,
who was brought up by his eldest
brother, Pandit Nandlal Vakil. Hav-
ing graduated Pandit Motilal also
began to practise law at Kanpur, but
on his eldest brother's death he moved
to Allahabad and soon distinguished
himself as the topmost advocate.

Pandit Motilal begot Jawahar at
Allahabad on 14th November, 1889,
and ten years after purchased Anand
Bhawan. At the age of five, the only
son began to receive education like an
English child and learnt how to read,
write, swim and play tennis. Not for
a single day he was educated in an
Indian schoel. Munshi Mubrarak Ali

told Jawahar the anecdotes relating to
the revolution of 1856 and also stories
from the Alif Laila (The Arabian
Nights), while the child’s mother and
aunt recited to him stories from the
Ramayana and the Mahabharata.
Among his teachers were some Eng-
lish ladies and also F. T. Brookes, a
theosophist who shunned meat and
drink and dressed like an Indian in
dhoti and kurta. Once when Jawahar,
under his influence, told his father
Pandit Motilal, that he would not eat
meat and go to a cinema or a theatre,
Brooke's services were dispensed with;
A Pandit taught him Sanskrit and
Hindi. Fond of swimming he took
delight in dragging those relations or
friends into the house pool who did not
know how to swim. Sir Tej Bahadur
Sapru was one of those who were
afraid of water deeper than fifteen
inches and he would scream aloud
when Jawahar acted as a crocodile,

In 1905, at sixteen, ]awaha} got
admitted to the Public School at
Harrow. He wasa student, ordinary
but intelligent, interested in football
aud cricket. - There he came in con-
tact with Lala Hardayal who then
studied at Oxford. Of his classfellows
were the princes of Gaekwad and
Kapurthala. Two years after he
entered the Trinity College at Cam-
bridge where he had a passion for
boating and became a prominent mem-
ber of the Indian Majlis, other mem-
bers of which were Dr. Saifuddin
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Kichiu, Dr. Sayed Mahumud, T, A K.
Sherwani, K. M, Khwaja and Sir
Shah Muhammed Sulaiman.

Adventurous as Jawahar was, he
went to Norway in 1909 with some of
his friends and there while bathing he
slipped into a glacier but happily
an English friend of his was able to
draw him out. In 1910 he took his
M. Sc. and then joined the Ianer
Temple for the study of law and be-
came a barrister at law in due course.
Although he did not take part in
politics, he was influenced by a wave
of socialism. In 1912 he returned to
India. a full-fledged barrister steeped
in Wesrern ways and habits. He be-
Zan to practise law and help his father,
but he had no interest in it. So in
1920 he lett that profession for good
and passed most of his time in friends’
circles. debates on political subjects,
and social service,

Jawaharlal attended the Congress
Session in 1912 although h2 had done
so in his boyhood too. In 1913 he
hecame a member of the Provincial
Congress Committee and began to
pircicipate in its activities. In those
days discrimination between the
white and the black was rampant in
Africa, and the Indian Government
showed indifference towards the Indian
emigrants. Gopal Krishna Gokhle,
therefore, made a fervent appeal for
funds to help them. A committee
was formed for the purpose, of which
Jawahar became Secretary. Later on
he took great interest in the agitation
at Allahabad for the protection of
the rights of those labourers who had
emigrated to Fiji Islands; He also

100k an active Interest in ofganizing o
nrocession on the death of Gokhle.

Tn 1916 Jawahar was married to
Kamla. He had one daughter, indira.
But the chaste lady did not keep good
health and died during - treatment ip
Europe. Her ashes were flewn by
air and immersed in the Triveni at
Allahabad. The loving hushand did
not remarry.

In founding che Home Rule LLeague
he co-cperated with Dr. (Mrs.) Annie
Besanot along with others and became
the Jeint Secretary of its Allahabad
branch. He put on kurta and dboti.

Owing to the proclamation of the
Rowlatt Act in 1919, Mzahatma Gan-
dhi headed a great agitarion known
as Satyagraha, which led Jawahar to
become an extremist and take great
pains in the investigat.on of the atro-
cities perpetrated at Jallianwalla
Bagh., In 1920 he happened to stay at
an hotel 1n Mussoorie with soime mem-
bers of his family, when he was ad-
vised by the Government to refrain
from exchanging views with th2
Afghans. On refusal to give the under-
taking, he had to leave the hill station
within twenty four hours ; but owing
to the illness of his mother he was
allowed to go back. He had a big
hand in founding The Independent, a
daily, which came to have the largest
circulation in India, but which had to
be closed under displeasure of the
Government., He was drawn to the
Kisan agitation in 19i8 and it was
owing to his untiring efforts that it
assumed formidable dimensions from
1919 to 1921. This gave him an op-
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portunity to mix with the poor masses -

of India, to dine and sleep with them
and also to understand their difficul-
ties, and ways and means to redress
them,

In 1919 Mahatma Gandhi paid a
visit to Pandit Motilal Nehru and
Jawahar had a good opportunity of
coming in closer contact with him.
From 1920 onwards the Nehru fami-
ly began to make sacrifices, too nume-
rous to mention. Anand Bhawan, a
palatial building, was dedicated to the
Congress. Pandit Motilal led the
Swarajya Party in 1925, his son re-
presented the Indian National Congress
in a conference at Brussels to advo-
cate anti-imperalism, Both father
and son became president of the Indian
National Congress—the one in 1928
and the other in 1929 when the reso-
lution for complete independence for
India was passed. In 1931, Pandit
Motilal left for his heavenly abode,
and the Gandhi—Irwin Pact came in-
to being. On 15th January, 1934, an
earthquake rocked the whole of
Bihar, and Jawaharlal rushed there
for social service. In 1935 he went
to Switzerland, the .ominous year
when his beloved consort passed away.

In 1939 he and

China.

visited Ceylon

Jawaharlal went io jail ten times
for the country’s cause. His last im-
prisonment was in 1942 in connection
with the 'Quit India’ Movement of
Mahatma Gandhi, the Mahatma’s
advice to the Indians being ‘Do or die’.
The Government adopted very stern
measures to curb the movement, the
atrocities perpetrated were simply
shocking. Whole of India was in a
state of lull, fear and political indo-
lence; perhaps. also because of the
Second World War. [t was only in
1945 when the brave Jawaharlal came
out of prison that the Indian masses
had a sigh of relief and renewed
enthusiasm at his fearless and roaring
speeches.

Ultimately on 15th August, 1947,
India got complete independence. I
had often heard that Jawahar would
become the Prime Minister, but I
never thought he would ever condes-
cend to become one. For I believed
and still believe that he, a patriot,
politician, scholar and orator, was
much greater.

Jawaharlal Nehru was a man of deeds.

His father, a pearl ;

he himself, a ruby.

The one, the cool bram the other, the warm heart,
Which sprang to the peoples of the world so wide.
And resides in the mind of the East and West
Associated - deeply with Gandhi, guide,

With whom for Bharat’s freedom he pined, fought, strove
And got it at last to the applause of all,
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“This Country is Mine,....

39

Gurdarshan S, Mamik, B. A., (Old Student)

A country is great, not if it can
make deadly bombs and other
destructive weapons, not if it can
make other cauntries bow before it
with force, not if it has achieved tre-
mendous progress in science and tech-
nology, but a country is great if its
people are great, i.e., if its inhabitants
have spiritual greatness, if they have
great moral qualities, if they live and
die for one another, if they do not
distinguish and discriminate between
man and man, if their motto of life is
‘co-operation’ and ‘co-existence’. In
this materialistic world people are cra-
ving for more comforts and more
materialistic progress. They seem to
be bent upon gaining more and more
of ease, luxuries and power.

In the wake of this, they are losing
their souls by giving no importance to
the widening of intellect and promo-
tion of spiritual faculties. Tbat is
why there is no ‘contentment’ in peo-
ple. Itis the outcome of thisthat
war clouds are hovering on the sky.
People are scared of war breaking
out once again, People have lost
faith in one another. Nobody is
prepared to trust anybody. [Is this an
emblem of progress and prosperity ?
Can we say that people are happy in
the present time ? Of course, not at
all ? Nobody can attain true happi-
ness unless he has the great quality of
contentment which can be achieved
only through widening of intellect
and cultivation of spiritual qualities

in himself.

The whole world is after material
progress. In our country were born
great spiritualists and 1intellectuals,
who have left their impressions on us
all. Since our country still looks upon
great saints, intellectuals and spiritual-
ists with awe and respect, therefore,
this country is great. Here people
still have reverent attraction and res-
pect for spiritual and moral eternal
qualities. Here, there are people who
know the value of contentment and
the way to be contented, We not only
pteach co-existence but also practise
it. This land is great because the in-
habitants of this land realize the value
of unity in diversity. At the time of
need of the Nation, every one gets
prepared to sacrifice oneself and every-
thing one possesses at the altar of the
Motherland. We showed the whole
world how we could be united when
one of our neighbouring countries at-
tacked us about two years ago throwing
to the winds all notions of friendli-
ness. The enemy must have well
realized the toughness of the job to
fight against a United Nation. Every-
one got prepared to die for the cause
of the nation. Qur soldiers made the
enemy feel and realize that the Indian
soldiers were the top-most and the
most daring ones in the world. This
they could impress only, because, they
stood together and resolved to fall
together. We never knew that there
could be a foe in the disguise of a
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friend. We had never thought of
meznness. With this treachery of a
so-ca. 2l friend, now every one shall
ook with suspicion at one's friends.
Bu: we showed the entire world that
raough we are most sacrificing for our
¢riends vet we can be the bitterest
against our enemies.

We are basically a peace-loving
country but, when it comes to that,
we can be the toughest fighters. This
is a well-established characteristic
quality of the Indian. We still
value the Man and not the glamour
about him. This is why really great
men are most honoured in this coun-
try. It is because of this that India
is called, ‘the land of the saints’; the
land of the Buddha, Gandhi and Nehru.

But now the time is come when
we must not only feel happy and
contented by looking at our glorious
past. It is high time we get cautious
and prepate ourselves against the
ensuing and hovering danger which
we apprehend from our erstwhile
friends. The time is such that we
cannot afford to risk any more trea-
chery from any of our friends. We
should try for the best relations with
other countries but also rematn alert
and prepared for the worst. Let us
pledge that we shall always live and
die for our Motherland. The highest
order of service which one can render
to one's holy Motherland is to sacri-
fice oneselt in the service of one’s
nation, Those who die for the cause
of the Nation never die but remain
alive for ever and become immortai.

Can any oneof us think that all those

brave soldiers of India, yes, our land,
who died in Ladakh or Nefa,
fighting to repel the enemy from
touching this holy land, can ever be
forgotten ? No, never! They have
served the country in the highest
order and their memory shall always
burn in our hearts and shall always
inculcate a deep sense of duty in the
mind and heart of not only every
Indian, but, in the heart and mind
of every person who loves Freedom
and lives to die for the cause of his
freedom. Their memory shall always
incite us to do good for the country,
to live in the service of our country
and when the time demands we
should lay cur lives at the altar of
our country. Woe should serve our
Motherland with whatever we have
In our possession,

Now the time is come when there
should be a revolution in the minds
and hearts of every Indian. Each of
us should realize the intensity of the
movement. We should feel and
realize that if the country lives then
all of us live. but, if the country
dies, all of us die. We had to go
through untold sufferings and tortures
for over 200 years before we could
attain our freedom and that too only
after the martyrdom of so many of
the brave freedom-fighters  Should
we not pay our reverence and respect
to those who sacrificed themselves to
attain freedom of the Nation for us ?
Should we not keep their memory
alive ?  Should we let go their sacri-
fices waste ? No! No, we must never
forget whatever they have done for
us and try our best to live upto their
hopes. We must not forget the day
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when we took the pledge to throw
the invaders out of our country and
make India a free natiop for all times
to come. Let us renew out resolve
and then work fot it, live for it and

die for it. The call of the Nation
demands only one thing: ‘Service
and Sacrifice.......... !

Let each Indian feel and say

proudly, with a burning urge to serve
the Nation—'l shall work for my
Motherland, live for her and die for
her, if it is demanded of me. This is
my duty, first and last, because
this country is mine,” With these
words let us pay our homage to our
late Prime Minister, Shri Jawaharlal
who lived and died for India.

WE TOO DIE A LITTLE *

Only with death does the void appear
Stark in all its magnitude;
A nation mourns—
A people’s shed and unshed tears
The tribute of our heares
As we pass in homage
Through the hours of day and night
Each in our grieving solitude.
And as we watch you pass
On the fnal journey,
We too die a little.
For with you dies a splendour
And a dream.
: The splendour of courageous struggle
For our nation’s freedom,
The final flash of that heroic few;
The dream of human liberty,
You were the symbol
Who held the flag for all to see,
You made your vision ours
And through your eves
We saw the future of our land —

Free of want, from prejudice and tyranny.

You were the voice of our highest hopes
And now that voice is stilled

A silence shrouds our land

And leaves our hearts bereft,

We loved vou for our own

With tenderness and gratitude and pride.
With the warmth of an old friend—

So we are left

Bewildered, unbelieving.

For to your indomitable spirit

Death is no kin,

And the integrity of our world

15 denied.
Harii Malik

IN MEMORIAM-*

New you are gone, to join the ranks of those
whose names will ever live in every heart
with joyous fragrance, like the budding rose
that was of you so intimate a part;

you fought and strove te give our nation light,
to bring it freedom, break its binding chain,
you warred against a vast, imperial might,

you suffered grief and anguish, loss and pain;
but vet you fought, and when at last we won
and toock cur place in freedom’s glowing light
vou did yourself beconie the nation's sun

and for her welfare laboured day and night.
Now you are gone, and we who stay behind
will cherish our sweet memories of you

and strive with every potver of heart and mind

to make your dreams of glory come cut true,

Dr. KARAN SINGH,
Sadr-i-Rivasat,
Jammu and Kashmir

*Reproduced from The Hindustan Times, New Delhi.
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THE MAN WITH A ROSE

Shri V. N. Khanna

Jawaharlal Nehru, in the words of
President Radhakrishnan, was “....one
of the greatest figures of our genera-
tion, an outstanding statesman whose
services to the cause of human freedom
ate unforgettable.” He was not only
the Prime Minister of India but much
more that thit. He was a hero for the
teeming millions of this country,
leader of the people, of the biggest
political party in' Inlia and of the
Parliament. H: was friend, philos-
pher and guide of his colleagues and
‘Uncle’ of millions of young children
in this country. He led the peovple of
this country for nearly two decades
without any serious challenge to his
authority—and -yeot he was not a
dictator He wasa p:rlect democrat.
If he wanted to bzcome a dictator he
could have very easily become one,.
But he was not prepared even to
suggest whom he would like to succeed
hin as leader of the Congress Party
anl thus as Prime Minister. The
smooth and democratic election of Shri
Lal Bahadur Shastri as leader of the
Congress Party and formation of the
new government under his leadership
is mainly due to the democratic tradi-
tions established by the departed
leader.

Jawaharlal Nehru was India and
India was Jawaharlal. So much so that
when he passed away on thut unfortu-
nite day of May 27, 1934, we could
not believe it. W= had deunted him the

right to die but he worked himself

to death. ‘Nothing was dearer to his

heart than the interest of India and
the welfare of the people of this land.
In spite of his age and failing bealth
he was not prepared to admit that he
was old and that he was going to
die so soon.  When he actually died
and his body lay in state at his resi-
dence at Teen Murti Marg lakhs of
Indian people turned up to see for
themselves how could this beloved
young man of 75 die Even at mid-
night (May-27-28) there were mile
long queues of weeping and sobbing
men and women—young and old and
children, ot course—waiting patiently
to pay their last homage to the man
who had so nicely guided their desti-
nies for seventeen long vears. Some
people felt, as Vice-President Zakir
Hussain observed while paying homage
to Shri Nehru, that their brother had
passed away, some felt that they had
lost their son, some had lost in him
their uncle and many were missing
their beloved.

Prime Minister Nehru always re-
mained accessible to people, especially
to peasants and children Even during
the early days of the Chinese aggression
on India he found time to address the
Staff and students of the University
of Delhi He said that at one time he
thought of cancelling the engagement,
but he did not do so because he thcugnt
that by going to the University he
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“What appealed to me about all the(se) tribal people was not
only their physique and health but that the men and women alike
looked one in the face and were not afraid or inhibited.
Altogether, they struck me as a fine lot of which any country can
be proud ..... Perhaps, | felt happy with these simple folk because
the nomad in me found congaenial soil in their company . They
are a great deal mcre democratie than most others in India, .. {They
are a people who) sing and dance and try to enjoy life, not
people who sit in stock exchanges, shout at each other and think
themselves civilized .. We may well succeed in uprooting them
from their way of life with its standards and discipline and give
them nothing in its place, We may make them feel ashamed of
themselves and their own people and thus they may become thoro-
ughly frustrated and unhappy...'n our well-meant efforts to
improve them, we {(must therefore be careful that we} do not do
them grievous injury. . .. 1 am not at all sure which is the better

way of living, the tribal or our own, In some respects | am quite
certain theirs is better.”

Jawaharlal Nehru



woiz.d g2t a chance to meet the young
staeienzs  and that he would get
srenzzn and courage from them. This
gza.tvy of detatchment was always

zdm:red by his friends and critics alike.

Ar one time you would find him  deal-
ing with a complicated international
situazicn and a few minutes later he
woula be discussing the problem of
thousands of retugees. After sometime
sou could find him mixing up with
children or laying a foundation stone.
Such was the man who governed this
country for nearly two decades.

Any problem, howsoever small or
:nsignificant, put before him always
2ot his attention, Normally he worked
tor eighteen hours a day and yet he
was always fresh. He could not be-
come a ruthless administrator because
he did not ration his time as Prime
Minister. H: could have easily done
that but in thar case, “he would not
be the man that rhe country knows
and loves™*

“After Nehru what” which wason
everybody's lips was a magnificent
tribute to Nehru's incomparable role
in India’s political framework. Shri E.
M § Namboodiripad, who was dis-
missed by Nehru’s government as
Chief Minister of Kerala, writing a
tew months after his dismissal refused
to agree with the view that Nehru's
government was an astonishing failure.
Creation of what came to be known as
the 'Bandung Spirit’, the lead given by
him in formulating the Five-Year
Plans, his emphasis on secularism, and

his forthright denunciation of obs-
curantism and superstition were of
great importance “to a country which
is intent on developing itself on
modern, democratic lines.” »

Gandhiji, the political Guru of
Nehru, said about the younger leader

that the youth of the country
had every reason to be proud
of their . representative. “"He is

fearless yet gentle ; being a stran-
ger to weakness and weakening
diffidence,.. ... having no diplomacy
about him, hates diplomatic language
and insists upon going straight to the
point.” ......"He is too noble to say
anything to please anybody, if he does
not believe in it.”

This man who hated diplomatic
language held the office of Exrernal
Affairs Minister for seventeen vears.
The role that India has played in’ world
politics under his leadership, was the
only possible one she could have
played, consistent with her own
security and world peace. Reterring
to the foreign policy that Shri Nehiu
followed, Shri M. C. Chagla says,
" India’s foreign policy is the extension
into external affairs of her traditiors,
history and philosophy.”  Nehru’s
greatest contribution is his doctrine
of co-existence and non-alignment.
He did not want India to become a
neuttalized country like Switzeriand,
He wanted and tried for non-align-
ment with the power blocks, If a
country joins one or the other power
block she looses her real independence.

! H.V.R lenger: 'P.M. at Work,' in a ‘Study of Nehru’ '
? Nambocdiripad, ‘A Democrat in the Dock,” in a *Study of Nehru' by Zakaria,
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She can not think independentiy nor
she can act freely. India always made
her humble contribution to World
affairs both in the United Nations and
outside. His was a gentle and dignified
approach even in the international
sphere—a Gandhian techingue. Re-
ferring to Pakistan Shri Chagla says
that with her leaders indulging in
bellicose propaganda and rattling the
sabre, with perpetual border inci-
dents, with unarmed planes being shot
down, with the temper of the Indian
people rising, “Nehru has gone on
preaching restraint and patience in
dealings with Pakistan.”

He was deeply distressed on what
happened in Tibet. Despite the storm
that broke out in India, be pleaded
for resraint, for “strong condemnation
and diatribes are futile unless they
can be backed by action,” (Chagla)
What did the western powers achieve
in Hungary by all the strong language
that they used against Russia ?

Nehru never liked the idea of
military pacts and alliances. By being
uncommitted a nation creates a cli-
mate of peace in the Word. He is
sometimes criticised for his policy of
non-alignment. A clear study of
India’s position rteveals that there
never was and shall never be any
other course. With Pakistan as an
unfriendly neighbour and China as an
expansionist power on our northern
borders it was not posible for us to
join either the American block or the
Russian. If we were in the western
camp how could we expect Russia not
to support China in any conflict bet-
ween India and China. Similarly, if

we joined the Soviet block it was
obvious that in the event of Chinese
aggression it would not have been
possible for the United States to give
us any military assistance when her
ally, Pakistan, was Insisting not to
give any help to India. By following
the policy of non-alignment we have
been able to get the U.S. help when
China invaded us and we have also
been able to get the Soviet veto again-
st Pakistan in the Security Council.
If we were in the American camp
probably there would not have been
the rift between two of the biggest
communist countries in the World.

His policy regarding recognition
of China and her admissicn to the
United Nations was the only realistic
approach. You may or may not agree
with the policies cf that country but
you just can not keep 1/5 ¢f the total
population cf the World outside the
pale of the United Naticns. Fe was a
child of revolutionary nationaiism 1p
India. He, therefore, mculded his
foreign policy so as to give whatever
support he could legitimately give to
the countries in Asia and Africa
which were seeking to get rid of cole-
nial yoke. Shri M C. Chagla wrote
about Prime Minister Nehru a few
yvears before his death that, “Itisa
tribute to the statesmanship o¢f the
Prime Minister that an uncommitted
India is internationally more respected
than if she had been a camp follower
of onz or the other grcup., No fcreign
Minister in the World teday com-
mands greater respect than India's
Prime Minister who has held the
portfolio of External Affairs with such
distinction since India became free.”
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is foreign policy was supported
even by some of his otherwise strong
crizics. Prof Hiren Muker;ji says that,
“Nz one in India will grudge
Y==aharlal Nehru the honour of
tzving directed the Country’s external
affairs since independence in a manner
that has earned the World’s respect.”

Lord Bertrand Russell once said
=out him that, “All friends of peace
:nd humane ways of life should join
'n  congratulating Nehru on his
achievements, Few lives can show an
equil record of success in the pursuit
c? I-aportant good causes to which, at
i1y times, the opposition seemed

Il
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Qae of the many decisions that he
took in respect of India’s constitution
was our membership of the Common-
weaith as a Republic. Till 1949 the
Bricish Commonwealth of Nations
consisted of the dominions besides the
United Kingdom. Dominions recog-
nise the King as their monarch also.
The Indian National Congress had de-
cided as far back as 1930 that complete
independence was the goal of Indians.
When Mr. Nehru proposed that India
should continue to be a member of
the Commonwealth even as a Re-
public, with cur own elected President
and without recognising the King as
our monarch, it was thought that
other members of the Commonwealth
would not accept this position. But
when Nehru made this proposal in the
Prime Ministers’ Conference in 1949,

after having secured approval of
Prime Minister Attlee and Lord
Mountbatten, it was unanimously

accepted and the structure of the

Commonwealth was once again chang-
ed. Republican India became a
member of an organization which had
a King as its head. To many Indians
settled in different parts of the
Commonwealih, our association with
it was very welcome. Nehru told the
Constituent Assembly that, “We
join the Commonwealth obviously
because we think it is beneficial to us

The other countries of the
Commonwealth want us to remain
because they think it is beneficial to
them....In the World today, where
there are so many disruptive forces at
work, where we are often on the verge
ot war, [ think it is not a safe thing
to encourage the bresking up of any
association that cne has.”

Jawaharlal Nehru could not un-
derstand how one Indian could kill
another, Secularism wasa creed for
him. He was a socialist but far frem
being a communist. He liked many
qualities of the western culture yet
he was a perfect Indian., He was an
able administrator whose subordinates
admired nim and whose collesgues
adored him. He bad his limitations.
Some of his friends and cclleagues let
him down. Some of them brought
him bad name by inefficiency or
indulging in corrupticn. But nobody
ever doutted his integrity or charac-
ter.  As minister of External Affairs
his notings and orders on files were
always full cf instructicns, policy and
guidance. He did not like scme of
the outdated customs and conventions
vet he never said anything to the
commen man which would hurt him,
He wanted everything to be perfect
and clean. He could Icose his temper
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very soon. He could not allow flat-
terers to come near him. He would not
allow an umbrella over his head if
thousands of his countrymen were
listening to him patiently in heavy
downpour or in scorching sun.

President Tito of Yugoslavia said
about him that India could be proud
of such an outstanding leader, who,
“through his efforts and farsightedness,
is paving the way towards a becter
future for Indiaand.......who has
become one of the most outstanding
statesmen of the contemporary
World.," Referring to the noble life
of Jawaharlal Nehru President Nasser
says. “In its depth, it has reached the
limit where he has been able, through
the residue of centuries and the vicis-
situdes of history, to touch upon the
very soul of India.”

President Johnson of the United
States was expressing the sentiments
of all those had known him and had
loved him when he said on his death
that, *...it is not just as a leader of India
that he has served humanity. Perhaps
more than any other World leader, he
has given expression to man’s yearning
for peace.” This man of peace had to
see in his life time aggression com-
mitted on his own country by a neigh-
bour whom Nehru, had always re-
garded as friend. This was not only
an attack on his beloved country but

an attack on the principles on which
his entire policy was based ; it was an
attack on his health and ultimately
became responsible for his untimely
death. Nehru, who in January 1962
was very young and energetic had
suddenly become an old man two
months after the betrayal of trust by
China.

Nehru is dead but Nehruism shall
always live.

*We mourn him. We shall always
mourn him because we are human and
cannot forget our beloved leader. But
I know he would not like us to mourn
him, for, in his own words, thatisa
poor way of doing homage. The only
way in which we can pay our tribute
to him is to express our determina-
tion, to pledge ourselves anew, to
dedicate ourselves to the great task
which he undertook and which hLe
accomplished to such a large extent..
We loved and respected him and. we
shall always cherish his memory and
revere and uphold the ideals he stood
for.” Who will not agree with these
sentiments expressed by Speaker
Huk:m Singh in the Sabha. on May 29,
1964, while paying tributes to the
departed leader of the people ?

A Rose has fallen but the recse
shall always bloom.

R b=

“India is not a communal state but a democratic state in which every citizen

has equal rights.”

( Jawaharlal Nehru }
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““i am not a religious man, dogmas do not appeal to me; nor am |
really interested in the after-life and all that, Why should |
worry myself?  The problems of the day are enough for me and
I do not care what happens to me or to my reputation once { am
dead. When } am dead, what does it matter to me! What
does matter to me is that things | have worked for should pros-
per and the country should continue in the same direction or in

some better way if that is devised later.”

Jawaharlal Nehru



The Devotee of Letters

Courtesy : The lllustrated Weekly of India, Pombay.



Shri Jawaharlal Nehru :

The Man in His Writings

Shri Radha Krishna Sud

“Itis odd how the success of a book
witimarely depends on certain immaterial
&3 nsubstantial factors which one cannot
exs.)y m2asure. Good writing and presenta-
s2m are of course important, the content is
2w more important, but over and above
shize cOMESs a certain sincerity in writing,
--mbned with restraint, which colowr s a book
and mabes it liked.”

(Nehru's Letters to his Sister,
No. 53

Shri Jawaharlal Nehru was not a
man but an institution, He had been
variously called: ‘The man of Destiny’
Gandhiji’s great heir, 'Indian Hamlet,
*Great Humanist’, and the ‘Personifi-
cation of our hopes.” He was all these
and much more besides. He was a
speaker and a writer, He was a
speaker by necessity and a writer by
choice and, if I may add, an historian
by the accident of his birth in the
present age,

It is difficult to separate the man
from the writer, the politician from
the humanist, the orator from the
thinker; for Pundit Nehru was all
these in one and the same breath.
The politician, the historian, the
thinker and the writer were different
facets of the man Jawaharlal as are
the facets of a cut-diamond. They
revealed a mind, mature and well-
cultivated with the best that has been
said and written in the past and the
present;a mind that instictively accept-
ed all that was essentially noble in
human nature, beautiful and elevating
and rejected all that was base, tainted
and corrupting. His was a mind broad
enough to embrace the whole of
creation as the next of kin; a mind
which delighted in doing good and
shunning evil in word, thought and
action; a mind which approached
baffling problems with sympathetic
understanding; —-— in short, a mind
that atonce illuminated and fas-
cinated other minds.

[In November, 1958, the College Union
asked me to speak on Shri Jawaharlal
Nehru: The Man of Letters. What [ said
was later printed in the Desh, Vol. VIII Nos:
34, 1959. Lirtle did anyone of usknow

that he would be taken away from us so soon
by jealous Fate and all that would be left of
him would be his books which bear the inde-
lible imprint of his personality and which
enshrine his immortal soul. Rightly did
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Speeches

Every word that Mr. Nehru utter-
ed or every line that he wrote was an
index to his personality. His writings
and his speeches bear the impress of
his sincerity, integrity and high pur-
posiveness. His speeches we probably
took as routine performances. We
got the best of him in his formal add-
resses and discourses, We are guilty
of the former attitude because ot cur
ignorance. Little do we know bhow
much time and thinking go to the
making of a good speech. Mr. Nehru
spoke on all subjects; metaphorically
speaking, from cabbages to kings. As
you go through the printed volumes
of his selected speeches you are
simply wonderstruck at the amplitude
or the range of subjects covered by
them., His versatilityis on a par with
his eloquence. His historical sense,
‘disarming candour and spotaneous

sincerity have invested these speeches
with a lasting significance. We read
them again and again for their in-
spiring sentiments and insistence upon
moral values as much as for their
beauty of style and expression. So
great is the spell of his ardour on us
that we cannot help resolving within
our minds to dedicate our hearts and
souls to the service of India. This is,
in effect, the charm of Mr. Nehru,
the man and the writer Hehasa
message for today and tomorrow :—

“This generation is sentenced
to hard labour; for years to
come toil and tears are to be
the portion of India before she
can complete the noble man-
sion of her greatness .. There
is a hope and a promise so long
as the people of India do not
forget what the  Master,
Mahatma Gandhi, has taught

Milton remark : “A good hook is the preci-
ous life-blood of a master-spirit imbalmed
and treasured up on purpose to a life beyond
life. “Addison reafirmed what Milton had
said ;" “Books are the legacies that a great
genius leaves to mankind, which are deliver-
ed down from generation to generation, as
presents to the posterity of those who are
yet unborn.” On that occasion, his 7063
birthday, I said: “Every word that Mr.
Nehru utters or every line that he writes is
an index to his personality. HHis writings
and his speeches bear the impress of his
sincetity, integrity and high purposiveness™
This estimate of Shri Nehru, the writer, falls
in line with the standard of excellence of

literary writing by which Shri Nehru judged
books and writings he read —and he read
quite a lot—and the standard by which he
would have liked himself to be judged.
Unwittingly he laid it down in a letter to his
sister, Mrs. Krishna Hutheesingh, with which
the present article is prefaced.

Pages 23 to 29 {first column) of the present
article are abridged from my earlier article.
In many places the present tense has been
changed into past tense. This was unavoid-
able. The title, too, has been changed as
the emphasis is on the man, that was
Jawaharlal Nehru, and his ideals, which
constitute the contents of his writings, ]
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them; as long as they relate
ends to means, this nation is
bound to come into its own and
take its proper place in the
comity of nations.”

He reminded us of our goal and the
means thereto in his speech which he
delivered in the Constituent Assembiy
on August 14th, 1947, entitled A
Tryst with Destiny:

! the service of India
rmeans the service of the mil-
lions who suffer. It meansthe
ending of poverty and ignoz-
ance and disease and inequality
of opportunity. The ambition
of the greatest man of our
generation has been to wipe
every tear from every eye.
That may be beyond us, but as
long as there are tears and
suffering. so long our work will
not be over ... These dreams
are for India, but they are also
tor the world .. ... Peace has
been said to be indivisible: so is
freedom, so is prosperity now,
and so is disaster in this One
World that can no longer be
split into isolated fragments....”

Truly, to the large-hearted the whole
world is their family. He highlighted
the means to the above end, in his
speech on the All India Radio on
January 30, 1948, the day Mahatma
Gandhi died, in memorable words :

“The light has gone out, and
yet I was wrong. For the light
that shone in this country was
no ordinary light...a thousand

years later, that light will still
be seen in this country and the
world will see it and it will
give solace to innumerable
hearts. For that light represent-
ed something more than the
immediate present, it repre-
sented the living, the eternal
truths, reminding us of the
right path, drawing us from
error, taking this ancient
country to freedom......."

~Little did he know that the nation
would say the same about him when
he would be no more in their midst,
Large heartedness and correlation of
means to ends are the age-old virtues
of our ccunrry and they are empha-
sized by Mr. Nehru in his speeches,

Addresses and Discourses

If Mr. Nehtu's speeches are in-
spiring, his addresses and discourses
are educative: a treat for the intel-
lectuals and a feast of thought for
their minds. Scme of them have been
printed in bis books called The Unity
of India, India and the World and in
the three volumes of his speeches,
published by The Publication Divi-
sion of the Government of India.
They are marked by a masterly grasp
of facts. figures and situation and
these are marshalled with full
command of argument, cross-argu-
ment, re-inforced by firmness of
faith, clarity of expression and luci-
dity of interpretation. He holds his
listeners spell-bound and by the time
he ends his address they think with
him. Te illustrate my point I draw
your attention to his Azad Memorial
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Lectures (1959) delivered in the
Vigyan Bhawan in February, 1959.
As you pass on from page to page of
the printed lectures, entitled India
Today and Tomorrow, you see before
your mind’s eyes the past, the
present and the future of India and
of the Western world opening them-
selves in their es ential features :
laying bare. as it were, their achieve-
ments :—the advancement of modern
science and technology and their
benefits to humanity placed side by
side with the horrors of war and
the devastation consequent upon
their misuse and the blessings of
eternal values consecrated in books
of religion and ethics, Which shall
we choose ? asks Mr. Nehru. Plenty
of material comforts or the peace of
the soul ? His reply 1s that we must
integrate both. He writes :—

“ India will progress indus-
trially and otherwise ; she will
advance in science and tech-
nology; ...our peoples’ standards
will rise,
concerned with'is not merely
our mjaterial progress, but the
quality and depth of our people.
Gaining power through indus-
trial processes. will they lose
themselves in  the quest of
individual wealth and soft
living ?  That would be a
tragedy for that would be a
negation of what India has
stood for in the past and, I
think, in the present time also
as exemplified by Gandhi......”

Ha concluded with axiomatic words :—

“Power 1is necessary, but
Wisdom 18 essential. It is
only power with wisdom that is
good... .”

These words of Mr. Nehru remind
us of the saying in the Bible :(—
“What is a man profited, if he
shall gain the whole world, and lose
his own soul.” During the period
of our slavery we -did not lose our
country’s soul ; let us not lose it in
the twilight of our freedem. This is,
to my mind, the message of Mr. Nehru
in his latest address.

Letters from a Father to his
Daughter

His small book, Letters from a
Father to his Daughter, was addresed
to his daughter, Indira, so that she,
and the readers who were to read it
after its publication, would “gradually
begin to think of this world of ours
as a large family of nations.” These
letters are delightful to read. Their
style has the lucidity of the style of
the Biblical parables or of the well-
known childrens’ classics. With the
approach of a scientist, that is, the
objective outlock, the vision of an
historian and the gift of style of a
writer, Mr. Nehru teaches the
evolution of life and in a gripping
manner drives the lesson home.
It is Natural Science Made Easy.
With equal ease and felicity of style
Mr. Nehru explained to his daughter
a terse proposition. “What is civili-
zation ?° He answered :(—

“Fine buildings, fine pictures
and books and everything that
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s beautiful are certainly signs
cf civilization, But an even
h:gher sign is a fine man who is
unselfish and works with others
tor the good of all. To work
together is better than to work
singly, and to work together for
the common good is the best of
all”

Mr. Nehru's book : The Glimpses of
Worild History 1s a continuation of
tnese letters.

Autcbiography

Mr. Nehru's magnum opus is, of
course, his Autobiography. It was
‘writzen tn the long solitudes of gaol
lite in a mood of self-questing to
review the past events in India and
to think cleariy about them and to
trace his own mental development.
The Autobiography, thus, is a double
record : historical and spiritual. In
other words, it displays the shaping
of the Man of Destiny by the great
events, nothing short of the travail
which was to throw up a Free India,
and the impact of Mr, Nehru on
those events. History, it is said, is
the essence of innumerable bio-
graphies of great men. The history
of modern India is really the history
of her great men and women amongst
whom Mr. Nehru stands the foremost
amidst his equally revered compeers
Some of these appear in the pages
of the Autobiography and are treated
by Mr. Nehru with the consideration
and respect which they deserve. For
example, Mahatma Gandhi, Pt. Moti
Lal Nehru and Mr. Sastri and many
others are sketched with the skill
and grip of a portrait-painter ard

the essence of their personalities—-—
that is, the subject in the man——
brought home to us. He discusses
his colleagues frankly and sometimes
criticizes them severely but always
with respect and without malice or
acrimony.  He believes that those
who meddle in public affairs must be
frank with each other and with the
public they claim to serve.' Here
once again we meet the gentleman
turned historian who believes that
moral values and appropriate conduct
are as much necessary in public life
as in personal life. We may call the
Autobivgraphy Mr. Nehru's Experi-
ments with Politics and Politicians,
His understanding of human material
1s as astute and thorough as of facts
and figures or of problems and
theories. He has no truck with
charlatans or the narrow-minded, the
cowardly or the facing-bothways,
whether they call themselves Liberals
or Moderates or whether they  are
avowedly Communalists. They are
for him not so many enigmas but
obstructions to be cleard off the path
of freedom and progress. They are
the stumbling blocks who, in their
selfish interests, retard the nation’s
future and readily play into the
haids of the ruling power like pup-
pets. Mr. Nehru refused to be sucked
into the vortex of swirling anti-
national activities or to be cowed
down by rtaging reactionaries, no-
changers and die-hards. That is his
greatness and you come to know of it
first hand in the Autobiography.

If the period covered by Mr,
Nehru’s life featured great personali-
ties, it also featured great issues; for
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example, the role of Non-violence in
the attainment of political freedom
or the place of Religion in Politics.
Notwithstanding his great admira-
tion for Gandhiji his consideration
of the Gandhian methods and beliefs
was fairly objective, He was hesitant
and sceptical in the beginning but
once he espoused them he allowed
them full and unrestricted play.

The Auwwobiography also
the more human side of Mr. Nehru's
personality : his,fine sensibilities and
his sense of humour and also of
sarcasm. Scattered throughout the
pages of the book are passages of
great beauty in which you meet Mr.
Nehru the artist in words, pure and
simple; the man who loved the
grandeur and peace of the hills, the
loveliness of flowers and the endeat-
ing vagaries of animals, birds and
insects. If his love for his poor and
down-trodden countrymen and coun-
trywomen fed the fire in his mind,
his sense of beauty and virtue provid-
ed the no-less-needed balm tc his
heart which otherwise might have
languished in grief, sorrow or despair,
Like any one of us Mr. Nehru has
had his share of sorrow and grief but,
thanks to his brave spirit, and un-
shaken faith in his own destiny and
the sacred cause of the nation’s free-
dom and prosperity he endured them
with smiles—-—~the same smiles with
which he was to greet fame, hap-
piness and responsibility later. This
poise and balance of temper in the
face of ups and downs of life was so
very characteristic of Mr. Nehru.
The death of his father, the illness
and the death of his wife, the separa-

reveals

tion from his kith and kin, the
ever-recurring imprisonments, the
anguish of his soul at the sight of
untold miseries of the people of
India, the disgust with the tardiness
of pace at which the nation moved
and so on and so forth——all these
he had to put up with and he did that
with good cheer. The Autobiography
thus regarded., is a great human
document; indeed, a spiritual book
that emboldens the readersto action
and inspires them to self-realization
and self-fulfilment.

The Discovery of India

It is for historians to assess the
value of Mr. Nehru as an historian.
His books: Soviet Russia, The Glimp-
ses of World History and The Lisco-
very of India are well-known to the
readers. There are many passages
scattered throughout the pages of these
books wherein you find the impress of
Mr. Nehru, the man of humanistic
vision joining hands with Mr. Nehru,
the artist in words. The historian
may read them to get peeps into the
not-too-distant and the distant past of
India and the world. I prefer to read
them as the records of a sensitive mind
that tries, honestly and assiduously, to
understand his country’s past and the
dawn of a new erain world history;
the rise of the Red Star. Plan for
plenty, he says, but not at the cost of
moral values, human dignity and free-
dom of the individual, That is the
writing on the wall that Mr. Nehru,
the historian, reads in the pages of
world history. The opening chapter
of The Discovery of India contains a
re-statement of Mr. Nehru's philoso-
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puy of life and faith :

“—How amazing is the spirit
of man! In spite of innumera-
bie failings, man, throughout
the ages, has sacrificed his life
and all he held dear for an
ideal, for truth, for country and
honour. That ideal may change
but the capacity for self-
sacrifice continues, and because
of that, much may be forgiven
to man, and it is impossible to
lose hope for man. Inthe midst
of disaster he has not lost his
dignity or his faith in the
values he cherished.., The
tuture is dark, uncertain. But
we can see part of the way
leading to it and tread it with
firm steps, remembering that
nothing tha: can happen is
likely to overcome the spirit of
man which has survived so
many perils. Remembering also
that life, for all its ills, has joy
and beauty, and we can wander,
if we know to, in the enchant-
ed woods of nature.

“What else is wisdom ? What
of man's endeavour

Or God's high grace, so lovely
and so great ?

To stand from fear set free, to
breathe and wait;

To hold a hand uplifted over
Hate :

And shall not Loveliness be
loved for ever ?”

Great words, no doubt; they con-
tain the essence of history, philosophy

and literature. Mr. Nehru himself
was a fine embodiment of the Eternal
Spirit in Man and his writings are
records and revelations of that Spirit,

Nehru’s Letters to his Sister

"The true art of letter-writing’,
wrote Jane Austen, ‘Is to express on
paper exactly what one would say to
the same person by word of mouth.’
Letters to friends and near relatives
are always in the nature of unpreme-
ditated art: they take us nearest and
deepest into the recesses of the wri-
ter's heart, mind and soul This is
very much true of Shri Nehru's letters
to his younger sister, Mrs. Krishna
Hutheesingh, which have been publi-
shed under the title: Nehru's Letters
to his Sister. These letters are very
delightful to read and nota few of
them are instructive and inspiring too.
They introduce us to Jawabharlal, the
man; of course, in his role of an elder
brother and the head of an illustrious
tamily ‘whose lives have become part
of the larger life of the nation.' Wri-
ting these letters was not only a
brotherly duty but it provided him a
sort of relief from broodings in the
prison. He wrote:

“To retire into one’s shell is a
good thing, for some at least, So
many odd things turn up and,
in spite of all efforts to detach
oneself life has so many holds
that something had to be done
about them. So I suppose I
shall write once a fortnight,
either to you or to someone
else.”
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As you read letter after letter you
come to know how sincere and affec-
tionate he was In his messages of
greetings, good wishes and sympathies;
how respectful of his equally gifted
and honoured father and how proud
of having inherited from him the
qualities of ‘strength and courage’ to
face the ‘trials and difficulties’, that
may come in his way,” with resolution
and with the determination to over-
come them’ without getting ‘swelled
head.” He was a great rraditionalist in
observing the festivals of Rakhi and
Bhaiya Dooj (and many others) with
the zest of children. About Rubsha
Bandhan he writes:’

Rubsha Bandhan is one of our
pleasing festivals which brings
not only personal but also
historical memories. It is sym-
bolic of so much.”

He was always asking for books
and more books—books of all types,
ranging from Kalidas's Shakuntla and
Meghaduta, Bana Bhatta's Kadambri,
Garibaldi's Life, - Sylvain Levi's Le
Theatre Indien and books by Lewis
Carrol, Pearl Buck and Euripides,
He wasa good judge of books -and
told his sister frankly what he thou-
ght of her book: With No Regrets.
Young as she was the best birthday
gift that he could think for her—tho-
ugh belated due to his arrest —was the
gift of books. What a wonderful
piece of advice to our young readers
who waste too much of their time in
chasing film-stars and crooning love-
lorn tunes, knowing not what tremen-
dous wealth of imagination and
thought they miss. His advice to his

sister was ;—

"...take yourself to a book shop
and choose some volumes con-
taining the wisdom of the
ancients, and the faith of the
middle ages, and the scepticism
of the present, and glimpses of
the glory that is to be, and take
them and pay for them and
consider them the belated but
loving gift of a somewhat
absent-minded brother who
thinks often of his little sister.
And read these chosen volumes
and out of them construct a
magic city full of dream castles
and flowering gardens and
running brooks where beauty
and happiness dwell and
ills that this sorry world of
ours suffers from can gain ro
admittance. And life will then
become one long and happy
endeavour, a ceaseless advent-
ure, to build this magic city
and to drive away all the
ugliness and misery around us.”

It is a passage which a poet alone
could have written In it we find the
same thrill as ripples in Keats' well-
known sonnet: ‘On First Looking
Into Chapman’s Homer’ with its
opening line: ‘Much have I travell'd
in the realms of gold ’ working its
spell on our hearts and minds.

Dreams have their own place in
youthful life. But they are not all.
Life is action and ‘all action is a cha-
llenge.” Shri Nehru was very em phatic,
persistent and unambiguous, ahout the
necessity and urgency of leading life
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witk an aim and a purpose and with
tae proper perspective. Although
txe and again he disclaimed the
maztie of a philosopher, excepting in
a superficial and casual manner, what
Ze :old his sister about ‘Life and How
w2 Face It” contained the warp and
woof of his philosophy of life. He
wrote ;

“The feeling has grown in me
that life for all its wvagaries
offers us ultimately what we
seek from it, or rather what we
are capable of receiving from
its inezhaustible storehouse.
In a sense it mirrors our capa-
city and our temperaments, If
our interests are - sufficiently
varied we can find in it all the
variety we can appreciate and
absorb. If we live in a narrow
shell, life for us assumes that
shape and context. It can be
superficial or deep as we choose
to see it and sense it; it can be
full of adventure or dull and
conventional and narrow in
scope, fitting in with our own
mental horizon. Life ultimately
is a series of mental perceptions
and sensations; it enters and fills
us to the extent we have open
windows to our minds and
spirits. External factors, which
we cannot control, affect it of
course greatly, but there is
always this possibility of rising
above them and not allowing
them to suppress us; and indeed
of making them the means of
giving us further insight and
experience of life

Shri Nehru might be a tradi-
tionalist in matters relating to cul-
ture, but in the realm of practical
affairs he was a modern scientist and
historian. To make a success of your-
self you must acquire the proper
perspective, He defined it thus:—

*To lose our perspective in life
is to lose our bearings. To look
back is necessarily to look away
from the present and the future
which count, We must face
the everchanging present and
have the power of quick deci-
siens. Decide this way or that
after weighing the pros and
cons and act up to the decision.
Not to decide is to live in a fog
of doubt, and misgiving
Whether it is a matter relating
to the narrow sphere of the
family or the large sphere of
life, one must solve and resolve
our problems as they arise and
go ahead, not regretting over
much or pining for what is not,
not complaining, not holding
othersresponsible for something
that might have been other.
wise.”

Sound words of advice and encour-
agement to the youth who admire
Chacha Nehru, miss him and despair-
ing ask: ‘What after Nehru 7',
Emulate him and imbibe the best of
his life and writings. That will be
the right way to cherish his hallowed
memory. To repeat what Shri Nehruy
quoted from George Bernard Shaw's
play : Man and Superman :

“This is the true joy in life, the
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being used for a purpose recog-
nized by yourself as a mighty
one; the being thoroughly worn
out before you are thrown on
the scrap heap; the being a
force of Nature instead of a
feverish selfish little cled of
ailments and grievances comp-
laining that the world will not
devote itself to making you

happy.”

That was his credo and literally he
lived up to it. Not only his life and
much of that he had but also his
thoughts were his country’s. He
espoused the cause of his country’s
freedom, the prosperity of its masses,
the dignity of man the world over and
of world peace and not for a moment
did he falter or rest. What he achiev-
ed he left as a legacy for all of us.
What he has left undone offers us a
challenge and opportunity. Shall we
fulfil his hopes and dreams of a free
and happy India and of a world living
in unshattered peace 7 In our answer
will lie the proof of our worthiness to
be called the followers of Nehru, or
for the matter of that, of Gandhi and
of the Buddha. These few letters, thus
read and regarded, are the real Preface
to Shri Nehru, the Man and the Hero:
the individual and the citizen of the
world—the glorious link in the des-
tiny of India and of the world.

The Extracts from his Will

Extracts from Shri Nehru's will,
that were broadcast and published a
few days after his death, were the
Finale of the Symphony that was
Jawaharlal Nehru, sounding toge-

ther, as it does, all the chords which
vibrated within him. What did he
love the most ? His answer was: India,
the Land and the People. What did,
he remember the most ? His answer
was : his colleagues with whom he had
fought in the struggle for freedom.
What did he cherish the most? His
answer was: the unbounded and
overwhelming affection of the people
of India. He wrote :

"I have received so much love
and affection from Indian
people that nothing that I can
do can repay even a small frac-
tion of it, and indeed there can
be no repayment of so precious
a thing as affection. Many have
been admired, some have been
revered, but the affection of all
classes of the Indian people has
come to me in such abundant
measure that I have been over-
whelmed by it. I can only
express the hope that in the
remaining years I may live, I
shall not be unworthy of my
people and their affection.”

Power and riches he did not covet.
If, then, he served his people it was
because he loved them and their cause
was his cause. Could our political
leaders take a cue from Shri Nehru !

He did not just love his country;
he was proud of her.  His attach-
ment was not only intellectual but
also sentimental. India'is an ancient
land, hallowed by a history and tradi-
tions, possessed of a distinctive
culture, rich in physical beauty and
linked by ever-changing stresses of
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Destainy. He was a link in the chain,
as be_inall humility said, like any one
of uws. Of this chain the Ganges—the
R:ver of India—is a symbol. A part
of his ashes, he desired to be consign-
ad to her waters so that the same
might be carried away to the sea which
washes India’s shores. These enriched
‘waves would wash the Indian oceans
till eternity.” The remaining ashes
were to be scattered from a plane
filsing very high over the fields of
India, where the masses toil and sweat
for nation’s food and strength, so that
t=2r might mingle with the dust of
India and become an indistinguishable
part of India’. Jawaharlal's ashes
must be for ever India's and India!
No closer and more abiding ties than
this could ever bind a country and
her sons together.

Apart from the fine sentiments
contained in the Extracts there isa
passage of sheer literary value—a
piece of felicitous description in very
simple words, chaste though not
ornate, but none the less invigorating.
It is full of the same heartening ca-
dence as we feel when we sing verses
from Tirana-i-Hind by Igbal :—

qad 3T gy FAT gHAEr Mt F1-
FIg I AT, AV qrEad AT |
MEY § JRAT §, IT*T gHI TLI81-
gagT § (T ¥ g9 § wd Ig garwn

This passage contains his deep adora-
tion of the Ganges. He wrote :

“She reminds me of the snow-
covered peaks and the deep
valleys of the Himalayas, which

I have loved so much, and of
the rich and vast plains below,
where my life and work have
been cast. Smiling and dancing
in the morning sunlight, and
dark and gloomy and full of
mystery as the evening shadows
fall; a narrow, slow and graceful
stream in winter, and a vast
roaring thing during the mon-
soon, broad bosomed almost as
the sea, and with something of
the sea's power to destroy the
Ganga has been to me a symbol
and a memory of the past of
India, running into the present,
and flowing on to the great
ocean of the future.”

Shri Nehru's love of India thus sym-
bolized his love of and identification
with the past, the present and the
future of India.

The Extract is a magnificant docu-
ment, ‘worth in gold’. ‘It contains
ennobling and iospiring thoughts of
burning patriotism’,. Will  Shri
Nehru's countrymen weigh and con-
sider them ! If they do, there can be
a hope that they may follow suit.

Postscript

Qur loss is great, indeed ! But we
must not despair. To quote Shri
Nehru :(—

“Every death upsets the equili-
brium not only of wvarious
individuals but of the group or
family and friends. There is
a gap. The gap remains and
yet nature establishes a new
equilibrium.”
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To despair, will be tantamount to
distrusting Shri Nehru. His soul will
always guide us like the Pole-star.
He will always be with us in spirit.
In the words of the poet, we should
ask ourselves the most pertinent
question :

AT FY HUT AEA T TH,

FT1 fgrgea I F1 4T T &7 ?
AFIZIATA q W § a¥ F4AT W,
gy meRr # o gEe R SR 7

Each one of us should be 2s much
conscious of leading a purposeful exis-
tence and a life of responsibilities as
Shri Nehru was. It was doubly signi-
ficant that when death loomed in his

face he scribbled on his writing pad
the following lines from the American
poet, Robert Frost:

“The woods are lovely, dark and deep
But I have promises to keep
And miles to go before I sleep
And miles to go before I sleep.”

His promises, to the nation and to
the world, should now be our pledges
if we are to imbibe his spirit and be a
living monument to him, The Spirit
in him was greater than the man; it
was his own monument. Let us,
therefore, live in his spirit for ever
and ever more. He will not, then, be
dead but live in us.

t “fegmm@mmaT

By Shri Bhawanl Prasad Mishra, (Quoted from
The Saptahik Hindustan, NEW DELHL.

.. lam not a philosopher, except perhaps in a narrow sense, In the sense that every
one has to think about the future and about one’s life.

t have lived a life which has been one of incessant activity on the one hand and,
on the other, past periods of confinement when | could do nothing except to think of

the past and of some vague future.

In that sense everyone may be said tobea

philosopher. But the problems of the world are so intricate and- difficult thae | feel

very humble before them,
which one beleves to be the right fines.

| have no remedy for them except to work on the lines
We may not always be able to say what is

right. But if we know what is wrong, well, let us avoid it and thereby, perhaps, to

avoid some bad consequences.

And so ...we worked in India and we shall continue working till there is any

energy left in us.

.-.In the final analysis one just works,
must for results, but not to care too much about the results,
but not to be so utterly attached to results that they upset one . ...

The Gita says, working we
It really means, to work
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The Captive of Our Love

Shri S. M. Jhangiani

As I sit down to write a few words
of deep gratitude to our dear departed
Prime Minister, my thoughts take me
back to the dismal days of the parti-
ticn of the country when I and over a
Szndred thousand of my brethren
were uprooted from the land of their
forefathers. The cause is too well
kncwn to need a repetition, It was
tte communal holocaust consequent
oron the partition in the wake of our
winning the most-cherished and long-
deiayed freedom. It would have been,
indeed, an honour to have laid down
our lives for the good or the glory of
the country. DBut to be butchered
and hounded out of our homes in wild
rage and lust for wealth, power, land
and property—was not thought to be
2 part of the bargain even by the
most desperate among our political
leaders. What price liberty! The
much-maligned and much-misunder-
stood refugees; the helpless pawns on
the political chessboard; the much-
pitied and detested homeless who still
peed a roof over their heads; the
widows and orphans who just dread
the memory of their erstwhile happy
past—all these know ‘what price
liberty’!

The darkest cloud, they say, has a
silver lining. Very true, indeed!
When on all sides of us there was
unredeemed gloom, there was a soli-
tary voice broadcasting, as it were, a
message of good cheer: ‘The whole
pation is with you in your sufferings

and will share all that they have with
you.” His open arms welcomed us to
this side of the rivers Indus, Jehlum,
Chenab and Ravi. Oufs was an exo-
dus, perhaps unparallelled in human
history. This cheering voice was that
of Jawaharlal, Whereas Gandhiji chose
to exercise his moral and spiritual
influence upon the peoples of India
and Pakistan to keep their head and
behave like human beings; Jawaharlal
adopted the practical methods of ren-
dering protection and relief to the
migrants. He spared himself no pains
and exposed himself to all sorts of
dangers in running from one part of
the country to the other and thus to
all the parts where the distressed
needed help.

It is difficult to settle millions of
homeless people even when funds and
other resources- are unlimited.” Do
not the refugees cf the First World
War still wander over Europe? It
will, therefore be rank ingratitude on
the part of the refugees,’ whether
Sindhis or non-Sindhis, to say that
the Government of India did pothing
to help them in their sorest hour of
misery. And it will be doing injus-
tice to the socred memory of the great
leader who was the inspiring head
behind all that the Government did.
He may have had his faults and short-

comings. Who has not! He was
a man of action; honest, sincere’
and noble.  He was _ kind-hearted

and generous-minded. In the words

(35)



“He 1s transparent
as crystal. His loyalty and affec-
tion are beyond compare......He
has made me the captive of his love....
He is working, slaving for us, not as a
king but as our first servant. It is
his desire through the service of India
to serve the world.” The truth is
that the captor and the captives. are
bound in chords of mutual love,

of Gandhiji:

You and I are the captives of his
love. Members of the Sindhi com-
munity are more so and they have a
valid reason.” He not only ‘saved’
their lives and honour but also their
culture, language and literature—in-
deed, the richest part of the heritage
of India's past. But for his broad
vision and humanistic outlook India
would have lost the richest gem in
her heritage. India would, indeed,
have gained her freedom but at the
cost of her soul. For is not our cul-
ture the essence and fragrance of our

souls ?

Jawaharlal, the jewel of India, the
gem of gems he was! He was the
champion of freedom, the true disciple
of Gandhiji, the advocate of the cause
of peace, the builder of non-alignment
and the designer of socialistic pattern
of society in India. In the death of Shri
Jawaharlal Nehru, the country has
lost a great son. The Sindhis, in patti-
cular, as explained above, have lost a
benefactor and a well-wisher. Due to
the partition of the country, the
Sindhis suffered the most. The
Punjabis got the East Punjab and
the Bengalis got the West Bengal
to settle down but the Sindhis
were deprived of their hearths and

homes and became Stateless. But they
found in Shri Jawaharlal Nehru
the man who made them feel that
the whole of India was their home.
He being the Prime Minister and at
the helm of affairs saw that the
Sindhis, though scattered all over
India like the beads of a torn necklace
were, however, settled to the best of
the ability and capacity of the
Government,

Though shorn of their territory,
the Sindhis brought with them the
treasure-hold of their cultural heri-
tage-—the spirit of the Sindhu Valley
Civilization, which Shri Nehru held
dear to his heart. We are told by him
in The Discovery of India that the very
name of our country India or Hindu-
stan is derived from river Indus or

Sindhu.

Writing about the Sindhi commu-
nity (The Discovery of India P. 333
1960 edition.) he says, “The Sindhis in
the north west have also been an old
commercial tradition, and with their
headquarters or Shikarpur or Hyder-
abad, they used to spread out over
central and western Asia and else
where. Today there is hardly a part
where one or more Sindhi shops can-
not be found.” These words speak for
the spirit of enterprise and adventure

of the Sindhis.

The cause of the Sindhi language
was very dear to Shri Nehru's heart. It
is evident from the fact that the
Executive Board of the Sahitya
Akademi which met on 14th March,
1957, under the Chairmanship of Shri
Jawaharlal Nehru, decided that Sindhi
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showld pe recognized as one of the
Iamg—as>: of India for the purpose of
she S:-:cva Akademi’s programmes of
amccainating and fostering literary
accvinies in the various languages of
Ex3:a "~ Hitherto Sindhi was deprived
ot s rightful place so much so that
Sendni children were, in some States,
dem:2d even primary education through
ez~ mother tongue! This decisicn
of z2e Sahitya Akademi made it clear
to> 2.l governments, semi-government
fostitutions and non-government
bodies to give due weight to Sindhi.
A number of representations were
m=de for inclusion of Sindhi in the
E::hth Schedule of the Constitution
but Shri Nehru felt that the time was
not ripe for it. He, however, assured
the Sindhis that Sindhi will get all
facilities which were enjoyed by the
ocher languagss enumerated in the
Eighth Schedule of the Constitution.
It is gratifying to mention that
Sindhi is now taught in all schools and
colleges affiliated to wvarious Boards
ot Secondary Education and Univer-
sitles; viz, Delhi, Ajmer, Rajasthan,
Gwalior ard Allahabad Boards of
Secondary Education and the Univer-
sities of Delhi, Bombay, Gujrat,
Calcutta, Punjab, Nagpur and Gauhati.
Sindhi is also recognized for National
Awards for the best books for children
and neo-literates by the Ministry of
Education of the Union Government.
The A.LR. Bombay and Jaipur broad-
cast Sindhi programmes regularly,

Shri Nehru had visited Sind on
about three occasions and had gone
into the interior also. He was given
rousing reception. A number of
songs were composed in Sindhi in his

horour praising his courage to fight
the British, his love for the country
and practising Swadeshi though he
was born and brought up_in a west-
ernized aristocratic family. '

It was a few days before his
sudden death that an attempt was made
at Bombay (by some school autho-
rities) to remove the word ‘Sindh’
from the National Anthem and repla-
ce it by the word 'Andhra’. The
moment the matter was brought to his
notice by Shri Jairamdas Daulatram,
Shri Nehru immediately wrote back
to say that he was taking up the
matter with the Chief Minister, Maha-
rashtra Government, who had since
expressed his regrets over the incident.
Earlier attempts to this effect were
also foiled by Shri Nehru. He had
held that the word ‘Sindh’ had no
meaning without Sindhis and as
Sindhis were settled in India there
was no reason why the word ‘Sindh’
should be removed from the National
Anthem,

Shri Nehru had also wielded his
influence over the National Book
Trust of India and the Central Board
of Secondary Education, Delhi, for
recognition of Sindhi for their progra-
mmes and curricula. He himself, of
his own accord, had advocated the
cause of Sindhi a: the National Integ-
ration Convention. And .....

Bu: alas! His work in this direc-
tion remains incomplete, Death
snatched him from us when we
needed him for many more vears.
Had he lived, I am sure, he would
have restored to the Sindhi language,
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literature and culture their rightful
place alongside other languages, litera-
tures and cultures in India. The
greatness of our counrry is that it has
readily and ungrudgingly imbibed the
best in so many cultures of the so
many peoples who came to her across
the portals of time. *“The basic objec-
tive,” said Shri Jawaharlal, “is to
build up a free India of high ideals
and noble endeavour where there is
equality of .opportunity for all and
where many variegated streams of

thought and culture meet together to
form a mighty river of progress and
advancement for her. people.” He
was not only conscious of it but also
proud of it. We must share his sense
of pride in his country’s cultural
heritage. 'We must preserve it for
ourselves and for the coming genera-
tions. If we do that we shall be true
to the spirit of . our Constitution and
to the ideal of Jawaharlal Nehru, our
gem of gems,

“We prize the parliamentary form of government because
it is a peaceful method of dealing with problems. It isa method
of argument, discussion and decision, and of accepting that deci-

sion, even though one may not agree with it.

However, the

minority in a parliamentary government has a very important
part to play. Naturally, the majority, by the mere fact that it
is a majority, must have its way. But a majority which ignores
the minority is not working in the true spirit of parliamentary

democracv.”

w

“A nation's foremost duty is to strengthen and preserve its
freedom. This is the yardstick to measure every other activity.
If we give importance to other things, like our group, our State,
our language or our caste, and forget our country, we shall be
destroyed. All these have their proper place, but if we place
our State, our language, our group, above country, the nation

will be destroyed.”

Jawaharlal Nehru

(38)



Thy Voice We Love

To Hear, Jawahar !

( Quotations from his speeches )

“Oh, there is something in that voice
that reaches

The innermost recesses of my spirit.”

*

“Thy voice so sweet, thy words so fair,

As some soft chime had stroked the air;

And though the sound had departed
thence,

Sall left an echo-in the sense.”

(1)

“The price of freedom will have
w0 be paid in full measure, and no
peice is too great for the freedom of
wur people and of our Motherland.”

(2)

*Mahatma Gandhi showed us that
e human spirit is more powerful
shan the mightiest of armaments. He
mpglied moral values to political ac-
ooo and pointed out that ends and
means can never be separated, for the
means ultimately govern the end. If
the means are evil, then the end itself
becomes distorted and at least partial-
by evil”

(3)

“lam not wedded to any dogma
mr religion, but I do believe—whether
me calls it religion or not—in the
mnate spirituality of human beings.

I do believe in the innate dignity of
the individual. I do believe that
every individual should be given equal
opportunity. I believe— as an ideal
it may be difficult to reach—in an
egalitarian society with no great dif-
ferences; I dislike the vulgarity of
the rich as much as the poverty of
the poor.”

(4)

“There is a time for work and
there is a time for play, just as there
is a time for laughter and there is a
time for tears. And today is the time
tor work in this nation. For, this
generation of ours, if I may say so, is
condemned to hard labour.

I want work and work and work.
I want achievement. I want men who
work as crusaders I want men who
are going to fight for whar they think
is right and not submit humbly to
wrong. I want you to do big things.
I want you to build up India.

The work of a nation or a country
is never completed. It goes on and on
and no one can arrest its progress—
the progress of a living nation. We
have to press forward.”

(5)

“The biggest temple and mosque
and gurdwara is the place where man
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works for the good of mankind.
Which place can be greater than this,
this Bhakra-Nangal where thousands
and lakhs of people have worked,
have shed their blocd and sweat and
laid down their lives as well ? Where
can be a greater and holier place than
this, which we can regard as higher ?”

(6)

“The only key to the solution of
the world’s problems and of India’s
problems lies in socialism, and when I
use this word 1 do so not in a vague
humanitarian way but in the scientific
economic sense. Socialism is, how-
ever, something even more than an
economic doctrine; it is a philosophy
of life and as such also it appeals
tome. [see no way of ending the
poverty, the vast unemployment, the
degradation and the subjection of the
Indian people except through social-
ism.”

(7)

“We talk of freedom, but today
political freedom does not take us far
unless there is economic freedom.
Indeed, there is no such thing as free-
dom for a man who is starving or for
a country which is poor.”

(8)

“We have laid down in our Con-
stitution that India is a secular State.
That does not mean irreligion, It
means equal respect for all faiths and
equal opportunities for all, irrespec-
tive of the faith which they profess.
We have, therefore, always to keep in

mind this vital aspect of our culture
which is also of the highest import-
ance in the India of today.”

(9)

“The main objectives of India’s
foreign policy are: the pursuit of
peace, not through alignment with
any major power or group of powers
but through an independent approach
to each controversial or disputed issue,
the liberation of subject peoples, the

“maintenance of freedom, both nation-

al, and individual, the elimination of
racial discrimination and the elimina-
tion of want, disease and ignorance
which afflict the greater part of the
world’s population. The policy India
has sought to pursue is not a negative
and neutral policy. It is a positive
and a vital policy that flows from our
struggle for freedom and from the
teachings of Mahatma Gandhi, The
objectives of our foreign policy are
the preservation of world peace and
enlargement of human freedom. India
may be new to world politics and her
military strength insignificant in
comparison with that of the giants of
our epoch. But India is old in thought
and experience and has travelled
through trackless centuries in the
adventure of life. Throughout her
long history she has stood for peace,
and every prayer that an Indian raises
ends with an invocation to peace. It
was out of this ancient and yet young
India that Mahatma Gandhi arose and
he taught us a technique of peaceful
action... We are neither blind to real-
ity nor do we propose to acquiesce in
any challenge to man’s freedom from
whatever quarter it may come. Where
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freedom is menaced or justice threat-
ened or where aggression takes place,
we cannot be and shall not be neutral.”

(10)

"All the people of the world have
a right to life andprogress and the
fulfilment of their destiny. They
have the right to peace and security.
They can preserve these rights now
only by living peacefu.ly together and
by solving their problems by peaceful

*

methods. They differ in their creeds
and beliefs and ideologies. They
cannot convert each other by force or
threats of force, for any such attempt
will lead to catastrophe for all. The
only way is to exist peacefully toget-
her in spite of differences, and to give
up the policy of hatred and violence.

The moral and the ethical approa-
ches demand this. But practical
common sense points this way even
more."”

“If there is anything that Asia wants to te!l the world, it is that

there is going to be no more dictation in the future,

There will be

no yes-men in Asia nor in Africa, I hope.. We had enough of that in
the past. We value the friendship of the great countries, but we can

only sit with them as brothers.”

“Every government must give priority to the defence of the

country. But what is defence?

Most people seem to imagine that

defence consists in large numbers of people marching up and down
with guns. It is true that armed men and machines constitute defence.

Defence means many other things, too.
- potential of a country, the morale of a country and the like.

It includes the industrial
All

this has to balance with the capacity and resources of the country.
And you cannot upset this balance of the country.

We have to meet aggression and to resist it and the force
employed must be adequate to the purpose. But even when preparing
to resist aggression, the ultimate objective, the objective of peace and
reconciliation, must never be lost sight of, and the heart and mind
must be attuned to this supreme aim and not be swayed or clouded

by hatred of fear.”
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“I see man’s repeated martyrdom and crucifixion, but I also

see the spirit of man rising again and again and triumphing over evil.’

Jawaharlal Nehru

*
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d? drtorial’

Shyamal Bagchee, [1I Year., B.A. (Hons) English.

That we are young and students, should give us not only the thrill
and the sense of joyous carefreeness, which this state confers, but also
a sense of duty and responsibility. “The battle of Waterloo was fought
and won on the play-grounds of Eton.” Yes, that is the key sentence.
The college life, culminating with the getting of a Degree is not that all
important because it launches us on a successful professional career.
It is our first step into the world that we are not only going to live in,
but possess, the life we are not only going to live out, but shape for
ourselves. This means we will not only step into the shoes of our elders,
but also realize the same. On us will remain the task of not merely
upholding the standards, but of lifting them.

W ith the passage of time values change, and it is for us to mould
them in the light of the realization that there are certain things whose
values are fixed and eternal. So many things that were taboos yesterday
are common matters of fact today; so many things which were considered
good in the past are of no value to us. This is bound to be not only because
we are progressing or because times change, but also because we are going
forward to build a universal outlook and a universal society. But luckily
for us the values that are eternal, are not only of all times but also of all
places and all peoples.

Being students and young we can be idealists, I for one, think it
better to be, than not, for even if most of our idealism wears off in its rub
with the daily struggle of life that awaits us, still our ideals do not wholly
perish and disappear. And all this is for good.

“Old order changeth, yielding place to new.”

But, lec us not leave all to God and Fate.



BACHELOR OF NATURE :
HENRY DAVID THOREAU (1817-1862)

Shyamal Bagchee, I11 Year, B.A. Hons. (English)
“ That I may not disappoint myself,

------

Henry David Thoreau is one of
the most remarkable npames in
the realm of American thought and
letters. Thoreau was primarily a
thinker and experimenter, but he was
also a gifted, though till recently
under-rated, poet. He was a thinker,
and his thinking concerned human
life-—the questions of living both as
an individual and as a social creat-
ure. In order to comprehend this a
brief discussion of his life and works
may be useful.

Thoreau was born on 12th July,

1817, in the town of Concord in Massa-

chusetts, U. S. A. His father was
a maker of lead pencils—a trade to
which David himself turned. in a
financially difficult period of his
later life. His name at birth %as kept
French Huguenot. His childhcod
was spent in the natural surround-
ings of Concord. At the age of sixteen
he entered the Harvard University
having qualified from the Concord
Academy. He was an extraordinary
student and mastered English poetry
aed Greek and Latin languages while
in Harvard. Being a voracious reader
he seldom found company and led a
lonely life—and very much missed his
“old and almost forgetten friend,
Nature.” He was admitted to the

That my weak hand may equal my firm faith”

—Thoreawu ; <4 Prayerf,’

Degree of Bachelor of Arts in 1807
and took up a teaching® assignment at
the Concord Grammar School. This
post he quitted, however, on being in-
formed that he had to administer
corporal punishment,

- Towards the end of the same year
he met Ralph Waldo Emetson, who
influenced young David's mind to a
great extent. On Emerson’s advice
he started keeping a journal from the
22nd of October, 1837.

In 1838 Thoreau with his younger
brother John started a private school
where they eliminated the system of
corporal punishment. This school,
however, bhad to be closed down due
to the failing health of John. Next
Year in August-September, John and
David undertock a two week boat jour-
ney on a self-made boat, which supp-
lied material for Thoreau's first im-
portant book : “A Week on Concord
and Merrimack Rivers” (published
in 1849).

Emerson had read some of Thor-
eau's poems and was impressed. He,
therefore, promised to get Thoreau’s
poems published. At this time Thor-
eau came down to stay at Emerson's
place. They developed a deep friend-
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ship and undertook occasional trips
o the countryside. It was here that
his “Week” was published.

In the vear 1845 Thoreau under-
took a novel experiment which lasted
a little over two vears. He made a
small clearing on a piece of Emerson’s
plot, and raised a cabin where he
Lived these years using the bare nece-
ssities of life, raising his own. crop
and doing every thing himself. This
experiment he later described in his
most famous book entitled “Waldén.”
or “Life in the Wood’ (1854)
The aim of this experiment was to
reduce life to its barest minimum and
~drive it to its lowest terms™ It isa
book which tells us how man can do
away with all the paraphernalia of

pompous living. It was a unique ex.

periment; a pioneering work. Though
its value may be nought in our world
vet the sincerity of purpose and be-
lief cannot be questioned. Walden
nas been called Thoreau’s Economics.
Professor Oscar Cargil calls it “the
strongest antimaterialistic book, writ-
ten by man, True, he surprises us by
showing how cheap can life be pur-
chased in terms of pounds and shil-
lings. And he had written elsewhere:

“I love a life whose plot is simple
And does not thicken with every

pimple.’

The only purpose of reducing life
to its “lowest terms” was not to do
away with the excesses of living, but
also to have ample leisure for
intellectual pursuits, and to love Nat-
ure. For without these life meant
nothing to him.

A remarkable feature of “Walden”
is that it pres:nts us glimpses of a

. standing.

man with a sensuous love of beauty—
the beauty of nature. The life that
is decribed by Thoreau in this book
is, in fact, the embracing of the essen-
tials of life, the life at its best and
not a renunciation of life.

The work for which Thoreau is
best remembered in our country is his
essay: “Civil Disobedience” in which
he speaks of non-violent opposition
to a standing Government which
engaged itself in the Mexican war.
It was this eassay which was used by
Mahatma Gandhi as his manifesto for
the civil resistance and Non co-opera-
}:iodn Movement in South Africa and
ndia.

In this essay Thoreau envisages an
ideal State where the government
consisting of a few. people will be re-
placed by evolutionary individualism—
having come as the result of a sense
of perfect neighbourhood.

The relationship with Emerson
were strained due a bitter misunder-
The last days of Thoreaun
were spent in a companionless state at
his paternal home where he died of
tuberculosis on 16th of May, 1862,

Not much critical attention has
been paid to the poetry of Thoreau,
True, that Thoreau had not been
primarily a poet, and that with the
passage of time he relied more and
mote on prose than poetry. Yet his
poems are marked by the same
sincerity that is present in all his
works. At places his poems are really
enjoyable and moving, being full of
homely images and aphorisms which
also mark his prose. This is what the
crities call “Thoreau’s’ celestial home-
spun,”
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My First Trek In The Hills"
Shri J. K. Jain

III—From Bagyanti to Matyana

Having been told that a Shrimad
Bhagvad session was being held at
Bagyanti, I made it a point to attend it.
It lasted for seven days during which
the whole of the scripture was to be
recited and explained. Fach day the
session began at 10 A M. with recita-
tions of Sanskrit verses for two
hours, followed by a break and then
a commentaty in Hindi and ended
with ecstatic kirtans, A well-known
Sanskrit scholar from Simla con-
ducted it. Immaculately dressed in a
white kurta and white dhoti, with a
corpulent and proud face and long
hair, he had a commanding presence
and moved about like a monarch. In
the gaily decorated pandal, he was
seated on a high pedestal. He struck
people with awe and some of his awe-
someness was transferred to me, too,
as I showed the guts to face him and
put questions! He explained the
meaning of the scriptures in the
familiar learned idiom and intoned
about tbe spirituality and the spirit
of renunciation of Ancient India
without caring to explain how it was
that it had betrayed us. Like all
others of his trtbe, he remained un-
touched by the humanistic spirit of
the modern Western civilization. If
he had his way, he would turn every
one into an apostle of self-denial. Then
he fought a losing battle for the pro-
pagation of Sanskrit. He wanted to set

up Sanskrit Pathshalas where young
minds should study the scriptures and
be imbued with their spirit,

As assembly of this sort brings out
the religious fervour of these folk,
they come in hundreds. The women
are dressed in their fineries and from
a distance their enclosure looks like a
splash of saffron and yellow. One
person bears all the expenses that, run
into several thousand. Every da\r all
the guests are given one meal, cooked,
in pure ghee, consisting of four or five
‘Salona’, courses. The method of
feeding the people is extremely
simple. They squat in long rows in
a bare field and ate served on leaves ;
there are no spoons to eat with. This
way, hundreds of people are feasted in
less than half an hour. After the
meal is over, people pick up the leaves
and dump them into a corner, Thus
very little botheration is inflicted on
the host. The host is humble, par
excellence. He welcomes all with
folded hands and a gracious count-
enance and deems it a great privilege
to get an opportunity of having so
many people at his place. The caste
distinctions are, however, maintained
scrupulously. A separate enclosure
is made for the low-born and they
are fed separately. Such sessions
perpetuate both the best as well as

* Continued from Vol. XI1 Nos 3—4 Pages 27—30
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ple imbibe their sense of moral and
iritual values and it is also through
khem that the caste-system gets a new
Jease of life and the will t¢ be happy
here and now, on this shore of eter-
mity, is weakened.

At Bagyanti I was introduced to
cpe R-nand, a student of B.A. at
Solan from a neighbouring village of
Barihana. He invited me over to his
place. His father was a road-inspec-
wor. His hayse was almost palatial,
the finest in that locality. He seated
me in his naively furnished drawing-
room whose walls were crowded with
pictures. He served me tea in a
cheap tea-set. Though he was look-
ing after me well, his eyes showed that
he had not felt convinced about my
being a lecturer. My worn and loose
pull-over and worn trousers, my short
stature and my youngish looks,
rroubled him. It was ‘Kubla Khan'’
and the Immortality Ode’ that came
to My rescue ; he put me questions on
those two poems. After I bad tack-
led his difficulties, his faith in my
bonafides was complete and he was all
respect. I found in him a keen and
eager student, struggling hard with
certain disadvantages that he was not
at all responsibte for. He could not
manage his Enghsh That was the
reason that in spite of hard work and
a sharp mind, he got poor marks.

My next destination was Matyana.
After an arduous and exacting climb
of 21 miles. [ reached Sandhu. I was
panting and sweating like a horse
under a strong sun. There was, on the
way, a red rock whose surface. looked
as though it had been coated with

grease. A spring gushed out from it ;
its water, they said, had miraculous
medicinal virtue, I drank from it
but did not like the taste.

From Sandhu, I took the short cut
to Matyana and passed through Karel,
a village of Kolies, the low castes. I
stopped for a while at a house'to have
my breakfast of ‘Sattoc.” Only a young
girt and her old mother were there
and their manner was diffident and

obsequious. When I asked for a plate,
they felt shocked. 1, obviously,
belonged to a higher caste. How was

it that I was prepared to use their
‘polluted’/utensils ? There must be
something wrong, the women thought.
Anyhow,I was given a clean brass
plate. Ismoked their hooka, too. The
mother, somewhat frightened in the
beginning, then opened out., She
pressed me to stay with them for a
day at least but I had decided to reach
Matyana that very day. If I went on
stopping like that, I would never
reach Narkanda even, not to speak of
the Kulu and Lahoul valleys. I learnt
from her that these people, too, held
religious assemblies like ‘Satya Narayan
ki Katha' which was a much less
expensive affair than a Shreemad
Bhagvad Session. :

Matyana is a small township on
the Hindustan-Tibet Road, bigger
than Kufri, though., Its only distinc-
tive feature 1is the presence of
Tibetans ‘who were quite at home
there. They ran two restaurants
which drew large numbers of custom-
ers, as the food they served was
good as well as cheap. Their short
women, with broad and pretty faces,
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dressed in their traditional gorgeous
costumes were selling off little things.

That day the Maheshwari Devi
Tournament was to be held. It was
instituted two years ago in honour of
the goddess Maheshwari, the deity of
the surrounding villages. All such
functions here centre round gods and
goddesses. Thus thete is achieved a
peculiar combination of the religious
and the secular, the spiritual and the
sensuous. [t was an annual feature
of the life of that town and held on
the local /Higher-Secondary School
grounds. It was very well attended.
The crowd of people that had gather.
ed there was in a holiday mood, as it
was quite natural; the: very air was

‘gay and fesfive.

Women were seated on a raised
platform., Old Punjabi-style ‘Salvaar-

Kameez'—with broad patterns and
loud colours—were gquite popular
among the younger women. As I

looked at them from a distance. [ saw
a sort of chequered design in yellows
and saffrons of ‘dhathoos’ and blacks
of umbreilas,

This tournament symbolized the
fraternity of the old with the new;
competitions in new games like Volley-
ball and Badminton (played by tall,
fair and attractive youth from Kot-
gath and Kotkhai) and traditional
native sports and dances were orga-
nized.

‘Thoda’, a local sport, was the high
light of the occasion—refreshingly
primitive, purely masculine in every
sense of the word. Feeble people could

not play it. Its pageantry and coloy
were such as could be created by they
people alone. The arrival of the con
testing parties was announced wid
great fanfare. ‘Nagaras' (drums) wen
beaten ; '‘Karnals’ (trumpets) blows
and ‘Shehnais’ pilayed. The partic
pants were drunk and moved toward
the arena with gay abandon, brandish
ing flashing swords. Each party hae
its ace who was the most unrestraines
reveller, leaping and shouting obscent
ties. The instrumentalists settled
down in one corner. The karnals
1ssued piercing notes. The roar of
the drums and the rhythmic beating
cf ‘dholaks’ cheered the hearts of the

“spectators. The players started dress-

ing up in view of all. They wore
stiff chooridars, made of stout coarse
matertal, resistant to the thrust of an
arrow, and arranged in several folds.
Their heavy boots reached up to their
ankles. Some put on finger-and wrist-
guards too. They carried long bows,
with bamboo strings and bamboo
arrows, about 4 in diameter. Having
satisfied themselves with their accout-
rements, they looked around to ensure
that they were admired and jumped
into the arena. They divided them-
selves intuv pairs. The leading pair
consisted of the aces of the two
parties, old men whose eyes sparkled
with animation and whose limbs
pulsed with energy. The game started.
One of a pair fixed the arrow in the
bow and pulled hard at the string.
The other shivered his fish-like legs
before him to confuse his opponent.
The arrow was released. If it hit in

. the shin, the shooter got one point

and squealed triumphantly and frisked
merrily. If it did not, he tried to
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sdjust his face so as not to look brow-
beaten, hoping that he would get it
che next time. Then came the turn
of the opponent He d'pped the tip
of his arrow in his spictie. emitted on
the ground, to leave a mark on the

shin. The thrust of the arrow was
quite powerful, Through repeated
exposures, the shins had adapted
themselves.

Then there were folk-dances. The
first wad, called ‘beeshu’ (also maal).
The dancers divided themselves into
two groups. The principal dancers
wore a special costume consisting of a
white and high turban, a white cloak
(a combination of shirt and skirt),
ornamental chains slung over the left
eyes, and faathery crests shining onthe
heads. Théy carried two swords each,
in a crossed attitude. The subordinate

dancers wore caps, red shirts, narrow”

pyjamas and loud scarves around their
necks. They beat ‘khanjaries’, The
procession moved slowly, gracefully,
headed by two singing women, ‘toor-
nies’, who were professionals. The
dancers arranged themselves in a
circle. Their movements were delicate
and languorous. I tried to learn of the
significance of this dance but there
was nobody who could explain it. This
dance got monotonous after sometime.
Its slowness was too much of a
strain,

The ‘'Diwali’ dance was more
vigorous and virile, corresponding to

the Punjabi Bhangra. It was performed

by a varied assortment of people,
dressed in all sorts of clownish styles.
One of them wore a one-legged pyjama
another a ‘dhathoo’, an item ot

feminine dress. They moved in forma-
tions of twos, swaying like satyrs. It
was, obviously, a comical dance The
dancers made obscene gestures and
uttered obscenities, The old buffoons,
in particular, enjoyed themselves.

Functions of music and dance of
this kind are a vital aspect of the
life of these people. Whenever the
rush of work is relieved (around
Diwali, after harvest and in winter)
they assemble, sing and dance. On
such occasions, they let themselves
go—drink, revel, keep night-vigils.
Young lovers have their rendezvous
and extract as much fun from life
as they can. It is this that keeps
them alive and preserves their "virtue’,
elan vital, inspite of the monotony
and toil of the routine of their life.
They have the two epics—the Rama-
yana and the Mahabharata —in their
own dialect and a host of love-songs,
of course. Their ‘poetry’ is handed
down by oral tradition, There is not
even a single piece of their poetry
in the written form. Their speech
is very sweet, full of wvowels; the
consonants are softened, They can
speak at a tremendous speed and then
their speech sounds like sputtering
to a stranger and reminds him of
French or Bengali.

At this tournament, I met the
worthies of the town, all of whom
were politically conscious.  They
said that they could not come into
then own until they had their own
legislature and that they would con-
tinue their fight for it until they
achieved success.
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ARE WE PROGRESSING ?
Ranbir Singh B.A. Il Year

Are we really progressing ? Are
we better off than our fore-fathers
were ? The first impulse would, natur-
ally, be that we are progressing;
but if we look deep into the question
and carefully analyse it, we find that
we are actually retrogressing, Man,
in his desire to create more and more
wonders, is absolutly neglecting the
spiritual values of life. We have
made considerable improvements in
science and technology but what good
are these improvements if we neglect
our morals and forget our creator,

God.

Man has, undoubtedly, made a
great progress, as far as the physi-
cal aspects of life are concerned. Hu-
man brain knows no limits, It can
create astonishing things and do many
wondets.  Recently, man has invent-
ed fabulous things—things that our
fore fathers could never dream of.
Looking at the present situation, it
seems hard to believe that the small
human brain could do such a lot.

Space Science, in the recent years,
has made great progress. Who, a few
decades back, could think of send-
ing into space rockets and sattelites
travelling at several times the speed
of sound. In fact, no one even dreamt of
it. Well, scientists in U.S A. and U, S.
S. R. have done it and thereby proved
that man, using his brain, is capable
of doing a lot. The Satelites sent
into space by the Americans and
the Russtans, have proved very use-
fal to mankind, Sending cut messages

from one side of the world to the
other, forecasting weather accurately
and getting close photographs of pla-
nets are a few of the things that these
sattelites have done for us. Scientists,
now, hope toland man on the moon
by the end of this decade.

Similar progress has been made in
the field of medical science, Modern
medicines have shown such wonders
that thousands of patients, who
would, perhaps, have died of the
same diseases, a few years back, are
saved every year. Fatal diseases like
cancer are being cured now; patients
with disabled organs of the body are
being given artificial organs. There
have also been cases where those
pronounced dead have been brought
back to life, as a resuit of the modern
efficient medical eqiupment. This is
really astonishing and highly benefi-
cial to mankind.

The modern housewife would
probably laugh if you told her to fetch
a pail of water from the well or to
light a fite to cook.the food on, or ta
wash the clothes at the river side—
thinking that you were joking. She
has got verv much used to the recent-
Iy invented equipments which do all
this in seconds. All she has to do is to
set the counters and press the butt-
ons and then relax, No wonder the
old ladies wish that they were. born
fifty years after they actually were.
This itself is a e¢lear e¢vidence of
man’'s tremendous Improvements in
recent years,
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These are only o few and striking
examples illustrating the advance-
ment made by mankind. There has
been similar progress in almost every
physical sphere of life and it is impos-
sible to discuss each of them in detail
in this short article. What is really
responsibls for all this ? Improvent
in educational facilities is the cause
of this steady progress of mankind.
The creation of new theories and
laws in science have actually caused-
this great advancement of society
only physical advancement.

If the spiriutal aspects of life are
analysed. we find that man has had a
severe fall from the ladder of prog-
ress, which he was trying to climb.
His morals have come down to the
lower limit. In short, man has morally
retrogressed. '

Today a brilliant nuclear scient-
ist has more value than an ariny
consisting of armed thousands. This
is because the scientist can make
such atomic weapods which. have the
powers to destroy the whole world
within a fraction of a second. The
dangerous atomic weapons that have
been created today are a very danger-
ous threat to mankind, every nation
wants to invent better weapons-think-
ing that by doing so, they will be leav-
ing others behind on the path of prog-.
ress. They are alsolutely wrong in
thinking so, ‘because they will be in-
viting death for themselves as well
as for others, This criul death is
approaching fast. A sight quarrel
between two nations, which can possi-
bally be setteled by peaceful means can
lead to the destruction of the whole
world. This is not morality-why
should all the nations suffer because

of two nations which are not on good
terms ? Why should the innocent
childern and the innocent women
suffer ? Why can't man—if at all he
wants to,—fight as the heroes of
the past did ?

It is not only men that are
morally falling but the women Comp-
aritg the women are no batter of to-
day, with those of the past, we find
that they are deteriorating day by
day. Prostitution, strip-tease acts,
nude dances and many similar things
are a very common sights in the mod-
ern hotels and restaurants, Go to a
book shop and you'll find that most
of the books atreon sez  You’ll find
books with pictures of naked girls,
books with sex stories and othere
filthy literature What is the use of
all this ? Surely, good-charactered
men can do without all this filth; but
good charactered men hardly exist
today.

Dishonesty is another thing that
is pushing mankind towards its dcom.
People today, want to get the maxi-
mum cut of every thing even if they
have to perform externaly dishonest
deeds, Honest people-—very few in
number today— have to suffer beconse
of dishonest men. The desire to
satisfy himself has led man to forget
truth  and God; God. who
created him and gave him this world
to live on.

[hen., is man progresring ? Surely
he is-but what good ts this progress,
when the spiritual values of life are
being neglected If the world carries
on thus, then the day is not far when
man will destroy himself the wrong
done, and, then it will be too late to
redress.
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Nature in English Romantic Poetry

Rita Chaudhry B.A. [1I year Hons. (English)

Of all the aspects of the Roman-
tic Revival the new sensitiveness and
awareness of the beauty of Nature
was the most remarkable and the most
important. The chief glory of
Romanticism lay in the subtle and
intimate interpretation of the natural
world. Every poet responds to Natu-
re according to the singular qualities
of his mind and his temperament
with the result that the poetry of
emotional interpretation takes differ-
ent forms. as in the poetry of Words-
worth for whom Nature was divine
and whose main concern was to com-
municate with the divine spirit work-
ing behind the cutward manifestation
of Nature; for Shelley, Nature was a
mystical revelation of the eternal
spirit and for Keats Nature was rich
because of its colour and grandeur,
Yet, whatever be their mode of ap-
proach towards Nature, they found
in it an inexhaustible source of lovely
images and pictures and they were
earnestly engaged in the pursuit of
Nature in order to capture and create
its beauty and splendour in verse.
Wordsworth conveys the loveliness
of mountains, fields, rivers; Shelley,
the tameless energies of the wind,
the vast expanse of the sky and the
sweet warble of the skylark; Keats,
the magic of “faery lands forlorn”
and “verdurous glooms”, with an in-
tensity (Keats: Ode to the Night-
ingale’) of emotion which wmakes
their poetry immortal,

“Wordsworth,” as Hailack has

very aptly said, is one of the
world's most loving, penetrative and
thoughtful poets of Nature.” -All the
major ‘elements of Rousseau's ideal
reappeat in Wordsworth but the in-
fluence which Nature exercises upon
his mind is of a far subtler kind.
“Roussean delighted in colourful
vistas which manifested the true
inage of Nature at work, but Words-
wor th saw mysterious implications in
the depth of natural o bjects. He
enjoyed intense mystical experiences
which inspired some of his most re-
markable poetry. ‘I grew f{fostered
alike by beauty and by fear'. And
even in these early experiences we
find the presence of his Nature feeling
that Nature could "chasten and subdue’
as well as exalt. When he appro-
priates the bird caught by another’s
springe, 'fow breathings’ pursue him
from among the hills, and when he
unlooses another’s boat and rows out
under the stars ‘a huge peak’ strides
atter him like a living thing. (Words-
worth’s Prelude) But there were
moods of rapture too, when the world
became a faery place as he listened
to the cuckoo. In ‘Tintern Abbey' the
ecstasy of his youthful love for Nature.

The sounding cataract

Haunted me like a passion: the
tall rock,

The mountain, and the deep
and gloomy wood,

Their colours and their forms,
were then to me ! An appetite.”
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Yet he had to leave this phase
behind for a prefound and subtler
mood of delight in natural beauty.
And nature became

‘The anchor of my purest thou-
ghts, the nurse, of all my moral
being.’

Love of nature is no longer a
merely poetical luxury of sentiment,
but a religious experience of great
depth and intensity.

Wordsworth drew his strength
from the ‘common things of sky and
earth’ to which he gave a meaning
they had never taken before. In his
eyes the wild flower acquires a
strange implication in human destiny
and inspites ‘“‘thoughts too deep
for tears”. Even loose stones are,
according to him, aglow with life
and moral sensibility. He writes
about the daily teaching that is in
woods and rills.

The silence that isin the starry
sky ;

The sleep thatis among the
lonely hills.’

He was sensitive to the expres-
siveness of form and space, of solitude
and silence. His apprehension of
Nature was determined by his sense-
endowment, the eye, which was pe-
netrating; he looks through the
visible scenme to what he calls its
‘idenl truth’, dwelling especially on
the mountains, deep woods and the
clouds.

Wordsworth, to a large extent, in-

flunenced Coleridge to acquire a more
strong and confident acceptance of
the faith in the joy-evoking power
of Nature. It was this faith
that made him de¢fy the conven-
tional ‘melancholy’ of the nightingale
and write with force that in Nature
there is nothing melancholy, ( The
Nightingale) '‘He owes all his intel-
lectual experience to ‘lakes and moun-
tain’s, hills and quiet dales of England,
among which so very few of his
days had been passed” (Fearsin
Solitude). *lis chief quality is his
faculty of minute and subtle observa-
tion, which he may have learned from
Wordsworth but himself developed to
a degree of delicacy. The ‘creaking
of the rook’s wing’ and the braches’
ash, ‘unsunned and damp, whose few
poor fellow leaves.

“Ne'er tremble in the gale, yet
tremble still,

Fanned by the waterfall.

In ‘This Lime-Tree Bower my
Prison, and the poem’ The Nightingale’
are examples of this power, There are
other pictures too, painted with a
broader brush; those like the ice-fields
or the tropical ocean in the Rime of
the Anclent Mariner’.

At places Coleridge spiritualizes
Nature, and as such a new aspect of
his poetry i. e. his pantheismr becomes
distinct. Like Wordsworth. he came
to feel the presence of God in natu-
ral objects, In ‘Frost At Midnight
he says :

Which thy God

(11)



Utters, who from eternity does
teach,

Himself in all and all things in
Himself’.

He wants his son to be educated
by Nature itself: clouds, moun-
tains and oceans will be his books and
God will be his Teacher :

Great universal of Teacher !
The shall mould. :

Thy Spirit and by giving make
it ask.”

His spiritualized Nature is rich in
colour and melody. Above all he is
a mastet of that region in which Ro-
mance and Nature meet-the region of
wonder and horror made fascinating
by his imagination. The notable ex-
amples are “Christable’ and "The Rime
of the Ancient Mariner.’

For Keats the visible world meant
chiefly the world of Nature,” yet his
love of Nature is not of a reflective or
mystical order. He had little sense
of those invisible realities, which
Wordsworth said were always work-
ing behind the outward appearance of
a natural object. He seeks to know
Nature perfectly and to enjoy her
beauties with no ulterier morive. He
had also little taste for the wild and
awe-inspiring manifestations of Nature,
for mountains, wastes, seas, storms
and tempests. In Keats the senti-
ment for Nature is simpler than in
Wordsworth or Shelley. He loved
the woods, meadows, birds, simple
flowers of Spring the winding
streams, with a simple and intense
sensaosuness. The humming of the bee,

the glitter of the sun, the passage of a
violent gust of wind over a field of
barley and the loveliness of the season
of mists and mellow fruitfulness—all
these evoked a passionate and an im-
mediate response from him.

Keats had been from the outset a
close and eager watcher of Nature.
lt is the delicacy of his perception
that is most remarkabie; for example,
in ‘[ stood Tip-Toe wupon a little
Hilt.

‘Here are sweet peas, on
tip-toe for a flight

With wings of gentle flush
o'er delicate white,

And taper fingers catching at
all things,

To bind them all about with
tiny rings.”’ '

The vividness and accuracy of de-
tail were the main features of his ob-
servation of a natural landscape.
Such lines as '

‘A little noiseless noise
the leaves,

among

Born of the very sigh that silence
heaves."

are Wordsworthian in  the
quality of observation, yet the music
and rhythm are characreristically
his own.

In ‘Ode to a Nightingale’, Keats's
love for Nature's beauty finds
complete expression. In ‘embalmed
darkness’ he enjoys the fragrance of
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and the

White hawthorn,
pastoral eglantine ;

Fast fading violets cover'd up
in leaves;

And mid may's eldest child ;

The coming musk-rose, full of
dewy wine,

The murmurous haunt of flies on
summer eves.'

For Keats, the supreme truth lies
in Nature's beauty and its power
to respond to  every varying
phase of human heart. As Selincourt
says, “Nature does not call upon him to
understand her. but simply to recog-
nize her.” He deals with the infinite:
wealth of Nature—her colour, her
perfume and her beauty—in a sensuous
and picturesque manner. And it is
this quality that makes . him the most
sensuous of English poets afcer
Spenser. :

Shelley, another remarkable poet
of Nature, differed a good deal from
Keats in his approach towards Nature.
While Sheiley revels in wild winds,
clouds. storms and tempestuous seas,
Keats loves the quieter and delicate
aspects of Nature. In enjoying the
beauty and colour of Nature, Keats is
more sensuous, simpler and passive
than Shelley. Shelley saw Nature as
a giant spirit, who has the power to
create and preserve or to destroy.
The beauty of asimple flower, the
perfume of the spring and the soft,
murmuring music of a stream, were
lost on Shelley. His mind was
fascinated by the more forceful
aspects of Nature.

., At first he was content to follow
the path of communion with Nature
as set by Wordsworth and ‘an- early
example of this influence is seen in
‘Alastor’. He regards Nature as a
moulding power. The youth in this
poem is ‘nurtured by solemn vision
and bright silver dreams.

‘Everjr siéht |

And sound from the vast earth
and ambient air

Sent to his heart its choicest
impulses.’

But this influence was transient..
He could only exploit Nature, not
worship it, and he does so in 'Epi-
psychidion’, utilizing every natural
object which can contribute to erotic
atmosphere,” His love for Nature is -
beautifully expressed in the great
lyrics, as for example ‘'The Ode to the
West Wind: ‘The Cloud: and ‘The
Skylark.” The first of these combines
with the highest degree of imagina-
tive quality, personal despondency
and prophetic passion. In this poem;
Shelley has at many places, personified
the natural objects. He puts life into
adull litter of dead leaves flying in the
wind by making them 'ghosts from an
enchanter fleeing.” His picture of

the grey and watery clouds is
beautiful.
fLLoose clouds like earth’s

decaying leaves are shed,

Shook from the tangled boughs of
heaven and ocean,

Angels of rain and lightning 1’
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when we took the pledge to throw
the invaders out of our country and
make India a free nation for ail times
to come. Let us renew our resclve
and then work fot it, live for it and
die for it. The call of the Nation
demands only one thing: “Service
and Sacrifice........

Let each Indian feel and say

proudly, with a burning urge to serve
the Nation—'I shall work for my
Motherland, live for her and die for

her, if it is demanded of me. This is
my duty, first and last, because
this country is mine.” With these

words let us pay our homage to our
late Prime Minister, Shri Jawaharlal
who lived and died for India.

WE TOO DIE A LITTLE !*

Only with death does the void appear
Stark in all its magnitude;
A nation mourns—
A people’s shed and unshed tears
The tribute of our hearts
As we pass in homage
Through the hours of day and night
Each in our grieving solitude.
And as we watch vou pass
On the final journey,
We too die a little.
For with you dies a splendour
And a dream.
- The splendour of courageous struggle
For our nation's freedom,
The final flash of that heroic few:
The dream of human liberty.
You were the symbol .
Who held the flag for all to see,
You made your vision ours
And through vour eyes
We saw the future of cur land —

Free of want, from prejudice and tyranny.

You were the voice of our highest hopes
And now that voice is stilled

A silence shrouds cur land

And leaves our hearts bereft,

We loved you for our own

With tenderness and gratitude and pride,
With the warmth of an old friend—

So we are left

Bewildered, unbelieving.

For to your indomitable sparit

Death is no kin,

And the integrity of our world

Is denied.
Harji Malik

IN MEMORIAM-*

Now you are gone, to join the ranks of those
whose names will ever live in every heart
with joyous fragrance, like the budding rose
that was of you so intimate a part;

you fought and strove to give our natton light,
to bring it freedom, break its binding chain,
vou warred against a vast, imperial might,

vou suffered grief and anguish, loss and pain;

but yet you fought, and when at last we won

and took our place in freedom's glowing light
vou did yourself become the nation's sun

and for her welfare laboured day and night.
Now you are gene, and we who stay behind
will cherish our sweet memories of you

and strive with every power of heart and mind

to make vour dreams of glory come out true,

Dr. KARAN SINGH,
Sadr-i-Rivasat,
Jammu and Kashmir

*Reproduced from The Hindustan Times, New Delhi.
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OOTACAMUND

Shri V. N. Pasricha

OTACAMUND, knowp as the

Queen of Hill Stations, stands at
an altitude of 7,600 feet above mean
sea level in the Nilgiris in Madras
State, Its climate is both bracing and
equable. Its natural scenery is magnifi-
cent, its hills, ravines, woods and
grassy downs appeal to the aesthetic
sense, For the introvert and the
nature lover, the walks and drives in
and around Ooty are a veritable para-
dise. Turn where one will in Ooty,
charming scenery abounds. The
gardens here are a constant scene of
delight with their wealth of flowers
and foliage.

The soft south-wind, the flowers
amid the grass,

The fragrant earth, the sweet
sounds everywhere,

Seemed gifts too great for man to
: - bear.

(William Morris) '

How aptly can this be said about
Ooty !

I spent most of my summier vaca-
tion in Qotacamund, 1700 miles away
from Delhi. I have visited most of
the hill stations in the North and
barring Darjeeling and Gulmarg there
is none to equal Qoty. This holiday
resort is tnuch cooler and pleasanter
than Simla or Musscorie. In verdure,
it beats all its rivals including Darjee-
ling, Situated near the equator it has

all the tropical glamour of trees and
shrubs. In fact, hete one comes ac-
ross trees, plants and orchids from all
over the world, particulary Australia,
South Africa, Equador and Guatemala,
There is hardly a barren patch of
land on the hills. In and around Qoty
there are capacious tea plantations.
There is hardly a place where one can
not see the majestic, towering, lithe
Eucalyptus (blue-gum) trees in
clusters of thousands. When the soft
wind blows they shake and bend with
a subtle grace like dancers in fairy
tales, It is a pity these exquisite
beauties are being felled in favour of
potatoes.

Qoty has the typical European

atmosphere, It has been, and is still, a

favourite with the Britishers. Typi-
cal continental vegetables like red
cabbage, rhubarb, sprouts, artichokes
and tapioca are grown here. There is
no dearth of beetroot, french beans,
big cauliflowers, capstcums, chaute
and celery. Even the cows in QOoty
are of Australian and English breed,
red and stockv. In the heart of the
city amidst modern buildings, one finds
immense potatoe plantations scattered
everywhere, giving Ooty the appear-
ance of an English village. Huge
cypresses and firs, particularly the
Australian type, enhance the beauty
of Ooty’s landscape.

Todas, the original habitants and
the native tribal people of the Nilgiris,
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make an interesting study from an-
thropological point of view. Still un-
touched by modern civilization they
are scattered all over the Nilgiris, liv-
ing in small groups in typical cylindri-
cal straw and wood huts. One finds
~acouple of huts at a place and the

next habitation two or three miles
apart. Till 1912, the Todas used to
wander naked. According to the
latest census only 400 of them are left.
The men have handsome Greek fea-
tures and athletic build ; the women
have curly hair, blue eyes and fawn
complexion. They weave their own
clothes, practise polyandry, and burn
their dead after embalming the body
with scents and herbs for over a
month. Till recently they used to
kill baby girls. They are more or
less Hindus by religion, They are
vegetarian but kill buffaloes on cere-
monies like mass’ marriages. They
live mostly by grazing cows and buffa-
loes but seldom work in fields, They
speak a dialect very akin to Greek.
During celebrations men participate

in cross country race and being sturdy

and light of foot, they run on a steep
hilly track with equal ease as on a
plain track,

Dodabeta, the highest peak in
Madras State, is situated in QOoty It
is only 8,640 feet high but gives a
breath-taking bird’s-eye-view of the
town and its suburbs. A vast green-
ness of the Nilgiris is revealed from
the top. Churches, houses and roads
appear conspicuous amongst the green
surroundings. There is a triangular
stone at the top with inscriptions by
Tagore, Nehru and Joyce Kilner, that
of the latter being worth recollecting:

T think I shall never see a poem as

lovely as a tree. Poems are made by
fools like me, but only God can make
a tree.” The intoxicating and fragrant
environment of OQoty must have in-
spired the poet in giving vent to such
a natural and unsophisticated expres-
sion,

Qoty has a lovely green race-course.
Racing is very popular with the tour-
ists, The municipal market near the
race-course is worth visiting, parti-
cularly for flowers, fruit and vegeta-
bles. There is no dearth of shady walks
in and around Qoty and one mever
feels tired of walking. North of Ooty
is situated the Marlimand, a small lake
in picturesque’ surroundings. '

The two primary beauty spots in
Qoty are the Ooty Lake and the Bota-
nical Gardens. The Lake is a bowl-
shaped stretch of water situated

‘amidst most effulgent surroundings. A

road skirts the lake and affords a pret-
ty walk. The lake is a popular resort
for fishing and boating. Its calm
water, studded with lotus and lily, is
refreshing and sparkling. The Bota-
nical Gardens have a unique, natural
set up. Qne never gets tired of visit-
ing them again and again. The velvety
thick green grass, towering firs,
glass houses, flowering shrubs, water
ponds, orchids and cacti and multi-
tude of variety of flowers make a
pleasurable sight. The entrance to
the gardens is plain but they slope up-
wards gradually, The Italian section
is superb in colour and variety with
artistic display of Zinnias, Dahlias,
Gladioli and Delphiniums. Pansies,
French Marigolds, Daisies and Calen-
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duli are plentiful and elegant. There
1s many a lonely corner where one
can sit amongst thick groves to medi-
tate, enjoy nature and listen to- the
melodies of birds. One finds here a
variety of birds like thrushes, black
birds, red vented bulbuls, barbets, fly-
catchers, nut hatches, white eyes and
purple sun birds. Life and freshness
permeate every nook and corner of
the gardens. There is no better tonic
for the depressed minds, It is here one
realizes, nay experiences, that a thing
of beauty is a joy for ever. Such di-
vine mnatural beauty is pot only
fascinating and captivating but also
thrills one to untathomable depths.
It inspires noble thoughts,

A visit to the downs is 2 must for
every visitor. One is simply enchant-
ed by velvety undulating landscape
with breathtaking radiance and  clari-
ty. A wvisit to Sim’s Parks in
Conoor, a nearby hill station, is an-
other exhilarating experience. These
parks, though smaller than Ooty gar-

dens, have an added beauty of 2 small
artificial lake. There is better varie-
ty of trees. At places the trees are
so thick that one has the feeling of
utter solitude in a jungle.

A drive between Ooty and Conoor
offers visitors a gorgeous and enchant-
ing view of the Ketty Valley whose
beauty is a class by itself. A splendid
view of Mysore forests is obtainable
from Glenmorgan Pykara Hydro-elec-
tric Project. On the way cne can
alio visit a well-known Toda cathed-
ral,

My visit to Qoty has been a memo-
rable one. The charm and variety
of this superb hill station are always
fresh in my mind. In a carefree or
wistful mood, whenever 1 think of
Ooty's landscape, I am reminded of
this naive verse by John Dyer:

“Ever charming, ever new,
When will the landscape tire the
view 77

“To one who has been long in city pent,
'Tis very sweet to look into the fair

And open face of heaven—to breathe a prayer
Full in the smile of the blue firmament,

Who is more happy, when, with heart's content,
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair

Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair

And gentle tale of love and languishment ?
Returning home at evening, wich, ear
Catching the notes of Philomel—an eye
Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career,
He mourns that day so soon has glided by:
E'en like the passage of an angel's tear '
That falls through the clear ether silently."”

( John Keats)
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My Favourite Play

Harkirat Singh, B.A. Hons. (Old Student)*

I am a supporter of the theory of
humours and it is my belief that
the likes and dislikes of a person de-
pend chiefly on the humour dominant
in his personality, A believer in joy
and jollity of life, as I am, will always
like to witness things which make him
laugh. Any humorous thing seizes my
attention readily and wins my admira-
tion immediately. Bot while respond-
ing to literature, my admiration . de-
mands realism along with amusement
before it offers itself. The best com-
bination of realism and humour, [ have
come across sofar, is ‘The Alchemist’.
Ben Jonson's ‘The Alchemist, is my
most favourite of all the plays I have
read. The very name: ‘The Alche-
mist’ filled me with expectations and a
reading of the play gave me much
more than I expected. Ben Jonson' in
this play, has taken up a plot wherein
he could make fun of every existing
folly of his time. As is clear from
the title, his main purpose was to ex-
pose the tricks of the alchemists, but
he has ridiculed almost all the classes
of London society of that time by
bringing their representatives in con-
tact with the alchemists. Of the three
main characters—Face, Subtle and Sir
Mammon—the first two are engaged
in the profession of alchemy, The
vigour and vitality with which these
characters are endowed, is shown in
the very first scene. In this scene

the Sheriff's.’

Ben Jonson prepares us for the plea-
sure and mirth we ate going to have
later in the play. The enjoyment of
the story in which Face and Subtle
figure mainly, is possible only when
we know what these persons really
are, and there could not have been a
better way of giving this information
than the one Jonson has adopted.
These two appear on the stage
quarrelling with each other and re-
vealing the state they had been in
before they come to a compromise.
We understand completely that Face
had been a ‘livery-three-pound thrum’
whom no living thing would keep
company, but a spider and Subtle,
with his ‘pinched horn nose’ used to
take his meal of steam in from cooks’
stalls’.

Jonson never misses an opportuni-
ty to make fun of the people not
present on the stage.  During the
quartel between Face and Subtle, Dol,
their female partner, refers to her
neighbours as people ‘that scarce have
smiled twice since the king came in'.
At another place Dapper, another
character, when asked about his
watch says, ‘I had lent my watch last
night to one that dines today at
How naturally has
Jonson satirised the cynics, in the first
case, and the show-off's in the
second, !

* This essay was adjudged the best in The English Literary Society Essay CT::nﬂtest, 1963:34. {(Editor)
(18)



After Face and Subtle have com-
promised and determined to cozen
kindly, and heartily, and lovingly
there is a line of their victims ap-
pearing one by one, Dapper is the first
to come. He is robbed of all the
money he had for a promise of a'fami-
ilar' for all games. What is interest-
ing here is the way the poor man is
gulled and the way the victim is pre-
pared to be befooled. Dapper is all
humbleness, whereas Face speaks to
him in the way a teacher talks to a
dullard in the class. This short con-
versation shows it clearly.

Face. Do you think that I dare
move him ?

Dap. If you please, sir.

Face. What ! for that money ?

Day. Nosir, 'mean. e

The second victim, Drugger, is not
very different in nature from the first
one. As Dapper never speaks a sen-
tence without ‘sir’ Drugger uses ‘your
worship’ in every sentence. This sen-
tence is a very good example : ‘I was
speaking, just as your worship came
here, of your worship’.

The appearance of Sir Mammon,
who comes in next, gives a new colour
to the atmosphere of the play. He is
a dreamy, imaginative and sensuous
scholar hoping to possess the philoso-
pher’s stone’, with the help of
which he believed he could turn all
the things into gold. He is so confi-
dent to possess the stone that be is
always worried wherefrom to get
material enough to turn into gold. He
determines to go ‘to all the plumbers

and the penterers and buy their tin
and lead up ; and to Lothbury for all
the copper.’” He dreams of becoming
the richest person in this world . and
entertaining himself with rarities. It
is here that he gives expression to,. hlSi
sensuocusness, In this sentence he.1s
talking about the things he will eat ;-
‘I myself will have the beards of all;
harbels served instead of sallads ; oiled
mushrooms: and the swelling unctuous
paps of a fat, pregnant sow, newly cut;
off, drest with an exquisite and poig-
nant sauce’. This dreaming of luxuries,
makes him let out his love of vulgari-
ty when he says, ‘my poets, the same
that write so subtly of the fact,
whom I will entertain still for that
subject’. These dreams of possessing
gold, these beltefs of haviag rare
dishes and these hopes of enjoying his
favourite subject are bound to amuse
us because we are aware that his
dreams will never come true; his
beliefs are mere castles in the air.

When this absorbing episode of
Sir Mammon is over in the play, our
attention and interest are sustained
by the introduction of two
puritan characters, who want to
popularize their religion with the
help of the ‘stone’. How ridiculous
does Tribulation Wholesome look
when he says, ‘We must bend unto all
means to give furtherance to the holy
cause. ‘A good deal of entertain-
ment is provided at the cost of the
puritans.

And then comes the interesting
turn in the story. The master of the
house, where all this trickery was
being practised, comes unexpectedly.
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Neighbours tell him about what had
been happening there. Face, who
been acting all this while in the dis-
guise of a captain, comes forth in the
dréss of a butler and defies the re-
ports of the neighbours. But he can-
not save himselt for long because all
his wvictims, who have now seen
through his tricks, start coming to
that house. A cowmplete exposure
and undoing of Face seems certain but
Lovewit, the master of the house,
shows interest in whatever Face had
done and thus Face is saved. How
cleverly does he send away his other
two accomplices-—Subtle and Dol—
robbed of al!l their earning Face

pleases his master by helping him
marry Dame Pliant. In this way
things come to a satisfactory end.

Though Ben Jonson wrote this play
chiefly to expose two main social
evils—alchemy and puritanism—he
has given things in this play which
will continue to please péople for
ever, All the characters amuse us
and entertain us and our interest is
sustained throughout. This play, my
favourite play, will please any one
who has a capacity for laughter and

" capacity for laughter is one of the

qualities which distinguish human
beings from animals,

“Democracy is not only the most practical way of running
up-to-date communities. It is more than that. It is the only
political system which recognizes the ultimate worth of every
human being : which gives expression to the conviction that
behind-and beyond all the enormous inequalities, in education,
in opportunity, and perhaps in innate ability, which today
distinguish cne man from ancther, there is yet an ultimate
equivalence between all’ men, as men. Democracy gives
expression to the conviction that no one of us, and certainly
no government, is fit to say that one man is inherently better
than another. In a word, democracy is a political system
for free men instead of slaves.”
John Strachey :
“The Challenge of Democracy”
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Reading for Pleasure

Sumi Sridharan, Pre-Medical 11 Year

“Reading maketh a full man”,
said Francis Bacon, meaning not just
the study of wuseful books for the
sake of learning, or the perusal
of entertaining authors solely for
pleasure, For neither by itself can
really educate a man. To acquire
knowledge we have to read. We also
read in our leisure hours for enjoy-~
ment. Naturally it is far more
irksome to con a difficult text than
to skim through a light book.

Entertaining books are numerous
and varied. There is always some-
thing to suit individual tastes—
suspense - laden . detective stories,
spine-chilling war narratives, breath-
taking Science fiction, descriptive
travelogues, romantic novels, inspiring
biographies, plays, poetry, even eerie
ghost yarns—the list can go on and
on. If, perhaps, you do not fancy
books or haven’t the time for them,

there are the short stories, periodicals

and magazines to which you can turn.
“The Necklace” by Maupassant is
regarded as a classic and yet it is a
short story.

Novels are probably the most
popular form of reading. In her
book, ‘Northanger Abbey”. Jane

L)

Austen describes a novel asa ...,
work in which the greatest powers
of the mind are displayed. in which
the most thorough knowledge of
human nature, the happiest delinea-
tion of its varieties, are conveyed to

1

the world in the best chosen language.’
The term ‘novel’ has been stretched
so far that it includes anything
from Dickens to Daphne Du Mau-
rier. It seems almost absurd that two,
so very different books as Hugo’s ‘Les
Miserables’ and P. G. Wodehouse'’s
“The Inimitable Jeeves” could both
be called ‘novels’. The former tells
the poignant story of a poverty-
stricken Frenchman who is driven to
thieving to keep his family alive.
The latter is a comedy which keeps
the reader in gales of laughter,
with the antics of its butler-hero,
Jeeves. '

Almost as widely-read as novels
are murder-mysteries. They have
a tremendous appeal for all ages,
Towering over the hundreds of
crime-fiction writers is Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle who created Sherlock
Holmes, the archetype of detectives.
His stories include such terrifying
adventures as the “Speckled Band” and
the “Hound of Baskervilles.” Agatha
Christie’s Hercule Poirot, Stanley
Gardner’s Perry Mason and Chester-
ton’s Father Brown are nearly as
famous as the legendary Holmes. I
don’t know how such gruesore things
as crime, and suicide, and murder
could make pleasant reading. Perhaps,
people find some sort of satisfaction
in seeing the heroic detective emerge
unscathed  through overwhelming
odds; the case won and the murder
solved.
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Science fiction is a far cry from
a thrilling mysterys -but no
stimulating. Jules Verne’s prophetic
books—'‘Five Weeks jn.a Balloon,”
“Twenty thousand Leagues under the
Sea” and Round the World in
Eighty = Days” -~are now, not the
wonder stories’ that they were in his
day. But theg' still have millions of
enthusiasts _ the wotld-over. H. G.
Wells, per’haps better known as an
historian, dzsp ayed his scientific
imagination in such early works as
“The Timeé Machine” and “The Invi-
sible Man".

Enjoyable reading, in whatever
form it be, ngeds little concentration.
But even.if you read for pleasure, and
only for pleasure. every book broadens
your ' otitlodbk considerably, Emily
Dickinson wrote:

' "“There is no frigate like a book
“To take us lands away,
or any courses hke a page
'Qf prancing poetry.”

Several books teach as they give
pleasure For example Hardy’s “Tess
of the. D'Urbervilles” and *The Mayor
of Casterbrldge tell us more about life
in Engh,sh villages than any text-book

less’

on Social History does. Similarly,
Georgette Heyer's novels present a
delightful picture of the elite of
English society, with its Beau Brum-
mels and debutantes and dowagers.

In American literature, too, there
are many such books. “Gone with
the Wind”, by Margaret Mitchell, has
vivid accounts of life in the extensive
cotton fields of the Southern states,
just before and during the Civil War,

‘No historical record, however accu-

rate it may be, could portray this in
as interesting a form. We have yet
another example in Pearl DBuck's
novels, which are set in China, Thro-
ugh her works we get an idea of the
Chinese people, their traditions and
customs. A Geography lesson could
never be as Informative; certainly not
as entertaining.

Every book that a person reads
leaves an impression on him, Even a
casual browséef, who picks up a book
just to keep boredom at bay, learns
something. While he reads {for plea-
sure, he gathers little bits and pieces
of information from this book, and
that, All these fragments together
form a vast store of knowledge, which
enriches his very personality,

“A nation is not to be judged by its weaklings, as they
are only the weeds which lag behind but by the good, the noble
and the pure souls who indicate the national life-current to be

flowing and vigorous.”

(Vivekananda)
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THE RIVALS

Gurpal Singh, B.A. Il Year

HERE was too tmuch

about her ;
and long, almost reaching below the
»ip. Dark eyesand full lips and a
fine shapely body. Her name ..well,

her name was also wrong, Roopali

swagger

:t was or nothing for she got roaring.

angry if you called her Roopa. And
for most of the men in the village it
was nothing.

You see it was a big enough village
for the man she wanted to pick and
choose. Not a town. but may be a
thousand inhabitants, a couple of
hundred of houses and a dozen or so
small shops caught in a fold Tn the
mountains. Most of the men left for
Delhi or Bombay before they came to
the marrying age. What this meant
was that unless a girl followed them,
she was hard put to find a husband.
And so Roopa, who would have been
a princess in a big city with a dozen
men at her feet, hadn’t a man at all
in Harival, except Sunder and she
didn’t like him very much,

He wasn't her style of man and he
knew it and when they were together,
because she had no one else to be with,
she would take it out on him. He was
hardly taller than she, with thin
wtists and a slight limp where the
bone hadn’t set properly after he had
broken a leg one time as a child,

brownish hair, thick

Well, the other day at the annual
dance fastival, Sunder had been asked
to dance with Roopa only once, when
a stranger had cut in upon him. Sunder
had known the men from the next
village but bhe hadn’t known this
stranger who, so boldly, had made suc-
cessful advances towards Roopa. She .
had come alive to him. He was a big
man, not so tall; may be, but wide and
thick in the shoulder.

Sunder, unable to bear her flirting
with a complete stranger, went away
and walked up the street and along
the open hill-side for may be half a
mile, but when he came back they
were still together 'and obviously en-
joying themselves

Afterwards, walking towards his
house, Sunder unable to bear the abso-
lute silence prevailing upon them,
suddenly caught her wrist and pulled
her towards him. She stiffened, and
pushed him away from her so sudden-
ly that he, caught off-balance, stag-
gered across the road. He caught his
heel in the grass at the road’s edge
and fell into the hedge.

She didn’t even walk off and leave
him. She just stood waiting until he
picked himself out of the hedge, as if
she despied him too much even to be
angry with him. And they walked all

*This story got the first prize in the English Literary Society Short-Story Competition (1963.64)
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the way to their village without
uttering another word,

If he'd been a man at all he would
have left it at that. There were other
girls and, indeed, he had no time. The
final examination was approaching
and he should have heen studying.

But his bedroom window looked
down the length of the main street and
if he looked from his table, he could
see everything that went on in the
street. If he waited long enough he
could see Roopa. She used to help
her old father with his shop, since
she had no brother. Sooner or later
she would come out and stand in the
sunlight for 2 minute and stretch and
yawn like a cat.

Sunder didn’t dare look down at
his book in case he missed that one
minute in the morning. Just to see
her meant something. Even when she
didn’t know he was there,

The morning after the dance
Sunder was at his window waiting, as
always. And then as he watched,
he saw a man—the same stranger come
up and look for Roopa, Obviously it
was a pre-planned meeting for Roopa
was ready and waiting for him. She
smiled at him, slowly and lazily and
surely.

But Sunder couldn’t watch. Sud-
denly he couldn't see very well and he
had to look down at his book until
his eves cleared, And when he looked
again they wete gone. He felt that the
sun had gone and winter come in one
moment. . He went running down 1in

if he had gone

his shirt sleeves as
mad.

And for an hour he went up and
down the hill sides round Hariyal,
looking for them although he had no
idea as to why he was doing it. At
last he gave it up and went home
again, flinging himself down on the
bed and lying there until it was dark
and the rage of jealousy inside him
drove him out into the street again.

Sunder wasn't out long before he
heard all about the stranger who had
come for Roopa in the morning, laying
his hand on her in broad daylight in
open street and she letting him, The
slut, they said, we always knew she
was that kind of a girl; we always
knew it. And Sunder didn't know
whether he wanted to kill them for
saying it. or Roopa for giving them
reason, or himself for misery.

During the next weeks it became
the scandal: Roopa and the stranger.
Sunder hated this stranger and his
good town-bought clothes and the
sound of his voice, very loud and con-
fident. And Sunder had enough op-
portunity for seeing him and hearing
him and hating him because he almost
lived in Hariyal and he met Roopa.

From his village a few miles off
the stranger would be over all times
of the day and evening on one excuse
or another : to see a farm or cow, or
meet a man or just plain and straight
to meet Roopa.

Sunder never spoke to Roopa any
more, Nor because he was proud but
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because he never got a chance. So he
only watched her from his ‘window,
Enowing that half the village was
watching her also and wishing her
i,

Roopa hadn't been going with the
stranger a month before the story
started going around that he was mar-
ried already ; that he was engaged to
a girl back in Sunapur: or that any-
way he hadn't the slightest intention
of marrying Roopa. And the last
story Sunder believed.

As the weeks went by the rension
was building ; the people watching
Roopa and the stranger, watching for
her to come to harm, for the man to
leave her ruined and broken.

Sunder knew too, but in a kind of
sick despair. Because he not only
knew it was coming, but he knew that
Roopa knew as well. And he watched
her trying not to show it, trying not
to believe it, as she walked with her
fine-smiling lover.

And then the day came. Quite
suddenly. without any warning, as
Roopa was standing in the street in
the morning sunshine, waiting for the
stranger to come. He came swinging
down the hill side, nothing in his face
that was different to any other morn-
ing, his eyes smiling and lazy. He
nodded to a few people he knew and
coming up to Roppa chucked her
under the chin with his hand, the
way you would play with a child or a
dog. It was because he wanted to
ihow the men that she belonged to

im,

It sounds a trifling sort of thing to
have started the quarrel between a
man and a girl, but it was what was
behind it that really made the trouble ;
the knowledge she had of how little
she meant to him.

One of the loafers by the wall snig-
gered and even from where Sunder

was he could see Roopa colouring,

She struck his hand down and said
somthing that made the men laugh
out aloud. Sunder found out later
that it was then that the stranger told

her he was leaving the next day, and -
he wouldn’t be bothering about seeing
her again (just the way everyone was
ﬁxpecting). But now he threw it at

er,

Sunder saw her go white, and for.
a long moment she stood quite still,
her eyes almost shut. And then she
hit him, with a full swing of her open
hand that would have knocked most
men down. It rang across the street
like a gun-shot and he nearly fell,
staggering back to keep his balance.

The loafers stiffened against the
wall, and a dozen curtains quivered in
the windows along the street. This
was the moment they had been wait-
ing for. This was the moment when
Roopa’s pride and swagger would be
broken. But they hoped he would
strike her back before he left her, so
that they could have the symbol as
well as the reality.

He did strike her, sliding across the
road tithely, lifting his hand and chop-
ping her down with a horrible, chunky
little blow that knocked her in a
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sprawl at his feet, her hair tumbling
in the dust, her arms flung sideways.

He stirred her with his foot and
laughed, one hand to his own cheek
where shebad hit him, and he grinned
round at the men watching. Grace
must be given to them for some
locked uncomfortable, but none of
them stirred—none of them said a
word that a stranger had struck a girl
of their own village in front of them.

Sunder meanwhile couldn’t
see ot think for a moment, and when
he came to himself he was haliway
down the stairs with a blackthorn
stick in his hand. But he didn’t run.
He was too sure to need to run. He
was going to break the stranger.
Break him as he had broken Roopa.

Sunder walked quite slowly, limp-
ing up the street, looking at the stran-
ger's wide shoulders, and the one hand
at his cheek, and at Roopa gather-
ing herself onto her knees, close to
his feet, not being able to believe that
there was no one who would so much
as lift his voice for her. Sunder was
nearly behind her and she never saw
him coming,

Neither did the stranger at first.
It were the men along the wall who
saw Sunder, and their eyes turning
told the stranger it was not over
yet.

“Get a stick™, said the stranger and
one of the men that had a blackthorn
threw it to him.
fighting in those days and neither of
the men needed to say anything.

There was more

The stranger kicked Roopa away
the way you would kick a kitten out
of your way, and swung the stick in
his two hands, getting the weight of
it. The street quietly filled up with
men. No women, but they were
watching from their windows. The
only woman in the street was Roopa, -

They moved into the middle of the
ring, each with a blackthorn stick and
the knowledge that only one would be
walking when the fight was over.

The stranger was looking very
confident, because, as has been said,
Sunder was not a big man and had a

limp. But because of those things

Sunder had needed to learn how to
fight with his brain as well as his
hands. And also Sunder was fighting
for the one thing he cared about on
the earth. The stranger was just
fighting because he had to.

They moved around, slowly at first
and then faster, swinging their bodies
almost as in a ritual, ltke dancers in-
stead of fighters. But that was to get
the feel of the ground and each other.

And then suddenly, the stranger
broke the rhythm jumping zigzag,
once left, once right, and both
times forward, his stick swinging
in a short hooking circle towards
Sunder’'s head. Sunder shifted his
grip, one hand up and one down
along the length of the stick,
breaking the force of the stranger's
blow with it and then jabbing at his
face with the point. It broke one of
his teeth, and some of the men wat-
ching hissed as they saw the blood.-
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The hiss distracted Sunder off guard
for a fraction of a second and in that
mstant he caught Sunder off guard.

Sunder saw his stick coming, low
and sweeping at the bad knee, and
Sunder knew that if it hit him it was
the end. Sunder was off balance to
jump, and he wouldn't parry, the way
Sunder was holding his own stick, All
Sunder would do was to sink down
and take the weight of the blow on
ais hip.

It struck like a log falling, and
Sunder thought he was finished after
all, that he couldn’t straighten again.
Sunder’s hip felt as if it had broken,
and he saw the stranget’s stick lifting
over his head, black and heavy

against the blue of the sky. But the
stranger lifted it too high; waited a
shade too long. He glanced round
the ring for admiration. And when
<he stick came Sunder was ready.

Sunder moved sideways, and it
hit the ground beside him almost
bard enough to splinter it, and at the
same instant Sunder hit his ankle,
once, twice, fast and sure, not looking
to any one for admiration but only
intent on breaking him, breaking him
as he had broken Roopa.

The stranger shrieked and stum-
bled, and Sunder hit him on the side
of the knee and then the elbow so
that he dropped his stick and flung up
his hands. Sunder hit him on his
head, and across his back, and he fell
down on the ground covering his head
with his arms, kneeling slowly as if
he was going to say his prayers.

her.

You can hurt even a big man with
a blackthorn stick. Hurt him terribly,
if you know how to use it and where
to hit.

He knelt down like a tree falling,
and by the grace of these things he
knelt down in front of Roopa.

She herself was still kneeling, only
half risen from where he had sent
her sprawling when the fight started.
Sunder hit him a last time and he fell
down on his face in the dust, the
blood running in a thin crimson rib-
bon out ot his mouth.

“Is this your man” Sunder said to
“Is this you lover 7" And she
looked at him very strangely across
the fallen bulk of the great hero, the
woman-pleaser.

“Is he yours?” Sunder repeated,
half afraid that out of some idiotic
pride she would cling to the man just
because he had fallen.

But slowly, very slowly, she shook
her head, and smiled, a queer, heart-
broken smile, as if, quite suddenly, she
had learnt a lot of things, and found

" them too sad for weeping. DBut all

she said was Sunder’s name, very soft-
ly, so that no one in the crowd about
them could hear.

Sunder lifted her to her feet, and
they walked down the street together,
the ring opening for them, And Sun-
der tried not to limp, tried not to
know what they were thinking, that
Rcopa wasa girl who'd go with the
man who beat her lover, just because
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he beat her lover. But even though
Sunder knew what they were thinking
he dido’t really care, because he knew
it wasn't true. He knew it from the
way she smiled at him, the way she
said his name.

And suddenly Sunder laughed,
thinking of what they would say.
He laughed aloud, for all the pain
in his hip and the shame of every-

thing.

And beside him Roopa threw ba
her head and laughed. She laughed
herself, laughed because the sun w
shining, laughed because they k
found each other.

They walked like royalty dow
the length to his mother’s house, |
limping and Roopa with her bruis
face and dusty clothes, and the san
proud walk like royalty; ] tell you L)
Royalty.

DOOMSDAY

BY R, C. DUTT

Under the graceful minaret,
He waxed poetic.

He eulogized.

He reminisced.

Yet, an uncertain air

Hung :

It turned our minds—

Our thoughts—

A weathervane we were—

In unison.

Something amiss ?
Hollowly (O so hollowly)

We echoed—

In unison.

"twas like silver bells atinkling

His speech

Yet, perturbed were we—
In unison—again.

He seem’d not to notice :

Immersed as he was

In an ocean of retrospection

He talked.

While the moon arcd
And seem’d to settle

(Almost)

On the graceful minaret.
Our universe exploded—
'twas not the Moon:
'‘twas a cosmic fireball.
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A Disappointment

Phulwanta Lal, B.A. (Hons) I Year

IT was early morning. I sat by the
window in my little room, looking
out towards the east, which was
coming alive and seemed to be pulsat-
ing as the rays of the sun pierced
the dark and withdrew only to
re-appear again with greater strength.
A very pale blue and violet began
to colour the sky. It was dawn and
she was beautiful! I sat guietly
fascinated by the solitude of the early
morning and my thoughts were so
very humble as I watched the glory
of nature.

This peace was shattered by the
ringing of the door bell. As I got
up to open the door, I wondered who
it could be. [ came face to face with

" a postman, who had an express letter
for me. I hurriedly signed the receipt
and tore open the letter. I had
won the first prize in the painting
competition, I had entered for it a
month ago and I was to be the lucky
one to tour Furope! I ran around
the house with a joy no words would
ever be able to express. I ran to the
kitchen, embraced my mother and
kissed her while she looked on
bewildered, unable to understand my
sudden happiness. [ gave the letter
to my father to read it aloud to
everybody. He read:

“Dear Miss Lal,

It is a pleasure to inform you that

you have won the painting competi-
tion and, of coutse, a tour of Europe.
Could you please drop in on Monday,
the 27th of this month at our office
for further information.

Yours sincerely,
Joseph H, Stanley”

What do you think was my next
action ? I hurried to my bed room
and dressed in my best clothes, [rang
up for a taxi and set off for my
best friend’s house who was living
about four miles away from my place.

In my excitement I completely forgot

to pay off the taxi driver, who had to
run after me to get his money.

As soon as I saw my friend’s face
I started pouring my joy out to her
without even wishing her good morn-
ing. She was almost as happy as me.
I forced her to get dressed quickly
and took her to the ‘Twiga Grill,
which was supposed to be the best
restaurant in town, and gave her a
treat,

Later, after dropping her off, I
went home, and as I did not feel like
having my lunch I socon started
writing letters to my pen friends in
Europe telling them about my coming
tour.

In the evening I went tc one of
the bookshops and bought a book
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called ‘Teach yourself French’, and
all the way back I tried to cram
some words like ‘thank you?’, ‘please’
‘yes’ and ‘no’.

How I wished that it was Monday
so that I could get some more
information about when [ was sup-
posed to leave and on which flight
I was booked. After finishing my
dinner quickly I lay down in my bed,
and was soon asleep. That night |
had a beautiful dream. In my dream
I started seeing Rome, Paris, the
Tivoli in Denmark, and the fjords of
Norway ! How 1 wished to sit on
the ghost train and have fun with
my friends. I imagined myself on
the tops of white mountains of
Switzerland trying to learn skiing and
having lot of falls,

Monday did come at last. I think
on that day I was the first one to
get up. I quickly had a bath and
dressed. I was so early that I had to
walk about for a long time before
it was really time for me to go. It
took about half an hour to reach the
office. There I was told to wait
in the waiting room for about ten
minutes,

The ten minutes seemed like ten
hours to me. Finally, I was asked to
come in. [ saw a middle-aged man
sitting at his table. I showed the
letter to him. He went through it
about five times. My heart started
beating fast. Was he having any
second thoughts about it ? He looked
up and smiled and [ smiled back as

sweetly as I could. Then he opened
a drawer and took a few paintings
out of it. He showed one painting to
me and said. "That’s your painting
which has won the first prize. 1
congratulate you.” 1 kept staring at
the painting, for it was, indeed, a
beautiful one but it was not mine.
I told the man that the picture he
was holding had not been painted by
me. He also seemed bewildered at
this and quickly looked at the back
of the painting, where we were sup-
posed to write our names and addres-
ses. He read the name as Miss Lal
from Bombay.

He took out all the paintings from
the drawer and I picked out mine. He
told me that my picture had won the
second prize and that meant I would
be getting a‘ hundred rupees. He
then apologized for the silly mistake
they had made and told me that the
hundred rupees would soon be sent to

me.

Reader, I do not know if you have
ever experienced a sudden shocking
disappointment, but this was the first
and the worst [ had. I lefr his office
with tears in my eves, all my hopes
and plans shattered. -

The next day 1 recelved my
hundred rapees, for which I simply
did not care. | wrote to my pen-
friends telling them not to expect
me, and I felt very sad and lonely
for the rest of the day. 1 pray no
one ever experiences such a dis-
appointment as | did on that day.
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The College Union

Principal (Dr.) Amba Prasad, the ludges and the participants in the
Inter-College Declamation Contest for the Mehr Chand Khanna Trophy.

A scene from the one-act play : Post-Graduate’
showing Ganguli and Uma on the stage



Inter-College Yo