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Triveni is devoted to An, Uferature, and History.

Its mean function is to interpret the Indian Renaissance

in its manifold aspects.

Triveni seeks to draw together cultured men and

women in all lands and establish a fellowship of the

spirit. All movements that make for Idealism in hidia,

as well as elsewhere, receive particular attention in

these columns. We count upon the willing and joyous

co-operation of all lovers of the Beautiful and the

True.

May this votive offering prove Acceptable to Him
who is the source of the Triveni— the Triple Stream

of Love, Wisdom, and Power.

THE "'miVENl” SYMBOL

Padma (the Lotus) represents the purity of Love,

Jyoti (the Flame) the light of Wisdom, and Vajra

(the Thunderbolt of Indra) the splendour of Power.
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SECTION I

From the old numbers of “Triveni"
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Editorial
ABOUT OURSELVES

Dr. D. Anjaneyulu

Associate Editor, Triveni

Three score years (even without the ten, for completion of

the biblical span) could be a long enough period in the life of a

human being. So it is in the career of little reviews and literary

periodicals, which are particularly prone to infantile mortality.

It is with a sense of unmixed satisfaction, not untouched by

the feeling of exultation, that TRIVENI finds itself alive and

kicking, after a purposeful existence of sixty eventful years. The
Triple Stream’ of Love, Wisdom and Power has never ceased to

flow, with its gentle rhythm, whatever be the ups and downs, along

the path, through hilly tract, sandy waste and fertile plains. Irrespec-

tive of the volume, its waters remain pure, wholesome and sparkling.

Born in Madras, the cultural capital of the South, shifting its

course to Bangalore, on the same latitude, returning to Madras for

a time, moving over to Machilipatnam, where it stayed in comfort

for a few decades, it now &ds a safe haven in Guntur, the

educational and cultural centre of the region.

Forgetting figures of speech for the time being, and turning

to the basic purpose in view, let us recall the thoughtful words of

the Founder-Editor, the late K. Ramakotiswara Ran, a literary

journalist, with a vision, if ever there was one. A few months after

the inauguration of the journal, he wrote, in September 1928 :

''TRjyENl seeks to interpret the Renaissance Movement as

reflected in the various linguistic units of India. The Editor is

an Andhra, and is in close touch with literary and art movements
in Andhradesa. But he is anxious to publish detailed accounts of

similar movements in other parts of India He makes an

earnest appeal to scholars in other linguistic areas to write about

literary and art movements, with which they are familiar. Trans-

lations of poems in different Indian languages into free verse v^ill

be particularly welcome. TRiVENl will thus lay the foundations

for that inter-provincial harmony and goodwill which is the prelude

to a federation of Indian Culture ”.

Sixty years after they were written and forty years and more
after the attainment of political independence by India, these words

retain not only their basic validity but the urgency of appeal. For,

while the ultimate goal of a federation of Indian Culture is not

yet within sight, the social ideals of interprovincial harmony and



goodwill, commended as a prelude to it, an indispensable pre-

requisite, in fact, seem to be getting more conspicuous by their

absence.

There is certainly in evidence a vigorous resurgence of regional

cultures, along vdth a determined revival of local languages and

literatures. But of inter-provincial harmony and inter-linguistic good-

will, not enough, from what we are able to see of them. On the

contrary, it is disturbing to note the law of diminishing returns

relentlessly in operation in this field.

No doubt, official and quasi-official organisations like the

Sahitya Akademi, are trying, in their own way, through awards,

translations and other publications, to interpret the Renaissance

Movement, as they see it. But, the complaint is alw^ays there of a

certain lack of spontaneity, even of sensibility, in any literary or

cultural activity, promoted by governmental patronage, regulated

by bureaucratic control. There is also a danger of intrinsic literary

values being overshadowed by political prejudices and distorted by

ideological inhibitions.

What is more, the forces of linguistic extremism and regional

parochialism, apart from religious fanaticism and primitive casteism,

kept under check during the struggle for Freedom, with a common
enemy as a unifying factor, seem to be rearing their heads every-

where. They are seen to distort the national perspective, in the

name of fostering sub-national cultures and feeding varieties of

local patriotism. The cause of national integration is likely to go
under, when the process of mutual understanding at the literary-

cultural level is rendered more and more difficult, if not altogether

impossible, for want of a general willingness to understand.

We know, from observation and experience, at home and
abroad, that it is possible to create this willingness, by preparing the

atmosphere conducive to it. In a continent like Europe, wide
variety of languages and literatures, cultural expressions and nation-

states, this is done by a process of literary translation, not only
speedy but sensitive, not only competent and functional, but effective

and evocative.

In a country like ours, with a bewildering multiplicity of
languages and literary traditions, we do seem to know our next-door
neighbours, within our own borders, not truly or adequately, at
any rdte. With the best will in the world, it is still too much to
expect everyone to learn aU the other Indian languages, to be able to
appreciate the glories of those literatures. With a readily available
and resourceful medium like English, which remains the lingua
franca of the intellectual elite of this country today, rather like
Latin in medieval Europe and Sanskrit in ancient India, it is pos-
sible to have a common Kbraiy ol the classics, modern as well
as ancient, in translation, to facilitate a community of discourse.



It has been the privilege of TRIVENI to contribute to this

communication process, which must have a beginning but can

have no end. Indian Renaissance is admittedly a manysided pheno-

menon. While the social and intellectual renaissance was spear-

headed by Raja Rammohun Roy, the first of the Moderns, the

spiritual renaissance was accelerated by Sv,/ami Vivekananda. If

the political renaissance was invigorated by Mahatma Gandhi, the

scientific renaissance was set in motion by Prime Minister Nehru,

both of whom galvanized the country' in their time. The interpre-

tation of this dynamic phenomenon becomes a complex process,

even to the extent that it is reflected in contemporary literature,

art and culture.

That TRIVENI has been a sensitive instrument of this inter-

pretation is known to its loyal and devoted readers, all these years.

Success in this field cannot always be counted in terms of numbers.

The spirit that informs the effort and evokes the response is even

more important as a measure of fulfilment.

The essence of that spirit was captured by the Founder-Editor,

a few years after the starting of the periodical, when he said, in

words that can hardly be improved upon.

‘'Of the Japanese armourer it is said, as he fashions a sword

and sharpens it, he sings a song. And according to the prevailing

mood of the singer, the sword becomes a power for good or evil.

If the spirit of a song can inform a blade of steel, why not an

Editor’s love his journal? I have loved TRlVENi with an impas-

sioned and unalterable love, and every time a new number is sent

out, I breathe a prayer that it may spread peace, joy and strength,

and be a symbol of Beauty and Truth.”

After two decades and more of this ceaseless striving, with

an alternating experience of agony and ecstasy, he must have breathed

another prayer too, which was, to say that the burden borne by

him that far be taken over by helping hands to shoulders younger

and stronger than his own. And that happened in 1950, when Mr.

(not yet Dr.) Bhavaraju Narasimha Rao took over as Managing

Editor and publisher. He was to Ramakotiswara Rau the Founder-

Editor what Hanuman was to Rama. He has held this responsibility

as a sacred trust, with single-minded devotion and self-elfecing

modesty. After bearing the burden for nearly four decades, he has

found timely support in Professor C.V.N. Dhan of Ravi Academy,

who has risen to the occasion with resourcefulness and public spirit.

After reaching yet another landmark, TRIVENI goes on

in its long and endless journey. It must, for the task is unfinished,

as yet. And it will, with the goodwill and support of informed

readers and intelligent patrons.
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HYMN TO SINDHU
(The Mother of Rivers)

(Rigveda : X. 75)

NOLINI KANTA GUPTA

1. O Waters, the Poet-Creator proclaims your supreme

greatness in the House of the Sun.

The Waters move out in seven streams in each of three channels.

Sindhu surpasses all hastening streams in her stupendous urge.

2. God Varuna dug out the path for your going when, O
Sindhu, you rush to meet the Plenitudes.

You surge over the fields and up along the plateaus when

you move in from of these moving streams as their Master and

Ruler.

3. To the Heaven the echo perseveres. And on the Earth the

Sindhu, by her lustre impels upward the sweep of Infinity.

It is as though from the clouds pour out floods of rain.

Indeed as she flows down, the Sindhu comes roaring like a mighty

bull.

4. Towards you, O Sindhu, as towards their child the Mothers

bellowing rush forth, heavy with milk they are.

Like a warrior king you take lead in the outpouring when
you drive forward all these streamings.

5. O Ganga and Yamuna and saraswati 1 O Shutudri with

thy companion Parushni ! Cling to this hymn to you.

O Marutbridha with thy companion Asikni, O Arjikiya widi

thy companion Vitasta and Sushoma lend your ears to me.

6. The first on your way you joined with is Tiishtama and

then with Susartu and Rasa and S^weti.

O Sindhu, with Kubha you joined Gomati, and Krumu with

Mehatnu : with all of them you move forward in one sin^e

movemeitt.

7. Drivh^ straight, bri^t and gleaming in her greatness,

she overflows the wide spaces of speeding realms.

Sindhu,, inviolate, the greatest worker among workers,, she is

like a mairveSous-hued steed, beautiful like the body of a woman.

B-l)
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8. Sindhu rides the perfect steed, drives a perfect chariot,

wonderfully robed, golden-hued, great deeds she does, full of the

plenitudes is she.

Youthful she is, rich in iBne fleece, rich in fibrous reeds, she

(enjoyment).

9. Sindhu has yoked horses to her happy-going chariot.

With that help she wins the plenitude in this sacrifice,

,Great is its greatness that is at work. It is inviolate, shines

in its own glory, exuberant in its strength.

Note : These Rivers, names after the well-known ancient rivers

of the Punjab, are here symibolic of the streamings, the

forces of consciousness. They are, as it is said, solar

powers, the radiant energies of the Sun—the Supreme Light,

their seat and source. They are encompassing and flood-

ing the whole universe including the three domains, the

Earth, the Heaven and the Mid-region. The foremost

among them is the Sindhu ; all the others are its branches

and tributaries. Indeed, they represent the Supreme

(Parashakti) and her emanations and manifestations and person



SHIVA
The Inconscient Creator

SRI AUROBINDO

A face on the cold dire mountain peaks

Grand and still; its lines white and austere

Match with the unmeasured snowy streaks

Cutting heaven, implacable and sheer.

Above it a mountain of matted hair,

Aeon-coiled on that deathless and lone head

In its solitude huge of lifeless air

Round, above inimitably spread,

A moon ray on the forehead, blue and pale.

Stretched afar its finger of still light

Illumining emptiness. Stem and male

Mark of peace indifferent in might

!

But out from some infinite born now came

Over giant snows and the still face

A quiver and colour of crimson fl^ame.

Fire-point in immensities of space.

Light-spear-tips revealed the mighty shape.

Tore the secret-veil of the heart’s hold;

In that diamond heart the fires undrape.

Living core, a br^er of gold.

This was the closed mute and, burning source

Whence were formed the worlds and their star-dance

Life, sprang a self-rapt inconscient Force,

Love, a blazing seed, from that flame-trance.

Reprinted from Triveni, Nov.-Dee. 1933



“BRING ME THY FAILURE’’

K. RAMAKQTISWARA RAU

Of the Japanese aimourer it is said that, as he fashions a

sword and sharpens it, he sings a song. And according to the

prevailing mood of the singer, the sword becomes a power for

good or evil. If the spirit of a song can inform a blade of steel,

why not an Editor’s love his journal? I have loved Triveni with

an impassioned and unalterable love, and every time a new number

is sent out. I breathe a prayer that it may spread peace, joy

and strength, and be the symbol of Beauty and Truth.

But prolonged and lonely fight against adversity weakens a

man. At the end of five years I find myself a wreck in body and

mind. I am thankful, however, that Triveni is alive; that the

‘Triple Stream’ never ceased to flow, albeit fitfully and like

a thin rill in a sandy waste. I am reminded of Bhagiratha, Prince

of Ayodhya. As the holy Ganges descended from heaven, it got

entangled in the matted locks of the moon-crested Lord Shiva.

The Prince did penance so that the stream might be let loose, to

fertilise the world and quicken the illustrious dead of the Solar

Race. His prayers were heard; so too are mine. The generosity

of a group of friends—among them the noiblest .in the land—now

enables me to release the life-giving waters of the Triveni and

ensure an even flow.

It is an irony *of fife .that while we strive and suffer to bring

solace to one that is infinitely dear, the solace comes a trifle too

late—weeks and months after the loved one is beyond the need of

solace. Six months ago, in the midst of poverty and trouble,

when not a ray of hope pierced the encircling gloom, passed away

^3^di3 -4eye.'*’ . a admirer of die

^ j^y'&,y'!in jfeienmg ^to 'tie marvellous

r The of



“BRING ME THY FAILURE

As a devotee of the Lord, she prayed constantly that He might

be the Charioteer of her son, and guide him as He guided Arjuna

on the field of battle. In moments of utter loneliness and

depression it looked as if tlie Charioteer had fallen asleep or let

go His hold of the reins. But He is Eternal Watcher, -and a

mother's prayers are the holiest of offerings at His feet. Those

that suffer ph^’sical dissolution do not pass from us. I>ivested of

the encumbrance of the flesh, they pour forth their love in

million-fold intensity. That love is an abiding possession for me,

and an inspiration in my humble work.

At the commencement of a new year of life for Triveni, 1

cannot forget what I owe to my esteemed chief, Mr. C. Jinaraja-

dasa. In his loving presence, I have always felt purer and stronger.

One morning, last year, when life seemed too oppressive, I met

him in his beautiful room at Adyar and narrated my tale of woe.

With unforgettable serenity he bade me cultivate a spirit of

detachment—to work and not to worry about the result ; and ended

by reading to me the great passage from Edwin Arnold's The Song

Celestial in which the Lord calls upon His devotees to “labour

right for love of Me,” and admonishes them that “if in this thy

faint heart fails, bring Me thy failure.'* That was a great experi-

ence. Since then I have “laboured right for love of Him,” because

I know He will accept even my failure.

Indeed, in a cause like this there is neither success nor

failure. It is a continual striving after perfection. * tooess

consists in unceasing pursuit of the Path, and the only failure

that the idealist recognises is the failure to stand by Truth. Along

the Tath, my feet bled, my spirit was sore tried. Very often my
brain was racked with the thought that the burden was far too

heavy. It was like attempting the impossible. But always came

an answering thou^t that, if the work is noble and unselfish,

an unseen Tower will lighten the burden; when my strength failed,

I could draw on a reserve of energy. I recall what I said when

the Journal was first launched. “May this 'vodve dieting prove

acceptable t6 Him who is the source of the Triveni, the Triple

Stream of Love, Wisdom and Power.”

Reprinted from Triveni, July-Aug. 1932



A NATIONALIST EDITOR

K. CHANDRASEKHARAN

It was in the month of January 1929, that on a morning

after 8 a.m„ I had two visitors at my chamber in the old (no

longer existing) “Ashrama” on the Luz Church Road. One
was the late Sri A.R. V. Aachar, the well-known Congressman,

Gandhite and Councillor of the Madras Corporation. The other

happened to be Sri K. Ramakotiswara Rau to be introduced to

me by that common friend. To have met each other was to

have begun forging an abiding friendship. Ramakotiswara Rau's

appearance reminded one of the Founder of the famous Andhra
Jateeya Kalasala, Sri Kopalli Hanumantha Rao, a sterling man
of worth for his genuine spirit of nationalism, Ramakotiswara
Rau also had been one of the ardent workers in the Andhra
Jateeya Kalasala, as a teacher, who had not only served with

true interest in that institution, but had felt the same
burning spirit for national regeneration in all our arts and
literatures. A further element which gave unusual strength to

Ramakotiswara Rau*s character-build was an emotional tempera-
ment, which was ready to catch the glow often while listening to

noble deeds of great fighters for the freedom of the country.
May be one of the reasons for the growth of a lasting bond between
us was his admiration for my father.

^

Wearing fine Khaddar in pure white, often of the Chikacole
variety, his taste and general outlook easily impressed anyone
whom he met for the first time, of his tidiness of mind even as
his external accoutrement. The year 1929, was something to
Triveni, to be remembered for ,a much more memorable reason.
The man of letters, Sri K. S. Venkaiaramani, wrote an article on
"Sii 5. Subrahmania Aiyar (Mani Aiyar)'' in one of the issues of
that par, which was of outstanding literary merit, apart
from its portraiture and intuitive understanding, of a great
of India.^ The Madr^ Bar„" in those days was quidk tri ieyinee its
appreciation of the brilliance of its members in any of the activities
they had shown fox real talent or service. Dr.“ AWdi Krishnaswtai
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Aiyar, then at the heyday of his practice and leadership of the Bar

as its Advocate General, required not much of an mducement to

recognise Venkataramani by having a public function at the

Advocates’ Association premises and present him with a salver in

silver, inscribed with words of adequate spiritual evocation.

Because the article appeared in the pages of a just recent arrival

in the journalistic world, it created a general sympathy for its

growth and an eagerness to read its contents in subsequent issues.

Sri Venkataramani having been also a good friend of Ramakoti,

the occasion filled the Editor with a sense of the journal’s growing

importance. Though it was not always a smooth sailing for the

journal with its irregularities which started even so early, the

discerning readers, both old and young, waited for its arrival

without much accusation of its totally uncommercial attitude. Being

much of an idealist, Ramakoti never would go in for advertisments

to earn money for its upkeep, if they were of the unsavoury kind

or blatantly exposing of their spuriousness. “ Rather would

I die a decent journal, than achieve wider circulation with these

,methods of boosting one’s own fare in the ugliest form” was
his constant declamation against those who advised hirn to take in

more of the ever so many odd types which are the normal feeders

for any daily or weekly or monthly today. No doubt such a

resolution had its additional adverse effect on the slender resources

for running an English journal, which even otherwise could not

gain a wide circle of subscribers.

Ramakotiswara Rau’s credentials to conduct a journal in

English were many. He was a wielder himself of a good prose

style. His “ Triple Stream
”

attracted attention from all around

for their careful appraisal of current events in the political and
social life of the country as also his choice or selection of topics

of the growing aspects of public life for comment. They were

sought with almost similar eagerness by the sober public as later

what Rajaji’s ‘‘Dear Reader” columns in his Swarajya or the

opinions of D. V. Gundappa in his Public Affairs were able to

draw attention.

One distinct virtue of Ramakotiswara Rau was his unassuming

attitude towards the younger writers who felt it an enviable honour

to appear in his journal. Far from patronising any one of the

younger group he would be the liaison between many of the writers,

old and young, by his hearty recommendation of their individual

merits to each other and make them in their turn friends and helpers

for enriching a literary atmosphere, in the first-floor hall of the

Y. M. I. A. buildings of Madras. Particularly in the early years of

the TrivenTs fortunes, the intellectual aroma in the meeting of
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Mterary friends around Ramakoti brought him greater satisfaction

than even success of his venture. Unerring in his assessments of
fine specimens of Indian Art, he would not cease worrying for the
correct print of coloured blocks of some of the productions of India’s

reputed artists in his journal. The articles that he gathered
from persons of established reputation, for their knowledge of the
Arts like Dance, Painting, Music must be according to him, of
the first rank, and whenever anything had passed unnoticed which
sometimes later caused criticism for their meagreness or lack of
original matta, would be the occasion for him to feel duress®!
Also any proof mistake which had escaped h1s very careful reading
would cause him immense pain the like of which he would not
have experienced even at the passing away of a dear friend.

What an amount of travail he bore with patience when added
to the dwindling financial resources everytime when the journal
had to come out, he had also to solicit the favour of the press
from non-co-opcrating with him on the ground of delayed pay-
ments. But suffering of such a nature never thwarted his mirth
a^ geniality or damp his spirits in seeking the company of men of
distinct qualities for enthusing him on topics of perennial interest— like art and literature.

If Trmm.^ was his own choice of fife, it did not stand in the
way of his joming the national movement whenever an occasion
offered itself for his sacrifices. On one such long interregnum
m jail, he had to seek the devoted services of Sri Sampathgiri Rao
of Bai^ore to keep the journal alive till his return from
mnameradoB. Hfe could make friends everywhere; for his nature
ateorbed tiie good traits in strangers even, and made him familiar
with all types of men and women who could display some talent
for writing or for the arts. On the whole his name evoked reviving
reflect from eldmis as much as from the youth, and everytime
He returned &om jail, there was a rush to meeting him with
waumtii.

Thoi^ soft by tmipeiaraent he couldi show firmness when
confronted with attempts at compromising of principles He was
ev^. though never offensive, while directed against those
who ^e^ to subdue him. If his clothes were simple and clean
to. a fiiu^ his ^itor's t^le never presented an appearance of
chiEBy dmnay littered with proofs and, books thrown pellmell.
At tiwfis his, fastidious taste would only show how much befitting
it wqiilid be to one born of. a, socially privileged class.

Resttamt in his deares, yet unrestrained, in giving of his love
ta others : upr^ in his' dealings, yet unbending before insalent

might sttong of foith m shiiu% ideals, yet most generous to fotr
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give the failings of his near and dear, he was a human of humans

with an unrivalled flair for being an Editor.

Triveni was his adored child, not because he was childless

himself, but because most of his cherished thoughts, ideas and

experiences of life were garnered therein so very abundantly that

it proved to him as to his close friends that his real adversity would

be if ever he should drop the child from its secure place on

his lap.

Triveni, Jan -March 1978



THE BABE

RABINDRANATH TAGORE

[It is beUeved that this poem, “The Babe,” stiU remains

unpublished in India. Our thanks are due to Mr. Janamanchi

Kameswara Rao who has kindly procured the text for us.

— Edfior^

“What of the night” they ask,

No answer comes.

For blind time gropes in a maze and knows not its path or purpose.

The darkness in the valley stares like the dead eye sockets of a giant,

The clouds like a nightmare oppress the sky,

Tlie clouds like a nightmare oppress the sky.

And massive shadows like tom limbs of the night
,

A lurid glow waxes and wanes on the horizon.

Is it an ultimate threat from an alien star,

Or an elemental hunger licking the sky ?

Things are deliriously wild,

They are a noise whose grammar is a groan

And words smothered out of shape and sense,

They are fk refold, the rejections, the fruitless failures of life,

Ai^t rums of. prodigal pride,

F^gm®ts of a ferhlge ovm the oblivion of a vanished stream.

Godless sh%s tihat Shdt^ refNiles,

MatWe that lead to blankness.

SWdai tumults rise m the sky and wrestle

Aid a startled shudder runs along with sleepless hours.
Ae they from detsperate floods hammering against their cave walls
Or from some fantastic storms whirling and howling incantations?
Ae they the cries of an anciait fomt flinging up its hoarded fire

n
m a last extravagant suicide

Or screams of a paralytic crowd scourged by lunatics bEnd and deaf ?
Underneath the noisy tenor, a stealthy hum creeps up like bubbling

volcanic mud.
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A mixture of sinister whispers, rumours and slanders and hisses of

derision.

The men gathered there are vague like torn pages of an epic

Groping in groups or single, their torchlight tattoos their faces in

checquered lines.

in patterns of frightfulness.

The women weep and wail.

They cry that their childern are lost in a wilderness of

contrary paths with confusion at the end.

Others defiantly ribald shaking with raucous laughter their lascivious

limbs unshrinkingly loud.

For they think that nothing matters.

II

There on the crest of the hill.

Stands the man of faith amid the snow white sOence

He scans the sky for some signal of light.

And when the clouds thicken and the night birds scream as they fly

He cries “Brothers, despair not, for Man is great.”

But they never heed him,

For they believe that the elemental brute is eternal

and goodness in its depth is darkly cunning in deception.

When beaten and wounded they cry “Brother, where art thou?”

The answer comes, “I am by your side.”

But they cannot see in the dark;

And they argue that the voice is of their own desperate desire.

That men are ever condemned to fight for phantoms

In an interminable desert of mutual menace.

m
The clouds part, the morning star appears in the East,

A breath of relief springs up from the heart of the earth

The murmur of leaves ripples along the forest path

And the early bird sings.

“The time has come” proclaims the Man of faith

“The time for what?”

“For the pilgrimage.”

They sit and think, they know not the meaning.

And yet they seem to understand according to their desires.

The touch of the dawn goes deep into the soil

And life shivers along through the roots of all things

“To the pilgrimage^ of fulfilment” a small voice whispers,

nobody knows whence.

Taken up by the crowd it swells into a mighty meaning.

Men raise tteit heads and look up.

Women lift their arms in reverence.
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Children clap their hands and laugh

The early glow of the sun shines like a golden garland

on the forehead of the Man of faith.

And they all cry :
“ Brother, we salute thee !

”

IV

Men begin to gather from all quarters

From across the seas, the mountains and pathless wastes

They come from the valley of the Nile, and the banks of the Ganges,

From the snow-sunk uplands of Tibet

From the high-walled cities of glittering towers

From the dens dark trough of savage wilderness.

Some walk, some ride on camels, horses and elephants,

on chariots with banners vying with the clouds of dawn.

The priests of all creeds burn incense, chanting verses as they go

The monarchs march at the head of their armies

lances flashing in the sun and drums beating loud.

Ragged beggars and courtiers pompously decorated

;

agile young scholars, and teachers burdened with

learned age, jostle each other in the crowd.

Women come chatting and laughing, mothers, maidens

and brides with offerings of flowers and fruit,

Sandal paste and scented water,

Mingled with them is the harlot shrill of voice and

loud in tint and tinsel

The gossip is there who secretly poison the well of

human sympathy and chuckles.

The maimed and the cripple join the throng with the blind

and the sick, the dissolute, the thief and the man who makes a

trade of his God for profit and mimics the saints, the fulfilment.

They dare not talk aloud, but in their minds they

magnify their own greed and dream of endless power.

Of unlimited impurity for pilfering and plunder

an eternity of feast for their unclean gluttonous flesh.

V
’

The Man of faith moves on along pitiless paths,

Strewn with flints over scorching sounds and

steep mountainous tracks

They follow him, the strong and the weak,' the aged and
the young, the rulers of realms, the tillers of the soil.

Some grow weary and footsore, some angry and suspicious.

They ask at every dragging step how much further is the end
The man of faith sings in answer;

They scowl and shake their fists and yet they cannot resist him
;

the pressure of the moving mm and an indefinite hope push ihem

forward
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They shorten their sleep and curtail their rest,

they cutive each other in their speed,

they are afraid lest they may be too late for their chance

while others be more fortunate.

The days pass, the ever receding horizon tempts them

with renewed lure of the unseen till they are sick.

Their faces harden, their curses grow louder and louder.

VI

It is night.

The travellers spread their mats on the ground under the banyan tree.

A gust of wind blows out the lamp and the darkness

deepens like a sleep into a swoon.

Some one from the crowd suddenly stands up and

Pointing to the leader with his merciless finger breaks out, .

“ False prophet, thou hast deceived us !

Others take up the cry one by one.

Women hiss their hatred and men growl.

At last, one bolder than others suddenly deals him a blow,

They cannot see his face, but fall upon him in a fury

of destruction and hit him till he lies prone upon the ground,

his life extinct.

The night is still, the sound of the distant waterfall

comes muffled and a faint breath of jasmine is in the air.

VII

The pilgrims are afraid;

The women begin to cry, the men in an agony of wretchedness

shout at them to stop.

'Dogs break out barking and are cruelly whipped into silence

broken by moans.

The night seems endless and men and women begin to

wrangle as to who among them is to blame.

They shriek and shout and as they are ready to unsheath

their knives, the darkness pales, the morning light

overflows the mountain tops

Suddenly they become still and gasp for breath as they gaze

at the figure lying dead.

The women sob out loud and men hide their faces in their hands.

A few try to slink away unnoticed, but their crime keeps them

chained to their Victim.

They ask each other in bewilderment,

“Who will show us the path?”

The old man from the East bends his head and says “The Victim.
”

They sit still and silent. Again speaks the old man,

“We refused him in doubt, we killed him in anger.
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now we shall accept him in love, for in his death

He lives in the life of us all, the great Victim.”

And they all stand up and mingle their voices and sing

“ Victory to the Victim.
”

vm
“ To the pilgrimage ” calls the young, “ to love, to power,

to knowledge, to wealth overflowing.”

“ We shall conquer the world and the world beyond this !

”

They all cry exultant in a thundering cataract of voices

The meaning is not the same to them all, 'but only the impulse.

The moving confluence of wills that recks not death and disaster.

No longer they ask for their way, no more doubts are there to

burden their minds or weariness to clog their feet.

The spirit of the leader is within them and ever beyond them.

The leader who has crossed death and all limits.

They travel over their fields where the seeds are sown.

By the granary, where the harvest is gathered.

And across the barren soil where famine dwells and

skeletons cry for the return of their flesh

They pass through populous cities humming with life

Through dumb desolation hugging its ruined past

and hovels for the unclad and unclean, a mockery of home
for the homeless.

They travel through long hours of the summer day and as

the light wanes in the evening they ask the man
who reads the sky.

“ Brother, is yonder the tower of our final hope and peace ?
”

The Wiseman shakes his head and says

“It is the last vanishing cloud of the sunset”
“ Friends,” exhorts the young, “do not stop. Through the

night’s blindness we must struggle into the kingdom of living light.”

They go in the dark

The road seems to know its meaning and dust underfoot
dumbly speaks of direction.

The stars— the celestial wayfarers— sing in silent chorus
“Move on, comrades”

In the air floats the voice of the leader

“The goal is night.
”

IX
The first flash of dawn glistens on the dew dripping leaves of the

forest
The man whe reads the sky cries
“ Fliends ! we have come !

”

They stop and look around
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on both sides of the road the com is ripe to the horizon

the glad golden answer of the earth to the morning light.

The current of daily life moves slowly between the village

near the hill and the one by the river bank.

The potter’s wheel goes round, the wood-cutter brings fuel to

the market.

The cowherd takes his cattle to the pasture.

And the woman with the pitcher on her head walks to the well

But where is the king’s castle, the mine of glod, the

secret book of magic, the sage who knows love’s utter wisdom?

“The stars cannot be wrong” assures the reader of the sky.

“Their signal points to that spot”

And reverently he walks to a wayside spring from which

wells up a stream of water, a liquid light.

Like the morning melting into a chorus of tears and laughter.

Near it in a palm grove surrounded by a strange hush

stands a leaf-thatdied hut.

At whose portal sits the poet of the unknown shore and sings

“ Father ! Open the gate.
”

X
A ray of morning strikes aslant at the door.

The assembled crowd feel in their blood the primeval chant of

creation

“ Mother I Open the gate.
”

The gate opens. The mother is seated on a straw bed with the

babe on her lap.

Like the dawn with the morning star.

The sun’s ray that was waiting at the door outside falls on the

head of the child.

The poet strikes his lute and sings out

“Victor to man, the new-born, the ever-living.

They kneel down, the king and the beggar, the

saint and the sinner, the wise and the fool, and cry

“Victory to man, the new-born, the ever-living”

The old man from the East murmurs to himself—
“I have seen.”

[Fredrick Bonn Fi^er, while he was in India, was a great

friend of Rabindranath Tagore. When Bishop Fisher was in

America, poet Tagore gave a copy of “The Babe” to CF.
Andrews to be given over to Bonn Fisher which he has forgotten

to do. Then Tagore sent anorher oopy on 5-12-1930 during his

sojourn to U. S. A. in December 1930 since it was the desire of

the poet and C. F. Andrews that Bonn Fisher should help in its

publication. ]
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While presenting a copy of the poem to Bonn Fisher, Tagore

said, “I am sure that the poem is not mere literature to you but

that it conveys to your heart a living voice of a friend who has

often sat by your side.”

The symbolism of the poem startled Bonn Fisher in its

unmistakably Christian inspiration and Fred asked the poet, “Does

the Babe refer to Christ ?
” “ You may interpret it as you like,

”

replied the poet—an enigmatic reply made less non-committal by

the fact that it was addressed to Fred, obviously a Christian

Minister—if given leave, would interpret it as referring to Christ.

Meanwhile during his visit to America, Tagore read this poem
“The Babe” ‘at Carnegie Hall to a large audience and the audience

was deeply impressed. Macmillans asked the poet to allow them

to publish it immediately before Christmas in 1930. But the poet

would not allow it, since he awaited the confirmation from ^nn
Fisher.

When the poet had told Fred that he might interpret it as

he liked, Fred could not do other than read it as a tribute from the

great Hindu poet to Christ. The fact that the poet has presented

the poem to him and entrusted to him its publication served -as

additional evidence to Fred of the poet’s intent.

The poem has been extracted from the book, Fredric Bonn
Fisher (World Citizen), Macmillan and Co., (1944) a biography of

her husband by Welthy Honsiger Fisher, the lady of the lamp,
who lighted the candle of literacy in India with unmatched
dedication to the cause of eradication, of illiteracy through the

Literacy House, Lucknow.

— Janamanchi Kameswara Rao

Triveni— Oct.-Dec. 1982



RELIGION : A PLEA FOR SANITY

DR. SRI S. RADHAKRISHNAN

We live in an age of movement, of rapid movement, not

only in physical but in intellectual and spiritual affairs also.

Everywhere the old barriers are breaking down, the old ideas

are disappearing. Religion, which was liitherto regarded as the

strongest of all conservative forces, has not escaped this law

of drastic change. Some are attempting to darify religious

ideas and reform religious practices; others, of a revolutionary

cast of mind, are attempting to dethrone religion from its place

in human life. If the revolutionaries succeed, India will lose

her distinctive inchviduality ; for religion has been the master

passion of the Indian mind, the pre-supposition and basis of

its culture and civilisation. He history of India has for its

landmarks not wars and emperors, but saints and scriptures.

This historic life of the country is bdi^ threatened today

by two forces, dogmatic denial and dogmatic affirmation, blank

negation and blind faith. These two which agree in their

^irit and method, though they differ in their content and con-

viction, have a common origin, and are the outcome of a singu-

lar narrowness of mind or obscurantism.

The denying spirits complain that religion has been a force

of dangerous reaction. By withdrawing itself from the scale of

(maaljind’s social agony, , it lends support to the existent order.

Those who burn with a passion for social justice find reI%ion

to be worthless .at its best and vkious at less than best. They

ask ;-Ts tl)ere a God? Does pay to be upright? What is the

meaning. of life after all? Is the present distribution of power

anil opi^rtunity, where a few have a ^ance to live without

wprlpng, yvhile the many have thdr badcs broken by the burdens

th^j.„'bear, is this order justified? When the evils of the world

cry. out. foij, redress, is it the time to discuss the state of our

souls pr the pictures of the-, unse^? Religion seems to be

utterly irrelevant to the problems of the world in whidi we live.

,

Theta i? a gpod df^ to be said in favour of this criticism

of .rei|gioa, |ii:wt.it’i,s.,? criticism, not of refigion as such, but of
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its otherworldl)' and abstract character. The mark of spiritua-

lity is not exile from the natural world. The truly religious

are opposed to the injustice and iniquity of the world. They

Jbfefriend not the strong but the weak and the suffering, those

who cannr>t help themselves. 'Yasmin sarvanibhutmi atmai

habkut vijanaiah: Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself. The

condition is absolute : atmaiva, thyself. There must be freedom

and equality of status. Such a demand would make for the esta-

blishment of a universal community of free persons, and require

those who accept it to overcome the artificial barriers of race

and creed, nationality and wealth. Unless a man is economi-

cally secure, he cannot develop his individuality. If he is starv-

ing, Ms personality will wither and die. All attempts at esta-

blishing a social democracy, a more equal distribution of wealth

and opportunity, may be regarded as a genuine manifestation

of the religious spirit.

I should like however to utter a warning. Man cannot find

Ms happiness, simply because we secure for him a sufficiency

of material goods. We’ all know that there are many in this

world who have all the cotnforts and conveniences which wealth

can bring, who are yet suffering from emptiness of soul, nudity

of spirit. They have done with the radiance and gladness of

life. They have no hopes to inspire, no ambitions to realise,

no faith to live by, no happiness to which they can look for-

>ward. Their minds are distracted, their action is fragmentary

and futile. Suppose we succeed in our attempt to build an earthly

paradise, where we will have good roads and water-supply, ex-

bellent sanitarfion, free education for all, unlimited picture-

houses and soft drinks, golf links for adults, lights, lifts and
wireless installations for everyone, do you . think they will be
contented and hap;^? Ouir activities are moved, not merely by
the^ economic motive but also by vanity and ambition, jealousy

acd ilhfemper, or by a nbble unselfish idealism or by a dis-

i^^reste^ hatred of injustice and cruelty. Our selfishness and
'^pidil^,' (m false pride and dignity will continue to corrode
«d ' the purity of our personal relationships. We mil not

to ^k, *‘Why do we stiffeh, grow old and die?** Man
far horizons, invihcMe hopes, thoughts that wander through

projecp that cannot be attained in time. To fitid the
to truth, to cre^ a^^Work erf' beauty, to understand another

Iwman soriF, he* ^ wfifeng to‘ scourge himself, to endure hunger
amd give bp' his iH, This preference . for the values of

is 'not' anf '^ecc^&picity!

>

tlbo^fibn d diis vital fact, that man fives for a pur-
kii^^tMtt 'W^^s, bM k most hhnself‘ when he realises

it, has been the deepest phase of India’s life. OccasiopaUy,
perM.ps, each of us has had a few moments of impersonal' jo^.
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when we seem to tread not on solid earth but on uplifting

air, when our being is transfused with a presence that is unutter-

able, yet apprehensible, when we have a sense of spirit, timeless

and eternal when we touch the very limits of beatitude, where

seeking interest and yearning unfulfilled yield to attainment and

serenity, when time stops short and life is as still as death, when

we contact the universal reality whose shadow is immortality

and death, Yasya chaya amritam, yasya mrutyuh Death and

immorality, life has in it the seeds of both, and it depends on us,

on our choice, on our effort what we make of it* Life is an

opportunity and we can use it for life eternal or dust and ashes.

Man’s peculiar position in the world is that he stands between

the two poles of Nature and the Absolute, the finite and the

infinite. He arises out of the natural conditions of existence, is

bound up with these and is subject to them in every fibre of his

being. In so far as he is a pure product of nature, he cannot

realise the true meaning and purpose of his existence. But he

has from the banning an urge towards a higher perfection,

beyond his merely natural status. This urge produces a distur-

bance of his natural harmony which is the product of animal

instinct, a convulsion of his life. A verse in the Makabharata

reads

Amritam chaiva mrutyuscka dvayom deke pratisthitcm !

Mrutyur apadyate mohat, satyenapadyate amritam !

!

By moha, by passion, by blindness, by folly, by infatuation,

we jail into death ; by satya, by truth, by loyalty, by devotion,

we gain amrita. To be bom, to grow u|p, to mate, to found a

family and support it, would be a human edition of animal exis-

tence- To live in the world of sense with the ideals of spirit

is the privilege and destiny of man. To make out of common
clay true immortals who occupy themselves with human affairs,

even though they possess divine souls, is the religious tradition

of India.

Tjie life of the tradition, the duration of the memory, de-

pends on the continuous appearance of creative spirits. They
keep the memory green ; they maintain the tradition alive. At
the moment, however, there is such a spate of spirituality in

our country, that it has become somewhat difficult for us to

discriminate between the genuine saint and the spurious one.

There are many in India, perhaps more than in other countries,

who are willing to impoverish themselves in every way to attain

the spiritual goal, and their credulity and hunger for spirit are

being exploited by clever adventurers who beat the drum and

Bang the cymbals, indulge |4 publicity stunts, to draw recruits.

It is therefore essential to exercise the greatest care and discri-

mination. I can only set forth here a few considerations.
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Firstly, a true teacher has to be sought out. He is not

readily accessible to the public. He has no airs of superiority

and is not anxious for public recognition. Those who aim at

these rewards are not free from the weaknesses to which you

and I are subject. Saintliness, when genuine, is marked by true

humility and love. It is difficult to find it in organizations which

believe in signboards and advertisements for their spiritual wares.

Secondly, the true teacher not only imparts instruction but

transmits vitality. He helps to raise our being to a higher level.

He demands from us, not blind faith and implicit obedience,

but alertness of mind and moral restraint. If we are deliber-

ately harnessed in blinkers, or forced into a groove, our minds

become muzzled, and we cannot think freely. Spiritual insight

is ndt anti-rational. It may go ‘beyond reason, but it is not

ags^inst reason. It is the deepest rationality of which we are

capable. In it we think more profoundly, feel more deeply

and see more truly. The teacher who tells us, “ Blessed are

those who do not think but believe,*’ is leading us astray. The

Vpanishad says, *‘Tad vijnanena paripasyanti dhirah, tad Brahma

vijnanena, visishtena jnanena, paripasyanti sarvatah purnara

pasyanti, dhirah vivekinah. ” The bold thinkers see Him by

means of knowledge. The Gita asks us to cross-examine even

the teacher (pariprasnena). Reason is the voice of God. It

achieves its end by persuasion. * Krishna, after stating his views

to Arjima, tells him “do as you please, yathecchasi tatha kuru.'*

Any teacher who fetters the freedom of the pupil, who has no

respect for his personality, is not a true guide. Intellectual death

is hot the condition of spiritual life.

Thirdly, we progress in perfection only to the extent we
progress in purity of heart.* We must purify ourselves without

ceasing. We are so full of wrong notions, erroneous judgments,

passion and malice. We would be ashamed if we only saw our-

selves as we really are. Vanity, sensuality, attachment to our

petty ^ims ahd small comforts, extinguish the lights which
make us see the dark side of ourselves. In our blindness, we
flatter oursefV’es and invent a thousand excuses for our weak-
nesses, If any one says a word about our faults, we cannot
bear him. He will rouse in us impatience, grief, bitterness, fury,m glorification of self, I and mine, in all the fields of life,

incfividual and collective, leads man into darkness and misery,
^o truly free, one must be vigilant in casting aside vanity

“Tfesumption, Discipline is essential for human life. What-
^r we ni^y c^I out^ves, Efeidu or Muslim, Sikh or Chfis-

^octefe we ihay ptofess, their essential charac-
iei? as ieli^onS consists M the effort to get rid of prejudices
so as to .see ^ tfuiSi, to get ifd of ^Ifiish passions so as to
do the right.
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But, unfortunately, many of those who have for their pro-

fession the cure of souls, especially those of weak and unstable

nerves, practise a kind of sorcery and bewitch the emotional,

the immature, the nervy, into a kind of magic sleep. They

confuse spirit and sense, religion and the powerful seductions of

life. The teacher is unconditionally obeyed and believed, and

often worshipped as a God. His moral or religious integrity or

depravity is not examined, but he is trusted for his saving

power. This unthinking liero-worship has become a pernicious

influence on the religion of our country today. No human

being has the right to call upon us to believe in him blindly

or surrender our moral scruples in obedience to his mandate.

Only God can say Sarvadhannan parltyajya mamekam satemam

vraja.*' '‘Call none your father on earth; for one is your

father who is in heaven.” “There is no God but Allah.” There

are no middlemen in religion.

The great religious tradition of India can be preserved only

if we avoid these two extremes of atheism and blind faith, and

strive for right thinking and right living. Tradition is memory; it

is humanity’s memory of its own past. The memory dies an

artificial or accidental death when it is forcibly interrupted. It

dies a natural death when it becomes crystallised and congealed.

If atheism succeeds, the tradition of India will suffer death by

accident; if blind faith and superstition overtake us, it will die

a natural death, of old age, of hardening of arteries. Let us,

therefore, avoid these two extremes.

Triveni : Nov. 1934



THE TENSION IS EASED

C. RAJAGOPALACHARI

Says Uncle Sam :

“Returned from Geneva has Eisenhower;

Tlie talks were over.

Sweetly they all behaved,

And what is more the nuclear pile is saved.

You know how good I am;

Nuclear war I hate and abhor.

Yes ’tis true this thing of sin we did begin

1 guess we made a mess.

But now it can’t be cured

But must be endured :

You see they too have got it now

By stealth or else somehow,

The rascal Reds ! and o’er our heads

Some day they sure will burst it.

Their word, who can trust it?

They don’t believe in God, their way is fraud;

Their love of peace is a temporary hoax

But we you know are pious folks;

As for the warnings of learned men

To the truths of Science we bow—
They tell th^ now, they did not then—

But A and H; for some time now

Hold we must—not for aggressive ends.

But just for righteous defence.”

The tension is eased, the West is pleased;

But Satan's hopes are undecreased.

August 18

Triveni : Oct 1955



GOKHALE : THE LESS KNOWN ASPECTS

THE RT. HON. V.S. SRINIVASA SASTRI*

Among us biography is serious, almost solemn. The hero’s

opinions, quarrels, triumphs, go on the record. Nothing about his

food, mannerisms, amusements. The lighter side is kept out. Yet

no account of a man can be complete without it. We cannot form

a mental picture of the man unless we know how he dressed,

walked and ate. Gokhale’s %ure is familiar—his handsome face,

Ms fair colour, Ms long coat of gr^, MS red puggree, Ms scarf

of wMte with thin lace border. Still when I tell you he wore a cap

smnetimes, and often tied a long narrow strip of coloured cloth

round his head as a loose turban, and that for many years, like any

domesticated Deccani, he changed into holy dme-honoured silk at

meals, and that till he made his first voyage he grew a long tuft at

the back of Ms head and tied it into a knot—don’t you feel he

ccmes nearer to you and, if you met him, you could address

Mm familiarly and and ask, “Well, Gopal Rao, how are you today?”

When I first knew him he lad become heavy and disinclined to

exercise. At one time he used to play tennis with the vigour and

zest characteristic of youth, Middle age overtook him prematurely,

and caused him to fall back on walking. Even in that easy r^on,

don’t we know of virtuous resolutions to be r^ular, the conspiracy

of envious circumstances that overpowers us on the third or

foufth day, and oiit dutiful submission to the decree of inexorable

'fete? ' if was ohfe' of these fateful mornings when he paused to

watch Principal Paranjpye and me pitted against each other on

a tennis court. The game was strenuous but didn’t dedare itself

easUy. He didn’t like Ms pet puf^ extended by an obscure stranger

mid cried out ;
* It is a misery to^ me to see you dragged about by

Sastri.” AJwayi^ keen' iim the proprieties, I thought the word ‘misery’

erred on the side of excess. But whaa I went back, I reflected that,

if I Bad a scholar Ee PafanjK'b and seen him seize the Senior

'Wran^sHp and made him Principal straightway of a great

college and .served mider him vwth "pride as professor, I should

have thbu^t he was invincible at tennis, or, at any rate, that
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he should be invincible by rights. ‘‘So anyhow Gokhaie has flesh

and blood," I concluded. Talking of flesh and blood, 1 am reminded
of a humorous remark of Mr. H. W. Nevinson, the journalist who
came to India in 1907-08 and wrote The New Spirit in India,

Gokhaie told him he hated the word ‘moderate’ as applied to his

school of politics; Nevinson put it down in his book, adding “as

all beings of flesh and blood must”.

Would you know something of his food ? Being diabetic, he
was placed under strict diet but didn’t always observe it. He must
have his bidnjals daily, seasoned with chillies in as angry a style as

would have pleased any Andhra of the Krishna District. When he
ate by liimself, he gulped the meal in mouthfuls as though he had
been famished and bolted it in three or four minutes. Ghee,
prized above everything else by the true Brahniana, he avoided like

poison; he could not endure it even on his neighbour’s plate.

Someone told, me this was because, for a long time, he had to
swallow quantities of it along with medicines. Curds were a
favourite dish, and he grew lyrical when he expatiated on the
unequalled merits of a preparation of curds called srikhand. In
dl India there was no; sweet to compare with it, and he found
it in his heart to forgive the Peshwa who lost an empire eating
it. Sq he told Lord Kitchener at a banquet. I would like to believe
•his admiration was only academic, for he was not blest with the
marvellous eujpep?ia. of the ordinary Maharashtrian, who could
acwunt at one. sitting for as much of it as an unbusked coconut,
whilp the most I could boast of was two finger tips applied gingerly
to the tongue. To those among you who may still lie frog-like

.^ s^uesfered^ wells, let me give the latest dictionary definition of
^mhhand : “.a viscous, cloying viand, much valued in the Deccan,

which inain ingredient is curds thorpughly dehydrated, heavily
.3^^rifi^ nbesaffrone^ to saturation point ” To take pride
in the, delicacies of one's proviiu^, 4s, I suppose, an amiable variety
,qf |amotism. /Ol over India the native of Madras , is most willing
,^,d^ise himself and exalt others, Eyen he, I am sure, feels bucked
rPl Wb^ be h^rs his unpretentious iddili praised beyond Raichur
,pr Vt^anagrnm.

lb ^ tende.r-hearted to a degree, Gokhaie was
^^ctent ;^y I^dian^ qta^cjard^ jn ^ .virtue of accessibility. He pre-
jsrted tJ? ^ people by preyiou?, appqintment He, was annoyed when
g^y,,drop|Kd,^.,<^,^y^.^ Jor ,a chafr, with no plan to

pr.spgg^tip.? %py he would have epUapsed if
crowdec}. .^01^ ^ 4w!sm Car^ul not to

.,^,|roipt
9| residenep,.with just’h.te on,

thick curtain% pLjHere fcs fanuhar associates and friends had open acces a^d e^joyS
his talks.-instructive, varied, anecdotal and enlivened by loud



GOKHALE : THE LESS KNOWN ASPECTS 25

laughter and childlike clapping of hands. Occasionally, however,

he would espy a stranger, and it was then amusing to see how
he would part the leaves in front of him and look through the

hole for a reconnaissance. If the visitor was only slightly known
or wholly unknown, he would hasten to don a coat and repair

to the receiving room for the interview. Sir Raghunath Paranjpye

says he inspired awe in the casual visitor. I would not put it so

sharply. But it must be admitted he did not thaw easily, and

men have complained of a certain brusqueness or impatience of

manner which did not encourage a free flow of talk. Students

had to be on their guard how they approached him. He had

no patience with the breezy, free and easy style that the modem
student sometimes showed towards seniors. His own behaviour to

Dadabhai, Ranade, Mehta, Bliandarkar, Joshi and others of their

age v/as strongly marked by old world ceremonial reverence, and

he naturally feared that, when a young man dropped the outward

signs of respect, he dropped the homage of the heart as well.

At this point I shall do well to narrate Gokhale’s own account

of his first interview with Mrs. Besant. During one of her early

visits to Poona he attended a meeting at which she answered

questions from candidates for admission to the Theosophical Society.

When his turn came he plied her hard and his manner perhaps

appeared controversial. In her impatience she burst out: “Young
man, when you come to be my age, these things will appear in

a clearer light.” That decided Gokhale against the Society. But

‘thereby hangs a tail’, as a wag has said. Long afterwards Mrs.

Besant and leading Theosophists continued to claim him as a

member. Questioned by me once, he bec^e vehement and said,

“When next anybody calls me a Theosophist, deny it in my name;
I authorise you.” The time soon came when I had to convey this

unpleasing news to Mrs. Besant. For a fraction of a moment she

appear^ nettled but she at once recovered, composure and changed

the topic. ' Inquiry showed that an intimate friend of Gokhale had

paid the prescribed fee of admission and maintaiued his name on

the register for two or three years. I guess Gokhale was aware of

this fact, but he was mot consenting party, and the dubious status

came to an end soon. In Theosophical circles one may occasionally

fina the belief still in his continued membership, but the emphatic

disclaimer that I have recorded sl^uld give a quietus to the stpry.

But must guard against a possible misapprehension. Gokjhale to

the last niinute of Ms* life gave testimony without stint to her

i^arall^ed, seryipes ^to the country of her ^option, and, in per-

sonal ^phayiour, '^owed^' miirk of respept'for her eminence

ill the| woxlcl. for ieir^j^art,
^

never mis^d an ^opportun^ of

praising tfie ptii'e gold of luS* patriotism, ’declared 'more than once

that the columns of New India were always at his disposal and that

he might treat the paper as if it were his own.

B.4) ,
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How earnest natures are drawn irresistibly to each other

comes out vividly from an incident mentioned by Justice Sadasiva

Iyer, when he took part in the 1926 celebration of this anniversary.

In 1908, the year of the first Convention Congress at Madras,

Gokhale made one of his stirring speeches on the platform of

the Social Conference on the elevation of the Depressed

Classes, as they were still called then. As he went back

to his seat, Sadasiva Iyer cau^t the hem of his garment and

kissed it in an ecstasy of reverence. Strange that the native fire

of enthusiasm should have survived many years of refrigerative

judicial work.

Gokhale had a whim once and yielded to it. He filled a

shaving soap tube with sovereigns and kept it by his side. It was

stolen. He took a similar tube at once and refilled it with the

glittering metal.

Gokhale loved his daughters but never demonstrated it as

other fathers usually do. They lived apart from him under his

sister’s care, and visited him at stated intervals. Sir Lallubhai

Samaldas once told how his daughter remonstrated with Gokhale

against an exacting time-table of work that he framed for his

elder daughter, now Mrs. Dhavle, who had fallen back a little in

her studies. Miss Samaldas used some expression like this : “You

n?ust be not only a strict schoolmaster but a loving father as well.*’

To this let me add another observation that he made to me when

he was my guest in Sydogy Lane, Triplicane. News came from

Poona that his second daughter was taken ill suddenly and his

presenpe was necessary. For a few brief moments he seemed to

hesitajte about his movements. Was he to cancel his Elementary

Education
,
Bill tour and return home? I pressed for this decision,

and while yielding he used words, words which after 34 years

I ,
cannot recall, without emotion. He seemed, he said to hear her

^sk halfreprpachiiiliy, ‘What have I known of a father’s love and
ga/e?’’ Poor thing, she did not survive that illness long.

I have moife than once contradicted the common belief that

be ’ nomiiBted me as his successor in the headship of the

Sg?wa|its of India Society.. Even when asked about it in his last

he wppld say nothing. This account repiains substanti^ly

a ^a§s^ge in the autphibgra of Sir P’c Ray, published

l932!„ ^erns to call for a ,^ght (Qualification. Gokhale and I

conn^tion the Elementary Edfi-
ca^pn, BiB.^,,pf jhis in|eryiew he. records in this book :

,
Mt!' now Rt. Hon’ble,' Srimy^

; . ^ poor s^ooki^ster,

mto, my .ear that he feoked
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upon him as his future successor. His penetration and insist, I

need scarcely add, have been more than justified. It is curious

to note that the two great statesmen of India, who have com-

manded not only the applause but also the admiration and

respect of listening senates at home and abroad have been,

like my humble self, sdioohnasters.”

Gokhale had playful habit of betting on all occasions and

sundry,' “Come, let’s put five rupees on it.” That sum was his

unit. Once he challenged me. I protested. Imagining I shrank

from so large a figure, he cried impatiently, “Come, bet one

rupee”. I said I was a conscientious objector to aU betting and

got off. Else there was risk of a court martial.

Though he never had much money, his mode of life, ever

since I knew him, was high, higher than would have been expected

of him. He tipped servants like a prince. He subscribed generously

for causes. He helped friends openhandedly.

Of his religious views I have spoken previously. In a fit

of excessive candour he called himself an agnostic, and the name

stuck to him. Not, it would appear, quite justifiably. As early as

1898, we find him, under the sting of the apology episode, invoking

the grace of Guru Dattatreya and making large resolutions among

which were one to practise Yoga and one to learn the best philo-

sophical religion and teach it to the whole world. Ibere was" no

room in his tenuous belief for high pitched asceticism, taboos or

ceremonies. I distinctly recall the eve of my admisdon in Calcutta

when he prescribed a purificatory bath and apprised me of a slight

ritual to be gone through, not, he explained half apologetically,

for any spiritual merit, but to invest the occasion with solemnity. I

was never to publish it or discuss it with outsiders. The prohibition

is enjoined, I presume, on every new entrant, for it is not generally

known to the public. He once inquired whether I had faith in

astrology and when I answered* in the negative, said some predi-

ctions came astoundingly true and wondered how I would explain

them. I rejoined that science had many puzides to solve but that

fact need not compel us to put any credence in the calculations or

revelations of astrologers. He did not thereafter resume the topic

with me; but I discovered that 'he paid a horoscoper. and obtained

reports of what was going to happen to him every fortnight. After

his death I recmed periodical forecasts of my fortune, but I took

no notice and they ceased m time.

me at this point recount an interesting experience. In the

early part of 1915, when Gokhale was in the grip of his fatal
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malady, we had a good friend staying with us and sharing our

anxiety. He had the biographer’s curiosity bump developed to

abnormal size. Members had to answer searching interrogatories.

Did he say his prayers regularly? Visit shrines ? Observe the

customary fasts and feasts ? Perform his parents’ sraddha ? Study

the Gita or other scriptural books ? We did what we could to slake

his thirst for information. But one item floored us : Did he wear

his yajnopavital None of us knew. He thought the answer vital.

Why not hazard a direct question? Why not set a trusted menial

on scent? We neither assisted diligently in this research nor

encouraged intrigues with the establishment for the purpose. The

gentleman had, therefore, to return home with this mystery vexing

his soul. Poor man, he is gone where I cannot communicate with

him ; or I could now supply the gap in Goghale record. From an

unexpected quarter trustworthy information has come that, during

the last dozen years or so of his life, he wore no sacred thread

athwart the chest or round the neck halterwise, as I have seen

some educated men do as a sort of half-way house between con-

fomiity and open rebellion. In Calcutta, where he was a regular

visitor for meetings of the old Imperial Legislative Council, he had

a highly cultured Brahmo lady-friend. Mrs. Ray entertained in

style,, and at her table the conversation was both high-souled and

animated. She admired Gokhale’s character and public spirit and

took special interest in his work. People called her his Egeria.

I shall now let her tell the story herself. The occasion is this

very day in 1943, and she is talking to the girls of a high school

which she has founded in his name and to the promotion of which

she has dedicated herself :

^'One incident during these discussions I will relate to you, and
: it will prove to you Gokhale’s intrinsic love of truth and his

gr^t wtue of ' owning Ms own errors. One evening after dinner
: > we were l^th'irying to convince each other of our respective

m., . theories.* (he gave precedence ,to political reform, she to social

^ leioOTi) wh^ I gat rather angry and said, "‘Now, Mr. Gokhale,

-iPithli^ your ideals of unity of India and political freedom,

t^ me which of your men are sincere and truthful. You oanT
even give. up your caste system; you don’t believe in idolatry,

and still yaur biggest political leaders go to Benares and do
their pinda etc., according to the old rites ; none of you political

men can live up to your own convictions
; yet, you want to

. unite .India* and goveri»«;I ani, sure with all your liberal views,
*

* yo^ ate a Brahmin bo^n# you have not got the strength
of your convictions.” I saw him grow rather grave, and I

thought prol^bly I had overstepped my familiarity by per-
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sonal attack, so I turned the conversation to other higher

matters. Would you believe the next morning comes to me

a sealed envelope enclosing his sacred thread, cut into two

pieces with the following words in a slip of paper.”

''Many thanks ior rousing me to order. / own that 1 had no

business to wear my sacred thread when J did not believe

in it. Henceforth I shall try to act according to my convictions.

Forgive.*'

“I have kept that sacred thread in a little box with the slip

of paper attached to it. It is very seldom in life you have

the opportunity of meeting a man who loves truth and is

strong enough to own an error

In the famous statement of aims which Gokhale prefixed to the

Constitution and Rul^ of the Servants of India Society, there

occurs a striking sentence of whidh the precise scope and signi-

ficance have been the subject of some dispute. Let me read it in its

context :

“One essential condition of success in the work is that a

sufficient number of our countrymen must now come forward

to devote themselves to the cause in the spirit in which

reli^ous work is undertaken. Public life must be spiritudised.

Love of country must so fill the heart that all else shall appear

as of little moment by its side. A fervent patriotism which

rejoices at every opportunity of sacrifice for the Motherland,

a dauntless heart which refuses to be turned back from its

object by difficulty or danger, a deep faith in the purpose of

Providence which nothing can sliake,— equipped with these

the worker must start on his mission and reverently seek

the joy of spending oneself in the service of the country.”

That passage was no doubt composed in one of Gokhale*s

inspired moments. The ideal is pure, of the other region, unattainable

except by persons saintly elevation and self-conquest. It is meant

to the pole-star by which members have to steer their crazy barks

to the port of duty. The words may, in actual practice, mean

much , or little. The canon of interpretation in such cases is to

study the vows undertaken and the rfiles laid down for the daily

guidance of members. These vows and rules determine the limits

within which; roughly speaking, their actions must lie,—an upper

limit above which they need not go, a lower limit below which

they must not fall. As iawy^^ avHIi say, the sections* of an Act

are the law,. not the preamble.br s^tement of objects and reasons.

Anothef/.test; not ^ final or authoritadw, but ftt valuable as

a rough ^de or measure, is the’pmctice and example of the man
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who framed the rules and himself followed them. Gokhale lived

for ten years as First Member. Though few could attain his stature

or emulate his achievement, his range and line of work were there

for the whole world to see. The vows and rules go to the very

root of character and the inner life. I have 37 years’ experience and

not even for a brief season have I been free from chagrin that

I have not lived up to th^. When our Congress friends of Madras

became the Government and announced the remuneration and

allowances of their office and the regulations for their conduct, I

recognised their high quality readily and declared my appreciation

by saying in the Legislative Council that, while we of the Servants

of India Society had stopped at the matriculation stage in the

University of sacrifice, Mr. Rajagopalachari and his compatriots

were proceeding to the doctorate. I shall now mention an enterprise

of even greater pith and moment not so generally known. Dr.

D. K. Karve, founder of the famous Widows’ Home near Poona

and later of the Women’s University for the actual work of the

home a band of qualified persons whom he organised as an Asrama,

the rules and conditions of which were more stringent than those of

our Society After a few years his self-effacing soul did not find full

rest and satisfaction in the Asrama, Gokhale’s expression, “Public

life must be spiritualised, gripped his inmost being and demanded

for more self-denial and rigour of conduct. So he organised a

fresh band of workers, who should reach a higher peak of self-

lessness, and gave them the name and style of Ni^kkama karma

Matha adopting the Gita ideal of work without attachment. These

kama^yogins and karma-yoginis had' to take eight vo^ before

initiatictok- They are much akin in language and scope to our own,

and perhaps you wHl like to * know them :

id) From this day forward I shall devote my life to the

• work of the Mcwha.

ib) I shall use my capabilities to their fullest extent and,
'• while 'Engaged 'in the wcnk connected with the institution,

' d sWl never wish for private gains.

I shall ungrudgingly submit to the ' decisions consistent
*

. widi the ' rules of Ithe institution

'jHi id) I shadl dieerfully remain satisfied with the arra'ltge-

: m^ts ^ made by the majority of votes regarding my
iMintenance aiiid ;of those dependent on me.

3
' W 'll sMiikeep my priyiate lifee pure.

pf My and dress ia?il be plain and mple.
.L d) I shai be geffldnotfeoiij^Jthe matter of the religious belief

^ of hmd .ftnshall do nothing to shiock "their

suscejjtibilities. :

(h) I shall hate no one.
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The Story of this new Matka has a sequel of some significance,

for it illustrates the truth that, even of an undoubtedly good thing,

there may be too much. The disparity between the Asrwm and

the Matha was noticeable and engendered jealousy and hostility.

The misunderstanding became acute, and Dr. Karve, with the

consent of both parties, came to Gokhale for arbitration. On him

rested the responsibility in a way, for it was his spiritualisation

mantra that had worked on the ascetic spirit of the organiser of

the rival orders. Gokhale’s finding was that the ashramites had

a genuine grievance and were entitled to some relief. He evolved

a formula for this purpose. But he told me, for I happened to be

there, that Karve had not given full consideration to the human

aspects of the problem. The compromise did not work, and in

Karve’s own words, the Matha was ultimately merged in the

Widows Home, the Sevakas and Sevikas of the Matha becoming

life-members of the Widows’ Home.

Trivem : March 1945



THY CHARIOT

VISWANATHA SATYANARAYANA

Proudly bent on its course

And cruel in' its speed,

Tliy car was whirling on.

My frail form was crushed unto death

Beneath the chariot wheels,

And streams of blood gushed forth.

Thy car, divinely bright, stopped not a moment
In hesitation that aught impeded its progress

;

Nor did it veer round to note the sudden wail

That went up from my bruised heart.

At early dawn, dread Lord, Thy charioteer

Will wash the blood-stains from off Thy chariot wheels,

But, how from amongst the blood-stains of millions

Wilt Thou spot out mine ?

Translated from TELUGU by

Bapiraju

TriveM : May 1928



THE CONTENT OF SOCIAL WELFARE
BY JAWAHARLAL NEHRU

What exactly is social welfare? The well-being of society, I

take it. If so, it includes almost everythnig that one can think- of

—spiritual, cultural, political, economic, social. It covers thus the

entire field of human activity and relationships. And yet, this

wide and all-embracing sense is seldom applied to it, and we use

the words in a far more restricted sense. The social worker, often

enough, considers himself or herself as working in a field which

is strictly separated from political action or economic theory. He
or she will try to bring relief to suffering humanity, will fight

disease and slum conditions, deal with unemployment, prostitution

and the like. He may also seek to bring about some changes in

the law in order to remedy present-day injustice. But he will

seldom go down to the roots of the problem, for he accepts the

general structure of society as it is, and seeks only to tone down
its glaring injustices.

The lady who visits the slums occasionally to relieve her con-

science by the performance of good and diaritaWe deeds is a type

we need not consider. The less we have of this patronising and

condescending approach to the problem the better. But there are

large numbers of earnest men and women who devote themselves

to the service of their fellow creatures in the somewhat narrow

way conceived above. They do good work, and to whatever extent

they may benefit others, they certainly benefit themselves by the

discipline and training that this service gives them.

Yet, it seems to me, that all this good work is largely wast-

ed, because it deals with the surface of the problem only. Sodal

evils have a history and a background, roots in our past, and

inthnate connections with the economic structure under which we
live. 'Many of them are indeed the direct products of that

economic system, just as many others are of religious supersti-

tion and harmful custom. Any sdentific consideration of the pro-

blem of social welfare must therefore inevitably go down to Aese

roots and seek out the causes. It must have the courage to

look deep down into the well of truth and to proclaim fear-

lessly -what it finds there. H it avoids politics and wYmr»mi>g
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and all that goes by the name of religion, for fear of treading on
dangerous ground, then it moves on the surface only and can
neither command much respect, nor achieve results.

For nearly two years now I have been associated with the

National Planning Committee, and die conviction has grown upon
me that it is not possible to -solve any major problem separately

by itself; they all hang together and they depend greatly bn the

economic structure. To social problems, in the limited sense,

this applies with equal force. Recently, the Planning Committee
considered the report of their Sub-Committee, on Woman’s
Role in Planned Economy. This Sub-Committee, more than any
other, had to deal with social problems, and it tackled them in

all earnestness and with great albility. In doing so it was all

the time coming up against political conditions and even more
so economic aspects and religious injunctions, or just prejudices

with the force of custom.

It is not easy to say which is more difficult to deal with—
economic vested interests or religious vested interests. Both these
series of vested interests want to maintain the status quo and are
opponents of change. The path of the real reformer is thus a
difficult one.

It is indeed not easy to say which is more difficult to deal
with—economic vested interests or religious vested interests.

Before we seek any particular reform, we must be clear what
our general objective is and what kind of society we are aiming
at. It is obvious that, if we have a social structure which assures
work and security to all adults, proper education for the young,
a widespread distribution of the necessities and amenities of life,

and a measure of individual freedom for self-development, this in
Itself win solve many of our social problems. Crime will decrease
rapidly and the criminal type will become an extreme rarity,
prostitution wHl be infinitely less, and there will be far better
adjustments of human relations. If this background and basis are
not provided, then the roots of evil remain.

^ problem therefore has to be attacked on aU fronts and
possibly Ae greatest difficulty will be along the so-called religious
front. ReEgion as such need not be touched, but there are somany nil® and regulations which are presumed to 'have religious
motions that any attempt to vary them is likely to meet with
the sohd and passionate opposition of the votaries of organised
religion Mentance. marriage, divorce are aU supposed to be

kT ,?
^ communities, and this personal

law IS supped to part of reEgion. It is obvious that no
be imposed from the top. It will thus become the

uty of
, the Government of the day to try to educate pubKc
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opinion so as to make it accept the changes proposed. It should

be clearly laid down, in order to avoid suspicion, that any change

of this type will only apply to a community when that commu-

nity itself accepts it. This will gve rise to difficulties and to a

lack of uniformity, but any other course will lead to greater

difficulty and ill-will, and laws passed may become dead letters

so far as their application is concerned.

It seems to me that a uniform Qvil Code for the whole

of India is essential. Yet I realise that this cannot be imposed

on unwilling people. It should, therefore, be made optional to

begin with, and individuals and groups may voluntarily accept it

and come within its scope. The State should meanwhile carry

on propaganda in its favour.

One urgent need is the extension of the Civil Marriage Act

to cover marriages between any two persons, to whatever reli-

gion they may belong, without any renunciation of religion as

at present. This will of necessity be optional.

Another desirable step is to have records kept of all

marriages. This will be useful in many ways and it will gradually

make people think in terms of civil marriages. The sacramental

forms of marriage should certainly continue for all who want

them, but it will be desirable later to have a civil registration

also which the 'State will recognise.

Divorce laws, especiatlly for the Hindus, are a crying need,

and so indeed axe so many other changes. We want changes

which apply to both men and women, we want changes also

especially applica;ble to women who have suffered for ages past

under a double burden. Let us accept the democratic principle

of equal rights and equal obligations as between man and man

and man and woman, and frame our laws and social structure

accordingly.

Triveni : Oct - Nov. 1940
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RAADHAA
SAINT ABfflRAMA

(1903-1964)

Drink tke nectar of Raiadhaa’s name

Every day, every moment

:

Meditate on Raadhaa,

The world can cause you no pain.

That which is called Raadhaa

Is a combination of two forms,

Listen how the flute so sweetly invites Raadhaa

!

Raa is the individual soul

While Dhaa is the supreme goal,

Realise them through

Twenty-one thousand and six hundred breaths.

When Raadhaa and Maadhava

Pine for each other

It is the Maid that brings them together.

Says Abhirama, the possessed one,

Take Mohan to Srimati’s grove

And thence shall flow delight undefiled.

•—Translated from Oriya by Brajakishore Das

Triveni : Jan-March 1982



FREEDOM’S BATTLE :

GANDHI, THE CHARIOTEER
Dr. B. PATTABHI SITARAMAYYA

Ten years ago, the political atmosphere of our country was

surcharged to a degree with feelings of indignation, resentment

and expectancy. Behind the month of October 1919, there was
the tragedy of the Amritsar massacre, the studied secrecy

maintaiined about the holocaust of Jalianwalabagh, the humilia-

tions to which the men, women and children of the Punjab

were subjected by Messrs. Smith and Thompson, Colonel

Johnson and General Dyer, the encaging of barristers-at-kw

in a public street, the whipping of a bridal party in a mar-

riage procession, the crawling of passers-by in a gulli, the

showering of bombs on innocent villagers, the proclamation

of Martial Law and the resignation of Sir Sankaran Nair. In

front of it lay the prospect of the Reform Bill, the emerging

of the monster Dyarchy into human shape maisquerading

as Self-Government or a counterfeit thereof, the amnesty of

political prisoners which was bound to follow a Royal pro-

clamation, the warfare between Responsive Co-operation

espoused by the Lokamanya and the rejection of the Reforms
advocated by Chittaranjan Das. All this sounds as some chapter

of ancient history, but one touch of bureaucracy links together the

epochs of eternity by the one tie of common suffering. Today we
have almost the same prospect and retrospect. Indian Nationalism,

seemingly beaten and baulked of its hopes and plans, is asserting

itself once again with redoubled vigour, though, being in the

midst of this renaissance we are not able to analyse its contents

and visualise its features before our minds’s eye. By strange turn

of the whirlgig of time Sir Sankaran Nair, who won his laurels ten

years ago by resigning his membership of die Executive Council

of the Government of India on the issue of the continuance of

Martial Law in the Punjab, is recovering from the pitfall of the

Central Committee into which he had let himself drop and holding

at bay as usual his colleagues and his masters. The Punjab is again

the- storm-centre of politics and public life, in which the Congress
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is to be held in Lahore. At Amritsar Dr. ,Sdtyapal is again in

jail today as he was in 1919, though his companion, Dr. Kitohlew,

is free. They were then together. Now they are in opposite camps,

not indeed hostile to national aspirations, but in campaigns ridden

by internal factiousness, Gandhi swayed the destinies of the Congress

and the country in 1919, though he was not in the lime-light and

though he had emerged just then from an avalanche of abuse and

execration for his Satyagralia movement.

A decade has not weakened Ms hold on the cult of truth and

non-violence and today once again, thou^ he is not in the lime-

light, he is the one man to whom the people look for guidance

and salvation. At Amritsar Pandit Motilal presided in 1919. At

Lahore his son will preside in 1929. But more than all these, India

gave proofs of haird determination to win Swaraj in 1919 by sacrifi-

cing hundreds of her sons in the Punjab on the 10th of April that

year. They were however mowed down by the dastardly cruelty of

General Dyer then. Now in 1929 the flower of India’s sons are

proving to the world that they can make willing sacrifices of them-

selves, yea, sacrifice themselves inch by inch and minute by minute,

cell by cell and limih by limb as much as they can hold themselves

as food for cannon or dynamite. India’s expectancy at the present

moment is not less keen or less buoyant than it was ten years ago

and every day new reports bring new hopes and augur new

disappointments.

Ten years ago, GandM wrenched the leadership, not as a

personal prize but through a new philosophy, from the hands of

Ms elders. Gf them there was Dr. Besant who was the harbinger

of the Reforms of that era, the Messiah whose atonement had

brought salvation to mankind. She was ignored, set aside and

superseded. She had already herself supplanted earlier leaders like

Surendranath Banerjea, Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya, Satyendra

Prasanna Sinha, Bhupendranafh Basu, Lala Lajpat Rai and

of that cat^ory. She had inaugurated a whirlwind pro^

tearing, raging campaign of agitation which left no breathing time

to the British brought them down to her feet. But GandM’s

lly to Choke Britain. The self-complacent dictum

the Non-co-operation movement would die of

proved a false political prophecy and it was

initiative in boycotting the Hunter Commission, organizing

an Indian Enquiry Committee into the Punjab wrongs, and publishing

the impartial verdict of fhe nation, that was responsible for the

resolution at Amritsar asking for the recall of L

wajs soon followed up by the declaration of
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by December. Like Caesar of old. Gandhi came, saw and conquered.

Here was Bepin Babu palpably jealous of this pigmy, shorter,

smaller and younger than himself. There was Malaviya ‘perplexed

and puzzled’ over the ovations that greeted Gandhi everywhere which

were never his. Elsewhere was Lajpat Rai saturated with Western

experiences, American and English, who could not for the ghost

of him understand what this Non-co-operation was and would be.

Away was C.R. Das fighting the new movement with his wealth,

voice and vote. All were foiled before this inscrutable small man,

this philosopher-statesman, this mystic, this idealist, this man of

business, this little Bania Rishi, How should such a man, who by

his irresistible moral uplift, swept away before him his elders and his

compeers and installed himself on the gadi of power, allow himself

in turn to be submerged by the rising tide of youthful invasions,

enthusiasm and readiness to sacrifice? He sees all around him the

youth of the nation hungering for freedom, thirsting for liberty,

yearning to lay down their lives before the altar of the Mother,

and he, at any rate, is not the man to stand between a patriot

and his cherished object. Patriarchs of old have always ennobled

themselves by singling out their successors and installing them on

the throne of power. He who lingers to the end, long after his time

is up, is neither wise, nor discerning, nor even paitriotic; but he,

who in his own day watches the pulse and knows the warmth of

the blood surging beneath his fingers, can measure the strength of

the throb within and knows how to adjust himself to the rising

pressure and temperature. This, Gandhi has done in nominating

Jawaharlal to the chair at Lahore. The charioteer bears even perhaps

a greater responsibility in the conduct of a campaign than the warrior

•himself that wields the weapons. We know how Nora Narayam

fou^t the battle of Kurukshetra on to a successful end. Which

was' the greater of the two? Arjuna was overcome with doubt; his

courage failed him; his impetuosity at one moment yielded place to

vacillation, at the next. Through all these vicissitudes, it was Krishna

that put heart into him and guided him to victory; and Arjuna

himself put a like spirit and a like courage in Uttarakumara in the

great feat of Gograhana. Today, Gandhi standing by Jawaharlal in

the great battle that is to come is not a puzzle to those that have the

vision, but fulfils the prophecies of the epics.

Whether it be in professions or in politics, the duty of the elder

generation is clearly to take in hand the rising members of the younger

and guide them along paths of rectitude and leadership. It is only

when this is done that unity is established, rather continuity is ensured

between the streams of life that are conventionally termed the past

the present and the future. These are but the halting stations in our

march to eternity and fatuous is the man thait thinks he must wipe
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out all these from the map of time. The uninitiated have doubtless

cavilled at one another, the old at the young and the young at the

old; but the old and the young, age and youth, past and present, lea-

ders and following, all make up one united whole, one harmonious

blend, which would be imperfect without either the one or the other in

its composition. So palpable a proposition as this is little understood

and less realised by the common run of politicians. But there are

qualities and attributes in human nature which mark the pr<^et
from the politician, even as they draw the line between the engin^r

and the architect, the photographer and the pointer, the mechanic

and the scientist, the preacher and the pmgambar. All of us do not

possess such qualities, but it is up to all of us to cultivate our minds

so as to be able to recognise these qualities where they exist and

realise the greatness and the glory which they betoken. Not all

may be Gandhis, but let us not lose the opportunity of knowing
in our own day and realising in our own experience what Gandhi
stands for.

Triveni : Sept. -Oct 1929



A FALSE DIVISION

BY J. KRISHNAMURTI

To most of us, profession is apart from our personal life.

There is the world of profession and technique, and the life

of subtle feelings, ideas, fears and love. We are trained for a

world of profession, and only occasionally, across this training and

compulsion, we hear the vague whispering of reality. The world

of profession has become gradually overpowering and exacting,

taking almost all our time, so that there is little chance for deep

thou^t and emotion. And so the life of reality, the life of

happiness, becomes more and more vague and recedes into the

distance. Thus we lead a double life : the life of profession, of

work, and the life of subtle desires, feelings, and hopes.

This division into the world of profession and the world

of sympathy, love, and deep wanderings of thought is a fatal

impediment to the fulfilment of man. As in the lives of most

people this separation exists, let us inquire if we cannot bridge

over this destructive plf.

With rare exceptions, following any particular profession is

not the natural expression of an individual. It is not the fulfil-

ment or complete expression of one’s whole being. If you

examine this, you will see that it is a careful training of the

individual to adjust himself to a rigid inflexible system. This

system is based on fear, acquistiveness and exploitation. We
have to discover by questioning deq>ly and sincerely, not super-

ficiailly, whether this syston to which individuals are forced to

adjust themselves is really capable of liberating man’s inteffigence,

and so bringing about his fulfilment. If this system is capable

of truly fremg the individual to deq) fulfilment, which is not

mere egotistic self-expression, then we must give our entire

support to it. So we must look at the whole basis of this system

and not be carried away by its superficial effects.

For a man who is trained in a particular profession, it is

very difficiflt to discern tlat this systOT is based on fear, acqui-

sitiveness and exploitation. His mind is already vested in self-

interest, so he is incapable of true actioh with regsud to this

B-6)
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system of fear. Take, for example, a man who is trained for

the army or navy ; he is incapable of perceiving that armies must

inevitably create wars. Or take a man whose mind is
^

twisted

by a particular religious belief ; he is incapable of discerning that

religion as organised belief must posion his whole being. So each

profession creates a particular mentality, which prevents the

complete understanding of the integrated man.

As most of us are being trained or have already been train-

ed to twist and fit ourselves to a particular mould, we cannot

see the tremendous importance of talking many human pro-

blems as a whole and not dividing them up into various categories.

As we have been trained and twisted, we must free ourselves

from the mould and reconsider, act anew, in order to under-

stand life as a whole. This demands of each individual that

he shall, through suffering, liberate himself from fear. Though

there are many forms of fear, social, economic and religious,

there is only one cause, which is the search for security. When

we individually destory the walls and forms that the mind has

created in order to protect itself, thus engendering fear, then

there comes true intelligence which will bring about order and

happiness in this world of chaos and suffering.

On one side there is the mould of religion, impeding and

frustrating the awakening of individual intelligence, and on the

other the vested interest of society and profession. In these

moulds of vested interest the individual is being forcibly and

cruelly trained, without regard for his individual fulfilment. Thus

the individual is compelled to divide life into profession as a

means of livelihood, with all its stupidities and exploitations;

and subjective hopes, fears, and illusions, with all their com-

plexities and frustrations. Out of this separation is born con-

flict, ever preventing individual fulfilment. The present chaotic

condition is the result and expression of this continual conflict

and compulsion of the individual.

The mind must disentangle itself from the various compul-

sions, authorities, which it has created for itself through fear,

and thus awaken the intelligence which is unique and not indi-

vidualistic. Only this intelligence can bring about the true ful-

filment of man.

This intelligence is awakened through the continual ques-

sioning of those values to which the mind has become accus-

tomed, to which it is constantly adjusting itseff. For the awaken-
ing of this intelligence, individuality is of the greatest importance.

If you blindly follow a pattern laid do\rii, then you are no
longer awakening intelligence, but merely conforming, adjusting

yourself, through fear, to an ideal, to a system.
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The awakening of this intelligence is a most difficult and

arduous task, for the mind is so timorous that it is ever creat-

ing shelters to protect itself. A man who could awaken this

intelligence must be supremely alert, ever aware, not to escape

into an illusion ; for when you begin to question these stan-

dards and values, there is conflict and suffering. To escape

from that suffering, the mind begins to create another set of

values, entering into the limitations of a new enclosure. So it

moves from one prison to another, thinking that it is living,

evolving.

The awakening of this intelligence destroys tlie false division

of life into profession or outward necessity, and the inward

retreat from frustration into illusion, and brings about the com-

pleteness of action. Thus through intelligence alone can there be true

fulfilment and bliss for men.

'

Triveni ; Jan. 1937



A SONG OF MIRA
(Rendered by Dilip Kumar Roy from Hindi)

My one Love is the Prince of Love,

To none else am I sworn

But the dancer, crowned with peacock’s plumes.

My one Rose, reft of thorn :

Who hold the conch, mace, discus, lotus,

Garlanded, blue-born.

For Him I left my father, mother.

Brothers, friends and home :

Hark back to them I can no more,

For Him alone I roam.

I am their servant who in dust

Will serve him day and night.

The worldly-wise cry : “See, a scandal

!

My soul : “Behold the Light 1”

In the heart’s lone waste with tears will Mira

Now nurse love’s seeds to bloom,

Waiting His vibrant day whose light

Shall laugh at the taunts of ^oom.

Triveni July - Sept,



LOVE IS BLIND

(A Short Story)

Prof. N.S. PHADKE

When the train whistled and started she once again looked at

her father standing on the platform, and raising her voice a little,

said, “I’ll let you know how my business succeeds. And I’ll try

my best to return on Monday.”

She could not hear what her father said but she continued to

stand peeping through the window, and did not move although

the train went across the bridge and people on the platform looked

like a bunch of jumbled figures. The thick grove of Babul trees

on the outskirts of her village was moving past her eyes: their

tops looked tender and green owing to the recent heavy showers;

the tall and thick stalks of cornfield waved in the wind, the rays

of the sun shining on their dark green blades as on the surface

of a lake; far away at the foot of the hill she could see the

grazing sheep making clusters of dark spots; and the tin roof of

the little temple on the hill-top glinted soJ)rightly that it hurt

the eye. There was a distinct promise all around in nature that

the approaching Dasara holidays were going to be a festival of

plenty and joy.

But was there a promise of happiness for every one? ...

With a heavy sigh she drew back from the window and sat

on the bench where she had already placed her things.

Now she noticed that there were very few people in the com-

partment. This' was unusual and she was surprised. There were

half a dozen rustic women, an old man leaning on a big stick, a

taiddle-aged fellow guarding a load of wares who was evidently

a trader, and beyond him—

She started as her eyes fell on the young man in the farthest

corner who had closed his eyes and rested his head on the hard

wooden side of the compartment

She had never seen such a beautiful young man before.

His clothes were simple but very clean and fresh from the

laundry. He was exceedinj^y fair, had dark waving hair, and the

lashes of his closed eyes were long.
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She made a slight nervous movement trying to look away and

adjust the end of her sari which covered her bosom. A snodle came

on her face as she thought that it was foolish on her part to be so

embarrassed. In the first place his eyes had not met hers. And,

again» even if he had seen her there would have been no cause

for her to blush. Only pretty women blushed ; and she was almost

ugly. She knew that every one in her little home town had long ago,

decided that Vatsala, the daughter of Mr. Deshpande, was an

ugly duckling, dark, uncouth, with a pock-marked face. She had

come to learn that ugliness was an insurmountable hurdle in her way.

When she passed her first University examination she had decided

not to be a burden to her father and to pay her way through the

remaining years at the college. She had frantically tried to secure

a job. She was prepared to do any sort of work, but no one was

willing to have her. She knew in her mind of minds that it was her

ugly face that made people send her away with a refusal. She was

now going to Poona to try for a new job, but there was doubt

and fear in her heart more than hope. Her application had been

approved and she had been called for an interview. But when she

would present herself

Vatsala had often cursed her face.

She was tempted to look at the young man again, and sum-
moning courage she did so. He moved his right hand, and with its

palm pressed the locks of hair which were being blown by the

strong breeze. But he did not open his eyes.

Vatsala was surprised at this. She was terribly curious to

know w'hether his eyes were as dark as his hair. Her^ heart beat
with nervousness but she kept gazing at him. It was rather very
strange, but the young man kept his eyes closed. He would not
open them. She wondered in what deep contemplation he was lost.

There was a rumble of the wheels as the train neared the next
station. Now he will qpen his eyes, Vatsala thought. The train

halted ; the old man with the big stick got down; a few fresh
•

passangers climbed into the compartment with their loads; there
Hvas a whistle and the train moved on. But the young man did
not open his eyes.

Then a suspicion occurred to Vatsala and she minutely looked
at the lids of his eyes.

Yes, she had guessed correctly. The young man was blind !

She was deeply moved. It was a pity that such exceptional
masculine beauty was cursed with blindness. Could anything be
more tragic ? A surge of sympathy for the young man rose in her
heart. When she had first noticed him in the compartment she
had said to herself, ‘How handsome!’ But now, watching him she
said to herself “Poor dear”. “Poor dear”. She wanted to know who
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he was, where he lived, aad what sort of life he led. Her mind

was filled with curiosity about him.

After a while big dark clouds gathered in the skies, winds

blew, and a downpour started.

Vatsala quickly drew the shutter of the window.

She noticed that the window near which the young man sat

was open and gusts of rain were coming in. She got up and drew

down its shutter. The young man smiled and said, “Thank you.”

She said, “Will you please move a little to your left, because

although I have shut the window water rushing in through the

chinks ? May I move your suit-case ?”

He obeyed her like a child. And that made Vatsala think

that it must be the lot of the blind people to be always obeying

some one. How helpless they were, ,poor dears !

She was about to resume her seat when he asked, ‘How far

are you going?’

She replied, “I am going to Poona. Where are you going?”
“ Bombay.”
“ But you have no one with you ?”

“How can I always get some one with me? A friend put

me in this train at Miraj. Now another friend will meet me at

the Poona station, and put me in the Bombay train. Someone will

also be present at the Victoria Terminus to receive me.”

“But don’t you need assistance on the way ?”

“Yes, I need it, and I am usually lucky to get it. For instance,

didn’t I get it just now ?” He laughed.

But she did not. He was taking his curse of blindness lightly,

and even making fun of it. But this did not amuse her. On the

contrary, she was struck by the pathos that was concealed his

jovial laughter.

She asked him, “ Do you always live in Bombay ?”

He did not make any reply. He was so intently listening to

the quality of her voice that the meaning of her words did not

quickly reach his mind. Vatsala, however, thought that he wanted

to avoid her question, and she wondered about it*

After a while he asked, “Have you moved away to your seat ?”

His question surprised Vatsala. How did he know that she had

moved away ? But then she remembered that the blind are usually

very sensitive to movement and sound. While she was thinking

of how there is a law of compensation in nature, he gave her a

further shock of surprise by asking, “It was your father, I believe,

who had come to see you off at the station ?
”

So this young man had listened to the talk between herself

and her father when she got into the train ! And just as she had

watched him closely with her eyes he must have listened to all her
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talk. This thought was enough to embarrass her.

But she remembered his question and said, “Yes, it was my

father who had come to see me off.” And somehow, before she

knew what she was doing she was telling him about the job in

Poona for which she was trying.

He listened to her talk, but he seemed to be more attentive

to the sweetness of her words and the music of her voice. For

a broad smile came on his face as though he was enjO'3dng some

rare delict.

A little before dusk the rains stopped. The sky was still over-

cast with clouds and so the light was very dull. Vatsala looked out

of the window. Nature seemed to be enveloped in sombre sadness

that to look at it was enough to touch the hidden chords in the

human heart, and to draw out some deep-lying earning. It is in a

moment like this that poetry is born. Or you feel like calling after

someone very dear to your heart whom you cannot reach. Or, you are

moved to hum the lines of song laden with the longing of a love-

sick heart,

Vatsala began to sing in a subdued voice.

“ How long shall I wait for you my beloved ?

I am roaming through the woods and searching,

But there is no end to this journey.

Where are you my dearest ? And how shall I find you ?”

Gradually she forgot herself. Her voice slowly rose to a higher

pitch and she sang—
“ There’s a rustle in the leaves of trees

;

There is an aching flutter in my heart

;

Come to me my dearest—”

She suddenly stopped because she noticed that somebody was
softly keeping a beat to the rhythm of her song.

“ There’s rustle in the leaves of trees

;

There is an aching flutter in my heart;

Come to me my dearest—”

She sudd^y sto|^)ed because she noticed that somebody was
softly keeping a beat to the rhythm of her song.

She turned round. The young man had placed Ms lap and
was beating the rhythm with Ms fingers on its leather cover.

She bluishad.

He asked, “Why did you step? Please go on.”

She kept silent

He said, “The next lines of the song are even more touching,
I know.

I know. Sing them. Please.”
** But I have never learnt to sing,”
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But you have the rare gift of a lovely voice.”

She started to sing again, but now she was conscious that

he was listening to her and this awareness spoiled her freedom and

her abandon. As soon as she finished the song she said, “Do you

know what a poor singer I am ?”

He said, “No, I only know how cleverly you can lie when you

mean to. You said you didn’t learn to sing. I cannot believe you.”

“Cannot t^lieve me? Good !” She broke into lau^ter and

then for a long time kept looking at him.

As the train was nearing the Poona station he took out a

small note-book from his pocket and holding it out to her said,

“ Will you mind writing your name and address here ? I am
not a big man deserving to be remembered by you, but you may as

well keep this visiting card with you.”

Vatsala wrote her name and address in the notebook and

handed it back to him. Then she looked at his card.

Vishwanath K. Pandit,

Golden Voice Gramophone Co.,

Bombay.

At the Poona station a well-dressed gentleman came searching

for the blind youngman. Before going away with 'him he moved near

her and asked, “I hope you will remember me.”

“Yes, certainly,”

On her way from the station to the city Vatsala again and

again thought of the incident in the train. She bad made a fool

of herself and sung to a perfect stranger. He must have decided to

himself that she was a thoughtless simple girl. He must have surely

laughed at her The only consolation was’ that there was no

chance of her meeting him again, and so it did not matter if he had

taken her for a fool...

Her thoughts then turned to the interview which she was due

to have on the next day. If it came off well everytlnng would be all

right and th^e would be an end to her worries.

But her worries did not end.

The interview did not prove satisfactcay. The ]d> was given

to another lady. Vatsala decided that her ugly face had once again

ruined her chances. She was terribly hurt. For a long time she

fdt very miserable and hcpeless. But thai gradually she recovered

from the shock. There came in her heart a sort of desperation.

If life was gping to be unfriendly to her, she thought, she must

not go under and give up the struggle. She must rather fight back.

She decided not to go home untji she got a job. Any job would

do. Any i^iary. Twenty chips, fifteen chips !

Hfer fadier k^t writing to her asking her to return. But she

did not go. She had not succeeded in securing a job but her resolve

B-7)
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-had not weakened. One day she received from her father a thick

long envelope. In the left hand top comer of it she found the letters

“Golden Voice Gramophone Co., Bombay” printed in attractive

style. Her borne address was typed on it, but her father had

scratched it and written her new address in its place. She opened

the envelope and read the typed letter.

“I have no idea i£ you are still in Poona or have returned

home. But I hope this will reach your hands wherever you

are. I want to make a request—call it a business proposal

if you like—taking advantage of the slight acquaintance which

I had the pleasure of making in the train. Our Company

will soon start its recording session. It has been our policy

during the past years not only to record the music of well-

known artists but also to discover new talent and introduce

them to the public. People always want something new.

I very much wish to record your songs and I shall be very

much obliged if you come down to Bombay for the purpose.

The Company will pay aH your expenses and will also, if

you suggest, arrange for your stay. If you intimate to us

the date of your arrival and the train by which you intend

to come I shall arrange to have our man meet you at the

Victoria Terminus, Please, therefore, let me know as early

as possible your decision in the matter.

“I forgot to write one thing. The Company will record four

songs from you and will pay you one hundred rupees ! !

”

One hundred rupees?

This was incredible ! Vatsala could not believe it.

* * »

And when after a few days the records of her songs had been

made and she was asked to put her signature on the usual con-

tract she could not believe her eyes. But when she signed the

contraa and picked up the currency notes which the accountant

placed on the ta:ble she found no gladness in her heart. On the

contrary, she experienced a deep regret at the thought that her

business was over. She did not want to go away.

iShe knew that Vishwanath was very ill and she could not bear

the idea of leaving him. She had spent two weeks in Bombay and she

had begun to experience an attachment for him. He had been
awfully kind to her. How he had fretted and worried over the
recording arrangements, and how anxious he had been to see that

her songs were perfectly recorded. How sweetly he had helped
her to overcome her nervousnes.s, and what clever tricks he had
used to make her feel at home when she had been put on her
first trial. And how constandy he had looked after her comfort...

He was laid down with an attack of fever on the very next
day after the recording had been finished, and had been confined
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to bed for the last four days. She had sat by his side and nursed

him. Her heart melted whenever she had to move away from his

bed. And now she was going to leave him for good...

During his illness he would often hold her hand and lie still. Her
hand would understand what his hand said. Sometimes he would

speak out a few words and express his feelings, and then her

mind would be very much troubled. She wanted to hold his love

with both her hands. But then she would ask herself, was it not

quite natural for him to imagine that she was handsome? Would
it be right to take advantage of his innocence and to deceive him ?

Would he have drawn her to him if he could see her face? Was
it not her duty to tell him the truth and have done with everything?...

In moments like these she would be tom with the torture of temp-

tation and indecision, and she would find it difficult to hold back

her tears.

Once her tears dropped on his hand. He startled and asked.,

‘Watsala, are you crying?”

She said, “No.”

He lifted his hand and his fingers, groping her arm, then her

throat, then her cheeks, rested on her eyes. And wiping her tears

he said :

“Don’t cry. Are you silly?”

She pressed his hand and said, “How good and kind you

have been. I can never forget your obligations
”

He laughed feebly and said, “To talk like this is even more

silly than crying. Come, wipe away your tears and read out to me
the book which you read out to me yesterday.”

Then she got up and picking up the book began to read from

it. Listening to her sweet voice he went to sleep like a child. She

had then found it impossible to move from him without softly putting

her lips to his hand which still rested in hers.

And now she was going to leave him for good I She managed

to put off the moment of parting as long as she could. Once she

even decided to leave a note for him and go away without seeing

him. But she thought it too wicked to do so. \^^en at last she

went to him the day had ended and night had already fallen. His

room was dimly lit.

As soon as he heard her footsteps, he said, “Is that you,

Vatsala? There was eagerness in his voice. He must have been

anxiously waiting for her.

As soon as she sat neaa: him, he held her hand. She thought

of disengaging it, but she could not do it.

He said, “I have no fever today. Tomorrow we will go to the

studio together.”

“ Tomorrow ? How is that possible ?”
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“Why not?”

“My business is over. The Comjpany has paid me. I have

received one hundred rupees. My father would never believe that

I have earned such a fortune. Even I do not believe it. All this

has been to me an incredible dream
”

She was trying to conceal her real feelings under her talk

and her laughter, Vishwanath easily saw throu^ this. He said,

“Aren’t you going to listen to me?”

“Yes ?”

“We will go to the studio tomorrow.”

‘*]Slo. I want to go home.”

“But how can I let you go ? You came because I called you.

Didn't you? How can you run away then without saying good-

bye ?”

“I am not running away. In fact, I came just now because 1

wanted to say good-bye.”

“ Can you leave me so casually ? Is it so easy and simple

for you to say good-bye? Vatsala, why are you silent? Why don’t

you say s<Mnething?”

She kept looking at him. He was so terribly handsome. And
she was an ugly woman. She made a desperate effort not to let

her heart melt, and said :

“I must leave tomorrow. I have to.”

His fingers made a caressing movement on the back of her

hand, and the words came slowly from his lips, “Don’t you have

any compassion for me ? Vatss^ don’t you understand that 1

love you? I had been clinging to the hope that you will accept

my love and never go away from me. Will you crush my hope

nrd go?”

She colled all the strength of her, resolve, and said :

“Vishwanath, listen. It seems you have an illusion about me.
If I kept your illusion and consented to link my life with yours

I shall be only doing you a great 'harm. How could 1 do that ?

I can never do anything that will hurt you because, in the first

place, you are my benefactor, and besides, I love you very much.”
“Vatsala, do you really love me?”
“Yes, very much, very much. I cannot tell you how much.”
And yet you talk of going away from me ? Vatsala, I want

you I”

“Vishwanath, you want me because you do not know me,
I mean you do not know the reality that is me.”

“I do not quite understand you.”
“ I am not at all m beautiful as my voice. I am so dark that

I would not be fit to be your maid. My features are ungainly and
my face is ugly and pock-marked. People who have eyes turn away
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their faces as soon as they see me. Do you know what the people

in your studio had been saying? “Where did Vishwanath pick

up this sweet throated ugly duckling !” All through these years

peqple have despised me. This is the real me. Will you want a

woman whom the world has despised for her ugliness and at whom
people have always lauded ?*’

She could not control her feelings and she broke into sobs.

She thought this was the end of everything ! The illusion had been

dispelled. Happiness had ended. Now Vishwanath would loathe even

the touch of her body.

But he drew her closer to him, and the touch of his hand

was at once more urgent and tender. He said,

“Now listen to me. Physical beauty is for those who have

eyes. I am bom blind, and since I have been denied the pleasure of

looking at the outward beauty of things, I have developed an inner

sense of sight which men with eyes can never possess. With this

heavenly insight I can see much of the loveliness of the world to

which people are usually blind. I can see the exceptional charm of

your voice as no other man can. I can see the softness and sweetness

of your heart. I can understand the subtle language of the yearning

of your heart whenever I touch you. 1 don’t have eyes. But I have

a far better sight than common people and I see in you nothing

but beauty. Do you understand me? Have I convinced you that

I know you as you really are ? I was never under the illusion that

you are beautiful. I had known from people since long ago that

you were an ugly woman, I do not love your looks. I love you.

Vatsala, do you understand me ? Will you still leave me tomorrow?

Tell me.”

She said nothing.

But when he drew her and her head in both his hands, and

caressing it said. “Vatsala, my dear^t !” she fainted with happiness

and nestled close to him.

Her tears trickled down on his bare chest; and Vishwanath

kissed her hair

!

Triveni : Dec. 1946



THE MIND BEYOND THE MIND

C JINARAJADASA

The Efe of man is not more than a fraction of a millionth of

a millimetre compared to the eternity of time. What, therefore, is

the outlook for man when his body wears away and is dissolved into

the. elements from which it is composed ? Does anything remain

of man that can be thought of as in any way “immortal”? This,

indeed, is the great problem around whicb all philosophical systems

revolve.

The first important element in trying to understand the problem

is to realize that a man is what he tMnks he is. In one of the

sermons of the Buddha there is the striking verse, ‘Thought in the

mind hath made us; what we are by thought is wrought and built.”

Just as it is necessary, in trying to make a machine operate well,

to remove all dust from it, so similarly one of the first actions

of a man who is to think rightly is to separate 'himself from the

expressions of his body, its needs, its ailments, its clamours. The

English philosopher Carlyle put the whole matter sarcastically in

one phrase, “Soul is not synonymous with stomach”.

Today some of the greatest scientific thinkers in the field of

physics have openly stated that what is important in understanding

the universe, from their standpoint, is that matter is only after all

a form of mind. It is, therefore, not an impossible assumption to

state that above all things a man is mind. From this assumption

comes the problem, which is, can a man organize his mind in such

a manner that both Immortality and Infinity reflect themselves in

his mind?

This is the problem which every religion presents to its follo-

wers. But it is no exaggeration to say that today religions are so

full of dead traditions that no man with a keen intellect, especially

if he is trained in scientific ways of thought, finds a solution along

the line of religion.

K religion then fails us, is there no other line of action

possible? There is a way through what is called “Culture”. The
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word certainly is very vague, but considered in its highest sense

and not limiting it to the culture of any one civilization, we mean

by culture something which by experiences of our heart and mind

we jSnd is permanent among the fleeting and passing details of our

lives. The poets especially are representatives of this aspect of

culture, for each true poet tries to see the permanent in the im-

permanent. When a great poet succeeds, his creation is for all time.

Homer when translated today into any language has a quality of

vividness; he is still in touch with life in this year 1946 as he

was in the life of his own day. So beautiful is this element in

Homer that at the moment I am reading daily to a girl of deven

a brilliant translation of "'The Odyssey\ and she is as much enthral-

led by the story as I am. It is this quality of permanence among

the impermanent which the Greek sculptors showed in all their best

creations, for a statue of Pallas Athene or Apollo, though it began

with a human model, was made by the sculptor to reveal a definite

Idea of a divine Personality. Similarly, too, there is a sculpturesque

quality in the great men and women created by Shakespeare. They

have translated him in Japan and put some of his plays on the

stage, although Japanese mentality is in many ways so different from

that of the English.

In the same way, though Goethe wrote over a century ago,

something of what he created has still for us the quality of per-

manence. In a supreme manner, the great religious and philosophical

works of India called the Upanishads are as living today for the

seeker of truth as when they were first composed thousands of

years ago. Perhaps the most brilliant instance of a philosopher

and poet whose creations have the quality of permanence is Plato.

It is from these elements of culture that a man can find him-

self, if he has the right development of his mind, to be what the

Platonist called ‘The Idea”, That Idea of himself can be discovered

by him as having the quality of immortality and infinity. So far

went Plato.

But it is not enou^ to discover oneself as the Idea. To
realize oneself as immortal requires that the Idea should be “put

to work”. In other words, the individual who realizes himself as

the Idea must stand forth in life as one who generates ideas in the

minds of others, and so brings about revolutionary changes in their

lives. In this maimer the individual knows that though he is mortal,

yet immortality is a part of him. So we have Jesus Christ saying,

“Not I work, but the Father worketh in me”. And the Father is

eternal.

Are all these thoughts only like the mere spinning of a spidefs

web which can be broken by a gust of wind? That is the test for

one who seeks to know that he is not the perishable body, but is
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something that can be described as an imperishable soul. No one in

this matter can lead another by the hand and say, “Follow me and

I will show you Truth”. On the other hand, there is the testimony

throughout the ages that great souls have identified rhemselves with

an immortal and infinite element in life, and so stand as finger-

posts pointing to the road that leads to the Infinite and the Im-

mortal. They entered upon a supreme adventure and they found

success in it. How far a man today can set out on that same

adventure and come to the goal he seeks depends on himself, on

what is within him for task which only he can know.

Socrates, after be was condemned to death, was not disturbed

in the least; even on the last day, he talked with his friends as if

he would meet them the next day. Carlyle said of him: “Socrates

is terribly at home in Zion.” That is the supreme adventure in life,

to be here and now, in this diaos of a world in the year 1946,

to be “at home in Zion.” I can only testify : h can be done.

Triveni : iSept. 1946.



MAN AND THE INnNITE
By D. V. GUNDAPPA

Is the universe around us and inclusive of ourselves no more

than a casual welter of blind forces, with no intelligent aim or

significance, or has it a meaning and a value for us? The question

was provoked by an article by Dr. W. T. Stace entitled “Man A^inst

Darkness” in the Atlmtic Monthly for September 1948, and was

discussed in a symposium in the November issue of that journal

by (I) B. 1. Ben asking “Is it ReaUy That Dark?, (2) C. F. Hibbard

confirming “the Principle of God”, (3) E. H. Edwards querying “How

can we Deny God?”, and (4) J.C. Perkins directing attention to

“the Quest for Basic Values”. This article seeks to set out a

Hindu’s view of the points raised in the discussion.

Purpose in the Universe

Is there a purpose in the Universe?

There are three parties to the question
: (1) The Universe,

(2) Its Maker (hypothesizing one for the sake of argjunent) cafied

God, and (3) the Questioner.

Tlie Universe, as all can see, is a miscellany of beings and

not a single unitary entity. Its purposes—if any—may therefore

possibly be as numerous and diverse as are minds or intelligences in

it. It is also possible that the intelligences of its several creatures

are in several stages of evolution—from complete dormancy to

rational awareness—so that it is impossible that the entire Universe

can produce any single and precise statement of purpose as being

fully and finally its own at any specified moment. Further, if we

would grant that the Universe is a thing created, it should follow

that the quarter to which we have to turn for light as to its purpose,

if there be any, is its Creator. How should a mere aeature know

the mind of its mysterious parent ?

Next as to its Maker : When we postulate the existence of a

Creator, we admit by implication that He possesses a mind or

an intelligence as the active principle of His workman-ship. The

neuter pronoun Tt’ (Sanskrit Tat) is perhaps more accurate in our

reference to the Creator than either the more usual ‘He' or the

less usual ‘She’. If there be a Creator, It must be deemed to be an

Absolute Power,—under no obligation to any one. If It has a
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.purpose or design in view. It is not bound to disclose that motive

to anybody.. It may have no purpose at all. What purpose has a

child in view when it is playing,—other than the purpose of enjoying

the fun of the play itself? Indeed,. it is the nature of the child in

the cradle, when it is awake, to be active with its little eves and

tiny hands and legs. What plot or plan can it possibly contemplate?

The principle of intelligence within it must express itself. That

is all the truth of the child’s activity. The little one cannot simply

bottle up its energy, and must exude it for sheer self"i*elief. Analogous

to it may be the activity of the Creator,—the mere process of

self-expression, the mere joy (lila) of self-articulation. An ancient

Vedic sage said : “World-activity is the name of God. It is His

self-existent characteristic. He does not seek anything from it. What

could He want who has in Himself all powers and all means of

satisfying all wants,—He whose wish is no sooner formed than

fulfilled r
God may have not one purpose, but many purposes. For, each

separate being in the Universe, there may be a different purpose set;

and that purpose may be changed for each from moment to moment.

What is needful for each man then is to find out what exactly the

purpose in relation to him may be. On a vast playground where

many elevens are engaged in the game, it is more important that

each individual player understands ihis position and part than that

he should hear about what is happening in remote parts of the field.

Then, let us think of the third party to the question,—the Ques-

tioner. No single questioner is the whole Universe. No -body of

questioners, however large and howerver well-informed, can count

themselves the whole of it. How should a mere part know the

secret of the whole? The wliole is an Infinity; the questioner is a

finite speck of it. How should he know the purpose of what is so

far larger than himself? Secondly, why should he know,—^more

than that he is just a ripple on the bosom of the ocean of the

Infinite?

Science Not Enough

The very fact that Dr. _Stace and his critics are 'both alike

worried about the existence of a purpose in creation—the scqnicism

of die first as well as affirmation of the second—^is some ground

for holding that Ae idea of a purpose or an object is not foreign

to Ae mind behind the universe or the will of the Creator. A great

deal of what science has discovered for us is the reign of order

and system and law in the life of Ae universe. WiAout laws making
for regularity and sequence in natural phenomena, life must be
impossible. What makes life worA-while and planable for man i$

that which Ae scientist is able to glean from the workings of Ae
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elements of nature. But if life should be lived to good purpose, we

should see it in its relation to Reality or pure and perfect principle

of being,—life against the background of absolute esse. Now the

point to note is i3iat Reality or the realm of esse comprehends

within itself not only the visible universe, but also an immeasurable

beyond. What our physical senses can perceive is not the whole of

what is. There are unimaginable stores of energy and power lying

hidden here, there and everywhere, inaccessible to the microscope

and the test-tube of the scientist The Creator—the Power that

manifests itself as the analysable and calculable universe—does

however not exhaust itself in that act. The Vedic seers have it that

“the beings of the universe make up just a fourth part of God,

ihe All-Pervasive Being; three parts of It are invisibly lodged in

immortality,—^in Heaven.” What exists really is thus, in its fullness,

a mixture of the manifest and the unmanifest, the measurable actual

and the immeasurable potential. If we would understand the sigjoifi-

cance of life in all its bearings, we have to reckon with the metaphysi-

cal as well as with the physical, with the transcendental as well as with

the material. The scientist thus undoubtely has a function to per-

form in the economy of our life; but he cannot hope to fill the whole

of it. There are offices in it which he must be willing to let others fill.

Among these others are poets, philosophers and practitioners of the

disciplines of the soul, which is the central life-principle in each one

among us,—the principle that designates itself as T in every living

being.

Dr. Stace is apparently an impatient man. He is in a hurry to

hear the verdict of sdence on the ultimate problems of being. But

science has still a long race to run to arrive anywhere near the post.

Great scientists have, without doubt, covered large tracts of what once

was terra incognita in the realm of Nature and garnered much precious

knowledge for us. But every one of them has at last found himself

brought up against an impenetrable iron curtain. His telescopes and

microscopes and arc-lamps and X-ray apparatuses have proved of no

avail there. But, is that enough reason for us to conclude that the

search is over and in vain? Is it not possible that there are instru-

ments of other kinds to be tried ? It is in that other direction that

the scientist has to look for light to glimpse that region which his

accustomed instruments have not helped him to penetrate. In sober

truth, the methods and the instruments of the scientist are objective.

But what Professor Stace asks to see is a vision not susceptible of

objectification. Nor is that vision exclusively a matter of subjective

speculation. It can be attained only by means of a subject-object

continuum,—^that is, through the integration of the sense of ego

and the non-ego, through the abolition of all distinctions of ‘mine’

and ‘not-mihe’. In other words, it is the commingling of the indivi-
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dual with the universal,—the mergence of the creature in the Creator

via the Creation. This realization of man’s oneness with All that

there is, is not a process of simple ratiocination and intellectual

apprehension, as are the concepts of mathematics. It is to be acquired

through hard and long-continued disciplines of the soul. It calls

for a training of emotions and an enlarging of fields of self-sacrifice.

It is passing beyond the notions of dualism like good and evil,

beautiful and ugly, sweet and bitter, and reaching such a state of

mind-intellect-'fusion in which one is able to feel as though one

were verily the inner pervasive spirit of the whole universe and

could contemplate the play (lila) of life-forces, unruffled and calm,

as if one were a distant and disinterested spectator, desiring nothing

for himself, because there is no ‘self’ to count as his own, apart

from the Infinite Being at play around him. To experience this is the

highest of felicities. It comes as the fruit of the sublimation of all

human faculties. Words are vague and inefficient to depict it in its

fullness. For each man that has known it, it is an individual posses-

sion of his own. No communism and no socialism are possible in the

pure realms of the spirit The value of all social and institutional

life is merely as part of a course of discipline for it.

If the scientist would see the ultimate Truth of Life Universal,

he should put more emphasis on what he has yet to find out than

on what he has already found out.

Schooling for the Soul

A purpose there is in life and in the Universe. But it is there

not for God to satisfy or seek satisfaction of, but for man to under-

stand and fulfil for his own benefit. That purpose at its highest

for the individual to come into unison with All Life, through the

identifiotion of his inner self with the animating spirit of the

Universe.

What is the Universe ? In essence, it is the incarnation of God
or the Supreme Being. To that Being inexhaustible vitality and

incessant vibrancy. It continuously exhibits Itself in creation. This

proce^ of the Being’s self-exhibition is Nature. Nature is the

kinetization of the powers latent in the Being. From that operation

issue the ^apes and substances and forces and pressures which maJce

our universe; and the apparent variousness of the contents of the

universe creates the illusion of there being -a hundred thousand
various things, in existence, each looking as though it had nothing in

common with another. The One appears as the Many. Without such

multiplicity in being, there can be no play and no enjoyment of

being. But with multiplicity comes the illusion (Maya) that divides

creature from creature and man from man, and generates conflicts

as well as affiliations between them. To get back from these con-
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tradictions of the universe to the original Being should be the aim

and purpose of the wise.

It helps no one to dismiss the Hindu view as Panthesism. That

is a word having varieties of meaning. It is better to study a view or

an idea before attaching a label to it. The core of the Vedic philo-

sophy is the faith that the universe, including its observer, is the em-

bodiment—^but not the exhaustive embodiment—of the Supreme Being

or God. But we the worldlings do not see it as God. A great deal

which makes the creation of God seem a home, of the ungodlike

and a battlefield of blind forces

—

a. great deal that makes God
look either powerless or reckless—^prevents our seeing Him in His

handiwork. These other-than-God and anti-God aspects of the uni-

verse are but appearances; and it is the appearances that constitute

the play—the masque that turns being into acting,—^into play-acting.

The multifariousness of the universe—^the separateness of bodies and

minds, the distinctness of life-centres, the diversity of individualities

—

creates the illusion of division in existence, narrowing down the

realm of each soul to the wails of the body and giving rise to

egoism and conflict. Mdy^a or the mask of illusion which is part

of Nature’s handiwork engages its own progenitor in a game of

blind-man’s buff. It is the Creator’s own self-amusement (lila). It is

the sport of good and evil and of all such pairs of contraries (dvandva)

which stirs life and keeps up movement in the world.

To learn to pierce through the mask of Maya, to transcend the

dualities and contrarieties of life, to catch the vision of the unity of

Being which is God, and to re-value the things of the world in the

light of that vision, to pass from the changeful to the changeless,

is the supreme purpose for man; and to serve as a school for it is

the implied purpose of the universe. It is the Mayic world that

quickens man’s hungers and calls up his ego. It stirs a hundred

passions in his breast; it coaxes him and teases him; it foils his

enterprises and renews his hopes. It irritates and angers him; and

it defeats him and sets him either storming in rage or whining in

despair. All that is schooling for the soul.

So to restrain yourself and regulate your relations with the

world that your inward annoyances and conflicts are reduced and

your fellow'beings are helped towards a similar harmony, to achieve

law and order amidst the caprices and chaos encouraged by Nature

to enrich life around by subduing desire within,—such is the true

law (Dharma) of good life. Live, but live so as to contribute to the

true riches' of life for others. This means that you should develop a

sense of values based upon a discernment of the Good and the

Durable (Sat). The only Being that is everlasting and ever-dependable

is God. All values must therefore be conceived with reference to

that supreme source of the Good.
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Walking along the streets of temptation and trial, man learns

gradually to keep his eye from distractions on the right and on the

left. All fleshly impulses and sensual provocations are worked out
and exhausted in the course of his traffickings with the world,—
through years and ages; and then come equanimity and peace.

The passing shows of the world then cease to distrurb him. The
soul within and without is then the only reality to him. All else is

worn out and melts away like mists after sunrise. Such a tranquil,

passionless mind,—not tinged by thoughts of ‘mine’ and ‘thine’

is the instrument that can enable man to see the vision of True
Being divested of the veils of creation.

ITiere is a science of the spirit just as there is a science of
the stars or of the earth. There is an inner eye in man which needs
education for metaphysics, just as there is an outer eye that needs
education for astrophysics. Searching among outer phenomena. Dr.
Stace should not complain that he does not understand noumena.
Nature is both kindly and cruel. She feeds only to kill. She attracts
only to mock at. But, is that not what makes the play? It is a
challaige to man’s sensiWlity. Can he look beneath the surface?
Has he learnt to comprehend the spiritual substratum of life? Has
he a scale of values for the world based upon the truth behind the
world? Does he care for morality? Has he put himself to tihe
trouble of searching for the foundations of morality ?

The Veda teaches that the universe is‘ the house of Lord God
and that man is a guest in it,—indeed a servant of it. Does he
behave like a good guest? The good guest does not swagger or
assert. He is grateful to receive what is offered him and wouldm^e no cry or complaint about what is not. He is friendly with
aeighboars at the table mid careful with crockery. He practises
resttmat ^ is M of good cheer. Above all, he conducts himself
as owe ^o has no claims to make, but only avvaits favours. How
will It ^ t^y if men and women and communities and nations
cuWvated this attitude ? .

t <iuu udiions

fonm of rehgious devotion including concentration on^bols, ntual, prayer and fast and counting of the rosary—all great
PMtty and music and att-and aU the duties of citizenship, and afln^urs of law ®d social convention, have for their common motive
the trainmg Md preparation of the soul for higher and yet higher

The One Remains, The Many Change and Pass”

ortfel.™ there ask
1 pmg po e of a formula or an argument so that, by one
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neat leap taken with it, they could land themselves at the centre
of life’s mystery. But life is more than intellect. It is at its core
a spiritual fact. The sages of India, therefore, ask for the training

of all the faculties and the regulation of all the impulses of man.
Effort of the intellect is by no means counted superfluous. It is

indeed insisted upon. But it is by itself held to be insufficient. It

must be supplemented by efforts of the will and the imagination,—the
will to tear down the bright silken prison-screens oi the petty indivi-

dual self, and the imagination to see and feel your own self as
one with the limitless expanse of life around. All this mflans daily

and hourly conduct. It is the practice of philosophy in living. Such
a unified effort of intellect and will and imagination can be possible
only with certain inhibitions of sense-hungers and their reactions.

Life has a physical basis and that basis must first be put in order
if the mind-intelligence faculties should function as they should.

Hence the value of ascetic abstinences. Hence the insistence on
non-greed and renunciation of material riches and the practice of

universal benevolence. Hence the inculcation of fortitude and in

the presence of misfortune and adversity. All is the Lord’s and
nothing is yours. You are but a trustee in relation to what it pleases

Him to put in your bands. If such be one’s attitude, is it possible

one will ever be in a hurry to rush to war? It is the practice of
moral self-discipline that can give the eye of intellect die clarity

and the keenness needed for the vision of the one indivisible Tnfinits

A second point of difference between the Hindu and his brother
of the West is in that, while the latter habitually seeks God outside

of himself, the former is taught to see the ray of God’s light in his

own bang. God is to the Hindu the all-pervasive life-jainciple. He
therefore has no need of an external witness to the workings of

God. His own existence is a witness, and what could be more indu-

bitable or more convincing?. God’s voice is in your very heart-

beats. God is an inescapable Presence. It is an ever-potent Immanence
discernible by men with cultivated souls. Every soul is a caitre (rf

an endless succession of circles of living. The Vedic word for God
(Brahmat^ means Mteraily ‘the Great Being’—the one Reality which
is greater than everythsig man can know or think of—which
therefore holds within its womb everything existent—which at the

same time is so subtle that it resides within the womb of the minutest

thing in the universe. To prompt and persuade and teach and ftnaMs

man to sense this Truth of truths is the purpose of the lovely-

fri^tful, half-responsive and balf-enigmafic pageant of &e universe.

The world is the soul’s gymnasium. Attracting and thwartmg,

chaHengmg and evading,, cajoKng and drying; a bait in one haw4
and a hotflt m the othar. Mother Natttre plays with man. Bringing
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into the field an infinity of resources, she calls up the infinity of

his hidden resistances. He strives awhile and then slackens ; he sees

success within reach and falls down dazed when stretching out the

arm to grasp it. Now he seems to prevail and now he retreats. Never

wholly winning and never fleeing from the battle, he carries on the

wrestleplay with the universe from day to day and from hour to

hour, ceaselessly, eternally. “For whose good” would ask Prof.

Stface. To the player’s own good. To the onlooker’s good too.

Are we not glad to live, even as we ask whether life has a purpose?

Making new adventures and meeting new trials, Man the infinite-

phased develops his own soul’s muscle and sinew, so to say : he

goes on so building up his inner strength that one day the challenge

of the world will be to him no trial at all. That strength is his

new scale of values,—a new focal point for his eye. He has come
to realize that the great mighty play of universal forces is

after all a play : that comedy and tragedy are mixed in it so that

the play may be of interest : that there are limits to the significance

of the parts assumed in a stage-play : that to take things too

seriously is to invite misery to oneself,—which again would be an
extension of the play-illusion. The experienced actor creates illusions

for others and is himself not subject to them. So is the man who,
having observed what shadows our earth’s shows are, has learnt

to value the real and the lasting above the apparent and the momen-
tary. To him nothing really is but the One, the complex One, the my-
riadshaped multimotional One. Nothing can infatuate him, nothing can
frighten, nothing surprise, nothing enslave and nothing upset him
He has thrown out the earthy toxins which make life a fitful fever
for the soul. No more struggle for hkn : for he has passed beyond the
barriers erected by the sense of Self. No more hate and no more
anpr for him: for he has transcended the seeming duality of
being. No more for him the temptation to acquire and enjoy and
possess: for he holds and shares all with aU and through all. The
pdirs of opposites which divide and disturb life-good-and-evil, right-
and-wrong, mine-and another’s—^are only for him who is conscious
of the presence of some one beside himself in creation,—^some
possible rival or contestant to be feared. Whom can that man fear
or hate who sees All as One, who finds himself in others and
others in hknsdf?

The little pleasures and brief joys which make life seem a worth-wMe bu^ess and renew our interest in it from moment to moment,
and but for which there would be no incentive for our return to the
stru^ day after day, are i>ut a foretaste of the Infinitude of the
Good Aat hes hidden somewhere, possibly everywhere, for us to dis-
cover for ourselves. Our happy experiences are the sea-spray blown
towards us by the winds of the potencies of our own deeds (Kctrma)
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from the boundless and invisible ocean of the Great Being (Brahman).

That Great Being is the archetype of all that we value and hold dear

in the universe—Truth and Goodness and Beauty and Power—^includ-

ing that vision of the Unity of various-seeming Things which can

satisfy the query: “Is there a purpose in the Universe?” We are

dwellers in the neighbourhood, so to speak, of an invisible forest-

grove. We catch the fragrance of flowers wafted by the wind and think

it a miracle and a mystery beaiise the trees and the creepers are not

accessible to our eye. Love and life-hunger and the impulse for know-

ledge are master-mysteries in the perennial mystery of life; and the

science which can give us the key to them is not physics or phy-

siology, but the science of soul-culture. It is the constant practice of

the identification of oneself with the All. It is the personal realization

of the oneness of individual life with life universal. This is subjective

ethic, not objective logic. Let him, who would see into the heart of

creation, first look into his own heart.

The highest of joys is the joy of peace; and comes to him

who has trained the inner to an attitude of indifference to the differen-

ces in the outer, who has abolished for himself aU sense of distinction

between the inner and the outer, and to whom equanimity has become

habitual by the long-sustained practice of the presence of the One-

Witliout-a-Second everywhere and at all times.

Triverd :Jan. 1952



MAHAKAVI VALLATHOL

A Cosmopolitan Poet

K.P.S. MENON

Vallathol is universally acknowledged as the man who rescued

Kathakali from oblivion. He is also known and acknowledged as a

Mahakavi, a great poet. But there was another side to him. He

was a cosmopolitan to his finger-tips.

Vallathol was a patriot, but 'his patriotism was not of the

kind whidi Dr. Johnson called “the last refuge of a scoundrel.”

He was no politidan, though he adored Mahatma Gandhi. But

Gandhiji was more than a politician. In his noble poem, “My

Master”, Vallathol has described Gandhiji as a compound of Jesus

Christ’s self-sacrifice, Sree Krishna’s righteousness, Gautama Buddha’s

non-violence, Sankaracharya’s intellect Harisdhandra’s truthfulness

and Mohammad’s integrity.

It was at the Vaikom Satyagraha that Vallathol met Gandhiji

first. Gandhiji asked him whether he had taken to spinning. He

said no.

“Why not ?” asked Gandhiji.

“Beause a poet lives in a world of his own, the world of

imagination. Not for him manual work. It is through 'his writings

that he influences the people.
”

“Tagore said so to me, too”, said Gandhiji gently. “Do you

believe in Khadi?” asked Gandhiji.

“Not only in Khadi, but in everyone of your teadtings”, said

Vallathol. And Vallathol’s poem, “Bapuji”, dealing with the last

hours of Mahatma Gandhi and his funeral, is excrudating in its

pathos.

Vallathol was a socialist not in any dogmatic sense but in

the sense that he had a social sense. He observed the discards

of society and used his gift of poetry as an instrument for healing

thOT. In his poem, “The Purest of the Pure”, he showed how bizarre

could be the working of the evil of untouchability Which had crept

into Hindu society. A house is, on fire ; its inmates run hither and
,

thither and rush to draw water from a well to put out the fire;

but the high-caste owner of the well prevents them on the ground

that at their touch the well might get polluted.
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Vallathol’s vision penetrated beyond the borders of India. His

travels to Europe, when he was in his ‘Sixties, gave a new dimension

to his vision; and his fervent nationalism gave way to a benign

internationalism.

Vallathol was distressed by the inequality, injustice and oppres-

sion in the world, which reached their climax, or had their Nemesis,

in the two world wars. He took an interest in the World Peace

Movement and attended its first sesion at Warsaw in 1950; and

he visited Moscow in 1951 as a member of a Peace Mission, His

visit to Moscow created a profound impression, and had an abiding

influence on him He also visited a number of other European coun-

tries with a Kathakali troupe from KaJamandalam.

A tall lanky man in his ’Seventies, an out-and-out “native”

in his maimers and mannerisms, completely deaf (Vallaihol lost

his hearing at the age of 30 and has written a poem called “Badhira

Vilapam” or “Lament of the Deaf”, reminiscent of Milton’s poem

on his blindness), Vallathol was somewhat of a phenomenon wher-

ever he went. At the Peace Conference in Warsaw, he electrified

his audience by reciting his poem, “Song of the Peasant.” This

has been translated into some three dozen languages. At the com-

memoration meeting on the occasion of the centenary of Vallathol’s

birth, a representative of each of these States read the translation

of Vallathol’s poem in his own language.

It was, so to say, a proletarian song, but it was proletarianism

with a difference. It was a typical Indian compound in which

vehemence and non-violence, proletarianism and patriotism, were

equally mixed. The essence of patriotism is pride in one’s own

country and faith in its mission. In his “Song of the Peasants”

this element is harmoniously blended with burning indignation at

the lot of the peasant. For example :

To weave one’s livelihood out of oilier people’s woes,

To erect lofty arches with others’ backbones,

To build a flight of steps to heaven with others’ corpses.

This, the land of Ahimsa, will never permit.

This tusker, that is India, breaks its fetters.

Not to run amuck, trampling the world under foot.

But to lift up with its devoted trunk

The suffering kindred trapped in pits.

With all his fevent nationalism and internationalism, Vallathol

remained at heart a Keralite. He was not afraid to be, or behave

like a simple Keralite even while entertaining sophisticated

foreigners. 'TOen a delegation of Russian writers, headed by

Surkov, came to India, one- place which they were anxious to see

was KalamandaJam in Cheruthuruthi, which was established by

Vallathol as a centre for the development of our indigenous arts and
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culture. Vallathol received them in his loin cloth and gave them a

typically Keralite reception. The food he served, too, was Keralite.

It consisted of tender coconuts, sugarcane juice, fried bananas,

gingelly cakes and other delicacies, and was typically Keralite in

character. Nothing pleased, or would have pleased, the Russians

better.

“Let our minds thrill with pride at the name of India”,

said Vallathol, “but let our blood course though our veins at

the sound of Kerala.” Charity begins at home. So, to Vallathol,

did poetry. But it did not end there. His poetry embraced all

mankind so much so that the premier poet of Kerala has also

an honoured place among universal poets. As Harindranath

Chattopadhyaya said :

Immortals come but rarely to earth,

And he was one of the Immortal Band.

Triveni — Jan. - March 1982



THE ARTIST AND HIS AUDIENCE

N. RAGHUNATHAN

An interesting discussion has been going on ih the London

weeklies for some time past, in the desultory fashion characteristic

of sudi discussions, as to what influence, if any, the consciousness

that he is addressing an audiaice exercises on a literary airtist. It

would be sheer pedantry to deny that such consdousness does exist

in the case of every writer, even though he may not share Dr.

Johnson’s downri^t view no man but a fool ever wrote except

for money. No man, be he aijist or journeyman, jMosopher or

haberdasher but craves for the approbation of his fellows and this

aaving within limits is undoubtedly healthy: an elementary proof

of which is furnished by the fact that it is a universal sentiment-

We are not concerned here with those types in whom this craving

becomes an obsession. But it will be useful to investigate the

psychological foundations of this satisfaction that comes from

recognition and to determine whether it is in any way hostile to

that integrity which is the mark of all Art.

Here a digression may help. Dr. Alexander recaitly expressed

the opinion that great art executes brfoie it thinb. Sir Philip

Hartog sought to controvert this by suggesting that a thought-mass

must exist before it could be given expression to. He pointed out

that when a bi-Iingual person is confronted with an idea his brain is

able to translate it immediately and effortlessly into ather of the

two languages known to lura, which suggests that a thought-mass is

antecedent to expression. It seems to us that the controversiaEsts

have here accidentally stumbled upon one of those fundamental

distinctions that differaitiate poetry from prose. Pure poetry is the

supreme type of that art whidi executes before it thinks. It is

the spirit that moveth where it listeth ; the poet is but a medium,

the reed through which the wind blows producing el&a music.

The perfect poem exists in essence in the depths of his subconscious,

waiting for his Eberating voice just as the Adam lay buried in the

blue-veined Carrara for Michael-Argelo’s liberating fingers. This

is not to deny that there is consdous art in poetry--the greatest

poets have also beai great artists; but with them art is the hand-
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maid of inspiration, the sculptor’s chisel that chips away the redun-

dant marble. The essential genius of prose manifests itself in a

different way. Here thought not merely precedes expression ; it is

its very anatomy. The essential elements of prose are architectonics

based on fundamental brain-work, the rainbow hues of emotion

and the undertone of spirit communing with itself as in a dream.

A great prose style is that which renders the murmur of the spirit

as purely and faithfully as it represents the panoply in which it is

set. A useful definition of style (it makes no claim to precision or

accuracy) would be that it is the vesture of personality. (Does not

the Upanishad say ^"Isavasyam Idam SarvarrC'l) The style is the

man in the sense that it is his natural mode of expression. One test

of really good prose is that as one reads it -aloud one seems to

catch the continuous echo of a Hving voice with its individual timbre,

strength and virginal integrity. But a man has moods and his voice

has many corresponding inflections to express- them to a nicety;

so also with his style. It is in ignoring this fact that the mistake

lies of those critics who would classify and confine style into water-

tight compartments, Athenian, Corinthian and so on. A man’s
prevailing mood, Ms temperament, may be such as to make one
of them more germane to itself than the others; but it would be
placing a restraint on the spirit of art wMch knows no such inhi-

bitions, if it were to be contended that he should confine himself

to one of these modes of expression.

The prose-writer clothing his nucleus in flesh and blood is

called upon to do many tMngs—to embellish, to hide, to hang a
transparent veil over the faice of Reality. But that nucleus itself

must never be lost sight of. Now, what is the nature of this

nucleus, by a sure grasp of which a writer claims attention and by
an adequate rendering of which he enlarges, as we hope to
show, the bounds of the human spirit? To call it the central
core of his personality would seem to carry the argument but a step
further. It merely begets the question : What is personality and
what is its relation to art? This is an issue too big to be raised
by a side-wind as it were. We must be content to indicate the
answer with

^

the brevity of a formula. Personality is expressed
when a unique response is made to the significant facts of
Ae world around us. The man in the street does not stop to analysem his own case these responses or the nature of that personality
of his which is the tuning fork from which they sound. There is

aesthetic as well as philosophic truth in St. John’s vision of men as
trees walking. Intense awareness is the pre-requisite of all creative
activity and that posits an individual stand-point, a realised self. We
are such stuff as dreams are made of; but the artist in reporting Ms
emotions and intuitions is circumstanced even as the most common
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of US when we seek to rationalise the a-logical processes of a

dream. There is the difficulty of establishing contact between

different planes of experience as well as of managing the constantly

shifting perspective which results from the mind, none too sure of

itself, trying to adjust itself to this moving shadow show.

But the dream-analogy affords some guidance here. It is

a common experience that even in the most riotous dream the

dreamer maintains a curious detachment; his essential self seems

to stand aloof, cool, critical and comprehending; it is the witness

surrounded by tumult on every side but unsoiled and incorruptible.

This dream-ego has a meaning for us. Deep down in his own psyche

every man can, if he so wills, discover that essential self, firm as a

rock, of which this dream-image is but a faint reflection. All attempt

at creative expression is but an assay by the individual mind of

its universal experience on the touchstone of this real self. In poetry

this happens as spontaneous combustion, in prose it comes about in

conscious effort. From which it follows that this self is the auditor

whose approval the artist must gain. Style, which as we have already

suggested, is in its essence a living voice, could find fulfilment only

if such an auditor were predicated. Nor is there need for any other.

Indeed more than one, not to speak of a multitude, could only

cause confusion, distracting the artist from 'his business of seeing

life steadily and reporting it whole. For it is impossible for any of

us to penetrate through the thick wall of personality, as Pater puts

it, and hold true and direct communion with another soul, and

the difficulty is repeated on a lower plane when the artist, in his

effort to attune his vision to the supposed predilections of a hydra-

headed audience, is forced to pose—than which there could be no

greater sin against the light. We have thus come by a circuitous

route to the point at which we started, with conclusion that an

artist must, if he is not to stray from the path of rectitude, visualise

an audience of only one, his own self. In this sense all art is

rigorously subjective.

An artist, then creates primarily for himself. But when his

work kindles in others emotions and intuitions analogous to his

own, thou^ perhaps of a less intensity, he, being a man as well as

an artist, finds comfort in this confinnation of the fact that core

of his experince corresponds to something deep-seated in universal

humanity. There his interest in his art as an objective entity b^ns
and ends. As for the reader, he has gained a compass wherewith

he may chart his own soul. The more he utilises it for independent

investigation, the more meanings will he discover in the work of

art which has sent him on this voyage of exploration. The sweetness

in the mouth that great art leaves will on closer scrutiny be found

to be manna distilled from is own soul

Triverd: Jan, -Feb. 1^31



SHE WAS BREAKING STONE

NIRAJLA

She was breaking stone

I saw her on the path of Allahabad.

There was no ^hady tree

under which she willingly sat.

Black beauty in the bloom of youth.

Bent eyes; absoi^bed in dear work,

with a heavy hammer in hand,

striking again and again,

in front vista of trees,

a magnificent attic.

The ascending sun

the summer days,

the angry look of 'the day

shot up the scorching summer-wind.
The earth burnt like cotton

the dust overspread.

Almost midday set in.

She was breaking stone.

Seing me watdhing her,

she looked once at that mansion,
discontinuing the work.
Finding none,

gazed at me
with the look of one
who was beaten,

but could not weep.

I felt as if a mandolin was being played on,
I heard the music I never had heard before.
After a moment’s pause
she shivered,

rolled ciown drops of sweat

from her forehead.

Getting engrossed in work again,
as if she said —

I am breaking stone”.

(Translated from Hindi by Dr, K.K. Sinka}







GAUTAMA BUDDHA, THE LIGHT OF ASIA

SRI SWAMI RANGANATHANANDA

A GREAT thinker has said that the history of the world is

the history of its greatest men. This is especially true of India

whose long history is filled with the life and work of some of the

greatest men the world has ever seen. But the men whom India

considers great are not kings and military conquerors like Aletander,

Charlemagne, or Napoleon, but philosophers and thinkers like Sri

Kirsna, Bhagavan Buddha, and Sri Sankaracarya. These latter have

also been conquerors, but of a difierent type. In the memorable

words of Asoka, India’s conquest is throu^ dharrm or ri^teousness

(Rock Edict 13)

;

“What has been obtained by this conquest {of dharma) creates

affection. This affection is firmly established as it is won by conquest

by dharma.... This rescript on dharma has been written for the

puipose that my sons and great grandsons who will hear about

my new conquests should not consider that further conquest is to

be undertaken. If there has to be conquest throu^ weapons of

war, let them take pleasure (after their victory) in peace and light

corrective measures. They should consider that the only true con-

quest is conquest by dharma.”

They conquered through non-violence and love, and that

love is enshrined in the grateful hearts (rf millions today.

The Uponisihiaids are the fountain-head of not merdy the religion

of India, but of her culture and philosophy as well The great

sages of the Upanishads stand at the veiy dawn of lmtoty as the

progenitors and inspirers of a culture and a civilization which,

starting like a little stream up in the mountains in the dim antiquity

of the Vedas, has come down to us as the mighty river of Indian

national life, enriched and ennobled by the valuable contributions

of a brilliant galaxy of 'jhifcisophd's and thidcers of the first

magnitude. The Man of- ttday, to whatever section he may belong,

whether he knows it dr riot, is the inheritor of this rich heritage.

And he is proud of the feet that' this veritdrie Ganga of Indian

culture has fertilized- and nourished not only India, but lands far

and near as ’wdB. ' '

A-1)
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lhasane susyatu me sariranx

tvagasti rmmscm pralayam ca yatu;

Aprapya bodhim bahukdpadurlabham

naivct^amt kayam Utah calisyate—
^‘Let my body wither away in this seat, let it be reduced to

mere skin, flesh, and bones, but I shall not move an inch from

hence till the highest enlightenment is gained.”

Sitting cross-legged in meditation under the sacred tree,

Gautama’s mind rose to the height of contemplation and of ecstasy,

and with the passing of every successive watch of the night, fold

after fold of the garment of Truth was unveiled till the dawm found

the naked Truth revealed iUght of Asm, p. 130) :

...The spirit of our Lord

Lay potent upon man and bird and beast.

Even while he mused under the Bodhi-Tree,

Glorified with the conquest gained for all,

And lightened by a li^t greater than day’s.

Gautama became Buddha, the Enlightened One. And he rose

from his seat with a shout of joy, for he ihad attained insig)ht into

the meaning of life and existence {ibid., p. 13-1) :

Many a house of life

Hath held me seeking ever him who wrought

These prisons of the senses, sorrow-fraught.

Sore was my ceaseless strife.

But now,

Thou builder of this tabernacle—thou !

I know thee! Never shalt thou build again

These walls of pain,

Nor raise the roof-tree of deceits, nor lay

Fresh rafters on the clay;

Broken thy house is, and the ridge-pole split!

Delusion fashioned it!

iSSafe pass I thence Deliverance to obtain.

(kutama had attained Deliverance and Enlightemnent; but

now the question arose in his mind whether he was to keep this

wisdom to himself or btoadcast it so as to redeem the suffermg
world. After an inteose mental struggle, he decided to share the

new-found treasure with one and all—bcdiujana Mtaya, bahujcffut

sdchaya—^for the good of the many, for the hapjaness of the many

—

and thus achieved a greater renunciation than the one he had
attained by leaving the princdy life. With this assurance and resolve,
he proceeded to the holy city of Varanasi, where he first ‘turned’

the Wheel of the DkmnoL And for the next forty years, he
wandered from place to place, meeting all dasses of people, frdm
prince to peasant wiping tbe^ widw^^ team and assua^ng the
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orphan's wails, imparting wisdom to ail and gathering a large number

of disciples and followers. He charged his disciples {Dhammapada,

quoted by Sister Nivedita in The Master as / Him, p. 257) :

Go forward without a path!

Fearing nothing, caring for nothing.

Wander alone, like the rhinoceros!

Even as the lion, not trembling at noises.

Even as the lotus-leaf unstained by the water.

Do thou wander alone, like the rhinoceros!

The words of the Master carried a freshness and a vigour

which appealed to the better minds of the day, and his adoption of

the language of the people as a vehicle of expression helped in

the spread of his thoughts and ideas. His wide heart embraced one

and all, the afflicted and the despised. After a long career of

benevolent ministration, the Blessed One passed away at Kusinagara,

in the northern part of the Indian state of Uttar Pradesh, in the

year 543 B.c

The Dharma of the Lord continued to spread, thanks to the

activities of the Sangha or monastic Order. It rescued the national

mind from the intellectual confusion of the age by elevating the

people morally and spiritually, and it ushered in the age of Asoka,

which may be called the brightest period in India’s lustoiy. The

spread of Buddfaa-Jto/wa under Asoka is one of the most instructive

chapters of world’s history. Asoka’s relinquishment of war and all

forms of violence as an instrument of state policy is the only

example of its kind in all history; and this great example has a

deep significance for us today in the context of the second world

war which humanity is waging against each other. Through his

numerous edicts inscribed on rocks and pillars, Asoka helped the

spread of the message of love, tolerance, and service. He sent out

bands of monks to spread the noble Dharma far and near, and

for the next thousand years this activity continued to be the main

aspect of India’s foreign policy. In a special sense. Emperor Asoka

was instrumental in making Gautama the Buddha, the Li^t of

Asia. Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru quotes the following wellknown

tribute of H. G. Wells to the memory of Asoka (Glimpses of World

History, Letter 24) :

“Amidst the t^s of thousands of names of monarchs that

crowd the columns of history, thdr majesties and graciousnesses

and serenities and roysd bignesses and the like, tiie name of Asoka

sttune^ and shines almost alon^ a star. From Volga to Japan his

name is still honoured. Tibet, and even India, though it has

left his doctrine, preserve the tfadition of his greatness. More living

men cherish his*memory today tham have ever heard the names of

Ccfn^tine ai^ Chplemagne.’’
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[n coixciuding his great work on Kcwfrui-YogUj Swami Viveka-

nanda gives the following tribute to the cliaracter and personality

of Bhagavan Buddha (Complete Works, Vol. I, Eleventh Edition,

pp. 1 16-18 ) :

^'Let me tell you in conclusion a few words aibout one man

who actually carried this teaching into practice. That man is Buddha.

He is the one man who ever carried this into perfect practice.

All the prophets of the world, except Buddha, had external motives

to move them to unselfish action. The prophets of the world, with

this single exception, may be divided into two sets, one set hold-

ing that they are incarnations of God come down on earth, and the

other holding that they are only messengers from God; and both

draw their impetus for work from outside, expect reward from

outside, however highly spiritual may be the language they use.

But Buddha is the only prophet who said, “I do not care to know

your various theories aibout God. Whiat is the use of discussing

all the subtle doctrines aibout the soul. Do good and be gpod. And

this will take you to freedom and to whatever truth there is/'

He was, in the conduct of his life, absolutely without personal

motives; and what man worked more than he? Show me in history

one character wiho has soared so high above all. The Whole

human race has produced but one such character, such high

philosophy, such wide sympathy. This great philosopher, preaching

the highest philosophy, yet had the deepest sympathy for

the lowest of animals, and never put forth any claims for himself.

He is the ideal karma-yogi, acting entirely without motive, and

the history of humanity shows him to have been the greatest man
ever born; beyond compare the greatest combination of heart and

brain that ever existed, the greatest soul-power that has ever been

manifested. He is the first great reformer the world has seen. He
was the first Who dared to say, “Believe not because some old

manuscripts ate produced, believe not because it is your national

belief, because you have been made to 'believe it from childhood;

but reason it all out, and after you have analysed it, then if you
find that it will do good to one and all, believe it live up to it, and
help otbers to live up to it.” He works ibest who works without

any motive, neither for money, nor for fame, nor for anything else;

and when a man can do that he will be a Buddha, and out of

him will come the power to work in such a manner as will transform

the world. This man represents the very highest ideal karma-yoga,"
All through the teachings of the Blessed One there is a constant

insistence on right conduct based' on irde imderstanding. The ahn
of life is to develop a perfect character. Buddha referred to himself
as an example of this attainintmt whficfe. is* open to all. and never
laid any special claims to divinity of godhooi lor MmseW. Rjeligion,
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ciccording to Buddha, does not consist in mere performance of

rituaJ or propitiation of deities, but it consists in the strug^e to

achieve self-possession and peace. In his last discourse addressed

to Ananda, just before his passing away, Buddha summed up his

teachings in the following beautiful words

:

“Therefore, O Ananda! be ye lamps unto yourselves. Betake

yourselves to no external refuge. Hold fast to the Truth as a lamp.

Hold fast as a refuge to the Truth... Herein, 0 mendicants, a

brother continues as to the body,- so to look upon the body that

he remains strenuous, self-possessed, and mindful, having over-

come both the hankering and the dejection common in the world.

And in the same way as to feelings, ...moods, ...ideas, he continues

so to look upon each that he remains strenuous, self-possessed,

mindful, having overcome both the hankering and the dejection

common in the world. And whosoever, Ananda, either now or after

I am dead, shaU he a lamp unto themselves, and a refuge unto

themselves, shall betake themselves to no external refuge, but holding

fast as their refuge to the Truth, shall look not for refuge to

anyone besides themselves—it is they, Ananda, among my Bkikkus,

who shall reach the very topmost height—hut they must be anxious

to learn.’'

Let me conclude this short sketch with the following exhortation

of Buddha as given in the Dhammapada (II. 1, 4, and 5) :

“Wakefulness is the way to immortality; heedlessness is the

way to death; those who are wakeful die not, the heedless are

already dead. Continuously incr^sing is the glory of him who is

wakeful, who has aroused himself, and is vigilant, who performs

blameless deeds, and acts with becoming consideration, who restrains

himself and leads a righteous life. Let such a one, rousing himself

to wakefulness by the restraint and subjugation of himself, make

for himself an island which no flood can engulf.”



THE SEA’S EMBRACE

JEAN BOUTH'ER

The wei^t of love to be minted

transported by the heart

from one equinox to the other

causes cordage to snap and set the freight adrift

Look through one eye at the projected sketch

of a boatdock soldered to the shore

which a wave recovers; a moment melts

Look as amazed as a lover, suspended

over half-parted flesh which he offers to kiss

Gold of the bosom transmuted, into a visceral wave

to the point where the belly pledges to keep fleece aquiver

Such dedication may be read in every armpit

Spasms of desire stagger the embrace

By its gradual ebb the sea is linked to pleasure

and the vein of sex to running surf, withdrawal

niie gift of self the gift of life

brief somersault of unity

when bodies are lowered in extreme gratitude.

Translated from French by

Agfies Sofiracopoulou-Skina and Ann Rivers



SALUTATIONS TO RAMAKOTISWARA RAU
The Founder Editor of “Triveni”

DR. B. GOPALA REDDI

I am delighted to learn that Triverd is issuing its Kamond

Jubilee number shortly. It is a glorious occasion for any magazine

to bring out a Diamond Jubilee number. Since I was present at the

inaugural function and followed its career these sixty years, I am

happy to record some of my reminiscences.

The founder-editor, Kolavennu Ramakotiswara Rau, was my

teacher in the Andhra Jateeyaialasala, Machilipatnam, in 1923. He

was an excellent teacher of history. I was one of his favourite

students. He was fond of me and wished me well when I left for

Viswa-Bharati in 1924. Earlier, he was in Swarajya, an English daily

founded by Tanguturi Prakasam. Our mutual affection and regard

grew as years rolled by until Rau’s deadi after a brief illness.

In 1937, when I became a Madras Mmister, K.R.R. warmly

congratulated me and wished me every success. K. Brahmananda

Reddy’s elder brother, Venkata Reddy, ms elected to the Madras

Assembly from Narasaraopeta Constituency. He died pranaturely

causing a vacancy in the Assembly. Dr. B. Phttabhi Sitaramayya

was then President of the Andhra Provincial Congress Committee

and sdected K.R.R. for the vacancy. As a Nfinister, I took per-

mission 0^ the to Premier, Rajagopaladiari and participated in

the election campaign for three days extensively. He won with

a comfortable majority. I was happy, as his student, to campaign

for him, ensuring his great success. His tenme in die Assembly

was only for a sho’rt period, as the ministry resiped in October,

1939 due to the drag^ng of India by the Brid^ Govemmait into

the vortex of the second war.

Later we were co-prisonera in, Taajore jail, when Quit-India

movement was sweeping ove^ the country. He never tolerated

untidiness. He used. to be emoticmaUy upset whenever something

went wrong in the .jait. Outside too, he was cleanly dressed. He
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loved orderliness and grace in whatever he undertook. That was

amply reflected in Triveni. We were good associates and our

mutual regard and affection never showed a decline. We met

occasionally and I never failed to call on him, whenever I visited

his home-town, Narasaraopet.

His biggest achievement was in founding Triveni In

December 1927, at the time when the Congress was meeting in

Madras under the presidentship of Dr. M.A. Ansari, he launched

his Triveni At a hotel in Parasuwakam in the presence of forty

and odd friends, he explained the aims and objects of his venture,

followed by lunch.

The first issue was a sumptuous volume, neatly printed and

with an elegant appearance. That was a dream fulfilled and he

looked very happy on that occasion. It contained a facsimile

letter written by Gandhiji to Maganti Bapineedu on the demise

of his beloved wife, Annapumamma who donated all her gold

bangles to Gandhiji when he visited Eluru. It was a touching letter

and Bapineedu became known through the sacrifice of his deceased

wife.

That was the beginning of K.R.R’s saga of his joy and dif-

ficulties. The little bank balance was exhausted and began to

cause anxiety.

He toured all over the Telugu districts and visited the city

of Madras, where he established several personal contacts.

K. Chandrasekaran, who recently passed away, was a scholar and
took personal interest and helped K.R.R. in all possible ways.

For a while he established several contacts in the city of Bangalore.

Anxiety and perseverance chased him and pushed him to many
a difficult situation. He never accepted defeat and went on with

a bundle of anxious responsibilities. He was prepared to take any
risk in keying up Triveni, He never spared any pains to keep
the flag flying. It is no exaggeration if I say he became a martyr
in* the battle of Triveni Mentally and physically it became a burden
too heavy for him to bear. When he went to prison in 1942, his friends

Niltoor 'Srinivasa Rao, K. Sampathgiri Rao and others published

.

Triveni from' Bangalore. After his release from prison, K.R.R.
migrated to Bangalore and continued running the journal. Then
Bhavaraju Narasimha Rao brought it to Machilipatnam (1950) and
now C.VJ^. Dhan joined .him and is bringing it out from* Guntur.

Now, on the oCcalion of the Mamond Jubilee, I recollect the
financial cyclones it passed throu^ before it could reach ths
safe port of sixty years. He drank the Halahala and bequeathed
to the posterity the nectar of his votive offering, the Triveni. At
Triveni in Allahabad, we see the Ganga and Jamuna, but we dp
not see the underlying current of Swaraswati. We see K.R.R. and
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the Triveni. But we do not see the underlying Saraswati of anxiety

and struggle. The Triveni we see is really the Triveni at Prayaga.

I salute him on this sacred occasion. Long before leaders spoke

of national integration and the Sahitya Acadamy was bom, Triveni

tried to reflect the trends of Indian languages. He preferred trans-

lations of the best in our languages, so that the States could under-

stand each other, while not ne^ecting original literary articles.

Triveni came out throu^ many hurdles. The undaunted spirit

of K.R.R. kept the lamp burning.

The motif of Triveni was to interpret the Indian Renaissance

in its manifold aspects and draw together cultured men and women

in all lands and establish fellowship of the spirit. K.R.R. succeeded

in realising his dream to a large extent. I pay my tribute to

him for his services and sacrifices. He made valuable contacts and

friendships. He must be feeling happy as his mission is being

carried on by Bhavaraju Narasimha Rao and C.V.N. Dhan.

I appeal to the new management to keep the waters flowing,

to keep the lamp burning and the flag flying and continue the

mission shining for a long time.

Once again, I offer my salutations to K. Ramakotiswara Rau

on this memorable occasion and wish the new management every

success,



MR. S. SATYAMURTHI

KHASA SUBBA RAO

Mt. Satyamurthi is the symbol of a terrific struggle in the

politics of OUT thne, the stn^le of the proud poor man ambitious

for leadership and distinction. Gandhism has’ made us familiar

with ascetic modes of rendering public service; and by abstemious-

ness, leading a simple life, giving up income, spinning, starting an

Asbraan or goii^ to jail, some have managed to build great political

reputations. Mr. Satyamurthi too tried Ms hand at some of these;

he too has been drawn into the vortex of Gandhian politics. But

his temperament does not respond with ease to the strain imposed by

Gandhian ideology.

He is primarily a dialectician. He loves speech and debate. He

rejoices in the excitement of hot controversies. Forensic triumphs

are his constant delict. He is thrilled iby rose garlands and the

adulation of crowds. He loves limelight and enjoys having a lot of

iimense burnt in front of 'him. He is a parliamentarian of exceptional

abih^, and he is in his element in the atmosphere of legislatures

where interpellations and points of order provide him with delicious

opportunities for the display of his skill. He has expensive tastes

and a keen relish for the enjo5ments that money can buy. Had
he been bom with a silver spoon in his mouth, he would have

taken fortune by storm, risen to any eminence, and attained perfect

happiness and oontsatment The stress of having to earn a liveli-

hood has bear his undoing.

Plebian means reacting on patrician tastes rarely fml to work

a revolution on character. The rewards of political life take a long

time to arrive and those who a^re for them must have ample

'

means of their own if the voice of scandal is not to work its

havoc on their good name. The power given to the vote has brought

a lot of canvassing into politicians’ lives; and canvassing is a pretty i

expensive business. And there are also side-shows to be staged;'

tours, parties, dinners and conferences to be attended to. Expensive'^
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entertainment constitutes no mean part of what is called propaganda.

Even to be invited to a function has its embarrassments to the

poor. For, independence of spirit to the extent of not being ashjamed

of poverty in any form is given but to a very few, and the misery

of the sensitive who cannot afford the luxuries their hearts hanker

after, knows no bounds. When they are constrained to walk for

ladk of bus fare they have to pretend that it is for the benefit of

their healtffi. There are very few annoyances comparable to die

necessity of having to trudge to the grand entrance of a fashionable

place of entertainment which fellow invitees reach in resplendent

cars, but it is a constant and harassing experience of all whose

public importance lacks the valuable support of a comfortable bank

balance. In every kind of allegiance to the insidious influence of

money-power, there is snoibbery; and it is generally expressed in

the defence extended to standards of propriety prescribed by wealth.

It has taken a heavy toll of politicians’ independence in our midst.

Much of the shsa-bby gentility seen everywhere is its handiwork. We
owe to it the choice of rich candidates of poor merit for high

electoral honour in preference to poor candidates of rich merit.

Mr. Satyamurthi has for years maintained an unequal struggle

for supremacy in a political game played with dice heavily loaded

in favour of the rich. He seeims to have developed a technique of

his own for getting even with all challengers in the handicapped

game. He has received perhaps the rou^est buffetings that have

ever fallen to the lot of a political aspirant. But through them all

he 'has managed to survive, with head well raised above the water’s

level, and even to keep on swimming.

It cannot 'be said that he has reaped an adequate harvest

for the time and energy given to public life. He has missed many
prizes. Deft hands, suddenly coming to the fore from somewhere,

have quietly pushed him aside when 'power and supreme leadership

seemed to be in sight. He must have had his bitter disappointments.

But no chagrin at ill-usage has ever made the sii^test breach in

his steadfast devotion to Congress which, ever since he joined it,

he has stuck to with unwavering loyalty. He is quite unlike so

many political turncoats of our time who change their creeds with

the turn of the weather and are ardent Congressmen today and

hot gospellers of anti - Congress cults tomorrow, coming in with

hopes of appointments and departing when disappointed. Early

in life, on the very threshold eff adolescence, he made deliberate

choice of politics for a career and selected Congress for his shrine

and he has never once turned back. On many an occasion he could

have had a comfortable job had he wished, ’but the blandihments

of bureaucratic office have had no power to tempt his soul. He has

given to Congress a lifetime off service comparable to the deep
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worship of religious devotees, at the altar of some venerated deity.

Not once has he attacked colleagues in public. The value of the

restraint is enhanced by his capacity for realistic political thought,

as likely to arouse stormy hostility at first as it has invariably been

followed by ev^tual acceptance in the end. Mr. Satyamurthi has

thus often proved to be an advance signal for approaching changes

of front in Congress policy, but rarely has he received any appre-

ciation for these repeated manifestations of insight. He was an

advocate of Council entry when “No-change” was the prevailing

creed. He pleaded for office-acceptance when obstruction from

within was the motto of Congress politics. Both council-entry and

office-acceptance have since come into their own, but a heavy price

was paid by Mr. Satyamurthi in paving the way for it, in the shape

of attacks from all and sundry arraigning him on the score of

inconsistency. Consistency has been described by Sohopenhaur as

the hobgoblin of little minds. Mr. Satyamurthi has revealed political

aptitude by not being afraid to be inconsistent or advocate dianges

in advance of the general preparedness of public opinion for them.

To be proved right in the sequel and yet desist from truimphant

vendetta, this is quite different from enduring adverse criticism for

proved fallacies. Mr. Satyamurthi’s’ ardent faith in the Congress

is indeed a thing of beauty to be admired.

Yet he suffers from temperamental limitations rather out of

accord with some of the inflexible injunctions of the Congress creed.

There is a deep grain of conservatism in his nature and his failh

in Brahminism is a ohalleoge to the non-communol outlook enjoined

on Cjongressmen. Orthodoxy in social and religious matters is in

Mr. Satyamurthi’s blood and vain have been his efforts to shake

it off. He is steeped in the culture of the Ramayana and is a profound

believer in the si^emacy of Sanskrit learning. He is a hedonist

fond of dress and good living and has an insatiable love of music.

Privations make him chafe and he is apt to lapse into fussiness

and vain display when charged with high and important- public

functions. These are the weaknesses, driven to the point of dis-

equilibrium, of a man condemned to lifelong repression of the

natural impulses of a highly sentitive and emotional temperament,
and they emphasise the need in our midst for some considerate

and munificent Rockfeller to endow a fund for keeping hardworking
and talented politicians above all want.

Mr, Satyamurthi is one of the most hardworking of South
India’s politicians. He is quite me&odical in his public work.
He combines with diligence exceptional abilities as a speaker and
debater and he is at his b^t in c]pjick exchanges of wit and raillery

during question hour in the Assembly. His gifts have not however
kept pace with the derriands of time and a certain staleness is
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visible in his recent expositions. Often mannerisms take the place

of fresh original thought, and on most occasions when he speaks,

you can be sure of thse ubiquitous fellows, Toin,Dick and Harry,

being dragged in to emphasise some point of derision. With all his

disabilities and deficiencies, Mr. Satyamurthi is one of the three to

whom belongs, more than to all others, the credit for having

moulded the public life of Tamil Nadu unto unshakable Congress-

mindedness. His remarkable resilience of spirit deserves very high

tribute. The tempers of leaders are wont to rise and fall according

as they receive praise or blame. But in the midst of an ocean of

unfriendly carpings, Mr. Satyamurthi has contrived to keep his

good humour unsullied and himself ever ready for further onslaughts

against the bureaucracy’s sway. He has rendered public service

of immense value for very poor recompense, and often in the

teeth of attacks and vilification.

DOOM
(P. K. JOY)

On the unswept thick layer of

dust on the wide walkway

leading from the gate to the veranda

and even on the veranda

you can see only one person’s footprints,

deep distinct impressions.

They are mine, of the lone visitor to

this huge establishment,

of which I’m in charge.

There are four large establishments

on this broad street in the city :

a Pub, a Poronography Parlour, a Cin^a
and a Rare Books Library.

Police controls the milling customers’ entry

into the first three,

while in the fourth L the lone

human present

sadly sit at the ^trance and sleep

all day long,

to be disturbed only by rats

which occasionally come out of the costly book shelves

and scamper across my feet squeaking

and heralding *lDoom of Letters in the Human World.’^

{Trmsdated from Malayalam

by the Poet himself)



SRI AUROBINDO’S SAVITRI : PETALS OF LOTUS

M.P. PANDiT

The Lotus is a symbol of a blossomig consciousness, with

each petal emanating a beauty and joy of its own at flie touch

of the Rays of Light. Sri Auiobindo’s Savitri is such a many-

splendoured epic with an inexhaustible appeal. In his alchemic

touch the simple story of Savitri-Satyavan in the Mahabharata

extolling the virtue of conjugal fidelity has been turned into a

prophetic vision of the conquest of Death for man by the Divine

Grace.

In this poem running into nearly 24,000 lines - perhaps the

longest epic in English literature -Sri Aurolnndo lays bare many

a mystery that is of moment to all of us. He traces the evolution

of the world across long stretches of time, from the most primitive

times to the present age of the intellect and draws a graph of fire

spiritual possibilities of man leading to the advent of a veritable

Satya Yuga, the Age of Truth.

He descri'bes how the awakened man is prodded by his bighw

Nature to discover first the divinity in himseh and then extend his

consciousness to embrace the whole of the universe. His mind

becomes one with the universal Mind, his heart beats in unison

with the hearts of his fellowmen. He comes to onbody in bimscM

both the static poise of the Self and the dynamic action of divine

Power, devatrrmhakti, and he labours to fastdon a new world of

beauty and joy for the delectation of the Divine in tnaiiifftstati‘:^p

In tire process he opens himself to the aiction of the higher planes

of existence, the worlds of Mind, Life, Gods, Self, Light, Sat-Chit-

Ananda and becomes a channel for fire overt establishment of fiieir

powers on the wondrous soil of Mother Barfii.

What is the truth of these 'higher worlds of which the Upanishad

speaks ? Are the prananuiyu loka, the imnofnctya, the vijnwwfwya,

the amtndwnaya lokas only picturesque imaginations or metaphysical

concepts or are they actutti worlds as concrete as our material



SRI AUROBINDO’S SAVITRl : PETALS OF LOTUS 17

world, the annamaya 1 Sri Aurcxbindo devotes a large portion of

of his epic to present a geography of the occult universe which

may not be seen but is nevertheless felt and experienced in its

impacts and interventions in our lives. This is the most authentic

exposition of the supra-terrestrial universe, anaazing in its detail,

that mankind has received so far. Sri Aurobindo keeps close to

the traditions of ancient Indian Wisdom and Experience, the Semitic

legacy of occult knowledge and practice, in delineating the progress

of the Godward pilgrim across the seven worlds hallowed by

Revelation and confirmed by the high experience and realisation of

the Seers and Adepts across the pages of history. The poet under-

lines the precise manner in which these worlds, based on independent

principles, are interlinked and focussed in the being of man. He
gives an inspiring vision of man 'as the intended embodiment of the

manifesting Godhead in the fullness of time. In this rational persen-

tation the occult ceases to be occult; it communicates itself as a

fact of verifiable experience and enables man to acquire fuller

control over the movements of his own life. The reader realises

that all his obvious limitations and imperfections are not permanent

features of earthly existence; his liberation and perfection wait

upon his choice. He has only to break out of his ego-shell and

join in the stream of evolution that is breaiking out of the frontiers

of the Mind.

A number of profound themes always relevant to practical

life are dwelt upon. Why is there pain and suffering in this world ?

Why do innocent persons liave to suffer for no fault of their own ?

Is it possible to know things beforehand ? and if possible, is that

advisable ? The Seer asks :

What help is in prevision to the driven?

Safe doors cry opening near, the doomed pass on.

A future knowledge is an added pain,

A torturing burden and a fruitless light....

Why do even Messengers of God have to suffer the cross ?

He who would save the race must ^hare its pain....

The great who came to save this suffering world....

Must pass beneath the yoike of grief and pain.

What is Fate ?

Fate, child of past energies.

Man can accept his fate, he can refuse.

What is the truth of prayer? Is it effective? Listen :

A prayer, a master act, a king idea

Can link man’s strength to a tranxendait Force.

And of course there are telling passages on the Problem of

Evil, the truth of Maya, die call of Nirvana. There are helpful

descriptions of the states of the send in its journey to the world of

A-3)
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Peace after leaving the physical scene. All throng the comniunity

of fellowship between the creatures of earth, pilgrims of the Spirit,

the luminous inhabitants of the heavens, is kept to the fore. Highly

interesting is the role of the Asuras, Titans, the dark children of

the universal Creatrix in the evolution of the world.

In narrating the origins of the universe from different angles

of vision and experience, tracing the history of the psychological

man from his roots in the dark soil of Inconscience to the emerging

states of full-fledged consciousness, describing the cycle of the

six seasons in Nature, emibodying the multiple rasas of life,

reflecting the temper and the idiom of the present technological

age, Sri Aurobindo fulfills the classic requirements of a Mahaifcavya,

in an eminently pleasing manner.

And what is the message of Savitri to the modern world?

to feel love and omness is to live.

INITIATION

M. P. VINOD

Creaking cot

sucking kisses

moans escaping

half-closed doors

(The moon laughs

from above)

You this side

circa thirteen

tossing sleepless

ma and pa

in t!he room across

Thoughts race

stumble fall

Your grip loosens

l!he image falls

shattering into pieces

The stir an aching

A silent call

reaching out into the dark

in vain

Hands, atray >

An initiation

The search be^s.



JOURNALISTS AS LITERARY ARTISTS

V. SrVARAMAKRBHNAN

The tyro set to launch himself into the tantalizing world of

Indian <iEnglish) journalism of today will certainly do well to go

'by the advice, “live always in i3ie best company when you read
”

He has God’s plenty to lay his hands on when he wants to read

but one is not sure if he has any models to go by when he puts

pen to paper. Professional competence there is ibut distinctive

literary craftsmanship is scarce. The all-pervasive sense of hurry

and bustle smothers the sparkling phrase and the purple patch.

And more to the point there is no inducement to pursue excellence

in writing when there is a steady, not wholy inevitable, degeneration

in the study of English as a language. The politician with his false

pride, fumbling with his papers and speaking in Hindi at the

United Nations, is a symbol of this degeneracy. Even if there is

nothing slipshod about much of present-day writing, there is about

it a certain colourlessness and a marked lack of coherence in

thought and consistency in style. If there is no distinctive style,

it is no good looking for the man behind a piece of writing. One

does not search for the black cat in the dark room when it is

not there.

The aspiring youngster of the early decades of this century

was a lot more fortunate than our tyro. He could look for his

mentors and seek to light his candle in their lamp. He mi^t not

have succeeded 'fully but he would have gaind through sheer

pwseverance a sensitiveness to language. He would have imbibed

a passion for the best that is 'known and thought in the world.

With men of sweetness and light as his idols, he would have

cultivated a refined taste. Two of fhem, who 'had enriched the

pages of “Triveni”, are entitled to our remembrance as the journal

puts on a diamond -studded aown.

No two men presented a greater study in contrast than

N. Raghunathan (N.R.) and M. Chalapati Rau (M.C), thou^ both
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distinguished themselves as journalists non-pareil, each in his own

way. Rflghunathan was the elder of the two by 15 ye.ais and

passed away in October 1983. five months before M.Cs death.

Nothing was so typical of them as M.C. maiking his bow with an

artide in “Triveni.” in the early Thirties, on John Masefield, and

Raghunathan translating into English tlie Vdmiki Rarmyam (in

three volumes) in the Eighties,

If M,C. chose to call himself an “ atheist, socialist and

vegetarian,” Ra^unathan left no one in doubt that he was a

traditionalist and an individualist. K the one, with his atheistic

propensities, had no use for the Vedic lore and the Puranic tales,

the other set much store by them and lost no opportunity to

proclaim the values they embodied. If the one upheld, out of his

socialist convictions, the importance of state regulation of produc-

tion and distribution, the other would brook no interference by the

State in individual activity. (“A pluralistic society is the indispensable

safeguard of democratic freedom”.) If the one favoured trade

unionism even among journalists belonging to an “intellectual”

profession, the other tirelessly, and in the teeth of opposition, argued

for professional independence from any kind of “ism.” Both differed

in fheir temperament, outlook and ideology. But both had a common

background as students of English literature and had a rare

mastery of that language. Their writings had -an astonishingly wide

range, spread over the crucial decades of India’s freedom struggle,

and both earned a secure niche for themselves in the history of

Indian journalism.

The writings of both in the newspapers to which they were

attached for the major part of their lives, “The Hindu” in one case

and the “National Herald” in the other, were anonymous though

discerning readers could easily detect their hand. Raghunathan

reserved all his resources of wit and sarcasm for his weekly column

“Sotto Voce” in “Swatantra” (and later “Swarajya”) under the

pseudonym “Vighneswara.” He wrote the causerie for thirteen long

years, almost without interruption, from 1946 to 1959. While making

the timeless topical and fitting ancient saws into modem instances,

he sought “to examine current ideas and developments in the light

of those basic purposes and abiding values that one finds if he

cares to look behind the superficies of modern life in the age-long

culture and way of the Indian people.”

Chalapathi Rau, too, wrote a column, though not at a stretch

over long years in the “Hindustan Times”, the “National Herald”

and the” Shankar’s Weekly” under several pseudonyms, notably

as “Magnus.” His forte was satire and he drew liberally from his

prodigious knowledge of (European and British history. If only to

illustrate that journalism need not be just “literature in a hurry”
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and journalists need not be looked U|X)n as ‘‘just journeymen”,

three aspects of their writings may well be examined, namely their

attitude to prose, poetry and the profile art.

Ra^hunathan had a rather exalted view of the “other harmony”

of prose. A great prose style, according to him “renders the murmur
of the spirit as purely as it represents the panoply in which it is

set.” For him, the essential elements of prose were “architectonics

based on fundamental brain-work, the rainbow hues of emotion and

the undertone of spirit communing itself as in a dream! It cau^t
“the continuous echo of a living voice with its individual timbre,

strength and virginal integrity.” He would agree with Sir Herbert

Read that prose was constructive or logical with thought preceding

expression but would reject out of hand Sir Herbert’s view that

metaphor had no particular relevance to it.

, Raghunathan himself wrote in a dignified style, neither “light

and easy” like Addison’s nor “majestic and sonorous” like Johnson’s.

He scrupulously stuck to the English idiom and S3mtax — “not

for us such royal rifling, mere plebs” — and had a sense of balance

and harmony. There was a classical touch about his writings, and

he ioniparted something of the euphony of Sanskrit to his lines

When he dealt with subjects purely of art and literature. He was

rarely “penny plain” and could be a source of endless delight or

derail when he chose to wrap himself up in the Roman toga of

Marcus Aurelius or play hide and seek behind the imposing back

of Sir Thomas Browne or call to his aid “Anatomy” Burton. But

his quotations had an unlaboured felicity albout them, an unhoi^t

grace. They elevated the familiar, took the swelling motion at

the flood-tide and clinched the argument.

There are two distinct phases in Chalapathi Rau’s writings—
Rau the youngster of the Thirties and Rau the veteran journalist

of the — Fifties and the later years. “The pen prances” was a

favourite expression of Rau’s and it did when he was cutting his

journalistic tooth. There was a raciness in his writing which made

the reader almost breathless. He was richly allusive, diving deep

into history and literature, ancient and modem, of Greece and

Rome, of mediaeval Europe and Victorian England. He fed himself,

as he said of Churchill, on a strong diet of Macaulay and Gibbon,

and he wanted to write with Macaulay’s “swaggering sententious-

ness,” with history as the background. He did it all his life with

this difference that in his later years, similes and metaphors never

“tumbled down” from his pen 'and the “deqp rhythm roll of

thought never broke into words of embroidered foam.”

“I have not found books in running brooks,” Rau said and

found K.S. Venkataramani’s “simile - studded” English strange. He

himself wrote in a hard, gritty style, avoiding poetic touches. Rau
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had acquired, wrote Prof. K.R. Srinivasa Iyengar, “a prose-style

full of iridescent flashes with a cumulative aurora borealis power

of fascination.'’ The fascination wias there till the end of his days

but one missed the '‘iridescent flashes.”

Raghunathan was a classicist in his approach to and apprecia-

tion of poetry, drawing his inspiration from that pure well unde-

filed, the Ramayana. Pure poetry, he held, to be the supreme type

of that art w'hich executes before it thinks. “It is the spirit

moveth where it listeth; the poet is but a medium, the reed throu^

which the wind blows producing elfin music. The perfect poem
exists in essence in the depths of his sufbconscious, waiting for his

liberating voice just as the Adam lay buried in the blueveined

Carrara for Michael Angelo’s li'berating fingers.” He believed that

it is only the poet that has the profoundest intuitions and that

a language lives and renews itself in its poets as plantain does in

its shoots. With a rare perception of the subtleties of poetry and

music, he made a clear distinction betv/een the two, the one as the

product of poetic imagination and the other, of musical imagination.

Each worked within its own laws and conventions.

Chalapatbi Rau, if anything, was a modernist in his attitude

to poetry. When he was a young man of only 23, he wrote in

“Triveni” one of his arresting pieces on John Masefield, a revolu-

tionary poet honoured with the Poet Laureateship of England, m
1931. Ramsay Mac Donald was then in office and M.C.’s sympa-
thies were wholly with the Labour Party. He wrote exultantly of

“King John”: “Masefield strikes one at first sight as the poet of

the gutter, the cabin, the bye-street, the race-course, the shadows
of the underworld, and the sunshine of the open fields; he is of

the very stuff and spirit of the cabinet representative of engine-

drivers and coalminers, of the men with too weighty a burden,
too weary a load, of men Who had faced the wolf at the door and
known naked hunger and starvation.” Of the quality of Masefield’s
poetry, Rau pointed out that he had “taken experience in clutdbes
and lit up the tunnels of the dark world and made it as real
and human as the romantic renderings of other tpoets; but most of
all he has brought down poetry from the clouds to the runiung
road and the open sea.”

Raus penchant for the unconventional and outre is again se^
in his second article in ‘Triveni” of the Thirties on Nanduri SdiM
Rao’s “Enki Paatalu”, He is happy that Subba Rao had “broken
the back of tradition with one fierce wrench.” Rau sets out that
‘^back-breaking” process this way: “The songs introduced a new

'

genre in love poetry in THt^. They are mainly the expressions of ?

Nayudubava in amorous gasps and delirious delusions giving tongi^
to his passions and sensations. Here is a new type of lover. The

j
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conventional lovers of Teiugu poetry who indulged in breezy love-

making had contracted into wooden and lifeless types; they yawned

and spoke ponderous phrases, but had made Teiugu poetry tedious

and monotonously conventional with all its wealth of imagery w^ere

scene followed scene in traditional rococo fashion and allusions

floated Hke icebergs in an ocean of mist. They were good artists

too in kissing; everyone of th^ lotus-eyed and broad-shouldered

and long-armed; as in Homer every dawn is rosy-fingered and every

hero swift of foot. To these forms, dead, haM-dead and dying,

Mr. Subba Rao brought the freshness of a new experiment. He
made his compatriots realise the sweetness of Spenser without his

sensuality and the dash of the ‘Ballad of the Nut-Brown Maid’

without its archaisms. He achieved a directness and simplicity with

a frugality of phrase that was astonishing, he is comparable in this

estimable quality to Mr. A.E. Housman though the latter’s ‘A

Shropshire Lad’ is quite different in theme and style,”'

Consistent with his iconociasm is his lively analysis of “Moder-

nists, Imagists and Futurists.” In this essay he lets off a dazzling

cracker as it were in celebration of the “'bursting horizons” and the

breaking up of the frontiers. He is enthusiastic aibout modern

poetry: “Modern poetry is not soul-stirring but it wakes up con-

sciousness; it is not gnomic or divine; it has either much sound and

fury or sound and sensibility. It is all cameos and silhouttes or

all dots and dashes. It is not only an ironic criticism of life but

a criticism of the poetry that has gone before.”

Portrait-painting in literature is as old as Plutarch’s “Lives”

(first century A.D.).* The short journalistic profiles of the “Pilkis

of Society” 'and of “Priests, Prophets and Kings” were of British

origin 'but journalists in India ware not slow in catching up with

the best of the English writers. But the Indian profiles have

generally tended to be either panegyrics or verbal fusillades.

M.C. was one of those who took to pen-portraiture with much
enthusiasm. He revdled in writing about all men of importance.

As one who was drawn early to ihe centre of the Mian polificai

stage, he had opportumties of observing ihit national lead^ at

dose quarters. He had few ‘heroes ainong them and by tempera-

ment, he could not have played Boswell to any Joteson; and there

were no Johnsons either. He chose to concentrate, generally, on the

warts of his subjects and hauled them over the coals. However,

in his book, “All in AF’ his acerbity is on a low key.

Rau h at his best in hts sketches of British Prime Ministers

aai' writers' and the Viceroy of India, As a' counter-poise to

CliurdxiB’s devastating attack on Bernard Sbavr the “Jester^*^

holds up Shaw as ‘*aii out^andi% dramatist, a thinker whose

thought will be weighed and whose assertions will be quoted, a
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pioneer of British sociaiism and, more than that, of social justice,

and a truly great man." In his portrait gallery ChurohiU has a

prominent place and his essay on ‘‘this genius without judgement”

is a tour de fr^ce. Conceived on a wide canvas, Churchill is viewed

in a historical perspective, the style is vivid and vigorous and the

judgement incisive. Right from the beginning the essay grips one’s

attention. The opening paragraph reads :

“Mr. Winston Churchill’s greatness is not compelling, for it

has too much flamboyance of soul and clangour of sound, and

there seems little to provoke an Indian to attempt an estimate

the greatest Englishman of the age who has been also the greatest

opponent of Indian freedom. But Mr. Churchill is a personality

without being an eccentric, and exploration of such vividness can

be an adventure into the insular but spacious spirit which has

made England English without making it European. To delineate

Mr. Churchill is not to paint a portrait on a postage stamp; he

seems to need a wide canvas and a modem Rembrandt. He cannot

be glamorized for he is no glamour boy; he is too rubicund and

Johnsonian and has the symmetry of Westminster or the Cathedral

of Cologne.”

Raghunathan, as a journalist, never attempted a profile of any

man in authority or in the limelight; he did not, however, spare

any when public interest was jeopardised or the person concerned

was hypocritical. When individual freedom was threatened or

fundamental principles of public conduct were violated, he swung

into action firing his ten-pounders. He had had, indeed, no political

heroes.

Nonetheless, Raghunathan chose for his charming cameos

saints and scholars. Good Samaritans, writers, musicians- and

obscure men who lived quiet but dignified lives. In exquisite language,

he held them up for our reverence or admiration :

Of Sn Ramakrishna :

“Compassion at one pole, renunciation at the other, that is the

axis that bridges the entire arch of experience. Love is the energising

centre. It was this passion for completeness that drove Sri Rama-
krishna to experience in himself, as far as that is humanly possible,

the infinite modes of Ideal Being.”

Of Saint Tyagaraja :

“The mystic state, of which it was said, T and my father

are one,’ normally favours silent commiunion. But Tyagaraja die

Nadopaasaka, remained on the threshold, weaving matchless patterns

on the loom of music to body forth the beauty that possessed ham .

The order, the measure aod flie mysterious joy that throbs at

the heart of creation ^e the attributes of his timeless song.”

Of Dwaraim Venkatawamy Naidu :
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“The quiet mastery of his bowing owed much to European

technique. But the firmness and purity of outline and the encrusted

richness of his quarter-tones were all his own.”

Both Raghunathan and Rau were great intellectuals.; Raghu-

nathan was a greater scholar in the strict sense of the word. While

Rau, to 'borrow the definition of an intellectual from Nirad

Ohaudhari, “formulated his conclusions which he believed to be

true, and communicated his ideas to his fellowmen with a view to

influencing their minds, lives and actions,” Raghunathan harked

back to the past and affirmed the eternal validity of the values

of our immemorial culture. Though both happened to be journalists

by profession, they never ceased to be students of literature and

distinguished themselves as fii*st-rate literary artists.

REFERENCES

1. For a balanced critique of “Enki Paatalu” see Dr. D. Anjaneyulu’s

essay on the subject in his book “Glimpses of Telugu Literature”, A
writers Workshop Book (Price Rs. 100.)

2. Churchill wrote ; “Few people practise what they preach, and no

one less so than Mr. Bernard Shaw. Few are more capable of having

the best of everything both ways. The world has long watched with

tolerance and amusement the nimble antics and gyrations of the

unique and doubleheaded chameleon, while all the time the creature

was eager to be taken seriously. Saint, sage and clown; venerable,

profound and irrepressible, Bernard Shaw receives, if not the salutes,

at least the hand-clappings of a generation which honours him....

as the greatest living master of letters in the English-speaking world.”



DR. D. V. GUNDAPPA

Many-faceted Man of Genius

DR. VINAYAK KRISHNA GOKAK

Poet, prose writer, philosopher, translator, playwright biographer,

literary critic, to mention only some of his contributions to the

literature of all time, DVG also wrote in English, making his

little journal the mouthpiece of his pre-Gandhian liberalism, practi-

cal statesmanship, humanism and his love of equality, liberty,

fraternity and other Western values. His metaj^iysics was Vedantic-

oriented, his social values, were generally rooted in 19th century

En^and and his creative writing was in tone and inspiration, witii

a few transitional features of diction and style. He produced lovely

modem classes like Manku Timrmm Kagga (Gnomic folk verses

of Dull Tinma) and Jmpaka Chitrashde (An Art Gallery of

Memories), the former a book of precious wisdom through quaint

similes and the latter a memorial gallery of memorable men. They

make charming reading and they are a remarkable summation of

the many facets of the man and the writer. Where practical states-

manship and the builder’s zeal, the kinetic features of his personality,

made common cause with 'his creative and critical endowments,

the product was a gem like the Gokhale Institute of Public Affairs,

of which the Whole of Karnataka is proud.

One of the pioneers of the modem Katmada renaissance,

DVG has many things in conmon with other pioneers like BM
Stifcanthia, Masti, Panje Mangel Rao, Govind Pai, Alur Venkatarao

and Shanta Kavi.

An entire session of this seminar will be devoted to a (hscussion

of the creative and critical writings of DVG, his contribution

both to literature and to journalism. I shall therefore turn to

poignant memories of this great man, and give one or two of his

poems in English translation. I knew DVG since 1927 when I

was an undergraduate in Dharwad. He visited Dharwad in 1927

and I listened to his lecture m Kamatak College and to his dis-
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cussions with elders like Bendre in a meeting of the Geleyera Gumpu,

Later he connected me with my critical reviews and poems in

Jaya Karnataka, the Gumpu’s monthly. In 1931 I was appointed

a lecturer in English in Fergusson College, Poona, and in 1933

I was invited to preside over the Ka^ighoshti in Raichur to be held

along with the year’s Sammelan. That was just the time when

DVG became President of the Kannada Sahitya Parishat (techni-

cally Vice-President, with the Yuvarajah as President). DVG had

immense love for the young and seemed to have decided to mould

me if he could. At the Parishat meetings I was always by his

side and he used to whisper into my ears certain “dos and don’ts”

which were very precious indeed. He invited me to Bangalore for

a lecture in the Parishat on the eve of my departure to Oxford for

higher studies. He took an elder brother’s interest in my movement

from innocence to experience and in moulding me into a likeable

young man of letters. An enchanting correspondence with me was

initiated by DVG, and I responded to it with all the enthusiasm

of a youngster and adoration and adventure. He wrote such

beautiful English in his epistles, it was a real pleasure to read them.

I do. not wish to go into other details here. I shall only refer

to an epistolery episode, which he has published in his Ketakee

Vana, a collection of poems, printing first his poem of 4th September,

1941, written after being reminded of me by a letter written by

me and found in one of <his old files and my reply to it on 14th

September, 1987 which is a tribute to the DVG I loved. I reproduce

these two poems here in En^sh translation.

FRIENDSHIP

Food grows stale and cold.

Decay fruits untold

Even pretty girls grow old

But friendship’s fresh as ever.

Bound to fade is the flower.

Fate’s own cruel hour

Strikes. Even mangoes sour

But friendship’s fresh as ever.

True some vague obsession.

Mind’s vacant-eyed session,

Some tiredness, pain.

Which I comhat in vain

Made me forget.

How long can this remain

Or memory go to sleep ?

Sure, it’ll wake up with a leap

And the brain
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Till it remembers again !

With me it was so today

The mind was merry and at play.

Looking for something in old files

Flashed forth the letter whieh you wrote :

What love» what gushing forth from springs

Deep within! I was overjoyed.

My memory flowed into the void

And filled it. Vanished the sense of guilt

Reassured was my joy, heartfelt.

I dipped the pen of my delight

In the ink-pot of friendship’s ink.

Dip, dip, dip, sirik, sink, sink

And wrote without pause this letter in verse,

A young green leaf, though the paper be dry.

Make much of tMs; with a poet's eye.

This scribble-babble, deeming it high,

O poet ! Receive this poesy.

To this epistle of 4th September 1941, I wrote my reply

“Jo Dear DVG” on 14th September, 1941.

PROMETHEUS, THE FIRE - BRINGER

To the. rock perched on a mountain peak

Hiiin, Prometheus the brave,

Him the gods bound, 'bound hand and foot.

His crime? Jupiter punished him.

Him, the fire-bringer to mankind.

Save Prometheus, O, save Prometheus 1

None can save 'him! Nothing can save him !

Only love, love can save him.

Love, sovereign Love, Love, Love divine.

A true titan, unafraid.

You stood against the granite rock.

Jove bade an eagle-agony

Grab your whole heart, piece by piece.

Only a fill of wind your food,

' Only rain-water was your drink.

Sole, the earth-mother, day and night
Took her suffering son in her aims
And rolled him round in nihfl-space,

A top spinning in that graceless void

With a sweet, dear-eyed concern

Pleading with stars to save Prometheus,

Prometheus the brave, the great.
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To you, Prometheus-like, O friend.

Who is savioui'? Where is joy?

An eagle, gnawing at your heart.

Will consume you limb by limb

But for your immortality.

Alike arise your joy and mirth

From the bounty of the earth.

You cool your eyes with the lovely tints

That earth and sky scatter in glints.

Immortal love slumbering hidden

In earth and ^y, will spring unbidden
Like lightnings trumpet to the world

the joy and liberty Love brings.

And iron chains to Tyranny.

The promise of a Golden Age
Fulfil Love will, page by page.

Enthroned is Love in a golden car.

Fixed with many a glittering star.

Triumphant, Love will drive in state

Bound to her car wheels is captive Fate.

Till the advent of Love’s procession

Moving eternal in progression,

Hope only for rhe symbol dawn.

Strong hope alone is liberty.

First among the hierarchy

Is your line of path-finders.

0 elder ! I am your yoimger brother

With your soul’s eye of limpid light

Bless me ! That is my only prayer !

Brother ! The mighty spell of Love
Is its own master, its own treasure.

Fingering the vina of the heart

And all that is, with matchless art.

Grew our tribe and its minstrelsy

One with its magic symphony.

May my little lispings find

Love in the garden of your mind.

A star gleaning across a grove

Is your love-letter in m^ dwelling.

In prison - like dreams of liberty.

All around me is it welling.

1 plunge into your depths of love

And like a swan serene I float.

Brushing moss and clinging mud
That to its neck has filled this moat.
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I, for a moment, have forgotten

All the weariness, mud-'begotten

And into sky have taken wing :

There I am master, there I am king !

I come home with your words of love.

Each one soothing like a dove.

Today, as I look back on those almost juveline six scenes of

forty-six years ago remember the excitement that was mine when

I received the epistle in verse from DVG, more than twenty years

my senior, calling me a friend, and writing on friendship itself;

my frantic effort to find for a reply poem (I was already doomed

to be a ‘Trincipai” at Willingdon College, Sangli and busy from

morning to evening;) and my success at last ten days later, on a

Sunday, when I walked away from my bungalow on the college

premises and locked myself in into my “Prindpal’s office room”,

to avoid visitors and intruders; and the utter absorption and

mergence with which I wrote it frenziedly till I came to the last

word. All this is forever ensthrined in my memory, an imperishable

part of my 'being.

One has to be thankful to Providence for giving us such great

and generous elders standing sentinel, like light-houses in the

ocean of life, lighting up its dark recesses and guiding our footsteps.

Honoured be their name and everlasting their glory !

(Presidential speech made at the inauguration of a national seminar

(1'987) at Bangalore on the occasion of the birth centenary of

Dr. D.V. Gundappa).
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An Introduction to “Sitayana”

DR. PREMA NANDAKUMAR

“The work of Valmiki 'has been an agent of almost incal-

culable power in the moulding of the cultural mind of India ; it

has presented to it to be loved and imitated in figures like Rama

and Sita, made so divinely and with such a revelation of reality

as to become objects of enduring cult and worship, or like Hanuman,

L^hmana, Bharata the living human image of its ethical ideas;

it has fashioned much of what is best and sweetest in the national

character, and. it has evoked and fixed in it those finer and exquisite

yet finn soul tones and that more'^delicate humanity of tanperament

which are' a more valuable thing than the formal outsides of virtue

and conduct.”

— Sri Aurobindo

When referring to the Rmmycm, the Vaishnava classic Sri

Vachatui Bhushanam fondly and reverently records : “The great

itihasa, Ramycm, speaks of file nobility of the imprisoned lady.”

That is indeed the very essence of Vahniki’s epic, the image of the

imprisoned splendour, the epic of the Earth-bom.

When we read the Rmayam we do follow the life story of

Rama— and a marvellous tale it is of ethical imperatives, war-

heroism and awe-inspiring idealism. But it is Sita who stays back

in our consciousness at the end. Sita brought to the marriage

pandal by Janaka; Sita giving away her riches and preparing to

follow Rama into the forest; Sita shyly recounting her marriage

festivities to Anasuya ; Sita charmed by the Rishis and Rishipatnis

;

Sita thrown into a fright by Viradha and Surpanakha; Sita danand-

ing the golden deer and accusing Lakshmana; Sita abducted by

Ravana and imprisoned in Lanka; Sita terrorised by the ogresses

and consoled by Hanuman; Sita spumed at the very moment of

vKtory 'but vindicated by the fire-ordeal; Sita anointed queen and
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gifting Hanuman a string of pearls; and, of course, the terrible

fate that awaits her in the Uttara Kanda, and her withdrawal.

But what were the antecedents of Sita? She is sho'wn as

rising to the occasion at every moment of crisis. But we have not

the same background knowledge about her as we have of Rama.
Rama the student of Vasishta receives advanced training in

special missile warfare from Viswamitra ; he is later seen discoursing

with RiShis, lecturing to Bharata on Raja Dharma, and mollifying

Lakshmana : throughout the epic we see Rama interacting with

a variety of people around in one way or the other. But Sita has a

passive role most of the time. She is on her own only in the

Sundara Kanda. The birth and growth of Sita, her “world” witliin :

of these Valmiki is mostly reticent. For instance, after her marriage,

Janaka fades out of the story altogether. While Dasaratha, Kausalya,

Sumitra, Kaikeyi and the brothers are a constant presence, we do
not hear anything albout Janaka, his queen and sita’s sisters. Indeed,

except for the names Urmila, Mandavi and Srutakirti we have no
idea of their lives, characters and relationship with Sita. It is mostly
Rama’s world in the Ramayana in spite of the fact that we are equ^ly
concerned with Sita’s story of noble suffering. How about Sita’s

world ? If this epic is about the “noble tale” (chaiitam mahat) of

Sita, how do we trace the evolution of an Avatar who by her s^heer

penance looms as a power that guides us still? If Rama is the
prince who became God, Sita too is a princess who 'became a
goddess. But what are the guiding pathways in her ascent to the
summits ?

This is not the first time such questions have been -posited in

the minds of scholars, devotees and poets. Archaeologists and
historians have conducted research ajl over the sub-continent to
establish Sita’s historical identity. Devotees have linked Sita to the
Supreme Mother seen severally as Sri Devi, Bhu Devi and Sri
Ranganayaki. Parasara Bhatta exclaims in Sri GunaRatna Kom :

“The Ramayana lives because of you.” In another famous verse,
he says :

“O Mother who was born as Maithili ! While Rama saved
ody those who surrendered to him, you saved even those who
did not. Such is thy profound compassion.”

And in verse 57 he says that the Sita incarnation was a
rehearsal for the stage appearance as Sri Ranganayaki by Lakshmi
Devi.

Poets and dramatists have also sought to approach the
Ramayam events from Sita’s point of view. Among the most
si^ficant creations in this genre in recent times is Kumaran Asan’s
Ckmtavishtayaya Sita (1919), As a remembrance of events past in
Sita’s Hfe while she awaits the return of Lava and Kusa from



SITA : POWER. PENANCE, PROMISE 33

Rama’s court, the poem is almost bitter. How could one who
showfcred so much affection upon her during the 13 years' exile

become the stone-hearted crowned King of Ayodhya? Does power

really corrupt people ?

"It is hard to say it— Even a scamp would resent anyone

slandering his wife. How then did the noble king heed as gospel

truth the aspersions made against me T" *

And yet, the image of compassionate that Sita is, that she

forgives Rama as easily as' she forgave the ogresses in the Asoka

grove. The ways of Raja Dhaima are inscrutable \ Hence she

ends up blaming herself for her clouded vision :

“ Lord, have mercy on your vainglorious mate !

pardon me for the blemishes

that in a state of mental disturbance

I discovered just now in you

Coming from a family devoted to Ramayana scholarship, my
father. Prof. K.R. Srinivasa Iyengar grew up in a traditional Hindu

household where the elders used to read the Sundara Kmda daily

as Parayana. While father has not followed this ritual (though my
mother has been reading the Sundara Kanda daily for forty years),

he has immersed himself in the Ramayana world since his childhood

days and he has written on the Ramayana at various times. And
recently he has edited Asian Variations on the Ramayana for the

Sahitya Akademi and translated the SundaraKanda of Valmiki into

English as The Epic Beautiful,

The epic Beautiful ? Is it not a mere kanda ? But then. Prof.

Iyengar feels that the Sundara Kanda was the nucleus, the seminal

epic to which other portions were added later. In fact, the Agasthya

Samhita refers to this as the bija kanda. While translating the

Sundara Kanda Prof. Iyengar was increasingly held captive by the

Ramayana action as Sita*s story. It was Sita everywhere for him

and he also referred to the Sundara Kanda as Sitayam in his

introduction to The Epic Beaudful.

After the completioia of the translation, frioads and disc^les

came forward string, of suggestions and astked for more of

the Ramayana .world in verse.

Tie work was begun on 1 Janpary 1983 when he wrote the

Prologue, A lifetime, spent in prayerful surrender to Sita and

watching her presence in flie women he had come into contact

with — dives iinages of- aiflfering, forgiveness, penance, power and

1. Selected poems of Kumami Asan <1975), p. 124.

2.. ibid. 1 p., 129,’
,

'

u
, ,

.
.
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sacrifice resulted in these twelve stanzas that open with a

Miltonic echo :

Of womanhood I write, of the travail

and glory of motherhood;

of Prakriti and her infinite modes

and unceasing variety;

of the primordial Shake’s myriad

manifestations on earth;

of the lure and leap of transcendences

of the rui>y feminine.

But the real ibeghming of Sitayana was to be on 19 March

1983, at dawn. When he awoke from a dream -state on that day,

the lines were already there :

The famed philosopher - king. Janaka,

paid obeisance to the Bard

Of the Worlds, Narada, as he floated

into Mifhila’s domain.

{MUhila, 1.)

Containing 5995 stanzas (with the Prologue and Epilogue each

contributing another 12) Sitayana has seven Books. Written in the

10-7-10-7 syllabia unrhymed quatrain measure that controls the

flow of the narrative without compartmentalising the throu^t-

processes, Sitayana has a structural individuality of its own with

the events of Sundara Kanda placed at the centre of the epic as

fhe Book of Asoka, the bija- Kanda. It is the precious pendant

that gives meaning to the rest of the tale : the image of the

knprisoned heroine rejecting the entire wealth and power of Ravana

as worthless preyas and remaining faithful to the sreyas of being

Rama’s wife upholdn^ wifefy chastity. The seven Books are further

divided into seventy seven cantos, each Book comprising eleven

cantos. Of these seventy - seven cantos, more than half are com-

pletely creation. In the rest of the cantos there is a good
deal of direct translation from Valmiki but also plenty of impro-

visation. Kamban and Tulsidas provide inspiration now* and then,

^fcile echoes from great Engjish and Indian writers are never far

away. In terms of statistics it could be said that direct translation

from Vahniki would .be less than <me-fourth of the total.

word before I go to the text. Prof. Iyengar has given the

sub-title : Epic of the Earth-tx)ra. Sita’s story is essentially oia
story too* Sita, bom of earth, daughter of Mother Madhavi, js a
syai>ol of us allj ^e earth-born, children of Mother Sakhambari.
Sita’s story speaks of the.g;reatness of the -lady who - remained in

an patently vast and' fdliage-ridi garden, but she was really

imprisoned there by an unscmpulous Rakshasa monster, and con-
stantly teased and terrified by ugjy ogresses. Well, we too are on
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this earth, a vast garden limning the splendour of Prakriti. But

we are also imprisoned by our own senses (Karma and Jnana

Indriyas) and are threatened by a variety of fate-made, man-im-

pelled, self-created sicknesses. Sicknesses of the body and the mind.

We are imprisoned by birth, imprisoned by the lust of others,

imprisoned by our own longings.

However, the imprisoned lady in Asoka was Sita, a Princess,

a queen-to-be. We too may be pigmy humanity, but we are also

amrutasyak pu^ah, children of immortality. Hence Valmiki took up

the story of Sita to tell us what we are, whither we are going,

what should be our goal. Prof. Iyengar extends the parameters

of the story by including the experiences of mankind through the

last few centuries as well. It is interesting that Sita’s story remains

astonishingly relevant even today when the world has entered the

awe-inspiring Atomic Age.

While Sitayana is no mirror-image of the Rmxayana of Valmiki,

Prof. Iyengar has retained the seven-fold division of the original,

thougii there has been some re-distribution of the events. Since it

is Sita’s story, we have — instead of Bala, Ayodhya, Aranya,

Kishkindha, Sundara, Yuddha and Uttara kandas, — the Mithila,

Ayodhya, Aranya, Yuddhia, Rajya and Ashrama Books. Rama is

never seen directly in action when Sita is not present. All such

action is reported to Sita by appropriate courtiers, like Hanuman,

and Trijata, Anaia and Sarama. Events in Ayodhya after the

departure of the exiles are reported to Sita by Srutakirti.

Sitayana begins with a conviersation between Narada and

Janaka, just as Valmiki and Narada converse at the opening of

Bala Kmda, ianaka wishes to know why the world continues to

enact a “wearisome agenda” where “naigjit, courage and cunning

have been mastered by like but enhanced powers.” How do the

disprivileged manage to epdure and even thrive? They do so be-

cause of the presence of
,

Love, says Narada :

Dawn after a dark night a rainbow arc

trailing a
,
heavy shower,

a bird’s cry, a child’s smile, a gardenscape,

and we , sense Love’s ambience.

iMithila, 68)

Janaka is reminded of EiasaraA’s Yajna three years earlier,

and on Yajnavalkya’s advice begins a
,

sacrifice. The first step is

to turn the sqd

^

.

Poised -between the infinitudes without,

. . &pd within, his hands guided

thp old ploughshare with an infallible

’
'

' senW'oF tune (fir^on.
^

'*

‘hacf^ ‘hot ’prbgte^ci far, when suddenly

a lightning - fiash crossed his path;
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he stopped, and his dazed eyes fell on the form

of a wondrous golden child.

Since the vision had sprouted as it were

from the opening furrow,

the enraptured Janaka cried ‘^Sita

and bent down in gratitude.

{Mithila, 252-254)

Presently the royal household at Videha has three more

additions, Unnila, Mahdarvi and Srutakirti. Prof. Iyengar well brings

out both the outward differences and the unified consciousness of

the sisters through their demeanour and conversation. But Sita is

the leader; and we have dreamy Unmla, self-poised Mandavi and

sprightly Srutakirti.

There are charming vignettes about these flames of feminine

excellence growing up in Mithila’s palace. But we are never far

away from high seriousness. Sita’s dreams and thought-processes

are recorded with guarded under-statement. A dream about a

serpent swooping upon a bird of Paradise brings foirth an explana-

tion from Maitreyi :

A little while, my child, and you’ll be hailed

a rare phantom of delight;

and you’ll win what you ardently desire

and the world will smile on you.

And a little while lafter, you may have

to quaff the bitter chalice,

endure what seems eternal fiigiht, and win

and lose, and win all again.

(Mithila, 465-6)

Yajnavalkya’s wife Maitereyi* is but one of the several soulful

portrayals of women-te^ers in Sitayana. Hiere is, for instance, the

Mother of the Man^a (remintling ofie of the Mother of Sri

Aurobindo Ashram) vdio initiateis the sisters into meditation. The
Mother gazes into Sita’s ^es ;

Saiould you ever ^ seized with helplessness,

think ^ me, for^I takb charge

;

^ wh8m t have seen even

for a mere fleeting second !

When danger in the future assails you,

fear not but look deep within

and seek— tearing toough all barrier veils—
the invulnerable Ydf&.

. \ ,

fMimia, 525-6)

Now we come to an ^isode which ^ves a d^irive turn to
the story. at pky, a had dmppeared under the box
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in which an enormous bow had been kept. The sisters run towards

the box.

Drawing near in her native innocence,

Sita now took a close look,

raised the box a little with her left hand,

while the right rescued the ball.

Happening to come just then, Janaka

was o’ertaken by surprise

and cast on his beloved child a glance

of gloried recognition.

{Mithila, 598-9)

The girls run away happily. But Janaka is wistful. This is

no ordinary child but a consecrated icon of Power ! How will

he find the right husband for her ? Yes ! The hero will have

to string this bow of Shiva ! He announces a Swayamvara. Presently

Sita listens to the chattering Srutakirti speak of what she had

heard. A charming young hero has come with a string of achieve-

jments to his credit : Tataka killed, Maricha worsted, Ahalya,

redeemed. Rama wins the contest. Dasaratha comes to Mithila and

the wedding takes place. Everyone is happy, and Viswamitra in

particular. Hadn’t he been the cause of separating the loving couple,

Harishchandra and Chandramati ? He has now made amends by

bringing together Gautama and Ahalya and also acted as the

catalytic agent for the four marriages that have been celebrated

in Mithila.

The Book of Ayodkya begins significantly with a storm. The

bearers of the palanquin of Maithili and Uimila lose direction

and stray away from the main party. The storm subsides. Sita

and her sister find themselves in Ahalya’s presence. Ahalya tells

the young* brides that one needs a guardian-spirit all the time.

In future it is going to be worse for women as man would be

stooping lower than the' Asura and the Beast.

Sita and Urmila rejoin the royal party and find comfort and

happiness at Ayodhya, Sita meets Arundhati who speaks of the

needs for aspiration, and suddenly exclaims :

Sita, Sita, my tired old ey^ yet see

you framed in infinity :

you’re come to humankind as a power,

a penance and a promise.

(Ayodhya, 168)

Power, Penance, Promise. The rest of Sitayam is a progres-

sive revelation of this triune radiance that is Sita. We watch the

re-enactment of the dreadful scenes leading to Rama’s banishment.

Sita pleads that K^eyi has decreed Sita’s exile as well by demand-
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ifig Rama's banishment. But Rama will not be easily persuaded.

Yet Sita will not be denied :

This, my lord, this popular assumption

that we’re but Doll’s House creatures

foolishly engrossed in colourful clothes

and glittering jewellery,

happily contained by domestic chores,

the securities of home

and boudoir, and the throes of child-bearing

and rearing, is mere fancy.

If as the partaker of your Dhanna

I’ve the right to share your throne,

why, it follows, I must with equal joy

feel the thorns of exile too.

No cheap juvenile enthusiasm, this,

nor female obstinacy :

I've 'been schooled in Mithila’s famed Retreats

in seasoned austerities.

(Ayodhya, 421)

In the Book of Aranya we meet Good and Evil in equal

measure. While Anasi^ fondles Sita and speaks words of wisdom,

Viradha i.s a menace. However, inside Dandaka we have also a

spiritual map of India and we meet familiar figures ' through the

gauze-drapeiy of a poef« soul-view.

Sita’s instinctive reverence for Rishipatnis like Katyayani,

Maitreyi, Ai^undhati, Ahalya and Anasuya gives a new direction to

the story. With such realised women around, it is obvious that

woman
t
is no ignorant cog in a gigantic life-machine. If she still

suffers, it is because of blind tradition and crass selfishness which
have turned her into^ a blin^gd slaye. Thus Lxjpamudra :

This, lunatic division of l^.ur

—

Woman for the home,, and Man
for . the ibattlefield ! — has driven a wedge
and splintered humanity.

While the sons ^^t trained to become killers

in the horrid game of war,

the daughters get entrapped in the male’s net

of pride,, possession and lust.

I , .
. (Aranya, 355-6)

the exiles take leave and move away, Agasthya
cahns down Lopamudra and assures her that all will be well for
Wimanity:

, ^

^

.
Khow that bbtii ’

inf

, ,

with ftama aM 'fev
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of change and transformation,

carrying Agni in her heart of ruth,

she can suffer and redeem.

i^Aranya, 390- i)

Asoka contains some of the finest flights of inspired poetry in

Sitayafia. In vain does Ravana tempt Sita with his riches. She

remains firmly wedded to the memory of Rama. There are also

other memories which are really lacerations. She had had some

hints of what awaited her, and had strengthened herself by following

the advice of the Rishi Patnis. But had she not forgotten the words

of one among them ? Had not Ahalya told her the importance of

the protective guardian - angel that Grace places before us? We
can reject this symbol of grace only at our peril.

During these long months of imprisonment Trijata and Anala,

daughters of Vibhishana, keep up Sita’s spirits and give her news

of the outside world. As for Sita, she delves into the deeps within

and gains the strength to face Ravana’s blandishments and threats.

She also acquires a rare poise. Imprisonment is tapas for her, and

this period in her life is Ashram-vas, faintly foreshadowing the

much longer Ashram-vas yet to come. For fhe present.

This was an interim for loneliness,

and nude self-suflSciency;

this too was a part of her askeas,

and she watched, and she waited.

{Asoka, 313)

Hanuman comes, Lanka is burnt. Hanuman goes bade to Rama
... and the Western orange skies

cast a rare luminous ^ow
on Sita tranced in waiting; an iimer

flame presaging die future.

{Asoka, 852)

The Book of Yuddka is an unveiling of the Spectre of Doom
as seen and reported mainly by Anala. As Sanjaya had related

the course dE the Mahabharata war, Anala reports to Sita

the vicissitudes of the mi^y struggle between Rama and Ravana.

The most important additions in Yuddha are the introductioh of

Sulochana and the dream of Rarvana. Mandodari and indrajifs

wife Sulochana, 'bound by an identical fate cling to one another

at this fateful moment. Sulochana sees no point in this war which

has meant a meanin^ess camz^e for Lan&a’s dtizmry.

A pause, and Mandodari gave a groan

of desperation, and said :

Where unreason and passion sit enthroned,

all good. smSG goes arMding.

The insanities of hast and power

have their own queer compulsions

;
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and what are we, the females of the race,

but expendable trinkets ?

(Yuddha, 481)

Rivana returns to the palace after an ignominious reprieve

from Rama and falls asleep, sucked into a disturbed pool of

nightmare visions. Soon he wakes up, and recounts to the startled

IVfandodari and Subchana a terrible sequence. But he is doomed;
no, he cannot take their advice. All that he can do is to speak

in trembling acc^ts :

Ah f can’t ever hope to live it down, —
the contrivance, cowardice,

and cruelty of the action 1 After

that wind, the present whirlwind !

For Sita too, the poor wounded woman,
who cm predict the future ?

There can be no simple cancellation

of the mangled time between.

And so my Queen and my Shakti. whom I’ve

too long taken for granted :

and O rare gift of Grace, Sulochana,

whom my folly has ignored :

forgive me, and the males of the species,

for all our egotisms

and iniquities— i>ut it is too late

to undo my transgressions.

{Yuddha, 569-572)
Ravana’s end ; Mandodari’s lament : Sita’s fire-ordeal. In the

Rum court Vikarna’s is the lone voice of protest as Duhshasana
disrobes Dtaupadi. Here Trijata alone raises her voice of protest :

Is there none here to rush to the rescue

of abandoned innocence ?

Must the world reap the wages of the sin

of driving the pare to die ?

177)
a we are already in the Book of Mjya, for there is a halt

t9 insanity. Grace as Am protects Sita, and the crisis is

“smug stony security was
.

pierced / by the crisp airs
from^^Ab^e.” -

,

.

• Like, one awakened from sieepi^^fie let slip

the ‘ darkened past /as one > drops
the men^ of nighte®i^, and advanced

to take his God-giv^ wife.

' {RiC^yd, 195)
The brief Book of -ifcatBa’s Oorririotion and a

irn^ty fandy get-tc^ether alter jaft ^eats of pray^ul waiting.
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Agastya tells them ah about Ravajm’s antecedents, his career which

had a glorious terror— terribilita— about it and the emergence

of the Vanara clan. There is a meaningful juxtaposition of Ravana
and Hanuman as supermen :

Too soon, all too soon, the idyll comes to an end, and we
come to the last Book, Ashrama. Exiled again ! Sita finds refagp

in Vaimiki’s hermitage. There are sisters in distress here; but these

women— Vasumati, Nadopasini— have transcended their life’s

anguish and emptiness by work, worship, meditation, prayer. They

are ineluctaJble companions to Sita. Lava and Kusa are bom. They grow

up into ideal sons, and Sita now gains “a calm of mind, all dissonance

spent.” But deep within, Sita is the world-mother; and she is

agitated now and then by the state of the world. Prof. Iyengar

sketches the position of humanity today poised on the brink of

disaster, thanks to environmental pollution and atomic weaponry :

Would Man one day, drunk with Asuric milk

and weighted with Rakshasa

armour and overwheening ambition,

dare the final sacrilege?

Ah set up the witches’ cauldron and brew

the critical concoction

that will fission the atom and invoke

the Shatterer of the Worlds ?

Tear apart the filmy life-protector,

charge and change and carbonise,

infect the elements with lethal fumes,

and decree the end of life?

{Askrmna, 475-477)

Sita assures herself that Grace will never fail humanity which

is itself a creation of the Supreme Creatrix, Her loving compassion.

Rama’s Aswamedha sacrifice draws almost all the figures with

whom we have grown familiar in the earlier Books. Sita meets her

sisters, mothers-in law, Trijata, Anala and Sarama. Also Ahalya,

Lopamudra, Arundhati. There is an undercurrent of sorrow and

vague apprehensions' about the future. The sacrifice gathers

momentum ; Lava and Kusa recite the tale of Sita. Ah, the scene 1

Once had a daughter of Mithila

confined to the petty ^ce
under the Simsupa : and ten thousand

pairs of eym now streamed forth tears.

{Ash-ama, 744)

Rama recognises his ®3ns and requests Valmiki to being Sita

to the court. The poignant moment is upon us all. As Rama and

Valmiki ^eafc, as the vast oemoourse looks upon her ckd in ochre

robes. Sits herself is far, fM away from it all, re-living the
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momentous past Suddenly her husband’s words penetrate her

consciousness.

What was the king her husband waiting for ?

Did her marble purity,

a Fire that burnt Ravana’s might of arms,

need further attestation?

Goodbye, then, to dear visible Nature,

the rich flora and fauna,

the many-hued and polyfoliate

splendour of Earth-existence

!

{Ashram, 835-6)

The Earth-born Sita goes back to where she came from,

reclaimed by Mother Madhavi. But does Rama’s suicidal stipulation

spell a doom for the future ?

Ten thousand cycles of hibernation,

birth, growth, flowering, fruition,

and fall, and once more winter ! But the Earth

renews itself, and endures.

The Earth never tires or stales or despairs,

for the pulses of Sita’s

heart of compassion sustain and foster

our evolving Life 'Divine.

{Ashram, 939-40)

Sita is seen in this epic as a tremblingly human and graciously

divine heroine. Her innocence and wisdom, gentleness and strength,

love and compassion are all reflected in her motivations, conver-

sations, and actions. When the moment of despair is upon us, and

we feel helpless and hopeless in an increasingly menacing atmosphere,

die imaagt of Sita clad clad in the ochre robes of renunciation rises

before us as a promise, guiding us to sanity, guarding us as Grace.

And so die noble tale of Sita becomes our sanctuary as well.



THE FACELESS EVENING

(Short story)

PROF. GANGADHAR GADGIL

{Translated by the author from the ori^dud in Marathi)

It was one of those dull, listless evenings of Bombay. The

fading sunli^t lay on it like a layer of dust. There was nothing

particular about it. It had no face at all. A faceless evening!

Rather shocking if one cmnes to think of it But nobody seemed

to give a damn. Nor did I for that matter. I was walking home-

wards with my legs moving forward and backward mechanically.

Scores of other legs moved the same way. A concert of moving

legs. Rather siUy. I would say. But nobody seemed to think so.

A horsedrawn Victoria, remnant of the Brihsh era, creaked

and jolted past me. The horses’ hoof hit a stone. A spark streaked

ofi it at a sharp angle. It was bright and alive for an instant and

then ceased to An atom of energy and an atom of time—

a

momaitary ejdstence, an acmdental equation. A thrilling coinddaice,

that thrilled nobody.

Huge letters, burnt into the sky, standing astdde a tall

building. Brashly assertive, insistent. Trying to wipe
,

out consdous-

ness everything else and filling it with a Cola. Succeeding by sheer

size and briefness.

A child in its mother’s arms staring wide ^ed at the in-

decipherable scribble of objects, colours, movements and clutching

in its tiny fist its mother’s saree. Mother gives it a bri^t nickel

coin to hold. The child’s eyes fix on it with a jerk. It closes its

fingers around it to feel it The coin vanishes from view. The

chad is astounded, confused. Its fingers open and the coin reappears

shining and very much there. The chfid doses its fingers and opens

them again. It does that once again and again. A flicker of com-

prehension. Chad’s face ^lits wide qtan in a big smae. The eyes

sink and are lost in a surge of chuibby wrinkles. Its head loses

balance and falls back.
.
The cluld opens its eyes, and finds itself

staring at a huge poster o^ a screen goddess. The cluld gapes
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awestruck at that apparition in garish colours. Its smile vamshes.

The screen goddess huge and impervious keeps on smiling her famous

million - rupee smile.

A cacophony sounds ! dominated by the screaming insistent

horns of automobiles. A hundred drills being driven into the ears.

Faces staring oiit of window screens. Uniformed drivers, women with

faces as smooth as plastic and blood-red lips, stone-faced Govern-

ment officers, exuding authority, go-'better executives, reckless young

mild-mannered prosperous bankers. All wearing the informal

faces drained of expression. ‘Get out of the way, damn you !”

They barked wordlessly.

If they had spoken, each would have said it differently in a

different voice of his own. But all the different things they had to

say were translated into a primal language of sound— a mechanical

scream, brash, rude, demanding.

A frightening transformation, if one came to think of it. But
nobody bothered, nobody was scared.

Way down the street, a loudspeaker jutting out of a shop
vomitted film music. It had no face, only an obscenely large funnel

of a mouth. It vomitted the song without a movement of Hps, an
intake of breath, or movements in the throat. Three minutes of

devotional music, three minutes of love. A small crowd stood
around the loudspeaker drinking in the music.

Further down a hawker blithely announced in a stentorian

voice, ^‘Auction I Gigantic auction ! A company gone broke. Goods
on sale ! Dirt cheap ! Rush and pidc what you want. A luciky

chance of a life - time I A company gone phut ! Rush brothers,
rush.’^

A crowd quickly gathered around him eyeing his wares greedily.
Nobody bothered to about the company that had gone broke.
Could it be the Universal Enterprise Ltd. ?

Suddenly a deafening sound drowned ajl others. A van with
posters hung around it slowly approached from one end of the
street. It had loudspeakers mounted on top like cannons on a
tank. A stream of slogans burst out of the loudspeakers.

**Peace in Korea \ We demand Peace ! Peace in Korea I Peace !

Peace ! Peace F’’

The slo^ smashed into the earn and exploded in the . head.
They stunned. They were meant to stun.

,
^ ^^ ^ I while I walked along the street. He

anaed. So da I! He moved his %s. I heard nodiing. He moved his^ I heard nofliing. Our words had vanished, crowded out
umverre of stmnd. Possibly it was a bpgiiming of tihe final

o^Iment of what pwple had to say to each other. We both
soundlessly and went our way, ^
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‘"Peace 1 Peace ! Peace !’* barked the loudspeakers out of their

big permanentiy-open mouths.

It took quite some time for the deafening demand for peace

to get out of my earshot. My raped and stunned ears slowly

regained their ability to hear. My #eyes once again began to perceive

things. I began to notice again the adless stream of humanity

walking past me like products on a conveyor belt. They all looked

so alike ! one had
, the ccmuc feeling that they were all identical

coins spewing from a gigantic mint round the comer. They all

looked alike, pale imitations of the film gods and goddesses, who

loomed laiige over their heads astride the posters in garish colours.

The shrug, the slouch, the wiggle of the hips and the smiles 1

Myriad imitations of the million rupee smiles.

The film stars cannot really give birth to so many of their

copies. Yet this has been accomplished. The scientists too are at

work, achieving what at one time was inconceivable. A woman
can now conceive without copulation and bear the child of a man

whom she has not known or even seen. M!arie sperms can be

^preserved for years. Hitler or Stalin can ‘be the father of a child

bora fifty years later. The scientists may be able eventually to

give new personalities to people. Ctoe could then buy a personality

over a counter, “New Delhi, 2i9th December 1999 :

The Prime Minister today inaugurated a gleaming, high tech

factory for manufacture of children. The first child produced by

the factory was presented to the Prime Minister admidst flashing

bulbs of cameras. On the suggestion of th^ Prime Minister the

child has been designed to be intensely patriotic. The Prime

Minister in his inaugural speedi lauded the achievement of Indian

scientists and said, “This h a gkint step forward in the prc^ess

of our country. This factory will remove the major obstacle in flie

path of plaimed deyelopment of thas country.”

Our special correspondent reports that the sckntists have

succes^d in manufacturing piHs that would enable a person to

have the kind of dreams he likes. These pills are likely to be

produced on a amimercial scale in the iiear future. Marketing

experts predict that there is Iflcely to be a heavy deoaand for

nightmares, adv^tures and sexual fimtasies !

Wonderful ! Isn’t it ?

“Life is a tale told by an idiot signifying nothing,” says

Shakespeare. Stiq^id, isn’t it?

Ehd the faceless evening smile wanly. Or was it a sob ?

A girl stopped in front and threw a smile at me I Faceless

was she? No, No, baby -faced.

“You are not seeing things. Where is your mind wandering ?”,

she asked with another baity -faced smile.
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She opened her purse with an automatic movement, took

out a tiny handkerchief, closed the purse, wiped her face and

opened the purse....

“Sorry, I was thinking of something,” I said.

'Thinkmg, were you ? Of whom ?” She quickly closed and
opened her eyes mischievously.- I had seen that pretty gesture in

She played with the pallav of her saree and wiggled her

I smiled vacuously. She responded with a pretty smile.

“Did you see that Shashi Kapoor movie which is a hig hit ?”

she askol.

She looked at me and delicately dropped her eyelids for no
reason at all. It was another gesture. I had seen inevitably in a
movie. She had not yet perfected it. This was a practice session.

I could think of nothing to say. I said, “The big cricket

match tomorrow. Are you going to watch it ?”

She arched her brows, stroked her lips delicately with her
filers, “mm ... I I might, if I am in the mood.”

So we spoke for a while and bade good bye to each other.
A three - minute record of gestures and talk had been played.
After a little while she may play it over again . . . open her purse,
take out kerchief, dose the purse and throw a smile.

A record being played in thousands of homes.
“Bring me a trumpet, I whl blow it with such passion...”

said a poet. What next ? Nothing, the needle is stuck, the same lines
twer and over again.

A violent »screech of brakes. A blood - curdling scream. A
wild rush, a stampede. A nulling crowd greedily swallowed the
scene of the accident. A man lay dead. The crowd stared at him,
at the car. Blood I Death ! A severed leg ! Initial fright ! of death
of unknown ! Behind it luiked an itch for the sensational, for
gore and violence. The itch got the better of the fight Itch and
mmdless curosity.

. peoirie in the CTowd were not inherently cruel. Had the
aHve they would have rushed to help, given him a

glass of water, called an anrimlance. But the itch was also verymu^ there and wsp curiosity, mindless, indifferent! Itoh and

mt aowd could Mve been moved to tears by the broken heart^ lowlom movie heroine. It could have started a riot after
hfiSBaag ^ mcendiary iarai^e of a demagogue. It would have^ of a posse of dulvwieldmg policemen,
ft, TOidd tove vfeously pursued, and bdaboured: to datSTa pettythief caught m the act.ft could have burst inte raucous laiixj
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on hearing an obscenity or ... It could have done anything at

all and quite unpredictably.

A pool of blood. A trickle slowly began to flow out of it.

They all watched its halting progress half-afraid and half-expecting

that it would flow towards them. The trickle found a slope and

began to flow in that direction. The people standing there screamed

and fell back in confusion. A diap fell flat on his back. The crowd

burst into laughter.

I shuddered when I heard the lau^ter. That crowd of living

people frightened me more than the death that was on public riew.

Equally frightening was the solemnity with which they poked up

the shoes of the dead man and placed them neatly by his side.

They were so driven by contradictory impulses, so contrary at

times and always so unpredictable.

That fear was matched by the awe-inspired by scientists delving

deep into the secrets of life itself and developing techniques of

manipulation and control.

A scientist might walk into the crowd, pick up the severed

leg and with a magic chemical attach it to the body making it

whole. He could with an injection or electrical stimulus bring

him back to life. The man would then get up, put on his shoes

and say to the driver who killed him, "Thanks an awful lot. Death

was a thrilling experience. I enjoyed the terror of it all.”

The driver may offer to do it for him once again. They may

then part company with a warm handshake.

That could start a craze to get killed. Muitimillion rupee

companies may the floated to offer people various kinds of thrilling

deaths. People would buy shares and invest in such companies.

The companies may vie with each other to import latest techno-

logies from U.S.A, and Japan. All existing laws, attitudes and

philosophical speculations about death would be irrdevant and

obsolete. A smart kick administrered by lienee would change life,

society, everything. "While humanity is coping with this gigantic

earthquake, science would administer yet another kick. Man may

perish in this flood of scientific achievement. Then perhaps a

new civilization of bees would grow on this earth. The possibilities

were mind bog^g. They inspired a terror of life and man himself.

Human life is a mammoth fair. Its main attraction is a merry-

go-round that goes faster and still faster until excitement and diriB

get transformed into terror, orange, red blade. The viat to the

temple costs a copper paisa, as offering to God. A ride in the

merry-go-round also* costs a paisa. One doses one’s eyes with

reverence in the presence of God. When one rides the merry-go-round

the eyes are closed automatically through fri^t. Ih either case one
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has to grope in the dark. One comes in this world with a copper

paisa of awareness and what it ultimately fetches is this.

Why not spend the copper paisa on a sticky chewy sweet?

One can chew on it endlessly. But that option is not open. One

gets sucked in the vortex of the merry-go-round. One has to live

in terror.

Terror ! Terror in the shape of ibig» black headlines in news-

papers. Eadh letter aspiring to fill the page, the entire consciousness.

A multitude of diverse terrors. Terror of knowledge ! Terror of

ignorance ! Terror of bondage and of boundless freedom too. Terror

of others and terror of oneself 1

Mammoth serpents of terror I And mammoth ladders too. One

climbs high on the ladders and pierces the sky. One is swallowed

by the serpents and falls into the depths of darkness. One holds

one’s destiny in the dice in one’s little fist. A shake and a throw

and where does it take us ?

That evening in Bombay 1 was tired and dull. My legs moved

mechanically like the blades of a pair of scissors to take me home.

A tiny flutter of breeze ! A kite fluttered too and soared in

the sky. Young little leaves on tree flickred. A little boy raised

his arm high, gave a joyous shout and ran nowhere in particular,

for no reason at all. The lad at the counter of the grocer’s shop

picked up a piece of jaggery and dropped it in his mouth. The

dust on the street was lifted and travelled a little with the breeze

and settled down somewhere else.

I broke out of my reverie, the thoughts got shuffled like a

pack of cards. Somebody gave me just five cards and asked me
to call the trump I

It was a gamble, a leap in the dark. I caught the spirit of it

and said, last card I get that will «be my trump 1”

The cards continued to be dealt out and the deal never seemed

to ^d. No last card ! No trump ! A nudge by an unseen hand

and a card dealt out to me flicked and fell open. It was the queen

of hearts.

Who gave the nudge ? Why was I so thrilled at the site of

the queen of hearts ? Why had my fancy suddenly taken fli^t ?

I knew it. She had done it. Who was she? I didn’t know. I had

se«i her. Where? Oh some -where, anywhere! That did not

matter. All that roattered was that she was there just a few steps

away frcun me. There she stood facing away from me talking to

somebody earnestly mth her chin raised just a wee bit. A
little woman, slightly ns very young girls are. But she was
not very yndig, akins ^ajl^ed a litlie. Her
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ears were small and delicate and waves of light shimmered over

her dark. lustrous hair. She lifted her chin a little more, tie

rounded lustrous bun of her hair rested on her back and was

lifted just a little. The red rose in her hair tilted and looked at

me teasingly. The pallav of her sari draped over her arm, slipped

and fell languorously on her hips. With a slight movement, she

shifted her weight to one side. Her hips changed posture just a

little. But that was enough to send my heart fluttering all around her.

A strange magic was at work. I stood there transfixed, trans-

ported into a fairyland fragrant with flowers. I wanted to be close

to her. I wanted her to talk to me in a sweet whisper and illuminate

everything with a smile.

Whence this magic? Why had it enchanted me? 1 did not

know. It may not happen when I see her again or it might.

Perhaps she was like the ^1 I met in the street—^the girl with

a three -minute record of personality. The magic spell might be

broken any moment and the fairy-tale would end without even

having begun.

Love stories 1 Oh, I have half a dozen of them. Here is one

about calf love and here is a medieval romance and a third one

is full of sex and violence. They all cost around three rupees. Do
you want it to read on a train journey or give it as a present

at a wedding ?

I ignored that 'babble.

‘Tt is really a bio-chemical process...” observed a scientist

employed in the factory for manufacturing babies.

A psychologist said something with so much jargon in it, that

it converyed no meaning at all.

I ignored them all, left my fluttering heart at her feet and

walked away. Totally unaware of it, she stepped on the fluttering

heart as she continued her earnest conversation. The heart lay

crushed and bleeding Uttt&r her foofi’ Yet it wa^ ddirioi^ly happy

and it was happiness and not blood that spurted out of the crushed

heart.

I walked along the street cutting distance with my feet like

a pair of scissors. My heart lay at ‘ her feet and that did not

bother me at all. What had hap^ned was something tremendous,

miraculous and frightening tbo. But somehow I was totally uncon-

cerned, or rather indifferent I wanted to have a smoke and relax.

That evening in Bombay was listless and tired. Its hair was

utikfempt add dhsty ahd 'ft ^ t^pbhbd, that had no face at all:



BUDDHIST CHINA AND SOUTH INDIA

DR. I.K. SARMA

hao, Indu = Hello ! Welcome, Hindu
; ken hao =

excellent ! that is how an Indian is warmly greeted in China. You
m:e! The mow skinned chubby faces and black-haired, fish-eyed

youth of China are lovely to look at but all in uniforms —girls

in white pants and short shirts and men in Mao’s coat, all blues

with the red strip collars, monotonous in apparel and appearance,

ftit there underlies a sincere love and affection to “Indus” in

general a term that is sweet to utter and cherished by the Chinese—
who instantly go deep in their thoughts on andent Indian and

Chinese cultural bonds. Yet Indians are rarely seen in China and
the reverse is also true. Why these most andent dvilized Asians

moulded in great eastern traditions and common cultural links

remain somewhat isolated with each other?

I had the fortune of seeing this great country in October 1983
lUKler an Mo-China Cultural Exchange Programme, My visit was
mainly academic and to get a personal glimpse of the Chinese
architectural and artistic wealth, mainly Buddhist afiBKation. The
historical

, and archaeolqgi^ sites and l^useums in and around
^iji^ Ga^ Henan ,and Cantcm provinces of Chin^ were
visited by m in a jWhjilwmd tour, very ably arranged by the
gsntral Cultural ^qs pureau, People’s Republic Of China.

Bdjing.

CWnese duonides mention about a gold statue of aiddhato Jwoi^t to^China in J22 Ac
.
Western Han period). But it

|s, fairly to. China li^ved Buddhism, from TnHj^ by theb^M of the ,0^ da ^tem Han (25-200 A.a) throu^
the South-JBa^^ Indian coa?t and ,CfeyIon.

The three famous Chinese iftavellMS, Fa-hien (40-411), Yuan-Chw^ (6^-64^ anfl '^R (671-695) have made enormous
Mntnhution to be the development of Buddhism in China and

on the Buddhist Ttofras Virurva

m anff'ltet«: ’rtitf’fdaadations for such a



BUDDHIST CHINA AND SOUTH INDIA 51

prolific scholarly impetus must have been laid by a few centuries

earlier to this trio. A Erahmi inscription dated to mid-third century

A.D. from the ancient city of Sriparvata Vijayapm in the Nagarjuna-

konda valley (Dt. Guntur, Andhra Pradesh), refers to the pilgri-

mage of some acharyas (scholars) to C!hina and other countries

for proselytizing the Buddhist order. These monks, together with

other acharyas hailing from Kashmira, Gandhara and Ceylon, besides

other places in India, worshipped the BodM Vriksha Pramla (Bodhi

tree pavilion), extant on the CSiula Dharmagiri Vihara monastrey

at Nagarjunakonda. Nagarjunakonda’s Sriparvata is hallowed as

the seat of Acharya Nagarjuna (2nd century A.D.), the founder

of Madkyamika school of Mahayana Buddhism which spread all

over China. At this place the Mahasamghika sects made headway

and its principal schools like Chmtyaka and Sailas propagated on

meritorious acts such as the creation, decoration and worship of

chcdtyas and eventually deified the Buddha and Bodhisattvas

Mahayana Buddhism thus gained a hi^ degree of popularity

among the masses and crossed the Indian frontiers very swiftly.

It is not one-sided. Chinese emperors greatly respected Indian

Buddhist teachers and monks. There was a meaningful cultural

exchange. Kanchipuram finds motion in a Chinese text dated to

first century A.D. and called huang cha. It is said that Chinese

emperors sent presents to the King of Fuang Cha in A.D. 1-6.

Although initially Buddhism was humbled by the native Confucianism

and was regarded as “Barbarian religion”, by the time of the

Eastern Ts' in (or Jin 317-420) and the Wei (386-551) dynasties’

firm foundations were laid for works of Buddhist art and Buddhism

gained the status of a state religion by about 500 A.D. The trans-

lations undertaken by the Chinese traveller-trio were mostly based

on the Madhyamka works expounded by Acharya Nagarjuna and

elaborated later on by sack great luminaries as Bhavaviveka and

Kumarajiva (344-413). In particular, Huen Tsang studied ito

treaties of Abhidharma wiA the monks at Dhanyakataka, the

present Amaravati-E^aranikota in Dt. Guntur not far from Sii-

parvata Vijayapuri of Nagarjunakonda. Among the 657-Sanscrit

works caused by him from Jndh for translation, 15 were Maha-

samghika works. In particular, this famous Chinese travelfer makes

mention of a Stupd hundred feet hi^, built by Mauryan emperor

at Kanchi and tradition assigns another Dharma soka Maha-

rajavihara at Kaverippumpattinam (Dt. Thanjavur). A Buddhist

temple specially ititeant for visiting Chinese monks existed during the

time of Pallava iScng- Naraifiinhavarman (§95-722) at Naga-

patinam. These were witness a seaborne cultural exchange

bBtweott Buddhist Qima-imfia and Ceylon. It might be noted that
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Bodiddhanna, tbe well-known founder of Chan sect who lived

at the Sheaolin temple (Mount - Songshan, Province Henan) hailed

from this part of India. So also, Dinnaga (5th century), the founder

of medieval Nyaya school, hailed from Kanchi, a centre for Pali-

Buddhism. It appears then that South East India with its long

coastal line and convenient anchorages has been in contact with

China and South East Asian centres during the early centuries

of the Christian era.

The consolidation of Buddhism led to the practice of making

cliff grottoes and decorating them with wall paintings of Buddhist

deities legends. The most famous among these exist in North

and West China. They are Kizil grottoes in Xin Jiang, the Mogo

grottoes at Dunhuang (Gansu), Yuankang grottoes at Datong

(Shanxi), Longmen caves at Louyang (Henan). In all these, as in

Ajanta - Aurangabad, not only carved out figures, but sculptures

in relief, ^tensively painted murals on the walls characterise the

Indian impact and influoices of Buddhist art. A variety of Buddhas

and Bodhisattvas reflect great physical charm with all the Mahapuru-

sha Lakskams in a truly Indian style. The ten-thousand Buddha

cave at Long man (pi - II), is worthy of note. The seated Vairochana

Buddha, 17.14 metres Mgh, (pi -I), among other massive sculptures

is a superb example of Chinese carving dated to the beginning of

7th century A.D. Besides the rock cut caves, the fossilized sand caves of

Thousand Buddhas, Dunhuang (Gansu) contain unimaginably big

straw built clay sculptures installed in their shrines in there. The
over -size image of seated Buddha in wood, in the main cave

(No. 096) measures 33 metres high and is within a seven storeyed

pavilion with p^t roofs, marking eadi storey and dated to 9th

century A.D. The wooden images are so well finished and painted

in pleasing colours. Tlhe fine torangu ardies with flying upsaras and
Gandkarvas carryu^ garlands the maid^is with , floating garments
.around fuHy- blossomed lotus ceilings datable to early 5th -6th
century A.D.. are some of the very attractive Indian style carvings

LcHQgmen caves as well as painted ceilings of Dunhuang.
The rock art of China is a true expansion of Indian art under

tbe imp!^ of M(duiyana Buddhist spread, starting from first century
AJ>. Later on with the imification of China under the Tang dynasty
(A.D. 618-907), the increasing interest in Indian Buddhist philo-

sophy works made China virtually a forte of later Buddhism,
whereas in its land ^ origin, this religion suffered a setback.

Even m periods fike Ming times (1366 - 1644) betwe^
Mian and Ounese art and ardiitecture are traceable in the depio-

such as; vase and Jotus sorolk - ipurm^ kumbkdjf, among the
idiite marble stone balustrades; Ae jsfetdly Bons dt the thresholds
cff the temple gateways (like the Pallava-Chola ones); the various
memorial pagodas of bridc-and stone built after the Bodhgaya-
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Sarnatb examples as seen at Beijing fWbite Pagoda), the numerous

ones at Dunhuang and Shaolin temple (pi -III) premises; the small

seated bronze figures of Buddha and Bodhisattvas at the Fayuan

Temple (Beijing are examples displaying close links between the

mainland China and the Deccan Caves (Ajanta-Karle-Kanheri) on the

one hand and the Guptan example of Sanchi-Samath-Nalanda and

Bodhgaya on the other. Strikingly enough, even during much later

times also their impact continued. To cite an example the gold

crown by the Ming Emperor Zu Yi Jun Wanli (1573-1620) reveals

a Vishnuchakra (conCh), at its crest, a symbol (rf royalty and it

is quite fitting that Ming rulers who upheld Buddhism, and Taoism

alike, held this conch in gne^ esteem. A close semblance in

architectural style can be found among the massive wooden

pavilions and long halls on pillars with glazed died roofs in China

and the medieval temples of wood in Kerala. The spacious high

compounds, the well-plaimed gardens inside within the Forihidden

City, Beijing impart a grandiose look to these architectural marvels

whose colour, however, dominated the form.

An interesting anecdote Which nicely summarises the beha-

vioural pattern of the Peoples of the World, both East and West

was narrated to me. It appears God Almighty sitting in His heavenly

abode, sported an idea that peoples of various countries and

nationalities can approach him with their choicest desire only one

and that too before the dawn. It is said that the first and earliest

to reach were the Arabs who sought oil wealth. The next were

Westerners (British and Europeans) who wanted intellect and tact.

The third to reach at the exact time (just before dawn) were the

Chinese and Japanese. Hearing that God had already given the

wealth and intellect to others, they prayed for good muscles and

determination to work. God ^adly okayed. The last to reach were

the Indians in heterogeneous groups unprepared even at the approach

of sun rise, some still bathing, applying tilak singing or reciting

on God and dressing up, etc., but none were ready with any united

demand. The God just got up to leave His abode and hearing at

the disputing and debating noisy Indians chided them to leave the

place as He had nothing left to confer. Ifelpless and bemoaning they

feu on the feet of the God praying Him to remain with them.

So the Almighty in India— every viUage, every town, street and

house and in growing numbers historicaUy. While the Chin^—

a

dutiful, determined and disciplined people— perceive and worship

God through their hard work, love their country so much that

one is amazed at the systematic development taking place in every

^here of life. Their pride in things ancient and regard for the

antiquity and herit^e is unparaUeled.

Gamama BudcUia resting on the nei:^bouring lulls, looking
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at the picturesque landscape around the beautiful city of Rajagriha,

its many shrines and sansctuaries utters to Ananda.

Xhitratn Jambudvipam manoramcm jivitam manu^hyamm'

and bade a final farewell.

After seeing the most colourful Buddhist art treasures of

China, I took leave with pleasant admiration saying to myself

"VMtram - Chimidesm. ”

TRESPASSER

S. SAMAL

The streets were calm and lordly

the lanes languid and lonely

I paced like a

happy prince

under the cool

starry night

Ilxou^ts blazed

Eke the flash of a lightning

and were instantly crystallized.

but now the streets

axe crowtkd and noisy,

pestered wMi tension and worries

lan^ haunted by police

and parish-dogs

thoi^bts tot£% estranged

froifi this busy

and bustling land

i at ail it ^ppens
to steal and trespass

in a blue moon
it is caugjit.and

tdnottled in no time.



THE INDIAN POLITY - THE FOURTH PHASE

DR. A. PRASANNA KUMAR

Are we in the fourth {^lase of Indian polity? b India

passing through die crudal phase when people kve to make up

their minds about the priorities that should govern the system?

Can India get back to the Gandhi -Nehru framework or should

we allow the drift to continue? Primarily the issue centra around

the values that India under Mahatma Gandhi and later under

Pandit Nehru generated. Non-violena, democracy, secularism and

unity and integrity of India were the widely accepted ideals which

stood the test of time, nay the test of fire during those feteful days

of partition of India. Under Gandhiji’s leadership which can be

called the first phase of modem Indian polity, the greatest mass

movement, as a historian put it, of modem times was launched.

K Karl Marx, as Laski observed, found communism a chaos and

left it a movement, Gandhi wror^t order out of a diffuse struggle.

The uniqueness of the Gandhian movement was aptly summed

up by Andre Malraux who said that usually we come across

revolutions wthout ethics or ethics without revolution but

Gandhiji laundied a great revolution whidi was ethical too The

manner in which Gandhiji resolved the tradition -modernity dicho-

tomy also came in for special mention by Modernity dichotomy

also came in for spechtl mention by Morris - Jones. Gandhiji, wrote

Morris -Jones, used Hindu concepts for modem poBtical purposes

and modem concepts for the reinvigoraticHi of traditional Iffe. That

was how ‘the shodc of two cultures’ was ovMccane. The televaiKe

of the idiom and the ethic was fully grasped by the peopk. More

significantly Gandhiji gave shape and substance to the awakened

spirit by providing an institutional framework. The launching cff

all India institutions like the All India Spinners Assocaation, All

India Basic Education Sodety was of enormous singnificance. First

of all Gandhi soight to inject into a hitherto fragmented society a

ste .of ne-ness. Lahgip^e, r^on and religion should not come

in the way of pronici^ Miali- uhity. Secondly, social and economic

emahcipatitni came fo be redded ai important as polifical emaod-
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pation under Gandhiji's leadership. “I am not” declared the Mahatma

"interested in freeing India merely from the English yoke. I am

bent upon freeing India from any yoke whether.” Sarvodaya, as

everyone later understood, meant the good of all as against the

good of the greatest number. Thirdly, the message was clear and

unequivocal that for the upliftment of the people effective mobiliza-

tion of popular support and involvement of ail sections of the

society were vital. Government alone should not be

entrusted with the task of liberating the people from bondage,

not be entrusted with the task of liberating the people from bondage,

political, social or economic. There were and there should be

limits to state power. Voluntary effort and social action should be

institutionalised. Fourthly, there was no ideological or doctrinnaire

rigidity in the approach of the Mahatma whether it was

public life or private issues or whether it was politics or social

life. He crusaded for a social order in which faith and science

would be brought to the service of mankind “avoiding the risks

inherent in a materialistic approach.” There can be no politics

without morality according to the Mahatma who evolved a synthesis

of cultures and a blend of intellectuality and pragmatism. Gandhiji

may have been against “a mechanical copying of revolutions in

the West in all their varying phases” but he was not opposed to

the basic tenets of socialism. In fact some writers interpreted it

as ‘Gandhian socialism’ which was indigenous. His opposition was
to mechanisation thht would enslave man but not to the concept
of economic equality. All action should be governed by selflessness,

nori-attachmaat and non-violence and spiritualisation of politics

was possible through the integration of mind and body. Hiren
Mufcheijee felt that Gandhiji’s Abhaya was greater than his Ahimsa.
GaadMji,.^ a WTitOT'afltly remarked, lived for as well,as in mankind.
Under his I^ders% the Mp ' wis liberated eveq liefore

It was that

spiritqa^ strepgfli tp jcapa<% to sacrifice, suffej:..and endure that
^led iindia, ^ . overc(pae .a ^ries of sheiks, like the partition

o^teats . front
, the border and assassination

df tte 'Mahatmi^ himselfr ' v

,
' am l^y aiat Nehni not only inherited but strove

ntonfi% and strengtlied. The process begun by Gandhiji
c6|iaiiued a new v^ur under Jawai^ Nehru’s leadership.

.twenty .yws ffoin 1946 to 1966

aie„^e^erany,d^1,ed as the

9^. Nehro
•9®^;

4lieSC,,'coHM..b(C'i«W0«
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areas in which Nehru adopted a new approach to suit the require-

ments of a growing nation. Broadly speaking non-violence, com-

munal harmony and emancipation of the Harijans and the weaker

sections continued to be the main goals of the polity. In fact they

are as much relevant today as they were sixty years ago when the

Mahatma introduced them. We may today give them new and

modern names like social justice and national integration but the

content is almost the same. Non-violence found a new expression

in Neliru’s approach when he gave to the strife-ridden world non-

alignment, The immediate inspiration for Nehru was the Mahatma

though for both Gandhi and Nehru the inspiration had its origins

in the Indian tradition as moulded by the Buddha and Ashoka.

The adoption of the Westminster type and the operation of a

democratic government required mature political and administrative

leadership which fortunately for India was available at both the

national and State levels. In leaders like Nehru, Patel, Rajendra

Prasad and Rajaji, India had men of rare wisdom who could

visualise the future needs of a newly liberated country and a hetero-

genous society. The administrative system inherited from the British

was highly professional in its approach and the Indian leaders

moulded it to play a more positive and dynamic role in conformity

with the .goals of the system. If Patel was the great architect of

Indian unity Nehru emerged as the maker of modem India com-

mitted to the path of democracy, socialism and secularism. The

launching of several revolutions simultaneously which Rajani

Kothari described as the challenge of simultaneous change was a

unique feature of the new system. Political emancipation was to

supplemented by economic and social change. Rapid changes

in the form of industrialisation and expansion of educational

facilities were to accelerate the pace of development. Nehru created

an institutional frame -work for such a progress and the Planning

Commission, Community Development Programmes followed by the

Panchayati Raj institutions were among the many such iMrastructural

facilities created to bring m soda! and economic change through

democratic methods. Parliamentary system of government struck

roots and its working drew the admiration of the usually cynical

Western press. Delhi, wrote a British newspaper, was the School

of Asia and Nehru’s democracy was likened to Athens of Pericles.

Nehru’s foreign poMcy earned for India high respect in the comity

of n^ons and Delhi became a dijtomatic stopover for world states-

men, Despite his undiluted sway over the masses Nehru never

allowed politics to become personalized. Among his most notable

contributions was the manner in whkb State instituticms acquired

a high degree of profe^ionahsm, BquaEy rignificant was the fact

tlmt Ndnu seldom permitted the erosion of the Gandhian ethic which
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constituted the moral backbone of the Indian system. Not that

there were no threats; nor for that matter is it suggested that Nehru

was thoroughly Gandhian in his style of functioning. But the point

is that by and large the framework of action rested on the value

system shaped by Gandhiji during a crucial phase of modem

Indian history. That was why despite the 1948 war with Pakistan

and the 1962 conflict with China or even the 1965 Indo-Pak

war and persisting economic problems the system retained its

capacity to fight and overcome a crisis without breaking up. There

was no doubt that India took upon herself responsibility possibly

beyond her capacity. Nehru was himself disappointed in his last

years with certain trends that were surfacing in the Indian system

and his inability to check them. The Chinese aggression was a

shattering blow to Jawaharlal Nehru and as Hiren Mukherji ob-

served Nehru did not seem to recover from it. The Nehru legacy,

however, lasted for a few more years after his death.

The third phase began roughly around 1967 when Indira

Gandhi assumed power in the real sense of the term after com-

pleting a year of ‘probation’ under Kamaraj’s guidance. “I am,”

she declared “a child of politics whereas my father was a saint

who strayed into politics.” She was not only a child of politics

but almost became its victim during those turbulent early years of

her Prime Ministership. It was a different Indira Gandhi who
emerged after the two critical periods -one caused by intra-party

feuds and struggle for supremacy and the other caused by the

threat that emanated from outside in the form of exodus of

thousands of refugees from East Pakistan. She displayed a firmness

that bordered, not unoften, on ruthlessness. Like her father she

aimed at rapid economic and social change but unlike him she

was prepared to place ends on a higher pedestal than means. In

the process she contributed to the process of demstitutionahzation

which damaged the system as a whole. But to put the entire blame
on her for “the criminaiisation of politics” would be an exaggeration.

Mrs. Gandhi had two alternatives as she understood the situation.

Either ^ should becoihe a victim of politics or the game. She
did not hesitate to play the latter role. In the process of strengthen-

ing her own position she contributed to an enormous increase of

State power. There is no denying the fact under her dynamic
leadership^ India made rapid strides on many fronts and both in

national and international politics. But some of the forces she

^ loose in the task of achieving the goals and targets became
^manageable like the notorious Frankenstein monster. The poHti-
dan-bureaucrat combine bec^e “a double headed monster” like
what the Europeans had groa^ned under^m the medieval times. Hand
in glove Sit poltidan and '‘the lnjft:eaucrat began to exploit the
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system for their own benefit. When thrown apart, due to personal

differences, the situation became even worse. Corruption assumed

gigantic proportions. T.A. Pai who was a minister in Indira Gandhi’s

Cabinet aptly put it thus : “If a peon accepted money it was

called bakshis; if a clerk took it, it was called mamool; if an

officer took it became bribe; if a minister took it, it was called

party funds.” Combined with these dangerous elements lately have

been money and muscle power. The rise of a dangerous breed of

people supported by black money and muscle dragged politics

into the streets. The result is the rise of the politics of populism.

Political leadership has in some areas passed into the hands of

persons of dubious credentials who masquerade as the champions

of the poor and the downtrodden. The vast majority of the illiterate

and semi - Eterate people who find the established institutions beyond

their reach have been lulled into thinking that there can be instant

solutions to their chronic problems. Violence and mass protest

enable them lo receive attention which they would never be able

to get otherwise. Morris-Jones cautioned : “India may have to

live with problems she carmot solve.” The ‘Seventies and the’

Ei^ties have become the most dangerous decades (Selig S. Harrison’s

prophecy almost came true though not the way he had predicted).

The Gandhian ethic has been reversed. The Gandhi-Nehm frame-

work seems to have disappeared. The causes could be many.

Those responsible for that too are numerous— politicians, bure-

aucrats, elite groups, intellectuals, industrialists and many others.

It is against that background that we should view the fourth

phase of the Indian polity. This is the phase that immediately

concerns us and eventually the future generation. The responsibility

for reviving the values of the first two phases rests not only on

the ruling Congress Party and the persons at the helm of affairs

but on every person at all levels. It is not easy to put the derailed

institutions back on the rails. Institutions can be revived only when

the values of the past are placed back on the high pedestal. It

is not necessary for us to wear khadi and make heavy personal

sacrifices as was done in the Gandhian era. Gandhiji was highly

modem in outlook though he appeared traditional in his dress

and style of living. We can be traditional and simple in our dress

and mode of living and still be modem in outlook. Unless we
revive spirit of those times and accept tolerance, non-violence and

mutual respect we cannot hope to put an end to the politics of

greed and hatred. That is not ^ impossible task because most of

the people of India, literate or illiterate, subscribe to the view that

there is no alternative to the Gandhi -Nehru framework and all of

us are proud of that legacy. The fourth phase is a crucial one.

It can be a turning point in our history. It can regain for India
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peace and prestige, even if India cannot overnight become affluent.

If millions of poor and illiterate people could march hand in

hand 'behind the Mahatma for political freedom, cannot millions

of people unquestionably better off than their forbears, vow now to

walk in the footsteps of Gandhi and Nehru in quest of the sacred

goal?

NO MORE I PRAY

JATINDRA MOHAN GANGULI

When I had prayed.

My wants, worries, fears stayed;

I asked, He granted,

More I asked —
More fears came

And unrest, dicontent the same.

When I prayed not, asked not,

To Him me and mine aU left,

Happy I felt;

My good, my needs. He, not I, knew —
I had asked for things, not good, untrue,

When this I understood,

All was sure and good.

Peace came, happin^s stayed,

Fear, worry, no more my mind swayed.



J.KRISHNAMURTI’S “COMMENTARIESON LIVING”

AN APPROACH

DR. MAKARAND PARANJAPE

Introduction

My purpose in this paper is to offer an insight into the method

and meaning of Krishnamurti’s Commitmes on living. In doing

so I shall first describe, in a factual manner, what the Commentaries

are. ITien I shall narrate an account of my own responses to the

text, which will constitute the middle section of the paper. And

in the final section, I shall discuss some of the essential features

of the Commentaries abstracted from the report of my respmises

to the text.

I

What are Comnmtaries on Living ?

Commentaries on Living, in three series, are a record of the

conversations that Krishiiamurti had with various people concerning

their problems. The First Series was puWished in 1956, the second

in 1958, and the third in 1960.' All three volumes are edited from

Krisnamurti’s notebooks by D. Rajagopal. The First Series has

eigfaty-ei^t commentaries; and the second and the third both contain

fifty-sevai. Each commentary has tesically two parts : the first

is the description of a particular, usually natural scene, and the second

is the transcript of the conversation between Krishnamurti and

one or more visitors.^ The first part is a detailed djservation that

leads to a state of mind which is best characterized as meditative.

This part shows Krishnamurti’s minute and precise observation of

both natural and human phenomena. It hdps set the tone for the

discussion that follows. Here tire release that is affected through choice-

less awareness or pure observation without an (^server is demon-

strated— this is the state that Krishnamurti leads his correspondant to

in the next section. Thus, the first part which the reader is alone with

the writer serves as a tranquil preparation for the rigors of

discussion tiiat will Mow.

The second part of the commentary is the mtehange between

the visitor and Krishnamurti. Here the basic emphasis is psychological.
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Each visitor has a specific problem to discuss. This problem is then

probed to its root. Krishnamurti usually offers no solution or

practical advice; however, the thorough examination of the problem

produces a certain type of release. The problem, thus, becomes the

instrument of rigorous self-examination out of which is born self-

knowledge and wisdom.

Each commentary is self-contained; there is no visible develop-

ment of ideas as we proceed from one to the other. Thus, there

is no plot or order to the Commentaries, One may begin anywhere

and end anywhere. The effect is hardly cumulative. There is little

difference from one volume to the next; the only change is the

increase in length from the first series to the second and the third.

Obviously the Commentaries are not like usual books. Their purpose

is not to entertain or edify in the conventional way; their only

purpose is to help one to understand oneself.

'

n
An Account of a Reading of the Commentaries

1 first read the Conmentaries in the winter of 1978 when I

was a second year student in the B.A. English program at the

University of Delhi. I was then eighteen years old. I had only the

briefest acquaintance vidth Krishnamurtfs works prior to this, so

I was approaching these books afresh. I read not from beginning

to end, but randomly and haphazardly. Yet, I eventually read

most of the three volumes in the space of aibout two or three

months. After that intense first reading, I have gone back to them

now and then, skimming here and there. My next serious reading

was in 1985 when I tried to go through the texts from cover to

cover in preparation for this paper. However, I would like to

focus on that first reading not only because I find that my
understanding of the Cormnentoties has not progressed significantly

since that first reading, but also because the impact of that first

reading was tremendous, far greater than the gains made thence

tiirovigh physical and intellectual maturity.

The first reading of Commentaries on Living was certainly

one of the btggest challenges I had ever faced. What I read seemed
to shake me to the roots of my self. As I blundered through
commentary after commentary, I found myself examining the

whole complex mechanism that was my mind; I began to seriously

observe myself for the fist time. And it has been impossible to

escape from that rigorous self-scrutiny since. The following were
some of my reactions to the Commentaries as I now recollect

them.

1. Bach Commentary Dealt with Essentially the "Same^^ Thing,
Though I knew that a great many subjects such as anger,

,

jealousy, love, ambitbn, death, meditation, awareness, intelligence.
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sex. desire, greed, etc., were being discussed, all the commentaries,

I realized, were somehow concerned with the same basic issue.

This shocked me because 1 wanted to read on, to know more, to

accumulate more information, in short, to escape from myself.

Though 1 read more and more, though I brought more and more

of Krishnamurti’s books, I found that I could not increase my
insight in proportion to the quantity of reading. More wasn’t more.

The acquisitive mind, which was seeking to improve itself, was

disappointed. I reluctantly came to the conclusion that to under-

stand even one commentary completely was to understand them all.

2. No Solution Was Being Offered.

Secondly, I realized that throughout the Commentaries though

innumerable deceptions of the mind were exposed, no alternate

path was suggested. The limitations and drawbacks of every type

of action— religious, social, political, ethical, personal— were

pointed out, but without any substitutes. This I found bewildering.

The mind kept groping for some security, surety, formula in place

of all the supports that were supplanted, but none was to be

found. Every ideology that promised enlightenment, such as belief

in God, in the Masters, in non-violence, in work, in creativity,

etc., was relentlessly questioned and its hollowness exposed, but

none seemed to be offered in its place. Luckily, at that point in

my life, I was not clever enough to see a technique in this negation

of technique. The result was a state of acute psycholo^cal

uncertainty and anxiety— the basis of my self or ego was

threatened.

3. I Was Incapable of Removing My Own Confusion.

The third realization was that nothing that I did or was

capable of doing could free me from the confusion that I was

experiencing. My reading of the Commentaries showed me clearly

that all my attempts to escape, deny, or hide this confusion were

themselves a part of this confusion. This was seen the hard way.

after the exhaustion and failure of several attempts to clarify the

confusion. I began to see that these attempts were themselves

within the confines of the confused self and were only adding. to

the confusion. The self was appropriating every attempt to readi

something beyond itself; the desire for clarity or freedom itself

was a binding, a pretext for the further perpetuation of the con-

fused self. I was left at an insoluble impasse.

Of couse, these realizations were, by no means, as clear and

tidy as I am presenting them here. These are merely convenient

abstractions that I have drawn from my experience for the purposes

of illustration. Then, I was the confusion myself; my muddled

mind had seen its own reflection, as one sees one’s face in a

muddy puddle.
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Now several years later, with much hindsight, some intellectual

equipment, and after a far wider exposure to Krishnamurti, I still

think that these insights gleaned from ray personal crisis do

suggest noteworthy pointers to Krishnamurti’s method and meaning

in the Commentaries.

Ill

Discussion of the Above Points

To consider the first point, it can be seen that though the

Corwnentaires discuss various and seemingly different issues, there

is an underlying similarity in both technique and message. As

Krishnamurti observes in the First Series, “All problems arise from

one source, and without understanding the source, any attempt to

solve the problems will only lead to further confusion and misery”

(122), Similarly, in the Third Series, he says, “There’s no isolated

problem and no problem can be resolved in itself; isn’t that so ?”

(119) Thus, throughout, the movement is from the superficial to

the essential : all problems are reduced, so to speak, to their

common denominator, the self.

Krishnamurti resists fragmentation of any kind. He says in the

Second Series :

The problem of individual is also the world’s problem, they

are not two separate and distinct processes. We are concerned,

surely, with the human problem, whether the human being

is in the Orient or in the Occident, which is aji arbitrary

gec^rzqphical division. The whole consciousness of man is

concerned with God, with death, with right and happy livelihood,

with children and their education, with war and peace. Without

understanding all this, there can be no healing of man. (170)

Thus, Krishnamurit’s approach is holistic and complete. Each

problem is dealt with not in isolation, but in relation to the whole.

In this respect, Krishnamurti is in accord with the tradition of

the mystics who stressed a direct, intuitive, transcendental contact

mh Reality as the< panacea to all the problons of the world. Just

as the medieval mystics of India, recommended tihe repetition of

God’s name as the primary means to this end, Krishnamurti app^rs
to propose the one dominant technique of the choiceless awaren^s
of Reality from moment to moment. No matter what the problem,

this awareness is seen as the means to both understand and dissolve

it. It is important to note how logical and precise he is in this

insistence : to him awareness is always without the observer. The
existence of an observer implies duality and fragmentation. But
to Krishnamurti awareness is a state in which the observer himself

is not. Awareness is always whole and undivided; it is not personal
or divided. Hence, it is not my awareness or your awareness but
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simply awareness. The word itself is unique because it signifies

the state of being aware, without reference to subject.

Krishnamurti explains this approach in the second series :

Without escaping to monastaries and so on, is it not possible

to be passively alert to the activities of the self ? This aware-

ness may bring about a totally different activity which does

not breed sorrow and misery. ,(204)

Similary in the Third Series :

There may be no need to take any particular action. In the

very process of understanding the whole issue, there may be

a different kind of action altogether. (105)

Hence, though the Commentaries differ in subject, their underlying

emphasis is similar : through dialogue, questioning, and listening,

the respondent, and thereby the reader, is made aware of his or

her state of mind. The same message, it would seem, is repeated

again and in various garbs : as Krishnamurti tells one visitor,

“Look and be simple” (Third Series 82). The clarity that arises

from this method is not merely intellectual, but total.

The second point, regarding the absence of positive advice

or direction is also inherent to the purpose of the Commentaries.

The technique of offering no substitute in place of the old ways

of illusion is also based on very clear reasoning. Krishnamurti

repeatedly observes how Truth is ossified and perverted into dogma
and propaganda in organized religions and traditions. As he says

in the First Series, “We are worshippers of words and labels; we
never seem to go beyond the symbol, to comprehend the worth

of the symbol” (175) “rituals are vain repetition which offer a

marvellous and respectable escape from self-knowledge” (25).

Similarly, in the Third Series he admonishes, “Put away the book,

the description, the tradition, the authority, and take the journey

of self-discovery” (214). In so saying, Krishnmurti is not alone :

almost every mystic has condemned the hypocrisy and self-deception

of empty traditionalism.

Krishnamurti’s rejection of tradition is born out of the con-

viction that Truth cannot be repeated or duplicated :

Repetition of Truth is a lie. Truth cannot be repeated, it

cannot be propagated or used.... The propagandist, religious or

secular, cannot be a speaker of truth.

(pPirst Series 63)

Instead, he claims :

Truth must be discovered anew from moment to moment, it

is not an experience that oan be repeated; it has no continuity,

it is a timeless state. (Third Series 4)

If these premises are understood, it is clear why iCrishnamurti

ddbunfcs all methods or paths to Truth, but does not offer any

A-9)
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substitutes. He does not want to establish a new dogma, a new

creed in place of the old. He does not want to offer a new

description of Truth in place of the old. If Truth is to be experienced

first hand, surely Krishnamurtfs description of it is as detrimental

as that of any other authority. As he himself tells a discussant in

the Second Series :

You pay attention when I say something, do you not ? But

when someone else says the same thing, perhaps in different

words, you become deaf. (191)

Therefore, the whole approach , in the Commentaries is negative.

What is Truth is never described; instead, the theory is that

“Awareness of the false as false is the freedom of truth” (First

Series 180). Similarly, he says in the same volume :

The problem is the important thing, and not the answer. If

we look for an answer, we will find it; but the problem will

p^sist, for the answer is irrelevant to the problem. (122)

Hence, throughout, pro*blems are discussed, but no clear solutions

are offered. It may be pointed out that this method is as old as

the Vedas with their negative definition of truth as : neti, neth

or “not this,” “not this.” But, to my knowledge, Krishnamurti is

the only teacher who has developed it into the conrner-stone of

his whde approach to life.

Finally, the third point regarding the futility of will or effort

in resolving one’s confusion needs to be addressed. This realization

h^; its basis in what one cridc called Krishnamurti’s great psycholo-
gical discovery— that the thinker is not separate from the

thought.^ This iimplies that the thinker cannot act upon or modify
himself through thought. Or to put it differently, any such modi-
ficatkp of the self, wrought by the self itself, is bound to be
superficial and useless. Thus Krishnamurti says in the First Series,

The, thinker is, the thought, and he cannot operate upon himself;
when

. he does it is only, self-deception” (225). Similarly, in the
Second (Series :

WhaJiever its activity, however noble its aim, any effort on
the .part of the I’ is still within the field of its own memories,
idiocyncrasies and projections, whether conscious or not. (115)

The injpligationsr of this are .obviously far reaching : we may
realize our. own confusion or imperfection, but we can do nothing
to ch^ge it. As one discussant in the. second series puts it :

How :can the mind free itself from its own bondages ? It
seems to me that either an outside agency is necessary, or
else,,a. higher Mand. part of the- mind must intervene to
puri^ the* mnid of: the /past” (2E7) ^

In such a question aU
: the^Tnaj6r .pre-oocupations in Krishna-

murti oonyeige- It-js clear ^that th© mind is ’ conflict-ridden. ^ It is
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also clear that it cannot rid itself of its conflicts by any effort

of its own. Then what is the option? The process whereby the

mind is transformed is a perpetual mystery; as Krishnamurti says,

“If the outside agency is something beyond the mind, then thou^t
in any form cannot touch it” (Second Series 217). In fact, for it

to operate, thought itself, and its brain child, the thinker, must

cease. This, Krishnamurti calls death : death is the end, the break

with one’s conditioning. It is not self-generated or self-centered,

nor is it a product of time. As Krichnamurti asks

:

Is it "possible— without resistance, without morbidity, without

a sadistic or suicidal urge, and while fully alive, mentally

vigorous— to enter the house of death? This is possible

only when the mind dies to the known, to the self.

(Second Series 47)

Through dying to the past moment, through meditation without

the meditator, through an awareness that is not conditioned by

the mind, Krishnamurti tells us in his Commentaries, is bom a

totally different order or mode of being. Tlie beauty, perfection,

effortlessness, simplicity, silence, and freedom of this state are

immeasurable, truly beyond the mind and its reach.

NOTES

1. J. Krishnamurti, Commentaries on Living, ed. D. Rajagopal (London

:

Victor Gollancz, 1956) ; Second Series (1958 ; rpt, Wheaton, Illinois :

The Theosophical Publishing House, 1967) ;
Third Series (1960; rpt,

Wheaton, Illinois : The Theosophical Publishing House, 1957).

An earlier version of this paper was presented at 14th Annual Con-

ference on South Asia at the University of Wisconsin-Madison, 1-3

November, 1985.

2. There are a few exceptions to this pattern. Some commentaries such

as “Creative Happiness” (Second Series 1-2), “Is There Profound

Thinking” and “Immensity” (Second Series 239 - 242) are in the form

of reflections without any conversation. Conversely, others like No. 88,

“Work” in First Series (250 - 254) does not contain the descriptive

reflection of the first part but begins right away with the discussion.

3. Feroze Gandhi compares this to Einstein’s discovery of relativity. See

“The Psychological Philosophy of J. Krishnamurti,” M.A. thesis,

University of Illinois at Urbana- Champaign, 1973, p. 21.



Dr. A. K. COOMARASWAMY
His Understanding of the Forklore

N.S. KRISHNA MURTI

Folklore of all countries and lands, contains expositions of

the psyche of those communities. Racial memories in those euphonic

literary patterns, are always loaded with primeval metaphysical

concerts. They always have spiritual significance. In their descent

by mouth to the ear, some verbal variations occur, but the basis

always remains intact. Successive progenies preserved them as a

ridi heritage. Their survival is due to their innate and dormant
conceptual profundity of a lasting nature.

From out of this mass of ubiquitous literature, classic and
romantic writings emanated. These have developed with a surfeit

of ornamentations and fipres of speech. Here one is reminded
of a Japmiese Haiku :

The seed of all song

is the famer’s busy hum

As he plants his rice (paddy seed)

- RASHO

It is given to the modem readers to discover the husk of

the verbal products and rescue the kernel and tnakp. an under-
standing of the lofty, sublime, metaphysical and spiritual concepts.
We are sure to condude that they were not of human origin or
creation, but only descents of divine intuitive perceptions of man

Dr. A.K.CS understanding of the folklore is truthful and
sublme though bewilderingly recondite. He always reads perennial
venties in folklore and never reads anything into them. Folklore
texts emb^y stories of heroic themes. But they are not mere
thematic literary narrations, but they are only extra-dimensioned
symbolic and metaphysical revelations.

f
^ <*sen^s of Dr. A,K.C about

olklore have an axiomatic force. He interprets the findings of
mttoopok^ ad foJkb*,,. To project ki, om to,

to aw from Wian soiptures and other ancient writings of several
countnes. all over the world,

^
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According to F.J. Child the folklore author is always in the

oblivion of inglorious obscurity, but his fitting and deserving place

is always enshrined in the hearts and memories of the people. The

folklore remains the wealth and treasures of the community. It

is their rightful possession like the Nature’s gifts of water and

air. This folk literature is nourished in several cradles

and fostered by a multiplicity of mothers like Shanmukha, the

six-faced Lord Kumara. No doubt one discerns a structural fixity,

though its descent and transmission is always oral. (English and

Scotch Ballads)

Another feature of the folklore is our inability to fix the time

of the original composition. The names of the roles and places

referred to also remain in oblivion. The folk literatures took their

root in the fertile antiquity. But they maintained a continuous

growth, shot out branches in turn removed to other lands where

they got grafted to other plants, where they began new lives

based on the mother-stems. There they brought forth flowers

and fruit. The main stem and the trunk are the same. Their

essence is digested and the story or the song gets reincarnated,

thus giving perpetuity of existence to the core of the spiritual

or metaphysical concepts.

The transmission of the story or song is mostly oral words

by the illiterates (in the modem sense) by a process of repetition

through their own community media. Their levels of culture were

high and praiseworthy. They safeguarded these literary treasures

as sacred relics of a continuing heritage of the ethnic group. They

led simple lives and, preserved these literatures with hi^ sense

of duty and devotion. The Greek dramatist of the third century

B.C. Euripedes said, “the myth is not my own, I had it from

my mother”. Such myths in India were the proper language of

metaphysics. This myth has an unbroken tradition. In India from

the days of yore, mythology and Vedic lore, we see in an endless

variety motifs, which gradually and slowly spread into other

Western countries. Here one instance is cited and that is the

tale of ‘""Sir Gawain and the Green Knight”. This tale takes the

reader to the times of King Arthur and the Knights of the Round
Table. This is of Celtic origin and later on transmitted into English.

The tale is the following.

One day when King Arthur and his Knights were sitting at

the Round Table, a Green Knight marched into that hall and

threw out a challenge. He challenged any knight there to venture

to cut off his head agreeing to a condition that this slayer should

offer his head in return after a year and a day. This happened

during Christmas. This challenge at first was met with silence. When
King Arthur himself was about to meet the challenge of that
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Stranger intruding Green Knight, Sir Gawain, stood up, approached

the Green Knight with a drawn sword and cut his head off. This

meant that Sir Gawain would, after a year and a day, offer his head

in return. Then the Green Knight took his head from the ground

and placing it over his neck went away. After the due period

Sir Gawain went in search of the Green Knight. He reached his

abode. His desire was to keep up his word of honour. There at

that place he found a beautiful damsel who showered her amours

over him. He resisted. But as the last day drew near, he succumbed

to the temptation and kissed her. Next day the Green Knight

came and struck Sir Gawain. The head of Sir Gawain remained

intact. It stayed. But the skin on the neck was slightly cut. This

injury Sir Gawain had to suffer as expiation for yielding to the

temptress. This tale is one of the series of the Arthurian cycle

of legends.

The symbolism here sought to be explained is seli-naughting

i.e., effacing out the Ego -’i- ness’ and "my-ness’ or ‘mine-ness’.

These have to be completely eliminated. It is this petty feeling

of ‘F that misdirects one’s life by thinking that the body is the

T. This small 1’ is the perishable part of the personality. The
imperishable ‘F has to be realised by severing the head from the
body. The body is only a complex compound of the elements
and other factors. But the in-dwelHng spirit is the Ultimate T
or the universal Soul This is the highest secret. Here head is

the seat of the Ego, i.e., the small ‘i’.

“The wisdom of the ancients {i.e., the inner contents of the
Folklore) stems from a cultural level in which the needs of the
soul and body were satisfied together. This is inherited
by all humanity and without it, we should stiU ibe only reasoning
animals”. Thus saying Dr. A.K.C agrees with J.L. Weston and further
opines : We hold with J.L. Weston that the Grail story is not
the product of imagination, literaty or popular, but at its root
lies the record, more or less distorted, of an ancient ritud having
for* its ultimate object, the initiation into the secret of the sources
of life— physical and spifituar,

H
Two more illustrations from the Indian mythology are given

tor further elucidation and tmphms.^ Striking off the head, (a)
Ganesa, Striking off the head, which is swelled up with haughtiness
and egoism IS that of the tale of Ganesa— the God with the
elephant-head. Ih this story, Farvati, the divine consort of Lord
Siva, created with saffron powder, a being and stationed him at
the gate of Their Abode, with instructions to prevent anyone from
entermg the^ habitation. Lotd Siva who was away then, returned
home. He was denied admission. Siva could not tolerate the‘
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impertinence of this new being, who was filled with egoistic feeling.

Siva decapitated this being. Parvati, who came there bemoaned

at this end for her creation. Siva at once severed the head of a

tusker and fitted it on the neck of the torso of the new being

and rejuvenated that being to the utter joy of his divinely spouse.

Ganesvara Tapini Upanishad and Upanishad of the Atharva Veda

explain this event and further offers an explanation of the word—
Ganapati. It was formerly Gajapati. But originally at its creation

it was Jagapati, Lord of the worlds. By a process of metatthesis

(according to Yaska) it is a Varna Viparyaya. His divine father,

Siva, wanted this new being to be the Supereme God of the

worlds.

(b) Pravargya. There is a Vedic Myth pertaining to a ritual,

which can be cited appositely as a nucleus of the myths of

decapitation.

Fravargya is a preliminary ritual, performed as a condition

precedent— as an introductory procedure. After this the principal

sacrifice commences. This is gone through by re-fixing and re-

habilitating the severed head of Vishnu— the President of the

sacrifices, yajnya-purusha. The myth that preceded this rite is

not only interesting but also instructive. The operational function

is to re-assemble the sacrificial God into his full divine personality.

Once the celestials, not being satisfied with the wealth they

possessed, desired for yasas— surpassing excellences and fame.

They agreed to divide the fruit of the sacrifice. They performed the

sacrifice. All the yasas, they desired, was obtained by Vishnu, - one

of the celestials. He walked away with the fruit, without distributing

the same as agreed upon. All the celestials, hordes of thirty three

crores went after Vishnu and demanded their respective shares.

Vishnu turned round and scared them away by stringing his bow
in good tension. The hordes of celestials flew away and thought

of a strategy. In the meantime Vishnu got inflated with pride and

egoism. He lost all the benefits and excellences. In that state he

rested his chin on the upper end of the bow, resting the other

end on the ground. The waiting angels stealthily sent the termite

to snap the tensioned string of the bow. The top end of the bow
that was under the chin of Vishnu got released and blew off

the head of Vishnu emitting great and fierce sound— Ghram. The

angels then to their dismay realised that their presiding arch-angel,

Vishnu, is not there. Yajnya—^Purusha. But they needed one for

the performance of scarifices. Their need prompted them to think.,

of the means to re-fit the severed head. This re-habilitation ,of the

head required the cooldi:^ of a pudding to be used, as a joining,

pastb for the head To stick on the neck of the tor^o. the puddii^

is made of melted butter at boiling point. Milk of cows and goats
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are added. This mixture is used as the joining paste for re-fixing

the head. Vishnu is revived and till today this ritual is performed.

One can note that the folk tale is never of popular origin,

but is merely one form of the traditional narrative. Themes of

the various incidents are the same all world over. They are not

invented. Dr. A.K.C. condemns the psuedo-modern sophisticated

and educated, who revOe at the folklore contents. Our pride and

faith in progress makes us think that wisdom is born with us

and so find it difficult to credit the early people with great

metaphysical doctrines”.

Thus we can gather from the works of Dr. A.K. Coomara-

swamy many illustrations for the theses propounded by him.

REFERENCE

Speculum : Jan. 1944. Sir Gawain and the Green Knight.



NAME HIM, THE SONG IS SUNG

DR. I. PANDURANGA RAO

The universe that we have with us, in us and around us is

a magnificent manifestation of the multiplicity of forms and names

both apparent and real. The apparent ones present an amusing

and amazing variety which keeps us away from and makes us

blissfully ignorant of the absolute reality. Once we realise this,

the multiplicity of forms and names reduces itself to a singular

form which can take any form it chooses and any name we

choose. Our choice is therefore restricted to name and cannot

extend to the form which the forml^s assumes according to the

trinomial determinant governed by space, time and individual.

In absolute terms, the formless needs no form and hence no

name. But the phenomenal world translates the absolute form into

infinite variety of forms so as to make it intelgible and tangfcle

to the physical triangle inscribed in the metaphysical circle. Thus

we have a numiber of forms around us both within and without.

We go on giving names to all these forms to identify them or (to

be more accurate) distinguish each one of them from the One Absolute

form which has no form of its own. This absolute form is so

informal that it owns all forms but disowns none. Therefore any

name that we choose can define it as it is basically one capable

of multiplying itself into as many as the fiprative world can

conceive. In fact all forms belong to Hun, the Absolute and

therefore all names are equally appropriate to Him Sa Sarva Noma,

Sa ftt Sarva Roopa.

But variety is in the very nature of the universe which combines

in itself both divine and human characteristics. It is divine to

think of reality while it is human to feel that we are many so

that it becomes easy for the human mind to identify itself with

one of them. But one in thousands tries to identify his or her

individual existence with the universal and when he succeeds in

it, he is face to face with the One which manifests itself in Many.

I we are able to identify that One which has assumed so many
forms, we will be in a position to find out a suitable nama for
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that Supreme Being responsible for the universal well-being and

coordinated becoming. Once we are able to name Him, we have

the melody, the musical sounds and the mellifluous flow of words

and voices pouring into our ears and through them into the

innermost corners of our heart where all forms converge into one

vision and all names reduce into one sound. It is this moment —
the most blissful moment in our life— which sings for us the

song of life and makes us repeat the pronounced judgement of the

Master— Name Him, the Song is Sung.

Adi Shankara refers to this absolute truth when he says

'Veyam Gitaa Naarna Sakasram*\ In the secular terminology, this

sentence simply suggests recitation of Gita and the thousand names

of the Lord. But the spiritual overtone of this celebrated saying

hints at the intrinsic unity between the “Name” and the “song”

of the universe that is God.

Tbe universe, for some, is Dharmakshetra while it is Kuruk-

shetra for some others. For Kauravas who believe in the world of

action and assertion (sometimes leading to aggression), it is Kuruk-

shetra, whereas it becomes a land of Dharma for those who bank

upon the balanced and just decrees of well-meaning deeds directed

by Efearma. The conflict between assertion and accommodation

gives rise to struggle which is eternal owing to the non-variant

nature of the human mind. The only solution to this problem is

to think of the Lord who is behind this game and try to utter

His name with proper articulation so as to attract His attention.

Viewed from this angle, the proiblems that arise in Gita “find a

solution in Sahasranam”. By Gita, we mean Srimad-Bhagavad’-Gita

and by Saha^nam. we refer to “Sri Vishnu Sahasranam”. Both

these texts form a part of the celebrated work “Mahabaratam.”
Ibe former occurs in Bhishma Parva just before the great war
betweaa Kauravas and Pandavas, and the latter finds its place in

Anu^msana Parva— immediately ^ter the war. Shankara rightly

tries to establish an equation between the two when he says

*Veyam Gitaa Nmma Sahmram*\ In fact, the very placement of

these two texts in appropriate contexts in the Mahabharata, a
Magna Carta of human mind with all its limitations, elevations,

excellences and exaggerations speaks volumes about the perfect

correkticm between the two. Shankara l^ing an ard^t admirer
and a highly evolved seer of “Advaita” perhaps finds yet another
instance of non-duality in these two texts. It is relevant to remember
here drat the Acharya adorned the two texts with his monumental
commentary.

There is yet significance in placment of the two texts.

The first (me Gita (Kxms in l^stena Parva, the fifth feo<^ in
MahaJAarata wMIe the other one ISj^asranamam’ is covered in
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the Anushasana Parva, the thirteenth book (first among the last

five). Thus there is a symmetry in the placement of the two

texts. This symmetry is not only textual but also contextual in

the sense that Gita was preached by Jagadguru Krishna right in

the warfront at a time when there was political crisis, while

Sahasranam was pronounced by the great preceptor Bhishmacharya

to provide guide lines to the prospective ruler for establishing order

in a state of chaos. Gita provides music to inspire the wavering

warrior, while Sahasranam suggests a world of words to the

bewildered ruler who finds solace in the enchanting voice of the

Acharya. In Gita, the preceptor is the Lord Himself and the

recipient is Partha, the spectator of the phenomenal world. In

Sahasranam, the preceptor is an Acharya who condescends to

help his own opponent for the sake of universal well-being and

the disciple is the offspring of Dharma (Dharmanandana). In Gita,

the younger brother gets the privilege of listening to the Lord

direct and in isolation, while his elder brother gets initiated into

the sacred hymn “Sahasranam” which is much more than a mere

compendium of names. The crux of Gita is the Viswarupa manifested

to the dearest friend Arjuna, while the Sahasranam starts with

the word “Vishwam” which summarises the entire message of all

sages born and yet to be born. Thus Vishwam, the vision of Gita

becomes the keynote of Sahasranam in which the name Vishwam
precedes even the proper name Vishnu in whose name the entire

hymn is promoted and publicised.

It is said that the essence of Vedas is contained in the Upani-

shads. The message of the Upanishads is supposed to have been

covered in Gita. Which in turn finds its keynote address in the

thousand names of the Lord ennumerated in the sacred hymn
“Sri Vishnu Sahasranam”. Thus this short and sweet sermon

presenting the quintessence of the universal existence of the Lord

finds an appropriate treatment and proper glorification in the

hands of Shankara, the exponent of Advaita philosophy,

Gita and Sahasranam are as relevant to the modem world

facing crisis in almost all the fronts confronting cultural evolution

of man as they were at the time of their advent and advocacy.

Gita has become almost a book of the universe, its popularity

growing with the passage of time. Apart from discussing the

fundamental proWems of life, it presents a clear-cut solution to

each one of them whether we are able to practise them or not.

Even a single guideline indicated in the seven hundred verses

of this text can dispel clouds of darkness accumulated in the

minds and hearts of individuals if only the suggestions are properly

understood, assimilated and practised.
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But the other text ‘^Sahasranam’' is not that easy to follow.

For a superficial observer, it does not mean much except that it

contains a description of the Lord glorifying the great qualities of

the unqualified. But a close study of and a deep insight

into each and every name that tries to depict the Lord of

the universe in this sacred hymn will reveal hour practical the

preceptor was and hour eternal the message he tried to convey.

For example, the line **Suvmta, Sumukha, Sukshma, Sughosha,

Siikkada, Suhrif not only reads melodious and marvellous to the

human ear, but throws sdntillabing light on principles of public

adminstration. The words occurring in this line describe the basic

qualities of an administrator. The word “Suvrata” speaks of the

strong determination which is of fundamental importance to a

person involved in public service. The next quality of motivating

the group of workers associated with the task is indicated in the

“Sumukha'’. The third virtue of taking into account all the sub-

tleties of an issue with deep insight and keen foresight finds

expression in the word “Sookshma’\ The fourth word
‘^Sughosha*' suggests how careful a person should be in

articulating his ideas which should be appealing not only

to the intellect but even to the tender hearts of people whose
cooperation is expected in the execution of a task. The fifth

requisite of an administrator is to aim at the happiness and well-

being of his colleagues. This is expressed in the word “Sukhada”.
Whatever we do should promote good to man-kind in general.

The last but not the least quality discussed in this line is cordiality—
a good heart, kind and tender to its core. This is pronounced in

the simple word “-Suhrit”.

Such instances are abundant in the text. In another place,
for example, the text gives us a clue as to how a person becomes
reaUy respectable. Only three words, spell out this secret. The
words are “amanf’, “raaanadah” and “maanyah”. One who does not
think high of himself but knows how to give due respect to others
k always held in high esteem by all with whom he comes into
ccmuct.

Thus we find that names of the Lord ennumerated in the
celebra^ hymn of “Sri Vishnu Sahasranam” provide not only
theoredcal knowledge but practical guidance to those who believem achieving right things on the right lines at the right time The
hundred and eight verses in this text which cover thousand names
of the Lord are oqml in essence not only to the seven hundred
verses of the great epic Mahabharata, Hence, it is said “Name Him
the Song is Sung^'^ ^Veyam Gitm Naama Sahasram^\



THE FLOWER OF GOD
(One - Act Play)

HARfNORANATH CHATTOPADHYAYA

{Outside the gates of the temple in Bmdarpur. The sun h

setting flooding the . sky behind the tempie with red and gold light.

Groups of pilgrims are seen povffing in and of the temple-door,

carrying offerings of flowers and cococmts and plantains for the

God on the dw. Alone, at a little distance near the gate, sits

Chokha Mela, a Panchama, muttering prayers to himsdf. His eyes

seem lost in devotion. The temple-bells are rin^ng and the lights

m being lit at the dtar. Three Brahmins appear near the gate

who, noticing the Panchama, stand for a while, tdking dscmt him.

Then, from a distance, they idk to him.)

1st BRAHMm
Lo

!
yonder at the holy traa.pfe-gate

Mutters a scavenger raholy prayers

!

2m) brahmin
The golden suBset-pnmer on his face

Cries out for abst^tion

!

3«i) BRAHMIN
Like a shadow

He stains the path d wor^ppers who come

To worship Him Who sits on IBs Mgb altar

Beyond the cry of yonder loathstaie tJhing!

1st BRAiaHN

He is as lifeless as a mee of strme

Upon the wayside standing in fte mud

Or lying speechless in a ditch of dirt.

Tm WlAHMIN

For, nowhere in die iShastras do I find

The stone Cff efbe nr 'wch a piteous creature

Endowed with that Immortal Mystery

We Brahmins, ift Mr kii#fedge, call the soul.



78 TRIVENI. OCTOBER - DECEMBER 1988

3rd BRAmilN
Hjb eyes are like the eyes of a dead man

When he is stretched to burn upon the pyre.

How it must hurt a prayer to find itself

Breathed through the lips of a foul Panchama !

1st brahmin
Who is the God he worships all alone

Outside the holy temple-gate?

2nd brahmin
The God

Of filth who dwells in dingy bogs and marshes

And wallows in the mire ]^e a grey pig

Lost in the worship of the scavengers.

3rd brahmin
And He is seated on a lampless altar

Constructed by the goblin-artisans

Who lurk in lonely dung-hills.

THE PANCHAMA
Silently

The broad white lotus of my worship spreads

Its thousand-petalled seat for Vithoba.

1st BRAHMIN
What do you mutter sitting there alone?

2nd BRAHMIN
Fool ! who has sanctioned you the sacred right

To paint your shadow cm our temple-gate?

3rd brahmin
Away with you ! . . . . Between your birth and ours

Glimmers the sea of joy whose shining waters

Our hands alone may touch, of whose deep wave

Only our lips may drink being the lips

That utter incantations and pronounce

Untiringly the hallowed name of God.

THE PANCHAMA
Forgive me, noWe Sires I If I have marred

The gbry of the Lord, if I have cast

My shadow on the sinless temple-gate.

I had not known before, it was a crime

For a poor Panchama to sit outside . :

The temple of and worship Him
Within the inner temple of hia .souk ,

1st .,BRAHMIN
Who is your Lord ? 5

i ,

THE PANCHAMA
He is the Lord you seek

Within your temple and the Lord we seek
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Within our hearts since we nave been denied

Through some forgotten evils in the past

Access unto the altar where His Image

Burns like a dream of gold.

Im BRAHMIN
How can a beggar

Who sits and gapes in hunger at the gates

Of a King’s palace ever hope to gain

Even a morsel of the royal meal?

THE PANCHAMA
Behold ! the sun though burning miles apart

Yet feeds the hunger of the lotus flower

And the chaste moon across the spaces pours

Her love into the moon-bird’s thirsty heart.

Even so, my Lord though severed from my touch

And hidden in the temple from my eyes

Still hears my voice and gives me cry for cry

And loves me in the silence of my soul.

1st brahmin
Perched in his blind conceit* as in a cage.

He prattles like a parrot.

brahmin
Let us go

Into the temple for the lights are lit.

3rd brahmin
And let him lie like an empty gutter.

{The Brahmins go in)

THE FAIKMAMA
Yea ! like an empty gutter to receive

The precious leavings from the plate of God
{The crowd by this time has dwindled, most of it having dready

gone in for worship. Just as Ckokha Mela finishes his last sentence,

a Messengerfrom the Lord Vithoba enters.)

THE MESSENGER
1 am the secret Messaiger of God
Who come to you. His lover, with a message

THE PANCHAMA
Sweet Messenger ! you con^ before my eyes

Like the fulfiln^t of long years of prayer.

^ THE MESSENGER
1 bring you secret news about my God
Your Lover, who has heard your lonely voice

Echo like troubled iSre across His dreams.

Who seeing your restless soul Himself has grown

Unquiet like the billow in the sea.
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T-' clasp His wandering comrade. Should you cease

To love Him, He would crumble like the hut

Or* a poor peasant in the rainy season.

THE FANCHAMA
O does He love this scavenger so much ?

O does He dream of one who dare not dream

Of ^zing on His Image in the temple ?

THE MESSENGER
The image that is worshipped by the crowd

My friaid ! is but a dead unholy thing

Fashioned in gaudy gold for them who move
Unvisioned in their hollow arrogance.

God weeps in misery upon the altar

To see His worshippers make offerings

Of bodies decked in glittering vanity

And hearts o’er burdened with vain gloriousness.

THE FANCHAMA
When shall I meet Him, Messenger ?

THE MESSENGER
To-night

When the fat temple-priests have fallen asleep

The Lord will come in person to invite

His lover to the temple, and the dawn
Will come with gifts of coloured mists and flames

To find your heart brimming with holy quiet

Even as the mountain-height drunk with white peace
In mystic marriage with the midnight-heavens.

THE FANCHAMA
And will my Lord accept my loathsome body ?

THE messenger
Yea i for it is God’s radiant House cff prayer.

THE FANCHAMA
And will my King ccrnie down to meet this beggar ?

THE MESSENGER
Yea ! for His pride is hiding iti your rags.

TME FANCHAMA
And will the Mastei: truly love His servant ?

THE MESSENGER
Behold 1 the wor^p for EKs M^ter
Has won Ae Mas^^ for His servant.

TrtHE PANKWAMA
And will the Lord Vttltoba boSfe my wee^ping ?

THE MESSE1<J<^R
Yea ! for the tears you ’^ad are fftmi HBs eyes
Who waits in patience 'tor'

'
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{The Messenger disappears. The crowed begins to stream out of the

temple, /t is evening.)

A MAN
Look at that Panchama whose hands and feet

Are clothed in mire.

A WOMAN
God save us ! He was bom

Out of the womb of a most dreadful curse !

iST BRAHMIN
He has not gone as yet I

2nd BRAHMIN
Why does he smile ?

3rd brahmin
To cover up the nakedness of fate I

{The Panchama sits dreaming while the people pass him by in scorn.)

SCENE - 2

{The door of the temple. It is locked. It is mid-night The three

Brahmins, who are temple-priests, enter stealthily one by one and

set their ears against the door as if to hear somebody talking

within it)

1st BRAHMIN
At first 1 thought 1 heard these whispers stir

Deep in my dreams, but when I woke I found

They came from out the temple I

2nd priest
There he sits

Like a disease before the holy Image !

3rd brahmin
It is the Panchama who sists outside

This temple-gate and mutters parrot-prayers

When evening crowns the temple-top with silence.

1st brahmin
Alas 1 the whiteness of the holy Image

Is stained with the black touch of him whose birth

Was fashioned in some demon’s womb of darkness.

2nd BRAHMIN
But it is passing strange how he could enter

The guarded temple-door that still stands barred

To other than ourselves who hold the key !

3rd BRAHMIN
Alas ! the gorgeous raiment on His body

And all the myriad ^lendour of his jewels

Are dyed in deep pollution. Now our Lord

Is like the moon whose skin of chastest fire

A- 11)
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Glows dim in Rahu's shadowy embrace

Or like the sun who on his swift career

Of gold flame o'er the road of the blue sky

Is caught asudden in the black caress

Of Ketu and stripped bare of brilliance.

1st brahmin
Unlock the door and drag the villain out.

2nd brahmin
And let us solve this midnight-mystery.

3bd brahmin
{Opens the door.)

Come out, you filthy dog, you low-born creature !

THE PANCHAMA
(Cowing out)

I see, your eyes are flaring up like fire

As if they would devour me I

1st brahmin
Had you been

A creature less unclean and less unholy

We would have offered you as sacrifice

Long years ago at some great festive-altar.

2nd brahmin
How did you find your way into the temple ?

3rd brahmin
Give up the truth... Who led you to the altar?

THE PANCHAMA
Who but my sky-blue Lover, Vithoba ?

BRAHMINS
He has gone mad !

1st brahmin
Before to-morrow’s dawn

You must be gone.

2nd brahmin
And on the other shore

Of sacred Qiandrabhaga you shall dwell

Nor ever cross wm this ^ore again !

3rd BRAHMIN
So get ym gone and while the darkness hides
Your body with its nakedness of shame
And vile corritptkm leave our hoty shore
Nor haunt the tempfe^ more with your black shadow.

THE PANCHAMA
Forgive me for sorrow I have spread
Cloudlike across the smilight of your hearts.

I will be gone before the dawn arrives
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With her immaculate splendour for your eyes

And her resplendent crown for the Lord’s temple.

And as for me, I have no need of her

Since even while I stand in this vast midnight
Within me stirs a white eternal dawn
Above the golden temple of the soul

Wherein the Lord is wrapt in dreams of peace.

1st brahmin
You have polluted God with your foul touch !

2nd brahmin
And stained His virgin splendour with your presence !

3rd brahmin
Yea ! you have bruised His heart of chastity I

• THE PANCHAMA
Smiling as in wisdom. )

Is this the wisdom that you have acquired

After long years of drinking at the founts

Of sacred knowledge ? Are you not aware
That the thrice holy Ganges still retains

Her ancient purity though she has washed
Day after day, year after year, the bodies

Alike of Brahmins and of Panchamas ?

And is the road polluted that has heard

The echoing footsteps both of saints and sinners ?

Or would you call the wind corrupt and wicked.

To holy Sadhus and unholy harlots ?

Then how could you believe that He who dwells

In every speck of dust and every star

Beyond our little strife of caste and creed

Could ever be polluted by my presence ?

1st brahmin
Away with you I What ! have you come to preach

Of wisdom to the wise ?

2nd brahmin
Lo ! it is said

That Shalabha, a tiny bird, set out

To teach the swift Bird Garud in the fable

The use of wings 1

3rd brahmin
And in another fable

A patch of gold-paint danced in foolish pride

Beforee a mountain-range of real gold !

1st BRAHMIN
And in another story it is written
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That a glow-worm blinded with its own glimmer

Called Vasaramani a beggar’s lamp !

2nd brahmin
And in another, that an elephant

Bred in a common forest on the earth

Challenged the huge Airavat to a fight I

3rd brahmin
And somewhere it is said that a pale snake

That crawls among the forests, thought to shame

The many-jewelled serpent-hood of Shesha

With its own jewel lit with a dull flame !

BRAHMINS
And you, likewise, who are a Panchama

Ignorant of the Shastras, dare to come

Into our presence with your argument !

Away with you this instant

!

THE PANCHAMA
I am going . .

But Brahmins ! bear in mind these words I utter !

You are but buying with your insolence

The angry touch of God who will convert

Your Brahminhood to Pariahdom when next

You incarnate within this selfsame world,

Where now you spurn me like a filthy dog.

For Nature, who is wise, metes out for ever

Her justice in a dark mysterious manner
Beyond our little mortal comprehension !

(T/ie Panchmna goes out)

1st brahmin
His mind is in a mist.

2nd brahmin
How like the tail

Of a black brute his tongue wags in its speech !

3rd brahmin
I would the Panchamas were all extinct !

{Before temple-door. The three Brahmins are seen discussing
in the last scene.

)

1st brahmin
And when I reached the other shore I saw
Two people under the cool lemon-tree
Eating their mindday-meal, and one of them
Was Ghokha Melsu the dark Panchama

2nd brahmin
Perhaps, the other was a villager.

1st brahmin
I have a tale to tell you.
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3rd brahmin
Tell us . * . tell Ub !

Isi BRAHMIN
And Chokha's wife, a very levels lovely woman

2nd brahmin
I have seen her and although she is the wife

Of a low creature ....
3rd brahmin

She is beautiful

And I have wooed her often in my dreams

isT^ brahmin
This woman served them to their meal.

2nd brahmin
I would

I were the villager I

3rd brahmin
Her hands and feet

Might tempt the gods to fall from their high office.

1st brahmin
1 stood and watched them for a while and heard

The words that passed between them. You will marvel

When 1 relate to you the conversation.

2nd brahmin
What did they talk about ?

3rd brahmin
It makes me laugh

To heart two ignorant people talk !

1st brahmin
I heard

The Panchama address a crow that sat

Upon a lemon-branch.

2nd and 3rd brahmins
What did he say ?

1st brahmin
He said, “ Most honoured Sir, from out your beak

The seeds are dropping on my holy Guest

Do you not know that the great Lord is seated

With me in the cool shadow of this tree ?

Ry to some other branch, respected Sir !

And pardon me if I have hurl your pride . .

2nd brahmen
What 1 have you ever heard a man before

Conversing with a crow?
1st brahmin
’Twas done on purpose
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To fling an insult on our Brahminhood,

For, mark you well what followed . . . When the

woman.

The wife of that despicable scavenger.

Dropped curds by accident on the guests’ garment

Staining its hem, he cried out in despair,

Alas ! what have you done ? Behold ! my wife 1

The curds have soiled the Lord’s pure Pitambar

Of sunset’s yellow robes. Alas ! the holy

Like a white cloud that stains the flaming silk

Untainted garment of the Lord is soiled !

”

2nd brahmin
Indeed ! it was on purpose that he uttered

The name of God in so familiar manner

To wound our Brahmin’s sense of sanctity.

3rd brahmin
And did you teach the Panchama a lesson ?

1st brahmin
Indeed I did. The moment that he uttered

The name of God in idle mockery

I sprang upon him filled with godly rage

And slapped his cheek into a crimson fire.

( A group of worshippers goes into the temple

)

2nd brahmin
To save the reputation of our God
And our own honour in the eyes of God,

We must inflict a punishment upon him

Such as would seal his muttering mouth for ever.

3rd brahmin
Perhaps, if we could win as sacrifice

The body of his wife for us to touch

And render holy, he the Panchama
Would reach the fleckless garment-hem of God.

(The ^oup that went in rushes out shrieking)

MEN
Alas ! alas ! the cheek of God is bleeding !

WOMEN
Alas ! His holy eyes axe red with weeping !

MEN
A flood of tears has bathed the golden altar

WOMEN
And there’s a shadowy patch upon His garment !

MEN
O who has filled the Lord with tears and sorrow ?

WOMEN
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Why are
} ou silent, Masters of the temple ?

{The Brahmins gape as if struck dumb with lightning)

MEN
You drop your eyes as though you were the culprits !

WOMEN
Vithoba’s curse upon your blood-stained Priesthood

!

( Curtain

)

-Courtesy “SHAMA’A”
{April 1923)

ALLEGATION

LAXMI NARAYAN MAHAPATRA

i do not want your turbulent world,

i wanted only a drop of nectar.

since the music of life has entranced me
and i have heard the notes without and within,

can’t you see the earth and flowers scattered

in rapturous dance?

the girdle of the sea leaps in a dense moment

in thrills of passion, in coital surge,

can’t you see the lone star in the infinite blue

how it stares defeating the storm and gloom?

i wonder how you fail to see

the lamp kindled in my countryard

my arms hug you in a tight embrace

my being charged with passion enfolds you

TOth a kiss on your lips.

you are still, unperturbed like a snow bauble

the colours and the raptures of life

are beaten back to me.

i don’t want your turbulent world,

i have drunk my tears, look

i have the burning sun in my eyes.

{Translated from Otiya by the Poet)



MAHARSHI TOLSTOY
AND HIS BIRCH TREES

(A Parable)

Dr. MASTI VENKATESA IYENGAR

Count Leo Tolstoy, who was bom with a silver spoon in his

mouth, led the dissipated life of a rich youth, won laurels as a

soldier, wrote such magnificent woric that he came to be considered

the nonpareil in literature, inherited ancestral property and deve-

loped it and married and tasted the bliss of domestic life to his

heart’s content, came to experience profound world-weariness in

his middle age. He grew so sick of life that he began to feel that

he could find peace only in the grave. Tolstoy who had been brought
up in a family with traditional orthodoxy grew reflective in his

youth, succumbed to doubts and was convinced that was no
God. But he realised that life was impossible on such a premise
and concluded that the common man’s way of tbint-ino was the
only right one.

Those who live in the lap of luxury and who are blessed with
good health are dissatisfied and are miserable, but humbler people
toiling in penury or suffering ill health accept life cheerfully. The
latter's is the right attitude; life is divine; acceptance is wisdom. It

seemed to the Count that this was the Eternal, Unchanging truth.

Wealdiy people like himself kept these simple people in slavery;
the rich few like himself exploited the toil of these vast numbers!
^rpetuated injustice by aquiring property, made laws to protect
it, formed their own government comprising a few crafty men
to enforce them, maintained armies to support these regimes*
nations were formed this way and when there was a dispute among
them wars broke out; this was the bane of civilisation Mankind could
not be saved until this was halted. This was his final conviction.

This meant that property was the first and foremost peril to
world peace.

So, henceforth, not for him the ancestral property Nor the
property he had aquired by his efforts. He could not henceforth
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claim that the books he wrote were his own property, and could not

prevent others from publishing them. He could claim nothing as his.

Having taken this decision. Count Tolstoy declared that he had

renounced property in eveiy form. He became the Saint of the

western v/orld in the modern era. It was his desire that other

wealthy people should follow his example and make the world a

better place to live in; it gave him some comfort to think that

they would do so.

Thoughtful persons of the world recognised the Count’s

sincerity; they admired the nobility of his sentiments. They praised

his sacrifice. But not many followed liim. His was a stance an

individual could adopt, but not a whole society. If it is wrong to

regard the loaf in your hand as yours what will you eat. Let alone

other people. This principle could not gain unqualified implementa-

tion in the Sage’s own home. Ancestral property was not to be

touched. Nor his own property. Nor the royalty on Ms books.

NotMng was to be regarded as his earnings. How then was the

family to live.

If just one man involved he could have said, 1 shall starve’.

But his wife. Sophia, had been accustomed to a life of comfort.

There were six grown-up children— three sons and three daughters.

Like any rich family this, too, had relatives dependent on it.

Friends and acquaintances of the world famous writer paid visits. Some
of these people where miserably poor; tMs was their only refuge.

All of them had to be fed and they had to live in comfort as usual.

But how.

The Count’s wife, SopMa, took a decision by herself. Preach

what the husband might, none of them— not even the husband

himself— could survive without the property and the income. He
might repudiate property; but could she ? Did the children have

to do it? So she assumed the reins of property which the husband

had flung aside. As soon as the Sage translated Ms precept into

practice she began to manage the property and to look to the

comforts of her husband, her childem, the relatives, the guests,

and the visitors.

Among the friends were Chertakoff, Gorky and Suler Jetskey.

Chertakoff was a radical socialist; it was his firm conviction that

property was the bane of society. He was foremost in supporting

Tolstoy’s opposition to ownersMp. Gorky, too, was opposed

to property. But he asserted that, just as those who support the

right to property exploit the institution for their own ends these

modem men abuse their doctrine. Suler Jetskey partly agreed with

one man, partly with the other, and took a middle line.

There was a birch grove near the Count’s house. It was

nrobablv a coneemal soil for the trees. The place could boast of
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a few trees in the days of Tolstoy’s youth. Somehow the place

and the trees enchanted him and he had a hundred trees planted.

As they grew he rejoiced. When he became the owner of the

property he added another hundred trees and created a grove. It

was something he was proud of. He used to take his guests to the

grove and proudly tell them that it was his handiwork. Even in

his old age, despite the weakness, he would go to the grove assisted

by someone. When he could not do even this he would sit in the

porch and find pleasure in gazing upon the ti‘ees. There is an Indian

legend about a sage who had severed all bonds of affection but

who took pity on a deer and became attached to it. The sagelike

author had denounced ownership and attachment as evil; but,

without his realising it, a sense of ownership and an attachment to

the grove grew within him.

Countess Sophia once needed money for household expenses

and she considered selling ten of the old trees. They were well

grown and sturdy. They would fetch a good price. There were
enquiries also. But Tolstoy who got to hear about it said, “Oh
no! What a grove! Why sell the trees and disfigure it.”

Sophia learnt about it and gave up the thought of selling

the trees. He was the master and he had grown the trees; he was
ill; he found pleasure in gazing upon the trees; v/ho could tell how
long he would be able to enjoy the sight and when the curtain

would come down on his life. Why fell the trees now and hurt him.
A few days later the serfs of the village the family owned

waited on Chertakoff and made a representation: “None of us has
a house; we want to build small houses for ourselves. Please per-
suade the master to give us these birch trees, we shall build houses;
he has grown magnanimous; he says he wants no property; some-
body may fell and carry away the trees; please get us the trees.”

Chertakoff reported this to Tolstoy. He added, “Anyway you are
opposed to owning property; that is your conviction; I know it.

Here is a fine opportunity to show it to the whole world; please
grant the prayer of these setfs.”

Tolstoy made no answer. When Chertakoff once again broached
the stibject, he said, Once I have said that ownership is wrong,
where is the need for me to grant permission. There are the serfs
and there are the trees. It gave him no pleasure to say this.

Chertakoff knew it. But he made the best of it and proceeded,
assuming that there was nothing to .prevent the serfs from felling
the trees

:

The mistress, Sophia, came to hear of this. She objected
saying, “I myself gave up the plan to feU the trees because the
master had planted them and taken loving care of them, will you
get outsiders to fell them.”
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Chertakofl retorted, “Your husband is a saint, you are subver-

ting his magnanimity. This isn’t right.”

She said, “Has it become your concern more than mine that

the master’s magnanimity should be fruitful. Put an end to this

impertinence. So many of you have been eating here, how is , all

this to be managed without ownership. Leave the affairs of our

family to us. Don’t you interfere in all this.”

One word led to another. There was a quarrel. Qiertakofl

concluded that the mistress, Sophia, was not in her senses and

said, “No matter what she says, I shall carry out the master’s

wishes.” He then asked the serfs to fell and carry away the trees.

The serfs came. They started cutting down the trees. The

mistress hired some men and prevented the serfs. The serfs were

injured. They called her heartless; they gave up for the time

being. As soon as the hired watch went hack the serfs returned;

they felled the trees; the trunk, the branches, the twigs— they

carried away everything. They did it ten times and she checked

them ten times, and in six months the birch grove was razed to

the ground. Nothing remained, save a few stumps spared by the

saw, to show where the flourishing grove had stood once.

While all this was going on, Tolstoy said not a word. Countess

Sophia believed that he wished the trees to be spared. But all her

efforts proved futile. She almost went mad. Tolstory was tormented

but could say nothing.

A few months later he went away from home without a word

to anyone. It was only after he had left that his children realised

what had happened. They sent men in search of him. They found

him in a railway station. By then he was prostrate. He remained

there. The men thought of taking him with them'. But before

anything could be done he breathed his last in the railway station.

Was it grief that the trees were no longer there. Or was it

unhappiness that his wife had opposed his generosity. Was it dis-

tress that even while he preached against ownership the pride in

the ownership of the trees had haunted him. Or, did all three

contend in his heart as he lay dying.

No one can tell.

(Translated from Kmnada by LS Seshagiri Rao)



RIVER--YOU ARE

PHANI BASU

Charmed by your own waves, you flow forward

from your source

and never bound by four walls

You can go beyond and far

To flow in liquid rhymes is an easy step for you

The lucky divine dancer you are

and bound by no domestic rule

You dance your way with etherial mirth to chaim the world

No greater joy is there than owning you

no sadder experience

Most fragile and perplexing is your love

You are nobody’s wife

and would not stay in home for anyone

You do not desire a house

You wave and dance and dance towards whom

You are river

and forget the green behind

once you reach the sea

( Translated jrom Bengali by the Poet )



LOKAMANYA TILAK

Convocation Address at Tilak Maharashtra Vidyapeeth,

Pune.

Prof. K. SATCHIDANANDA MURTY

This Vidyapeeth was established sixty seven years ago in me-

mory of one who had been described by Mahatma Gandhi as “a

maker of modern India” and as “the man who preached the gos-

pel of Swaraj* with utmost consistency and insistence”. There-

fore one would be paying one’s homage to Tilak if one were to

reflect on the meaning of Swaraj, the ideology of which he so

tirelessly propagated. I may be permitted to do so.

Swaraj is an ancient word which occurs even in the Rig Veda

in the sense of “one’s own dominion”, and in the earliest Upa-

nishads too. But in two of the major Upanishads it came to be

endowed with a profound significance.

The Ghandogya Upani^ad puts forward the concept of

Bhuma. Bhuma is the vast, the unsurpassed and the abundant.

Mahat, nirathaym, balmti. Thait which is Bhuma is happiness

as well as the imraoratal. Yo vm bhum tat sukham-tadcmi-

tarn. It is everywhere. When one is experiencing it, nothing else

is experienced. It is established on its own greatness, or not even

on it at all. It is indeed all this. Sa evedam sarvm iti. It is the

Self itself, which is everywhere and is indeed all this. Atmai-

vedam sarvam Hi. He who sees, thinks and understands this de-

lights in the Self only, and becomes independent {pvarad) : free

everywhere in every way. ‘While alive he is coronated in his own

autonomy’. Jivameva svarajye ‘bhishiktah {bha.shya).

In another Upanishad, the Taittiriya, it is stated that the Ulti-

mate Reality (Brahtnan) will be directly realised as the Self of

all if it is first meditated as located in the interior of one’s own

heart and mind. It is first within oneself that the Self has to be

cognized as immoratal and effulgent. One attains the fruit of

Swarajya then. (Svarajyaphalcisiddln) Swarajya is the nature

*Tbis is its popular spelling, but it ought to be Svaraajya. In the

Upanishads it occurs as svaaraajya.
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,( svctbhava ) of one who is independent, who is himself ruler

(svarad) without anyone else as his ruler (master), (bhashya

VARTIKA ON TAI. UP., 1.6.)

Sankaracharya and his disciple Suresvara thus conceived

autonomy as the final goal and perfection of man, which is to

be realised through desireless action and knowledge based on

meditation of the truth of one’s own real nature. This was elabo-

rated further sometime between 1780-1880 A.D., by Ganga-

dharendra Sarasvati in his Svarujyasiddhi and Nilakantha Tirtha

in Svamjyasarvasva (which has another title Citsudharyd). The

former has been explained further by the author himself and an-

other scholar as weU in their commentaries.

Tilak correctly explained this Vedantic conception in his

statements like : “What is Swaraj? A life centred in the Self

and dependent upon the Self.— Swaraj is the natural consequence

of diligent performance of duty.” .(quoted in ram gopal, Loka

manya Tilak : A Biography^ BOMBAY, 1956, pp. 344, 390.)

But his original contribution was to bring out the political dimen-

sion of this conception : “What is Swaraj? It is replacement of

bureaucracy by the people themselves. It is one’s birthright to

govern one’s own house, none else can claim to do it.” (ibid

pp. 389, 390). “It is one’s inherent right to fight for the liberty

of his people, for a change in the government.” (quoted in

N,G. JOG, B.G. TiM, NEW DELHI, 1962, p. 119.)

It was the greatness of Tilak to have perceived that as man is

a social and political being, he cannot have cognitive and meta-

physical freedom while politically unfree. It is the first duty of a

man not free to free himself. A slave cannot have Swaraj by just

continuing to obey his master while contemplating on himself

as the Ultimate Reality or the immortal universal Self, Such

thinking should be preceded by discharge of his duty, which

consists in first freeing himself from slavery. Then he can do

Vedainta Vichara. Political and economic freedom is the external

condition in which real internal metaphysical freedom can be

realised. A nation ruled by another, or a people ruled by a

bureaucracy, cannot have Swaraj by any amount of meditadon.

The svadharma (own-duty) of a slave is first to free himserf

from slavery, and the svadharma of a subject nation or an
oppressed people is to first overthrow the imperial power or the

despotic rule, Svadharma, well-performed for its own sake,

makes one fit for the higher freedm : real Svarajya as conceived

by the Upanishads. The Vedamtic goal is to realize one’s own
natural and authentic nature. Slavery and bondage, whether of

an individual or of a nation, are unnatural and aare obstacles to

self-fulfilment. So they should first be destroyed.
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Tilak was led to draw out the political implications of Ve-

danta by the teaching and life of Samairth Ramdas. Ramdas
(1608-1681 A.D.) deeply felt the pilitical conditions in Maha-
rashtra and the misery of his people. He conceived of a ‘‘Re-

gion of Bliss” (in his work Anandavana - bhuvana) in which

righteousness would be estalblished after the destruction of the

wicked and sinners. But the means for this, he taught, was per-

formance of one’s duty to oneself and one’s nation after first

setting one’s heart firmly on God. His effort was to establish

national greatness on the foundation of faith in God. (r.d. ranade,

Mysticism in India, The Poet-Saints of Maharashtra, reprint,

ALBANY, 1983, PP. 366-7, 422f.)

The Mahatma was following the same tradition when he

wrote : “It is Swaraj when we learn to rule ourselves.” (hind

SWARAJ, 1938 EDN., CH. XIV.) “The most real Swarajya is to

rule over oneself — Sab se sacca swarctjya to apne par sasan

karna hm. That is the synonym of Moksha or Nirvana.” (Sampurm
Gafidhi Vangmay, yol. 19, new Delhi, 1966, p. 82.) Like Tilak’s

his immediate goal was more practical, viz., political independence.

But its fulfilment would be when every citizen of an independent

nation becomes a moral being, achieving mastery over mind and

passions, and thereby comes to know himself. ( hind swaraj, ch. xiil)

The essence of morality is self-control; moraiity is the means

to self-knowledge, which results in perfect freedom, Moksha.

Politics must be that which creates conditions favourable to the

“observance of mortality” or “performance of duty”, which,

according to Gandhi, are “convertible terms”, (op. cit.) This is

a view in accordance with Indian tradition. The goal of the whole

science of politics, Kautilya declared, is victory over the senses

(indriya-jaya). (Arthasastra, 1.6.) This discussion of Swaraj may be

concluded with Sri Aurobindo’s magisterial utterance : True

Swairaj is “fulfilment of the Vedantic ideal in politics”. {Speeches,

3rd EDN, PONDICHERRY, 1952, P. 63.)

If the Upanishads provided the Swaraj-ideology, another

Vedantic text helped “to solve the moral issues involved in every-

day life.” (TILAK CITED BY JOG ibid,, p. 133.) As was then be-

lieved by many Hindus, was it necessary to renounce this world

before attempting to achieve human perfection ? And, after achieving

it, ought one to abandon doing anything in this world ? These

were questions which bothered Tilak. (ram gopal, ibid., pp. 342-343.)

He thought he might find answers to these in the Bkagavadgita,

which was considered to be the supreme epitome of Hindu philo-

sophy. His careful impartial study of it over several years resulted

in his discovery that it did give the most satisfactory answers to

these and other questions. He Presented the results of his study in
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his Bhagvadgita-RctMsyu or Kurniayoga-saUra, This and Sri Auro-

bindo’s Essays on the Gita are the only two greatest modern Indian

works on the Gita.

An autobiographical reference may be excused. If there is any

truth in the doctrine that punya-phala (merit of auspicious action)

not enjoyed in a particular life would be enjoyed in the next life,

it was due to my past sukruta (action well-done) that I v/as made

to study Sankara’s Bhashya on the Gita and was able to read the

Telugu translation of Lokamanya’s magnum opus by myself in

my teens, and had occasions to read protions of them again and

again in subsequent years. The Telugu translation of Gitarahmya

was done by Nori subrahmanya Sastri(Principal, Sanskrit College,

Tenali) and published in 1918. A copy of it was acquired and

studied intensely by my father in the year I was born. In due

course I appropriated it and still cherish it.

What according to Tilak is the substance of the teaching of

the Gita ? He himself summarised it as follows : The Gita teaches

a dkasma rooted in knowledge, mainly consisting of devotion

and enjoining action appropriate for life-long performance. So,

it harmonizes intellect, emotion and agency, and shows a way,

which assures a smooth life in the world, which does not be-

come an obstacle to liberation. Everyone should worship the

Supreme Seif, who though One is full abiding in all beings,—

in the micro- aaid macrocosms— through discharging his world-

ly duties throughout life, according to his competence, for the

good of the world (lokasangraha), without any desire, with the

conviction that all are like oneself {atmauparnya’-drishti) and

with enthusiasm. Thus life becomes a continuous act of worship,

of sacrifice. The dkarma of the Giia, Tilak claims, is fearless,

inclusive and equalitarian; it does not concern itself with national,

racial or caste differences; and it leads all to the highest good

and tolerates all other dhmmas. (Gitarahasya, telugu trans.,

p. 696.) He chose as the epigraph for his concluding chapter

{upasamhard) this text : '‘So, at times remember Me and fight’*.

(Tasmat sarveshu kaleshu mm anusmara yudhya ca.)

“The word Dharmd\ according to Tilaik, “means a tie and

comes from the root dhri, to bear or hold. What is there to hold

together? To connect the soul with God, and man with man”.

Dharma is what fosters unity or oneness among men and bet-

ween man . and Deity, (his address at banaras, jar, 1906.

QUOTED IN RAM GOPAL, ibid., P. 243.)

Tikk’s summairy of the Gitd Dharma is more or less in ac-

cordance with what is found in these two lines of the famous

hymns attributed to iSankara ;
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A tmcu'panadrusa, Saparyaparyahsfdva

hhavatu yanme vilasimn.

Because of my self-surrender view, may all my enjoyment

and action become a substitute for your service.

(Ananda Lahari)

Yadyatkarwa karomi tattadakhilam Sambho tavaradhctiimi.

Whatever action I do, all that is your worsliip.

{Sivamdnasapuid)

Tiiak was a lover of Indian tradition and a rationalist. He
was a follower of Sanatana Dharma in the same sense in which

Gandhi claimed to be a Sanatani Hindu. Tiiak desired to “em-

phasize and preserve the na(tional sentiment by giving due cre-

dit to ail that is good in the old system but without detriment

to progress and reforms needed for our national uplift.” (cited

IN JOG, ibid., p. 36.) He asserted that “iie would not recognize

even God if He said that untouchability was ordained by Him.”

(op. cit., p. 35.) He condemned intolerance and fanaticism—
whether of the Hindus or the Muslims — and held it should be

punished. ( op. cit., p. 52.) He gave political reform priority

over social reform, and expected advocates of the latter to live

up to what they preached by beginning with themselves, (op.

CIT., pp. 30-31.) He had the perception and courage to say that

the principles of Bolshevism were “eternal” and in tune with

the teaching of the Gita : What one has in excess of one’s re-

quirements is a trust with one for others’ benefit. Whoever keeps

more than one needs is a sinner, (cited by ram gopal, ibid.,

p. 450.) He practised whatever he taught. No leader of the

Indian Independence Movement was more sincere and selfless

than him, no other leader suffered more than him, and no other

leader (except Sri Aurobindo) was a greater scholar, thinker

and writer than him.

The Yoga-sutra says *'"Vitaragavish{iyam va dttarri'. If the

mind makes one who is devoid of attachment its object few: me-

ditation, it would be conducive to the development of dispassion

{vairagya) and thus to spirituail benefit. I hope, therefore, my
dwelling on this selfless Mahapurusha’s qualities and teaching has

been of some benefit to me and to all of you.

This Vidyapeeth’s objective is to actualize Tilak’s idea of

national education : “That which gives us a knowledge of the

experienre of our ancestors, that which enables us to become

true citizens and to earn our bread.” ( quoted by ram gopal,

ibid., P. 239.) It should among other things be, he said, religious

and through one’s own mother-tongue. What is it to be religious?

To have reverence for Ideals, have devotion to the One Supreme

A -13)
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God, and to be humble with the awareness that Truth is infi-

nite and camnot be encompassed by the human intellect, and to

endeavour to lead a life devoted to the welfare of the world.

Trusting that it is education of this sort which is sought to be

inculcated here, I offer my felicitations to the faculty for what

they may have achieved. In an undertaking like this spectacular

success is impossible. But the Vice-Qhaincellor and faculty may
be heartened by constantly remebering "'Svdpmnapyasya dharmasya

trayate mahato bhayaf (Even a little of this dharrm protects from

great fear).

December 17,1988



SALUTATION TO RAMAKOTISWARA RAU
Founder — Editor of “Triveni”

C.LR. SASTRI

If I am a journalist of any standing in the country today,

it has been owing to the timely assistance rendered me by a few

benevolent editors : the chief of whom have been the late Dr. S.

Sachchidananda Sinha of the Hindustan Review flong defunct), the

late K. Ramakotiswara Rau of Triveni, and the late Kedamath

Ohatterji of the Modem Review, in that order. There have been

some others also (like Sir Francis Low of the Times of India),

but the three I have mentioned stand out most prominently, like

Everest, Kanchenjunga and Nanga Parbat among the Himalayan

mountain ranges.

My father (a distinguished journalist himself) was not only

lukewarm to the idea of my becoming a journalist but asolutely

antagonistic to it But I insisted on my being one, and the person

who first helped this particular lame dog over the (journalistic)

stile was Dr. Sinha, who somehow sensed, right from the beginning,

that I had a flair .(of sorts) for writing and that, as the editor of

the second most reputed English monthly in India, the Hindustan

Review (the first, without doubt, being the Modern Review), he

was in a position to develop that flair to the best of his ability

He published quite a few of my effusions, both literary and

political, and, by so doing, laid the foundation of my modest

journalistic career. More than that, he always wished me well,

bestowed his choicest blessings upon me, and read eagerly my

contributions to other papers and periodicals, congratulating me

on them without stint. He is no more now, and the journal also

has gone the way of “the many Mnevehs and Hectampoli”: and

this is eminaitly the place for me to pay him the homage that is

rightly his due. He was not merely a great man; he was a good

man.

K. Ramakotiswara Rau was the second editor to recognise my

talents, such as they were. It is my unforgettable misfortune never

to have seen him “in the flesh”. In those days Triveni used to

come out from Madras and that, too, in a beautiful format be-
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cause he was a lover of the beautiful and the good in all the arts

and sciences. He himself, let me interpolate, wielded a notably

powerful pen though, unfortunately, he used it very sparingly in

his own pages while lavishly encouraging others to spread them

to any extent they pleased. I was in Trivandrum then and saw a

copy of Triveni almost by accident. It was so seductive in appearance

that I lost no time in sending in a contribution. I waited with

bated breath for its fate at his hands, more than a little apprehensive

that it would come back like a homing pigeon.

Imagine my astonishment when 1 received a cordial letter

from him intimatirig not only his acceptance of it, but calling

for more ! Though it was far from being one of my finest journa-

listic exercises, it was far from being too infelicitous, either, and

my succeeding offerings showed more signs of promise. He “pl^-yed

host” to them with the same generosity as he did to my maiden

effort. There was only one contribution from my humble pen that

he refused during all the years of my connection with his periodical.

The Mahafma’s civil disobedience movement was at its height

at that time and though, as a “Liberal”, I had been, at

its commencement, somewhat indifferent to it, I had perforce to

align myself with it as the police zoolum against the Satyagrahis

escalated rapidly, even the “gentler sex” not being spared. So I

indited a blistering article against our alien rulers, going at them,

as the saying is, hammer and tongs. Ramakotiswara Rau politely

declined to publish it, as in his opinion its publication would,

infallibly, bring both himself and his journal into endless trouble.

Then I told myself that a cobbler should stick to his last that, as

I began my association with Triveni with a literary piece. After all,

Triveni did not purport to be a political journal, its primurn mobile

having been, on the contrary, literature and the other arts.

There was one instance w''hen Ramakotiswara Ran exhibited

his spirit of sturdy independence, which 1 shall never forget. One
fine morning I received a commune*cation from him suggesting that,

for a change, I might try my hand at a “pen-portrait” (mentioning,

in the process, the names of Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru, the Rt. Hon.
V.S. Srinivasa Sastri, Mr. (not yet ‘Sir’) C.Y. Chintamani, and
several other eminent personages). Well, it was true that I had not

attempted this kind of composition before, and I replied that my
intimacy with the high and the mighty was limited to Chintamani
and that I might be able to paint a (wordy) portrait of him: pro-

vided that, though he happene4 to be my own father, 1 would
be allowed to criticise him as and when I proposed to do so.

He readily agreed, intimating that he gave me, as he put it, carte

blanche to write just as I chose.
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In due course, I posted my “pen-portrait” of Chintamani, a

long and frank and intimate affair : and, in due course also» it

appeared in Triveni without the change of a single comma or

semi-coion. The editor was very appreciative of it. Not so, however,

the subject of that portrait. He took B.amakotiswara Rau heavily

to task for publishing it, but the latter bluntly riposted that I had

written it at his own suggestion and that I had never mentioned

in my article that he (Chintamani) and I were related to each other

even “north-north-west”. A certain “Mr. C.Y. Chintamani” and

that, in consequence, he (Mr. Chintamani) had no grounds for any

legitimate complaint, either against me or against him, the editor.

But, of course, my father was not mollified by this (extremely

cogent) explanation : he was not easily mollified when he felt that

his amour-propre was at stake.

After some years, Triveni fell on evil days and it has not

yet, I imagine, recovered from them. It was at its most resplendent

when he took an active interest in it and directed it himself in

every important detail. But both ill-heolth and financial difficulties

supervened and the jouranal visibly declined into desuetude. The

great thing, however, is that it has not given up the struggle and

that, under its present editorship, it is still carrying on gamely and

that, on current showing, it may be relied upon to carry on gamely

for several years more. But a “quarterly” is no substitute for a

monthly; and, to that extent, it has suffered a sea-change into

something not quite in keeping with what it had been in its heyday,

when Ramakotiswara Rau was at its helm, steering it as only a

master-seaman can be expected to do.

What is to be remembered is tliat he conceived his journal

as a sort of moral and spiritual vehicle and that, come hell or

high water, it must be kept alive in some foi*m or other. As long

as he lived he dedicated his energies to doing just that : his

successors must, in their turn, consecrate theirs to tread in his

illustrious footsteps. In our hapless country it is not the easiest

of enterprises to start a paper or a periodical : and when, by

superhuman effort /nothing less), it has been got going our

(collective) endeavour must see to it that that tender sapling does

not perish for v/ant of proper ministration.

The Thirties witnessed the heyday of Triveni It was bliss

“in that dawn to be alive”, and to be writing for Triveni was

“veiy heaven”. Those, indeed, were the days for aspiring young

journalists : there was no dearth of monthlies — of famous

monthlies, 1 mean. Among these Ramakotiswara Rau's Triveni

occupied pride of place ; “It flamed in the forehead of the morning

sky”. In him wc have lost a gem of a man : let me hope that

there will be no dearth of labourers in the same vineyard.
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The very name he chose for his magazine gives us a measure

of our hero : he was ever a seeker after “the eternal verities”.

It is, indeed, a name to conjure with. One who was impelled to

choose it, and none other, for his journalistic venture could not,

it may safely be presumed, go far wrong in the evaluation of

fundamentals. It was proof positive that in his order of priorities,

principles and programmes came before powers and principalities;

a person of that high calibre can always be relied upon to stand

foursquare to all the winds that blow. The following memorable

lines of the poet can easily be applied to him :

Last, if upon the cold, green-mantling sea

Thou cling, along with Truth, to the last spar.

Both Castaway,

And one must perish— let it not be he

Whom thou art sworn to obey.

Truth never perished at his hands.



D.H. Lawrence and his Mystique of Dual Consciousness

Dr. V. RAMA MURTHY

“Nowadays men do hate the idea of dualism. It is no good, dual

we are. The cross.”

D.H. Lawrence’s Studies in Classic American Literature was

published in 1923. It preceded the publication of Ijidy Chatterly's

Lover at least by five years. A reading of some parts of the Studies

gives us a feeling that Lawrence had a mystique of his own which

he later associated with his fictional work. Moreover, die Studies

reveals more of Lawrence than of the American classics and being

subjective and impressionistic his criticism is a class of creative

writing by itself. As seen from the Studies his ideas and con-

victions on man’s freedom, doom of the white man, master and

servant relationship, man’s divided psyche form part of his mystique

and these appear often as more inherent in him than in fhe writers

he examiness. His ideas have a consistent unity and strike us as

theories or postulates on life. My object in this paper is to explore

one of his mst important postulates, that is, what he calls the

dual consciousness.

According to Lawrence, all life-interchange is a polarized com-

munication. It is a circuit with positive and negative polarity. Even

master and servant relation^p is essentially a polarized flow, like

love. It is a circuit of vitalism. Such a relationship as this cannot

be reduced to any idea or abstraction. “Once you abstract both

master and servant and make them both serve an idea: production,

wage, efficiency and so on then you have changed the vital,

quivering circuit of master and man into a mechanical machine

man To Lawrence, this master-servant relationship, when

reduced to an idea, mangles lihe blood-reciprocity of master and

servant and results in an abstract honror. It is a natural relationship

and once abstact idealism enters into the identities of master and

servant the vitality of the relationship is ineparably damaged. Law-

rence even approves of tlie master beating his servant as that in-

volves what he calls “passional justice’'. A court decision in such

casqs could only be mechanical justice. In such a direct action

the “physical intelligence’’ of the servant is 'restored. There is
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no use of approaching him through the mind, the reason and the

spirit. This is a natural form of “human coition”.^ Lav/rence does

not seem to be feudalistic in his attitude towards servant. What he

seems to look for is a wann human, concrete and vital relationship.

For instance, a teacher caning a student established a closer and

warmer relationship with the student than when he gets him punished

through a remote administrative process.

There is a male and female circuit. Love forms the mystic

conjunction between the two. But each soul— male and female —
has its own identity. Any merging between the two leads to disaster

and death. “The soul’s deepest will is to preserve its own integrity”,

he says.^ He admires Whitman’s poetry for its vitality but ridicules

the poet’s generalizations and identifications. When Whitman says

“I am he that aches with amorous love”, Lawrence discovers the

poet’s individuality leaking out of him. Whitman as well might

have said: The femaleness aches for my maleness.^ Lawrence hates

generalizations in a master that is biological. By attacking Whitman,
he is actually attacking all types of monism.

To Lawrence each soul has a substantial unity of its own.

“The central law of all organic life is that each organism is in-

stinctively isolate and single in itself’, he says.^ All merging therefore

is a death process. He believed in “That I am 1” or that A is A.
But this I is a dark forest. One has perception of only a small,

part of it. "That my known self will never be more than a little

clearing in the forest”.* He also said: “Gods, strange gods, come
forth from the forest into the clearing of my known self, and then
go back. When the gods come do what they bid you do”.’

The soul is perceptive, unique and self-enclosed, to Lawrence.
However, he becomes obscurantist when he associates it with the
Holy Ghost. “Lose no time with ideals,” he says, “serve the Holy
Ghost; Never sei*ve mankind.”® He is unable to extricate himself
from the Christian idiom, although his theory is a personal one.
Frequently he also associates the soul with the psychological IT
(id). One should, according to him, seek “what IT wishes done”.’
IT is the deepest self and men are free only when they act according
to the dictates of IT IT h the primary urge. It is central to the
self. Alongside IT there is, however, a secondary urge, amd that
is, each individual organism longs to come into intimate contact
with fellow organisms and become vivified. But this unison with
fellow orga.iiisms is only a temporary thing because in ultimate terms
each organism is isolate in itself and must return to its own isolation.
This is a “contact only upto a certain point”. This leads him to
another postulate: There is a limit to everything; there is a limit
to love." Lawrence seems to differ from Keats to whom love is

an intense experience which leads one into fellowship with essence
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or the divine. While intensifying his experience of beauty or love.

Keats attains the joy of disembodied existence (“till we shine full

alchemized and free of space”). To Mm love and death are like

experiences.'^ Lawrence keeps love and death distinct and separate :

“Love is the mysterious vital attraction which draws things together,

closer, closer together. For tMs reason sex is the actual crisis of love.

For in sex the blood systems, in the male and female, concentrate

and come into contact, the nearest film intervening, yet if the

intervening film breaks down, it is death”, Love, therefore, has

its limits although Lawrence allows for some balanced excess.

Lawrence warns that to try to know a person one loves, is

to kill her/him: “Every sacred instinct teaches that one must leave

her unknown. You know your woman darkly in the blood. To try

to know her mentally is to try to kill her. Beware, O woman, of

the man who wants to find out what you are. And, oh men. beware

a thousand times more of the woman who wants to know you, or

get you what you are”.'"^ Lawrence believed that God Almighty

“kicked” Adam and Eve out of the garden because they wanted

“not doing it but knov/ing about it.” Their self-consciousness made

them ashamed of the act. God found them degenerating into

“dirty hypocrites”'® So they were kicked out To Lawrence the

physical or manual work is as di^ified as the intellectual. He
cannot bear to see anyone disliking work like washing dishes

or sweeping the floor. Brook farming is more impomni than book

farming. In his own personal life he had to face the stark tragedy

of his mother hating manual labour and his father hating the

sight of books or of any one reading books.

According to Larwrence man is made of a dual consciousness

of which the two halves are most of the time in opposition to

one another. The dual cnsciousness comprises blood consciousness

and mind consciousness. Blood consciousness overwhelms, obliterates

and annuls mind consciousness. Mind consciousness extinguishes

blood consciousness and consumes the blood. “We are aU of us”

he says, “conscious is both ways. And the two are antagonistic in

us. Tliey will remain so. That is our cross”.'* It is not clear

whether Lawrence is attacking the Socratic dictum “know thyself*.

It is also possible that underneath his antagonism to knowing

there is the Genesis folktale of the forbidden fruit. He considers

knowledge and belief to be opposite antagonistic States. “The more

we know, the less we are. The more we are the less we know'^ :

Aristotle, Leibnitz, Bradley and Russell have expressed differing

views on cognition or knowing. An object has a holistic character

in which the being is greater than some of its parts. For instance,

sugar is not mere wMteness, mere hardness, and mere sweetness.

A -14}
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Its reality lies somehow in its unity. But on the other hand, what

there can be in the thing beside these qualities will baffle us.

Lawrence is one of those who brought about a sexual revolu-

tion in the West. His Lady Chatterly's Lover has been hailed as a

“quasi-religious tract recounting the salvation of one modern

woman”.'® The passage which describes Lady Jane’s first reaction

to Connie’s nakedness is hailed as “a revelation of the sacrament

itself, is properly the novel’s very holy of holies transfiguration

scene with atmospheric clouds and lightning, and a pentecoastal

sun bean illumination the ascension of the deity “thick and arching”

before the reverent eyes of the faithful. ...Constance Chatterly is

granted the sight of godhead, which turns out to be a portrait

of the creator himself, nude, and in his impressive state”.” Connie

moaning with “bliss” is its “sacrifice” and a “new bom thing” ...

The formula is rather simple : “You meet her, cheat her into

letting you have a piece of and then take off. Mellor’s hunt is

a primitive find, fuck and forget”.^°

Kate Millet makes a prelapsarian Adam out of Connie. But

like Lawrence she calls sex act a kind of sacrifice. Lawrence con-

sidered venery as of the great gods. “It is an offering-up of yourself

to the great gods.” From this one can see that Lawrence himself

is unable to reconcile his divided psyche. He intends to treat the

sex act as something purely physical but at the same time he

invests it
- vdth come - religious mystery.—

Psychologists refuse to view sex within the narrow confines

of a reproductive act. According to P.D. Ouspensky : “Of all

ordinary human experiences only sex sensations approach those

which we may call the mystical state of ecstasy. Nothing else in

our life brings us so near to the limits of human possibilities beyond

which begin the unknown... Now, is sex act a mystical union,

an integrative process, a reproductive activity or a mere physical

urge? The coming together of Connie and Mellors is actually a

coming together of mind and body. It cannot be a coming together

of mindless animals althou^ the emphasis is on the physical side.

It is a celebration or festival of sex. At the hands of a novelist

like Henry Miller it may become a heartless cycle. Between Connie

and Mellors there is tenderness, there is feeling and there is polarized

energy.

In Lady Ckatterly's Lover Lawrence almost succeeded in

dramatizing his mystique of sex. Adultery makes a jarring note

but that is not the main point of the story. Lawrence’s interest

is in dramatizing the male and female circuit with a thin film in-

tervening between the two and preventing any merging between

them. He believed that only in this way there could be harmony and
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completeness in life. “All the talk of young girls and virginity like

a blank sheet on which nothing is written, is pure nonsense. A
young girl and a young boy is a tormented tangle, a seething con-

fusion of sexual feelings and sexual thoughts which only years will

disentangle, years of honest thoughts of sex and years of struggling

action in sex will bring us at last when we want to get, to our

real and accomplished chastity, our completeness, when our sexual

thought and sexual act are in harmony, and the one does not in-

terfere with the other” .23
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POET VYASA IN THE MAHABHARATA
Dr. S.S. JANAKI

The poetic abilities of Vyasa are considerable, although he is

well known as a sage [muni, rishi^ a's the redactor of the Vedas,

the author/compiler of the Mahabharitta and Puranas, etc. The poetic

genius of Vyasa is a natural outcome of the great sage—scholar

that he really was. Indeed the Kavi and Rishi are made of the

same stuff. Especially Vyasa’s Mahabharata (M.Bh) although neither

the greatest nor the richest masterpiece of the secular literature

of India, is at the same time, its most considerable and important

body of poetry.

I

The etymological equation of the words “Rishi” and “Kavi”,

as also the similarity between the actual representatives of these two

categories, have come down in India from remote times. The

Vedic exegetist Yaska says that the Rishi is so called due to his

unique vision [Rishir darscinaat). In fact, in a late Rig Vedic

hymn in the tenth Mandala (125th), the onmipotent Goddess of

Speech, called here Aambhrinee (a daughter of sage Ambhrina),

speaks as the knower of the Supreme Brahman and Herself as

tkt Supreme Being. In one of diese Suktas, She says, “Whomsoever

I love, him I make formidable, him a Brahman, a man of vision

[tarn rishim) and a man of exceDent intellect [iam sumedhaam)”.

In later classical literature the converse process was operative

as evident in the definition of “Kavi” as one endowed with all-

comprehensive transcendent vision [Kavik kraantadarsee). Bhatta

Tota who hailed from Kashmir and who was one of the teachers

of the versatile’ philosophercritic Abhinavagupta, established the

quation between a poet and a sage in his momentous statement

that a poet is one endowed with eternal and many-sided vision,

and that a poet is necessarily a sage [na annshih kavir ityuktah)..

Following the footsteps of Tota his student Abhinavagupta (in his

commentary on Bharata’s Natyasasira, 15th chapter) dearly and

boldly brought Kalidasa, Bhattenduraja and such other classical

writers in equation with Valmiki and Vyasa for. “all of them

attained an all-round unique mastery in the various disciplines as
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a collective result of their great traditional background, perspective,

skill and samskara”.

II

Valmiki and Vyasa have been like the two eyes of the people,

and their epics, the Rainayam and the M.Bk have conditioned

their mind and lives. The formation of national character, the norms

of behaviour and moral standards which the people have striven

to uphold, and the hopes and aspirations which have animated

them through the centuries of .their long history, ail these they

owe ultimately to these two epics.

Many are the Sanskrit literary compositions, printed and in

manuscripts that praise Valmiki and Vyasa, singly or together in

their introductory verses. For example, Kaviraja of the i2th century,

who composed a Slesha Kavya ‘Raghavapandaviya’ (printed in

Kavyamala Series) dealing simultaneously with the stories of the

Rainayam and M.Bh, says in one of its introductory verses :

“If the ruby of the Ramayam is set in the gold of Mahabkarata,

the minds of the connoisseurs will certainly be excited”.

The “Bharata-carita” (Trivandrum ^nskrit Series) of the

Keralite poet Krishna Kavi, describing the deeds of Bharata, the

son of Dushyanta and Sakuntak, called Vyasa and Valmiki the

first sage-poets who framed the path for composing poetry, who are

the oceans rich with gems of well-turned expressions, and are like

the luminaries sun and the moon in showing the way for learned

scholars and critics.

aadesikau padyapathodyataanaam

ratnaakafctu sookti’-mahmmaneenaam

sanmaarga-sandarsana-pushpavantau

vande kaveemdm prathamau muneendrau

It is noteworthy that one of the minor Sakta puranas, the

Erihaddharma (13th- 14th centuries), glorified Valmiki and the

Ramayam as the source of poetry and all Itihasa-Purana literature

at great detail in chapters 25 to 30 of its Purva Khanda. Valmiki

was, according to this Parana, graced with poetic gifts by the

Goddess Sarasvati herseK, at the bidding of Brahma. After com-

posing the Raimyana, Valmiki imparted to Vyasa the eternal seed,

essence and matrix of poetry so that he can compose the M.Bh,

as a sure means means of salvation and larger in conspectus than

his own Ramayam.
m

Both the Ramayam and M.BL are the two Itihasas or epics,

recording the history of the kingly race and political situations con-

temporaneous with their authors in a poetic garb. Still Valmiki and

Vyasa differ considerably in their comprehension of the theme
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and communicating it to their audience using the required stylistic

devices. The M.Bh. is the work of a mind of wider range and more

intellectual approach than that of Valmiki. The imagination of its

author is more comprehensive and brilliant. According to Sri

Aurobindo the M.Bh. is “a mass of poetry which bears the style

and impress of a single, strong and original, even unusual mind,

differing in his manner of expressions, tone of thought, and stamp

of personality not only from every other Sanskrit poet we know

but from every other great poet known to literature”.

IV

The M.Bh. itself, at its very beginning, states that it is a

beautiful poem set in charming structure, figurative expressions, and

descriptions of natural scenery. It continues, “Poets cannot excel

this epic. In fact they have to draw upon it for their own creative

activity. The eternal lord is sung of here. It is indeed the Veda

of Vyasa, and is called “Mafhabharata” because it is great (jnahat)

and weighty (bhaaravaty\

More than anything the M.Bh. satifies the requirements and

criteria of a sublime and lofty poetical composition (mahaa-kaavya)

in its form, language, content, and aesthetic distance. “Expressions

are the most powerful media of communication” {vaacaam eva

prasactdena lokayaatraa pravartate), says the early Alamkaarika

Dandin. Vyasa is a great master in using minimal words and simple

imagery, which at once communicate themselves to the hearer. As
a random example of this, we may note the context in the Virata

Parva where the pitiable Draupadi is seen under the guise of

Sairandhri being molested by Kichaka. Desparately at night-time

she goes to the kitchen where Bhima, sighing heavily, was fast

asleep like a lordly lion. Describing this situation Vyasa says,

“Draupadi approached Bhima like a white, three-year old cow,

bom and bred in the forest going to an excellent bull”.

Sctiya-svetevct maaheyee vane jaatm Mhaayanee

upaatishtkata paanchaake vcussiteva vararshabhum

The simple comparison of Draupadi to an all-white, forest cow
of three years brings out her condition fully laden with emotion and
being under an unseeemly. coarse situation.

Awakening Bhima she says, “Get up, get up. Why are you
still lying like a dead person ?”

uttishthottishtha kirn seshe Bhimasena ydthaa mritah

nmmritasya hi paapeeyaan bhaaryaam mlabhya jeevathi

One may note the simple language, as also the irony in “mritah”,

“amritah”, and “jeevati”. Vyasa is specially fond of the naked
beauty of a simple word or simple imagery. The highlight of M.BK
however, is its suggestive mode {dhvani, vyanjanct) through Wihicb

the vanity of earthly glories, the inevitable fate and the triumph
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of Time are established, in and through the situations, descriptions,

dharacterisations, etc., of the entire M.Bh. To put it in technical

parlance, in the words of Anandavardhana, the greatest of Sanskrit

literary critics, the chief Rasa in the M.Bh. is the Quietistic or

Santa. Directly and primarily, no doubt the M.Bh. describes the

vicissitudes of the Kauravas and the Pandavas, but this viewpoint

is only the prima facie meaning (poorvapaksha). Ultimately, however,

the greatness of the Lord (after whom the epic is called Naraya-
nakatha), and of Dharma, Sama and Moksha are deduced. For
example, war is the essential part of its theme, and there are

naturally many occasions for its descriptions. In the Virata Parva

Arjuna fights against his enemies in the context of seizing the

cows (gograhana). Then there is the fight between the Kauravas
and Pandavas as recounted in the Drona and other Parvas. A
lesser poet than Vyasa could have made such descriptions stale,

prosaic and monotonous. It is to be noted that Anandavardhana
pays tribute to Vyasa’s imagination and descriptive powers for

infusing novelty and freshness in the recurring war—descriptions

{Sangraamaadayah pumh punar abhihitcut api nava-nasvaak pra-

kaasante). Tlie reader too enjoys the powerful, significant and apt

words used in them, balanced ideas, and effective comparisons.

Besides providing a rich form Vyasa is able to connect all this

with the major (angi) Rasa of Santa that M.Bh. delineates. This

co-ordination is revealed in the description of the Rathas (chariots)

~aud MahaarathaS" (contingents), maces and blades^ -and all other

emblems of royalty, sinking in the mire of war. The genius of

Vyasa alone can accomplish such a difficult feat of providing sublime

repose and absorption to cultivated adudience with nobler instincts,

deeper insight and mystic dispositoin even in and through these des-

criptions.

Another important feature is that while delineating such lofty

sentiments Vyasa stands aloof and disinterested, and never reveals

himself through his lines. Indeed the universal mind of Vyasa has

enlarged the boundaries of ethical and religious outlook through

a unique poetic grab. Rightly does Anandavardhana call him a

“Saastra-kavi”. The M.Bh. stands unrivalled until our times as the

best Saanta—rasa—kaavya, and also as an Upanishad, an Aranyaka

among Vedas, may even as the fifth Veda.



ARTS AND CRAFTS OF TEMPLE CAMPUS

Dr. SANJIVA DEV

Truth is great, no doubt, but man cannot live by truth alone;

he requires benevolence. But even truth and benevolence are not

sufficient, beauty too is required. Thus it is the tripleflame of Satyam

the truth, Sivam the good and Sundaram the beautiful that enlightens,

rectifies and delights the human life respectively. Of this effulgent

triple-flame of the true, the good and the beautiful, the last has

been the first impulse of man from time immemorial. Thus the

beautiful, which has been the veritable source of all art, had unfolded

itself even in the cave-dwelling primitive man of the Palaeolithic or

the Old Stone Age.

The temples, especially in India, have been sacred shrines of

not only the anthropomorphic deities but also diverse arts and

crafts of aesthetic appeal. Even the external appearance of a temple

is a visual epic in stone and stucco ! In both ancient and medieval

India die temples had been the infinite sources of not only devotional

inspiration but also artistic creation. In those times there was little

distinction between what were called the sacred and the secular,

the material and the spiritual, the erotic and the esoteric. It was

an integral and synthetic approach to life’s summum bonum. Both

the sophisticated urban culture and the unostentatious rural creativity

had found their concrete expression in the form and content of

the temple.

It is a great surprise to find the modem surrealistic trends in

ancient images in the temples. Surrealism is an abnormal art ex-

pression emanating out of the subconscious world, which has made

its manifesfetion in the twentieth century poetry as well as painting

and sculpture. The imagination of the artists of yore was able to

aeate such abnormal forms of surrealistic art. The images of

Narasimha (semi-human and semi-animal), Brahma with four heads,

Ganesha Mth the head of an elephant, Mahishaasura mardini with

ten arms are a few of the many surrealistic art examples of temple

sculpture of India.

All arts can, in general, be divided into two -temporal and

spatial.. Temporal arts, which depend upon time, are auditory arts
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while spatial arts, depending on space, are generally visual arts.

Music, Poetry and allied arts are temporal arts; painting, sculpture,

etc., are spatial arts. In the South Indian temples, formerly equal

significance used to be paid both to the temporal or auditory arts

and the spatial or visual arts. But later on in these temples,

auditory arts receive greater prominence than the visual arts. This
is not to state tliat greater prominence should be given to visual

arts than to the auditory ones; this is meant that equal prominence
should be given to both of them. Musicians and dancers, painters

and sculptors should equally be treated.

The T.T. Devasthanams have to be cordially congratulated

by every artist, artisan, art-lover, connoisseur and common ma n

alike for taking the initiative to bring into existence the S.V. Kala
Peetham, which, it is hoped, would become a glowing centre of

all arts and crafts, both creative and performing, spreading light

and delight in the urban and rural areas alike. The Kda Preetham’s

task should be not only to revive the forgotten ancient and medieval
traditional temple arts and crafts but also to give impetus to new
creative and performing talents latent in young men and women.
Renovation of the old is noble, no doubt, but innovation of the

new is nobler.

Temples ought to pay special attention to schemes of unfolding

and patronising the talents of rural artists and artisans, who are by
no means less dextrous, if not more dextrous, than their urban

brethren. There are, in the obscure corners of the villages, talented,

yet unknown painters, sculptors, potters, weavers, wood carvers,

metal casters, fabric printers, doll makers, leather-puppet makers,

rare ivory carvers, etc., who suffer from poverty due to lack of

proper patronage. The craft of making temple lamps, lamp-holders

and lamp-stands in the media of brass, bronze and other alloys is

an accomplished art by itself. Various enchanting designs, shapes

and ornamentations of these temple lamps emerge out of the

rhythmic movements of the deft hands of these unsophisticated

village craftsmen ! It is indeed an aesthetic delight to watch these

craftsmen at work in the process of which the amorphous raw
material would culminate into forms enchanting I These craftsmen

make their creations alive by infusing into them' their own life !

Temples should encourage not merely the arts and crafts

to be utilised by the temples but also those that are not useful

for temples. The scope of temple arts and crafts has to be widened

liberally. A temple campus has to become a rich museum-cum-art

gallery in which are displayed various objects of arts including

paintings, sculptures, handicrafts etc., irrespective of the themes

they represent. The pilgrims visiting the temples should return to

their homes, carrying within them the aesthetic impressions received

A- 15)
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from the art-creations present in the temple-campus, along with

their inspiring memories of their divine emotions felt in the presence

of the deities in the shrines.

The temple campus should be utilised for not only displaying

the arts and crafts but also conducting art seminars, symposia on

art and art festivals which awaken in the common men,women and

children the art-consciousness both in its creative and appreciative

aspects. Such lively zeal for production as well as enjoyment of

arts and crafts would be more powerful and popular if they are

organised in the temple campus than done elsewhere.

Mere display of the finished products of art and handicrafts in

the temple campus is not enough. People should enjoy the modus

operand! as to how a painting is painted, how a sculpture is sculpted,

how a pot is wrought on the potter’s wheel, how a fabric is

printed upon, etc. Such activities enlighten the public as to the

unusual processes, methods and techniques of the execution of

art-products. Hence such demonstrations of the modus operandi

of works of arts and crafts have to be organised in the campus of

the temples.

Eventually it is hoped that the atmosphere of the temple

campus would vibrate with the rhythm of form and the tune of

oolour produced by the urban as well as the rural artists and

artisans whose aesthetic aspirations turn into creative inspirations.



THE FUTURE EVOLUTION OF MAN
MANOJ DAS

When the shy Darwin was challenged by Bishop Wilberforce

to confess whether it was on his grandpa’s side or on his grandma’s

that his ape ancestry came in, Thomas Huxley, known as Darwin’s

bull-dog, silenced the bishop declaring that he would surely prefer an

ape ancestor to one who “not content with success in his own

sphere of activity, plunges into sdentific questions with which he

had no real acquaintance, only to obscure them by an aimless

rhetoric... and skilled appeals to religious prejudice.”

We do not know how ably Darwin was defended in a Cali-

fornia court a few years ago where a citizen sued a teacher for

his telling the former’s son that the boy had descended from a

monkey

!

Darwin, of course, was remarkably humble by the logic of his

own discovery. “Can the mind of man, whidh has I fully believe,

been developed from a mind as that possessed by the lowest animals,

be trusted when it draws such grand conclusions? I cannot pretend

to throw the least light on such abtruse problems,” he admitted.

A ban on Darwin’s theory (“the law of higgledy-piggledy”

according to astronomer Herschel) was only recently lifted from

the schools of Tennessee. If it has taken a long time for the

Tennessee authorities to see the point in the definition of man as

“an animal that throws peanuts to his ancestors,” there are still

many nations and institutions who feel scandalised over Darwin’s

reading of their origin for reasons that are of course not scientific.

The concept of evolution, however, has become a conviction in

our time whether we accept Darwin’s theories of the transmission

of characteristics and selection or not, or whether we agree to be

considered as primates, with the gorilla and the chimpanzee as

our closest kin or not.

Surprisingly, a scientific supposition like the Evolution has

a support in some of the most ancient Indian myths and mystic

paraibles. The doctrine of Dashavatar or the Ten Incarnations of

Vishnu is of unmistakable significance. The first nine in this series

are Matsya (Fish), Kuima (Tortoise), Varaha (Boar), Narasimha
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Vamana (Dwarf), Parasiirama, Rama, Balarama and Krishna. Ac-

cording to another list, the last three in this line of the incarnations

are Rama, Krishna and Buddha.

Although each incarnation has a legend behind it, one cannot

fail to note an evolutionary significance in the series.

It begins with the Fish, symbolic of the manifestation of

life in the water. The Tortoise indicates the extension of the animal

life to the land.

The Boar stands for a new manifestation of force. Narasimha

or the Man-lion is the transition from animal to man. The Vamana

or the Dwarf is the primeval man, the dwarfness symbolising the

infancy of the species.

Parasurama is the fully developed man, capable of wielding

a Parasu or an axe, the weapon standing for his mastery over the

external nature. Rama represents the ethical and moral power,

the capacity for mastery over one’s own nature.

Krishna stands for spiritual wisdom, supported in his actions

by Balarma. The Buddha chalks out the way to Nirvana for those

who are unwilling to continue in the process of of birth and death.

The tenth incarnation is promised. Known as Kaiki, He is

to put an end to the barbaric elements in man and to lead humanity

towards a glorious future of spiritual perfection.

This reveals the futuristic vision imbedded in the myth and its

faith in the destiny of man.

Evolution, indeed, is a vast subject, speaking both scientifically

and spiritually. The scope of this article will be limited to the

concept’s relevance to our psychological well-being and consequently

to our physical well-being.

Can human mind accept evolution without any irrefutable

scientific proof at his disposal or any spiritual realisation that needs

no external proof? Yes, when by evolution we mean not just the

development of new species, but a growth in consciousness, a gradual

recongnition of the need to be good. An objective look at the

whole history will establish one to be truthful and just. It is a slow

process. Love of truth and justice may be more easily discernible

in individuals through the aiges, but its gradual triumph over the

collectivity too is undeniable. There was nothing improper in openly
paying the voters and buying votes in the early Raman democracy.
Some people perhaps still indulge in such transactions, but they do
so in secrecy. There was nothing absurd in King x of the Arabian
Nights marrying a damsel at twilight and beheading her by dawn.
Neither part of the activity will be possible today. We have come
miles away from priding on burning witches and holding slave-

markets. True democracy or true socialism may still be ideals far

off from realisation, but they have come to stay and get realised.
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Even pretentions to certain ideals are signs of the ultimate victory

of the ideals.

These are signs of moral evolution of man. But in another

faculty he seems to have evolved far more speedily and dangerously.

That is in his faculty of mind— in intelligence, to be precise. There

was a time when man dreamt of superior intelligence as blessing.

It is high time we transcend this delusion. Intelligence is only a

small part of the consciousness in its totality and by itself it makes

a man neither noble nor happy. It is nearly always at the mercy

of some other element of consciousness, call it passion or ambition

or ideological mission. One can pledge one’s brilliant intelligence

to fools or dangerous foes of humanity. Look at some of the scientists

of our time. They are far superior to the political leaders of their

countries when it comes to intelligence. Yet they are conducting

themselves in no better fashion than the jinn at Aladdin’s command,

in this case a hose of bad Aladdins. They go on inventing and

polishing ever-novel machines of death and destruction. If they do

so out of their own ins-piration, they are wicked, if in response to

the instruction of their bosses, they aire nincompoops, their intelli-

gence notwithstanding.

The efforts to delegate intelligence to macfhines too are well-

known, though the consequences of such efforts are yet to be

appreciated. Herbert Dreyfus, a well-known American computer-

^ecialist, observed that no computer can equal a human being in

intelligence. For example, he said, no computer can play chess as

good as even an average chess-player. Even two years had not

passed when a graduate student named Richard Greenblutt made

a chess-playing computer and challenged Dreyfus to a mach against

it. Dreyfus accepted the challenge and was defeated in the match.

The true danger, indeed, lies not in the computer throwing

man out of his earth like a new generation of Roman gods throwing

out old, but in two other areas. As Donn Parker, the computer

security expert at Stanford Research Institute fears. World War III

may be fought not with missiles and bombs, but with computers.

A sabotage of the computer-controlled defence, banking and other

sophisticated systems of a country would plunge it into a chaos

that would be synonymous of destruction. Parker cites -an instance.

“A small clerical error in calculation of the MIA (amount of money

m circulation) cost stock traders 65 billion dollars.” He asks, “What

might happen if computerized Government economic figures were

tampered with deliberately?”

It is important to note that “intelligent computers” are now

being employed to guard and help operating nuclear power plants.

It is not difficult to imagine the shape of things to come once the
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enemy has been able to implant a bee in any such intelligent com-

puter’s bannet 1

The danger in the other area— the human psychology— is

perhaps more formidable. We know of a couple of brilliant civili-

zations waning away for excessive dependence on slaves. But, slaves,

after aJl, were human beings and they prospered when their masters

declined. There is nothing human in the relation between man and

his robot-slave.

It is a one-way traffic without an emotional response. If one

commands a human agency, there is always the possibility of the

agency reacting with reluctance when die command is wrong or

immoral. The reaction cannot but have its impact, even if not

perceptible, and the total transaction is at the natural plane of

consciousness. But the coldness with Which the robot can carry out

the orders of his human master has something sinister about it.

Man is the absolute master— and helplessly so. The absoluteness

is a kind of curse. The total lack of emotion at the receiving end

can slowly render man equally cold. And that coldness is not going

to remain confined to his behaviour with the computers alone. It

will have a deadly influence on his other relationships— political,

social and personal.

Apart from the impact of such technological developments on
the mind and behaviour of man, the other development that had
a devastating efifect, though no proper psychological survey has been
made of the effect, is the threat held out by the nuclear arsenals

to wipe out life from the earth. Continuous dangling of this Sword
of Damocles on the civilisation’s head has bred a cynicism of
hitherto imknown gravity. What is the value of culture, ethics,

philosophy and all the glorious endeavours of man spread over
millenniums when a few power-mad fellows can put an end to
everything or at least main civilisations beyond repair and degrade
man beyond redemption in the twinkling of an eye by simply mani-
pulating a few switch-boards? This is the question that lies beneath
the overwhelming phenomenon of despair and dejection characte-
rising human behaviour today— including the latest brand of drug-
induced nihilism.

Indeed, a perilous pessimism has invaded human consciousness
and^ its signs are too numerous to be enlisted. All sensible people
realise that a chasm has been created between the material and
technological situation man has created through his intelligence on
one hand and his capacity to handle it on the other hand. A stark
paradox stares at us in every walk of life. We have political and
social theories galore but nothing seems to be the answer to the
crisis.
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Well-meaning savants have come out with radical theories to

lead man out of the predicament which include positive eugenics,

limiting the right of “fathering” a future generation to select band

of talents. If not anything else, such theories highlight the disgust

some intellectuals have developed in the present condition of huma-

nity the continuation of which seems purposeless to them.

The disgust takes the form of a positive thinking in a pragma-

tist like Bertrand Russell when he says :

“It is difficult to believe that Omnipotence needed so vast

a setting for so small and transitory a result. Apart from the minute-

ness and brevity of the human species, I cannot feel that it is a

worthy climax to such an enormous prelude.”

Julian Huxley was even more positive : . a vast New World

of uncharted possibilities awaits its Columbus... The human race,

in fact, is surrounded by a large area of unrealised possibilities.

The human species can, if it wishes, transcend itself... Human
destiny is to participate in the creative process of development,

whereby the universe as a whole can realise more of its potentiali-

ties in richer and greater fulfilments.”

What seems to be no more than wishful thinking, though so

poignant, in these celebrated thinkers, is put forth as an assurance

by Sri Aurobindo, “the last great seer”.

No simpler summary of Sri Aurobindo’s vision and Yoga can be

made than the one by the Mother :

“There is an ascending evolution in nature which goes from

the stone to the plant, from the plant to the animal, from the

animal to man. Because man is, for the moment, the last rung at

the summit of the ascending evolution, he considers himself as the

final stage in this ascension and believes there can be nothing on

earth superior to him. In that he is mistaken. In his physical nature

he is yet almost wholly an animal, a thinking and speaking animal,

but still an animal in his material habits and instincts. Undoubtedly,

nature cannot be satisfied with such an imperfect result; she en-

deavours to bring out a being who will be to man what man is

to animal, a being who will remadn a man in its external form,

and yet whose consciousness will rise far above the mental and

its slavery to ignorance.

*‘Sri Aurobindo came upon earth to earth to teach fhis truth

to men. He told them that man is only a transitional being living

in a mental consciousness, but with the possibility of acquiring

a new consciousness, Truth-consciousness, and capable of living

a life perfectly harmonious, good and beautiful, happy and fully

conscious. During the whole of !his life upon earth, Sri Aurobindo

gave all his time to establish in himself this consciousness he called

supramental, and to help those gathered around him to realise it.”
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So, Sri Aurobindo visualises man as an evolving being pro-

gressively growing in his consciousness. This growth will be a growth

from darkness to light, darkness in this case standing for the mani-

fold manifestation of ignorance— suffering included. About suf-

fering, it may be relevant to quote a few words here from a letter

of Sri Aurobindo written to a seeker : “Life here is an evolution

and the soul grows by experience, working out by it this or that

in the nature, and if there is sufiLering, it is for the purpose of that

working out, not as a judgment inflicted by God or Cosmic Law

on the errors or stumblings which are inevitable in the ignorance.”

Ignorance keeps us under its thrall through uncountable tricks.

It can even put on the mask of luminous wisdom !

The more one is attached to the world, the more is one

vulnerable to the octopus-hold of ignorance. Illusory attractions and

false values dominate every sphere and aspect of life. Hence, the

age-old mystic prescription : Renounce the world and the life if

you wish to find the Reality, the Truth.

No doubt, the world as we see it, the life as we live it, aire

experiences which are a queer mixture of joy and sorrow, hope and

frustration, pleasure and suffering, love and death. No wonder that

such conditions should be disgusting to the seekers truth and lovers

of perfection. Their recoil from such a bizarre situation and their

dedicating themselves to some “other-worldly” pursuits are, of

course, understandable.

But can such a stand be entirely satisfactory? Don’t we feel,

at times, that such a recoil could not be a true answer to the

enigma of the world ? If the world, if the realities of our life, are

basically false, what business had the Creator to create them at

all? What about the efforts tliose great minds— poets, philosophers,

artists, builders, and scientists of various disciplines— mystics apart—
to enrich the human existence, to create the beautiful and to strive

for perfection ? Are ail their urges and aispirations meaningless ?

Surely, the Creator ought to have a scheme behind his crea-

tion 1 .Despite its present state of bewildering contradictions, the

world could be moving towards a certain fulfilment

!

This vision of fulfilment is the vision of Sri Aurobindo. He
tells us that one need not renounce the world and life to find the

Truth. The world and the life are the Divine’s creation and are

not his antonyms. The Divine is in the process of revealing him-

self in this creation of liis— and that is the purpose of the evolu-

tionary nisus in operation.

O Lord my God Save my Life

In fact, Sri Aurobindo’s vision of evolution embrances another

significant process, that of involution. “The Spirit which manifests

itself here in a body, must be involved from the beginniitg in die
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whole of maitter and in every knot, formation and particle of matter/’

According to Sri Aurobindo a fulfilment is awaiting man;

a day will come when the world will be the Spirit’s manifest home

The answer to the puzzle of life is not its rejection, but its ful-

lilment— to use the right term from Sri Aurobindo’s vocabulary—
its transformation.

We know that ego is at the root of most of our problems

and sufferings. Yet, ego was an indispensLible step in the evolutionary

process. “The formation of a mental and vital ego tied to the

body -< sense was the first great labour of the cosmic life in its

progressive evolution; for this was the means it found for creating

out of the matter a conscious individual.” But this ego, once the

the helper, is now the bar against man’s progress and it must be

transcended. Sri Aurobindo explains elaborately how in myriad

v/ays Nature teaches man to break out of his shell of ego.

We have seen how a certain process of Yoga is inherent in

Nature itself. The very story of evolution is the story of a great

voyage— a journey from a total ignorance towards knowledge, from

an unconscious state towards an ever increasing degree of con-

sciousness. But a time had come, when, with this natural process

of Yoga, man’s conscious collaboration was called for. This col-

laboration will pave the way for a rapid realisation of the future

in store for him. Man, of course, is free to prolong the situation

that prevails, but the predicament in v/hich he is placed today, the

crisis that he is facing in every walk of life, cannot be solved unless

he aspired to grow farther in his consciousness. In fact, Sri Auro-

bindo stated that the crisis mankind is experiencing today is an

evolutionary crisis. We can conclude that it is just not possible to

get over the crisis with any remedy that falls short of a readiness

to rise a:bove the limitations that are the characteristics of mind.

The highly developed mind of today, left to itself, might undo

all that it has achieved. Mind must be tackled by a superior power—
a gnostic consciousness. Sri Aurobindo terms it the Su^px^mental.

His Yoga was directed towards paving the way for this consciousness

to take hold of human life.

Is Sri Aurobindo’s vision of the future of man just a hoi^,

just a possibility? The Mother says, “What Sri Aurobindo repre-

sents in the world’s history is not a teaching, not even a revelation

;

it is a decisive action direct from the Supreme.”

It seems to be matter of time. Though we cannot say what

length of time, there is reason to think that the process of evolution

in the future will be more speedy that it has been so far. As George

G. Simpson says in The Meaning of Evolution :

“Evolution is a cumulative process and in it, as usual in such

processes, there is an effect of acceleration. Early stages were aecn-
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long and slow almost beyond imagination. They built a basis on

which, finally, more rapid evolution occurred.”

Does this vision of the future evolution of man imply a change

in our attitude to issues and problems that be set us? It does. So far

we have looked at man as he is, not as he will be. All our panacea

for his ills, methods of dealing with him in his normal as well as

abnormal states, have been formulated with a view of him as

he is at the moment. Once we realise that the basic force in operation

in him is the evolutionary nisus inherent in him, that more than

his body, mind and life which appear to iconstitute him, there is the

soul or the psychic being in him, we understand him better. Since

it is the soul which will dominate the gnostic being of the future,

the future psychology has to take note of the soul*s evolutionary

demands. Once we know that through different kinds of experiences

the soul is striving to lead man towards a certain goal, a new

dimension opens up in our diagnosis of man’s problems. Most of

the problem:, the physical and mental traumas included, might be

owing their origin to this chequered evolutionary push in man.

Eeven the gigantic strides the human intelligence has taken,

at the cost of man’s security, hats its justification. The mind had to

thoroughly exhaust its possibilities before the manifestation of a new
consciousness.

Humanity's “earliest formula of Wisdom promises to be its

last— God, Light, Freedom and Immortality.” Man in his evolution

is destined to realise these propositions. A faith in this itself is a

step in evolution.
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HOW I BECAME A PHILOSOPHER

SARVEPALLI RADHAKRISHNAN

There- are some who make up their mind early what they

are going to be and plan carefully from their early years to readi

their goal. They find out what they wish to do and try to do it

with all their might. I cannot say that 1 came to the study of

of philosophy as one dedicated from childhood to the service

of the altar. I am not a philosopher because I could not help

being one. ‘‘Life,” says Mthey, “is a mysterious fabric, woven

of chance, fate and character. ” That philosophy became the

subject of my special study, was it a part of my destiny, was

it the result of my character or was it mere chance?

When I was a young student of seventeen in the Madras

Christian College, and was vacillating about the choice of a

subject from out of the five options of mathematics, physics,

biology, philosophy and history, a cousin of mine, who took his

degree that year, passed on his textbooks in philosophy to me,

G. F. Stout’s Manual of Psychology, J. Welton’s Logic (2 volumes)

and J. S. Mackenzie’s Manual of Ethics; and that decided my
future interest. To all appearance this is a mere accident. But

when I look at the series of aaidents that shaped my life, I am

persuaded that there is more in this life than meets the eye.

Life is not a mere chain of physical causes and effects. Chance

seems to form the surface of reality, but deep down other forces

are at work. If the universe is a living one, if it is spiritually alive,

nothing in it is merely accidental. “The moving finger writes and

having writ moves on.”

When however the study of philosophy became my life’s

work, I entered a domain which sustained me both intellectually

and spiritually all these years. My conception of a philosopher

was in some ways similar to that of Marx, who proclaimed in

"his famou^ Theses on Femebach that philosophy had 'hitherto

been concerned with interpreting life, but that the time had come

for it to change life. Philosophy -is committed to a creative task,

although in caie sense ^Mosophy is a lonely pilgrimage of the

spirit, in another sense, it is a function of life.
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I spent the first eight years of my life (1888-1896) in a small

town in South India, Tiruttani, which is even today a great centre

of religious pilgrimage. My parents were religious in the traditional

sense of the term. I studied in Christian Missionary institutions for

12 years, Lutheran Mission High School, Tirupati (1896-1900),

Voorhees’ College, Vellore (19(X)-1904), and the M.C.C. (1904-8).

Thus I grew up in an atmosphere where the unseen was a living

reality. My approach to the problems of philosophy from the

angle of religion, as distinct from that of science or of history,

was determined by my early training. I was not able to confine

philosophy to logic and epistemology.

There are tasks and responsibilities open to an Indian student

of philosophic thought, living in this profoundly meaningful period

of iiistory. The prominent feature of our time is not so much the

wars and the dictatorships which have disfigured it, but the impact

of different cultures on one another, their interaction, and the

emergence of a new civilisation based on the truths of spirit and

unity of mankind. The tragedies and catastrophies which occupy

so much of the foreground of our consciousness are symbolic of

the breakdown of the separatist tendencies and the movement

towards the integration of national societies in a world whole. In

the confusions of the contemporary scene, this fallible, long-suf-

fering and apparently helpless generation should not overlook the

great movement towards integration in which it is participating.

Through her connections with Great Britain, India is once

again brought into relationship with the Western world. The in-

terpenetration of the two great currents of human effort at such

a crisis in the history of the human race is not without meaning

for the future. With its profound sense of spiritual reality brooding

over the world of our ordinary experience, with its lofty insights

and immortal aspirations, Indian thought may perhaps wean us

moderns from a too exclusive occupation with secular life or

with the temporary formulations in which logical thought has too

often sought to imprison spiritual aspiration. We do not seem to

be mentally or spiritually prepared for the increasing intimacy

into which remote peoples are drawn by the force of physical and
economic circumstances. The world which has found itself as a
single body is feeling for its soul. May we not prepare for the

truth of the world’s yet unborn soul by a free interchange of ideas

and the development of a philosophy which will combine the best
of European humanism and Asiatic religion, a philosophy pro-
founder and more living than either, endowed with greater spiritual

ad ethical force, which will conquer the hearts of men and compel
peoples to acknowledge its sway? Such a view of the- function of
philosophy in modem life is bom out of a necessity of thought
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and an Indian student may perhaps make a little contribution to

the development of a world perspective in philosophy.

I started my professional life as a teacher of philosophy in

the Madras Presidency College in April 1909, where I worked

for the next seven years. During that period, I studied the classics

of Hinduism, the Upanishads, the Bhagavadgita and the commentaries

on the Brahrm Sutra, by the chief Acharyas, Samkara, Ramanuja,

Madhva, Nimbarka and others; the Dialogues of the Buddha as

well as the scholastic works of Hinduism, Buddhism and Jainism.

Among the Western thinkers, the writings of Plato, Plotinus and

Kant, and those of Bradley and those of Bergson influenced me
a great deal. My relations with my great Indian contemporaries,

Tagore and Gandhi, were most friendly for nearly 30 years, and

I realise the tremendous significance they had for me.

Although I admire the great masters of thought, ancient and

modem. Eastern and Western, I cannot say I am a follower of

any, accepting his teaching in its entirety. I do not suggest that

I refused to learn from others or that I was not influenced by

them. While I was greatly stimulated by the minds of all those

whom I have studied, « my fhou^t does not comply with any

fixed traditional pattern. For my thinking had another source and

proceeded from my own experience, w<hich is not quite the same

as what is acquired by more study and reading. It is bom of

spiritual experience rather than of one deduced from logically ascertain-

ed premises. Philosophy is produced more by our encounters. In my
writings I have tried to communicate my insight into the meaning

of life. I am not sure, however, that I have succeeded in conveying

my inmost ideas. I tried to show that my general position provides

a valid interpretation of theyworld, which seems to me to be con-

sistent with itself, to accord with the facts -as we know them,

and to foster the life of spirit.

Human minds do not throw up sudden stray thoughts without

precedents or ancestors. History is continuity and advance. There

is no such thing as utterly spontaneous generation. Philosophic

expeiiments of the past have entered into the living mind of the

present. Tradition links generations one with another and all

progress is animated by ideas which it seems to supersede. The

debt we owe to our spiritual ancestors is to study them. Traditional

continuity is not mechanical reproduction; it is creative trans-

formation, an increasing approximation to the ideal of tmth. Life

goes on not repudiating the past but by accepting it and weaving

it into the future in which the past undergoes a rebirth. The main

thing is to remember and create anew, Confucius said: ‘‘He who

by reanimating the Old can gain knowledge of the New is fit to

be a teacher.”
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Indian people have concentrated for centuries on the problems

of divine reality, human life and destiny. Philosophic wisdom

has been the drive and inspiration of their culture. We today think

with our past and from the level to which the past has taken us.

Indian wisdom has also contributed effectively to the cultural

developments of the regions of South East Asia, which till yesterday

were called Further India. The characteristic features of Indian

culture can still be discerned from “Ayuthia and Angkor to

Borobudur and Bali.” India’s historic influence spread through

the arts of peace and not the weapons of war, through moral

leadership and not political domination. Her influence could be

discerned in the development of European thought from the time

of the Orphic mysteries. Today Indian wisdom is essential not

only for the revival of the Indian nation but also for the re-

education of the human race.

When that noble and generous thinker, Prof. J.H. Muirhead

invited me in 1917 to write an account of Indian Philosophy for

his Library of Philosophy, I accepted his call, though not without

considerable thought.

To outline the history of Indian philosophic thought, which

has had a long span of development of over 3,000 years, on a

cautious estimate, is indeed a prodigious task and I was aware

that it was beyond the capacity of any single person. It might

be done by a band of scholars in a co-operative undertaking, spread

over a number of years, with the assistance of many research

workers. The result of such an undertaking will be, not a book
but an encyclopaedia, careful and comprehensive.

I was aware of the dangers and difficulties involved in an
adequate historical interpretation of ^Indian thought, as well as

of my own limitations, philosophical and linguistic. I, therefore,

assumed a modest task, to produce an introduction to a vast,

varied and complex process of development, a book which will

arouse the interest of the readers in the insights and inspirations of

the Indian genius. I tried to unroll a great panorama in which
every element has some charm or interest. I tried not to overstate

any case or indulge in personal dislike for its own sake.

History of philosophy should not be reduced to a mere state-

ment of doctrines in chronological order. These doctrines are pro-
positions, sentences with a meaning. Meanings are not absolute.
They have no sense apart from when and by whom and for
whom they were meant. The formulators of philosophical systems
are not abstract thinkers or anonymous beings without brithdaie
or dwelling place. The date of a thinker and the place of the
origin and growth of his thought are not external labels tacked on
to the systems, merely for placing them in their proper chronolo-
gical order.
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Like all thought, philosophical thought belongs to the context

of life. Its exponents belong to their age with its living beliefs

and traditions, its scientific notions and myths. If we are to gain

insight from the study of past writers, we must remove them from
us, emphasise their distance in time and realise how different in

many ways they are from us. To understand their thought we
must learn to feel and understand their world even as they felt

and understood it, never approaching them with condescension or

contempt. Only in that way can we understand their living effect-

ive communication with us.

There have been historians of Indian philosophy in our country

who looked upon India’s philosophic thou^t as a continuity in

which it progressed rationally from one conception to another,

Where systems succeeded each other in intelligible order until it

culminated in their own thought. All that was past was a progress

towards their own present thinking. Madhava’s Sarvadarsanasamgraha

is a well known instance of the treatment of the history of thought

as a continuous progress to Advaita Vedanta. In the West, Hegel

related the past history of thought as a collection of errors over

against which stood out his own idealism as the truth. Intellectual

unselfishness or humility is the mother of all writing, even though

that writing may relate to the history of philosophy.

In re-thinking the systems of the past, I sometimes employ

terms with which fhe Western readers are familiar. I am aware

of the limitations of the comparative method which can be either

a bane or a blessing. We cannot overlook the different emphasis,

not only between East and West, but in the different systems

of the East as well as those of the West. These differences, when
valid, are complementary, not contradictory. In many detailed

investigations, there is agreement between the thinkers of the East

and the West.

The comparative method is relevant in the present context,

when the stage is set, if not for the development of a world of

philosophy, at least for that of a world outlook. The different

parts of the world cannot any more develop separately and in

independence of each other. Even as our political problem is to

bring East and West together in a common brotherhood which

transcends racial differences, so in fhe world of philosophy we have

to bring about a cross-fertilisation of ideas.

If systems of philosophy are themselves determined by his-

torical circumstances, there is no reason why the methods adopted

in historical interpretation should not take into account the needs

and conditions of the age. Each interpreter appeals to his own
generation. He is wise to let the generation that succeeds him

choose its own exponents. It will do so whether he likes it or not.

His work is fulfilled if he keeps the thought alive in his generation.
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helps to some extent his successors, and attempts to answer, so

far as he can, the desire of his age.

Though I have not had a sense of vocation, a sense that I

was bom to do what I am now canning out, my travels and

engagements in different parts of the world for over a generation

gave me a purpose in life. My one supreme interest has been to

try to restore a sense of spiritual values to the millions of religiously

displaced persons, who have been strug^ng to find precarious

refuges in the emergency camps of Arts and Science, of Fascism

and Nazism, of Humanism and Communism.

The first step to recovery is to understand the nature of the

confusion of thought which absorbs the allegiance of millions of

men. Among the major influences which foster a spirit of scep-

ticism in regard to religious truth are the growth of the scienti-

fic spirit, the development of a technological civilisation, a formal

or artificial religion which finds itself in conflict with an awakened
social conscience, and a comparative study of religions.

The fear of metaphysics is unreal But the metaphysical nature

of man will not remain vacant. It will have a content. Metaphysical

emptiness does not exist, for it is itself a metaphysics, a sceptical

metaphysics. To refuse to philosophize is in itself a kind of philoso-

phy. “The malady of contemporary empiricistic philosophizing,”

as Einstein calls it (in Paul A. Schillpp’s The Philosophy of Bertrand
Russell,) will not last long.

Religious life belongs to the realm of inward spiritual reve-

lation; when exteriorised it loses its authentic character. It is

misleading to speak of different religions. We have different religious

traditions which can be used for correction and enrichment. The
traditions do not create the turth but clothe it in language and
symbol for the help of those who do see it themselves.

In the midst of the travail in which we are living we discern
the emergence of the religion of the Spirit, which will be the
crown of the different religions, devoted to the perfecting of
humanity in the life of the spirit, that is, in the life of Ood in
the soul. When God is our own teacher, we come to think alike.

Sometimes we exteriorise the mystery of spiritual life. Re-
ligions which believe in the reality of spiritual life interpret the
dogmas with reference to it. Religious views are not so much
attempts to solve the riddle of the universe as efforts to describe
the experience of sages. The concepts are verbalisations of intense

emotional experience.

The mandate of religion is that man must make the change
in his own nature in order to let the divine in him manifest itself.

It speaks of the death of man as we know him with all his
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worldly desires and the emergence of the new man. This is the

teaching not only of the Upanishads and Buddhism but also of

the Greek mysteries and Platonism, of the Gospels and the schools

of Gnosticism.

Those who overlook this perennial wisdom, the eternal religion

behind all religions, this sanatana dharma, this timeless tradition,

“wisdom uncreated, the same now that it ever was, and the same

to be forevermore,” and cling to the outward forms and quarrel

among themselves, are responsible for the civilised chaos in which

we live. It is our duty to get back to this central core of religion,

this fundamental wisdom which has been obscured and distorted

in the course of history by dogmatic and sectarian developments.

While I never felt attracted to travelling for its own sake,

I have travelled a great deal and lived in places far from home,

in England, and France, America and Russia. For some years, I

have spent long periods in England and the qualities of the

English people such as their love of justice, their hatred of

doctrinairism, their sympathy for the underdog made an impression

on me. AU Souls College, which has provided a second home for

me all these years, has given me an insight into English intellectual

life with its caution and stability, confidence and adventure. What-

ever one may feel about the character of the Russian Government,

the people there are kindly and human and their lives are filled

as anywhere else with jokes and jealousies, loves and hates.

Though I have not been able to take root in any of these

foreign countries, I have met many, high and low, and learned

to feel the human in them’. There are no fundamental differences

among the peoples of the world. They have all the deep human

feelings, the craving for justice above aU class interests, horror

of bloodshed and violence. They are working for a religion which

teaches the possibility and the necessity of man’s union with

himself, with nature, with his fellow men, and with the eternal

spirit of which the visible universe is but a manifestation and

upholds the emergence of a complete consciousness as t^e destiny of

man. Our historical religions will have to transform themselves into

the universal faith or they will fade away. This prospect may
appear strange and unwelcome to some, but it has a truth and

beauty of its own. It is working in the minds of men and will soon

be a realised fact.

Human unity depends not on past origins but on future

goal and direction, on what we are becoming and whither we are

tending. Compared with the civilisation that is now spreading over

the earth’s surface, thanks to science and technology, the previous

civilisations were restricted in scope and resources. Scientists claim

that organic life originated on this planet some 1200 million years



8 TRIVENI, OCTOBER - DECEMBER 1988

ago, but man has come into existence on earth during the last

half million years. His civilisation has been here only for the last

10,000 years. Man is yet in his infancy and has a long period

ahead of him on this planet. He will work out a higher integration

and produce world -minded men and women.

The eternal religion, outlined in these pages, is not irrational

or unscientific, is not escapist or a - social. Its acceptance will solve

many of our desperate problems and will bring peace to men of

goodwill.

This is the personal philosophy which by different paths

I have attained, a philosophy which has served me in the severest

tests, in sickness and in health, in triumph and in defeat. It may

not be given to us to see that the faith prevails but it is given to

us to strive that it should.

Condensed From ^‘FRAGMENTS OF A CONFESSION^^
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South India is indeed historically rich, and was the natural

soil to r6ot such a seer as Sarvepalli Radhakrishnan, the first

Philosopher Ruler since Marcus Aurelius (in the Second Century

A.D.). Why did he speak in the flowing words of a poet, like a

Rabindranath Tagore, while offering his ideas with the vision of the

Hindu sages, both ancient and as modem as Gandhi, and of Jesus

in the West? Why? How? Because Radhakrishnan was blessed

with an unusually acute mind— a gift from God— and he used

that gift to become a world scholar.

Although he was bora to Hindu parents on September 5,

1888 in the small town of Tiruttani, just forty miles nordi-west of

Madras, he was not a man who had unusual advantages of wealth.

His schooling and college education were primarily under Chri-

stian missionaries, and he suffered strong words of criticism from

those missionary teachers about his Hindu beliefs. But, with the

truly traditional attitude of Hinduism, he was tolerant and

broad - minded.

It was with his beliefs of “props” shaken that he set out

for self-discovery and to find his own truth.

After extensive reading of mankind’s classic books both

East and West, already as a very young man, he had the courage

to begin to search out his own philosophy.

Like die brilliant scholar he was to be all his exceptional

career, he set out to. study all the Hindu classics, the dialogues

of Buddha, the works of Jainism, and also the Christian Bible,

Plato, Kant, Bergson, and many more. How many philosophers

do we have with the staggering background of Radakrishnan,

now or in the past? After years of devoted study, he was to

synthesize, to distill, to accept these eclectic ideas and remain under,

2)
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perhaps, the broadest religious umbrella of the world— Hinduism—
and to write his fine book, The Hindu View of Life.

Radhakrishnan wrote back in 1955 that the “Fundamental

need of the world is the recovery of Faith ” (Rof F, p. 1) Because

he had observed that Tar deeper than any social, political, or

economic readjustment is a spiritual reawakening/ He spoke of

his concern for the breakdown of our civilization, and challenged

us to movements of the spirit to correct wrongs in our existing

order. He wrote, of course, after the frantic chase after Atomic

Bomb Supremacy had cast its awful shadow over our globe-— or

as he put it — “The new prospect of a possible liquidation of

the world by man’s own wanton interference.” (Rof F, p. 1).

How refreshing was that book. Recovery of Faith, in the

midst of what has been happening in Western, and even Eastern

philosophy — a pre - occupation with symbolic logic, and logical

positivism — Whatever you wish to call the movements about the

meaning of language and numbers that has engulfed many of our

Western philosophical meetings. In my Presidential Address to the

American Philosophical Association, I called it “The Abdication

of Philosophy”, When Albert Einstein referred to the logical

positivists as “The twittering of little birdies”, he put it a bit

stronger than I would have put it.

Radhakrishnan dared to address social issues of his time.

Like philosophers of wisdom once did, he struck deeply into the

roots of true significance of man’s life. He spoke to us eloquently

in the King’s English, to use the idiom. (This is with due respect

to both America and India, who fought to ward off the British

Empire.)

During his lifetime I had a number of opportunities to

engage Radhakrishnan in personal conversation both in America

and in India. I always found him to 'be as amiable and hospitable

as he was profound.

But, especially, I shall never forget the first time we
met.I had driven to the University of Chicago’s Oriental Institute,

from a few miles away at Northwestern University (where I spent

29 years of my life in the Philosophy Department). During the

course of his lecture, I grew increasingly impressed by the great

man and his ideas. Before his lecture ended I was certain I wanted
to create a volume in the library of Living Philosapkers series

on Radhakrishnan’s philosophy.

After his talk, I accompanied him walking back to his

room at the University Quadrangle Club, and enroute, immediately

proposed the volume. Very modestly, he replied: “Oh, no, I am
not in the company of Bertrand Russell, John Dewey, Alfred
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North Whitehead and the others on whom you have created

volumes ” Of course, I countered that he was too humble.

When he sat down to write his agreement to such a volume,

the only blank piece of paper we could find between the two of

us was the back of a laundry list. History should find that anecdote

amusing.

During the two other visits to America, he had dinner with

us in our home near Northwestern University. In our present

home near Southern Illinois University, we have two portraits

of Radhakrishnan in my study. One is inscribed to us “with love”,

and the other is a news photo of the two of us seated side by

side, conferring in Calcutta in 1951.

Let me share with you how realistically Radhakrishnan

looked at issues and ideas in the actual world. Although he was

a fervent spokesman for intercultural exchange, world peace and

understanding, he also dared to dispassionately examine his own

Hindu world in India.

For example, like Gandhi, he was very concerned with the

position and freedom of women. He was long ahead of his time

recognizing the movement of Women’s Liberation in the East and

West. What daring it took to write the following words back in

1937, over 40 years ago.

“Full of tenderness and deep affection as Indian married

life is, its value can be greatly increased by suitable changes in

the social institutions which have become stabilized by the unwil-

lingness of legislatures to interfere with social customs. The only

security which Indian women have against the breaking down of

their bodies and minds is the goodwill of their husbands, and that

is not enough in our present conditions.” (PL, p. 5A)

Radhakrishnan stood for the betterment of women’s lot

long before the world had given the idea much thought. After

all, I come from America where women won the right to vote in

public elections only in 1920. That was accomplished only by a

long -lobbied amendment to our Constitution. (And women in the

UJS. are still rallying for the Equal Rights Amendment.) Radha-

krishnan believed in education and rights for women — sin^e,

married, divorced, or widowed.

We all know that Radhakrishnan was influenced as a young

man by Swami Vivekananda — The man who also stormed America

in 1893. (LofP, p. 6A). Vivekananda’s writings helped Radha-

krishnan to see Hinduism in its broadest asp^ts, social improvement

rooted in spirituality. In Radhakrishnan’s own later writings, he

helped Hindus and Moslems to understand Christianity, and

Christians to understand Oriental religions. 'Wo formula can confine

God,'* he wrote (LofP, p. 9) Like Gandhi and other great souls.
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Radhakrislinan found in essence tliat there are “as many paths

to God as there are souls upon the quest.’*

He felt that “The different religions are not rivals or

competing forces but fellow labourers in the same great task.

God has not left Himself without witness among any people....

There is always a natural manifestation of the one Almighty God

amongst all right - thinking men... Serious students of comparative

religion are impressed by the general revelation of God.”

(ALofP. p. 9)

Radhakrishnan predicted that in a “new world order” there

would be no “Spiritual monopolies” such as in the past. He did

not believe in a “pet fancy of the pious that their own religion

is the flower of the development of religion and the final end

into which all others converge.” {ALojF, p. 19)

He declared that religion must be rational and that it

“Must express itself in reasonable thoughts fruitful action^ and

right social institutions.** Saint Thomas (who, according to legend,

preached and died here in South India), could not have said it

better.

Radhakrishnan attracted attention East and West as early as

age 32 in 1920 with his work, The Reign of Religion in Contemporary

Philosophy. Already his earlier articles in fhe quarterly magazine

Mind had aroused interest and his -book was used as a text in India,

Britain, and America. By then he had been classified, like Hegel, as

an Objective Idealist, but Unilke Hegel, not an absolutist. Radha-

krishnan was an everlasting seeker after truth, but he never claimed

to possess it. Like Albert Eistein, he was always approximating to

the absolute, but never claimed to have reached it. Also, like Eins-

tein, Radhakrishnan was constantly aware of man’s limitations. In

1921, at only 33, he was appointed to the King George V Ghair of

Philosophy at the University of Calcutta.

For the prestigious 14th Edition of the Encyclopaedia Britan-

nica, he was invited to write the article on “Indian Pliilosophy”. He
wrote for the Hibbert Journal and he gave the Upton Lectures in 1926

which resulted in the book. The Hindu View of Life. That same
year he addressed the International Philosophical Congress at Harvard
University. Thus, by age 38, when many young men and women are

climbing the professional ladder in philosophy, Radhakrishnan was
a luminary.

In his Harvard address, Radhakrishnan was already concerned

about the world headed toward Technology, Science, Behaviourism,

and the like — lacking a spiritual foundation. He found the world,

for all its so-called “advancement”, too inattentive to “poverty and
starvation.” He called this “a chaotic condition due to lack of fellow-

ship and cooperation.”
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Radhakrishnan found Alduos Huxley’s popular satirical book

Brave Islew World to be one that held out no hope or comfort for a

just social order for modern man. Rather, it was “a world of the death

of all things of the spirit.” {LojB, p. 21)

just social order for a just social order for modern man. Rather, it

was “a world of the death of all things of the spirit ” (LofP, p. 21)

He found “something fundamentally defective in the present

organization of society.” It is not sufficiently democratic, he said.

“The basis of democracy,” he added, “is the recognition of the dignity

of human being.” (LofP, p. 23)

Early in his career, Radhakrishnan was pleading for a civili-

zation founded on inter-cultural understanding, and rooted in spirit.

He found the League of Nations to be “wanting” — and organization

of satisfied powers and weaker nations, without true intent to ward

off war. He called for “the supremacy of law and organizing the

world for an enduring peace”, (p. 24-25).

Radhakrfshnan warned that Science rapidly became the God
of our times, that “electrons and protons do not clear up the mystery

of reality ... God and soul cannot be treated as mathematical equa-

tions.” He found in our era a depressing lack of insight. He wrote

that “analytical intellect” was too much relied upon. He called us

back to read the writings of Hinduism and Christianity, to Plato and

Plotinus, St. Paul, St. Augustine, Luther and Pascal. “Life is not a

simple geometric pattern,” he wrote, “but the essence of living is

creativity.” {LojF, p. 29A)

As for the role of philosophy in building a better world order,

he said: “To form men is the object of philosophy”, (or, to be

more contemporary — Human beings), (p. 36) Religion was “not

fasting and prayers,” but achieving “a pure and contrite heart

“The temple of God is holy, which temple ye are,” he quoted

from Christian scriptures, (p. 37).

Truth, said Radhakrishnan, (LofP, p. 47A) is according to the

Mahabharata, “Penance and sacrifice of a high order.” And “Truth

is always natural with Good,” “Truly religious souls from Buddha

and Christ down to lesser mortals ... have striven to lighten the load

of humanity.” Radhakrishnan has written : We must share the

“burden of pain that lies upon the world, with its poor and lowly,

with its weak and suffering,” (LojP, p. 50A)

As we said earlier, Radhakrishnan spent the first eight years

of life from 1888 to 1896 in Tiruttani. This is today still a center

for religious pilgrims. After early schooling in that small town and in

Vellore, he studied at Madras Christian College from 1904 to 1908.

His years of teaching were in various places in India., starting with

Madras Christian College as a youthful professor at age 21. Already
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just eight years later in 1917, he wrote a treatise on Indian Philo-

sophy'* for a series edited by that distinguished British scholar, J. H.

Muirhead, when Radhakrishnan was only 29. (Professor Muirhead, by

the way, was a guest in our home in Evanston, Illinois, a good many

years later.)

Who, within memory, be they Oriental or Occidental, has had

the privilege of commuting every year for twelve years between any

Oriental University and Oxford University, as did Radhakrishnan from

1936 to 1948, commuting annually between Benares Hindu University

and Oxford, teaching one semester each year in both universities? At

Oxford he was Professor of Eastern Religions and Ethics and at

Benares he was Vice-Chancellor of the University. A unique experience

whether in Oriental or in Occidental philosophy.

During those years, he added to his reputation as a philo-

sopher who made an enormous contribution by teaching the West

about the East and vice versa. His contribution to interculturaj under-

standing in our century cannot be exaggerated.

Equally unique were 21 years in Radhakrishnan's later life,

when, in addition to his profession as a philosopher, he also entered

a quite different profession of Ehplomacy, He had been serving his

country his entire life as a philosopher. Now, beginning in 1948, at

age 60, he also became a diplomat. He accepted Nehru’s call to

represent India officially in UNESCO as their Representative in Paris.

In this capacity he served for three years (1946-49). During the last

year, UNESCO elected him Chairman of their Executive Council.

On his return to India from Paris, Nehru appointed Radha-

krishnan as India’s Ambassador to the USSR in Moscow. He held

that post most successfully for another three years (1949-52). ,(It was

during this period, when the Radhakrishnan volume was being creat-

ed that almost all of our correspondence was carried in both direc-

tions by diplomatic pouch.) On his return to India from that Ambas-
sadorship, he was elected Vice-President of India, for the next decade

(1952-1962),

And in 1962, the people of India elected liim to the highest

position in their giving — the President of the Republic. When
Radhakrishnan stepped down from that position, in 1967, he was
already 79 years old. The first — and only — “Philosopher Ruler”
since Marcus Aurelius (who died in 180 A.D.) What a life of one
triumph after another. Twenty-one years of public service to his

people as a distinguished and universally honoured diplomat.

Sir Sarvepalli gave over 70 years of his life to his beloved
subject of Philosophy, 21 of his later years additionally to his country's
Diplomatic Service. No other philosopher anywhere has been able
to match that record in almost 2000 years. Surely such outstanding
distinguished service more than entitles him to this International
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Celebration of his lOOth Birthday — although there is absolutely

nothing that we can possibly add to that incomparable record.

Philosophically speaking his life was exactly what he called

it in his first (1937) autobiography, his '‘search for Truth.” And,

diplomatically speaking, it was what, in his second Autobiography

(1952) he called a continuous dedication to meeting “the World’s

Need,” by aiming at a unified and universal "Religion of the Spirit”.

Radhakrishnan was an Idealist, a Philosopher whose views

were broadly based upon the concepts of religion. He did not sup-

port any view of narrow dogma. “The world is seeking not so much

a fusion of religions as a fellowship of religions, based on the realiza-

tion of the foundational character of man’s religious experience,” he

wrote. {LLP. p. 75).

Further, he believed that religion had to do with the inner

souls of individuals. “Religious life belongs to the realm of inward

spiritual revelation,” he said (LLP, p. 77A). And further rejecting

the mere superficialities of all sects, he said : ‘Traditions do not

create the truth, but clothe it in language and symbol for the help of

those who do not see it themselves.”

In his most pragmatic outlook, his philosophy preached that

religious spirit must pervade a person’s life by the way in which one

LIVES and TAKES meaningful ACTION in life (Again, not mere

fasting and prayers), he said. (LLP, p. BOA). “The mandate of

Religion is that man must make the change in his own nature in

order to let the divine in him make manifest itself.” (LLP, p. 80).

“The truth speaks to us in varying dialects across far conti-

nents and over centuries of history,” said Radhakrishnan. (LLP,

p. 80A). He firmly believed that “There will come a time when the

world will be inhabited by a race” of persons “freed from the yoke,

not only of disease and privation but of lying words, and of love

turned into hate.” He said : “When human *beings grow in complete-

ness into that invisible world Wbioh is the Kingdom of Heaven, then

they will manifest in the outer world the Kingdom which is within

them.” {LLP, p. 81A).

May we take to heart these powerful words of Radhakrishnan,

that great 20th century seer, in our strivings for a better world.
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A Conspicuous Example of Multifarious Accomplishments

Dr. Sir C. P. RAMASWAMI AlYAR

It is given to very few persons to attain equal distinction in

the fields of scholarship and research, of authorship and of adminis-

tration. Dr. Radhakrishnan’s career furnishes a conspicuous example

of such a multifarious accomplishment.

To him has been given the much prized honour of being a

Fellow of All Souls College in Oxford and the Spalding Professor of

Eastern Religions and Ethics in the same University. He has also

occupied the coveted position of the Upton Lecturer in 1929. He

has been the Vice-Chancellor of several univensities. As Chairman

of the Universities Commission, he was instrumental in furnishing a

new perspective and envisaging new ideas in respect of higher educa-

tion in India.

After having been the Leader of the Indian delegation to the

UNESCO, he became the President of the General Conference of that

august body in 1952. He was one of those who took part in the

deliberations of the Constituent Assembly which was responsible for

the present constitution of India and has been the Vice-President of

India and held for five years the very position of President of India

with great distinction.

If Dr. Radhakrishnan were asked to designate the happiest

years .of his life, he would, in all probability, regard the period of his

Ptofessor^p in the Christian and Presidency Colleges in Madras and

his work in the Mysore and Calcutta Universities and his Vice-

Chancellorship of the Banaras Hindu University as the most signifi-

cant in his personal career, because it was then that he perfected his

intellectual perceptions and was able not only to render great service

to the cause of education in the League of Nations and in the unesoo

but was able to make 'his mark as one of the most prominent autho-

rities of Indian Philosophy, way of life and religion.

From the days when he contributed to the Library of Philo-

sq>hy and produced his brochure on The Hindu View of life (which
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is a reprint of his Upton Lectures delivered at the Manchester College

Oxford), he has interpreted in his successive works, consecutive in

thought, compact in expression and epigrammatically concise, the real

meaning of religious experience as expounded in our scriptures, our

systems of philosophy and our classical literature. He makes the

proud 'boast in that book that half the world moves on foundation

which Hinduism supplied, and he enunciates the proposition which

he has consistently upheld that while fixed intellectual beliefs mark

off one religion from another, Hinduism sets itself no sucth limit.

Intellect is subordinated to intuition, dogma to experience, outer

expression to inward realisation. Religion is not the acceptance of

academic abstractions or the celebrations of ceremonies but is a

kind of Life or experience. It is insight into the nature of reality

(Darsana) or experience of reality (Anubhava).

He made it clear to audiences in Oxford and Chicago that the

Hindu thinker readily admits the validity of several points of view

other than his own and considers them worthy of acceptance. He
Insists that the Hindu solution seeks the unity of religions, not in a

common creed but in a common quest. In that little volume also, he

gives an account of Hindu Dharma and of the main systems of philo-

sophy and of the Hindu interpretation of Samsara, of Karma and of

the Varnasrama Dharma.

In his Eastern Religions and Western Dhoughu he has put

before us comparisons and contrasts between the speculations of

Greece and Palestine and the Christian world on the one hand and

Hinduism on the other. He has dealt with obstacles to mutual

understanding and has pleaded for the meeting of religions. In his

two volumes on Indian Philosophy, he has interpreted the doctrines

of the various systems that have originated in our country. He has

given us a history of Indian thought as an undivided whole and also

as continuously developing.

Under his general editorship, the Ministry of Education of the

Government of India has produced a comprehensive History of Philo-

sophy, Eastern and Western. He has, in collaboration with Dr.

Charles Moore, produced an invaluable Source Book on Indian Philo-

sophy. His little manual, Kalki (or the Future of the Civilisation),

based on an idealistic view of life, is a notable literary venture. He
has also produced popular editions of Bhagavatgita and the Brdhma

Sutras and has contributed to the Encyclopaedia Britannica and the

Hibbert Journal, philosophical articles of abiding value.

It is illustrative of Dr. Radhakrishnan’s world-wide reputation

that he has not only acquired the Doctorate of the notable universities

of the world but has 'been acclaimed as a “Master of Wisdom^’ by

Mongolia and has been awarded the Goethe Plaquette—-a particularly

3)
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appropriate award inasmuch as the intellectual outlooks of Dr. Raxiha-

krishnan and of Goethe are not dissimilar.

Having known him from his youth and even before he 'became

Professor of Philosophy in Calcutta, I am in a position to appraise

his quality of a discerning and humorous acceptance of life Which

makes him a deli^tful conversationalist as well as a most reliable

adviser.

THE WORD NOT SPOKEN

Dr. P. P. SHARMA

There lay the man with foam on his lip

with the craving for an assurance in his eye;

He could barely manage his speech without a slip;

ffis volatile hands had grown too stiff to flip;

He was almost suffocating on the last sip

while trying with his fading breath to say good bye.

In my pride I would take my time

And did not utter the necessary word;

To behave so coolly was no crime

1 felt I was acting in a pantomime.

Taking for hard rock what was only slime,

And all was studk in my throat uiflieard.

I carry that anguish in my heart.

Could not fey unction on the parting soul;

Cultivate as much' as I mi^t the literary art

And sell my wares at the busy world’s mart.

But possess myself I cannot entire and whole.

The word he hungered for ranained unspokm;

I 'believed there would be time enough in future

To perform acts rather than give him just a token:

The youth’s illusion, alas, at last is broken.

No indemnity now or ever from tins slur.



THE PHILOSOPHER -PRESIDENT OF INDIA

M. CHALAPATHI RAL •

PMosophers in public authority are rare. Marcus Aurelius was

the philosopher-king; Sarvepalli Radhakrishnan became the philo-

sopher-President. The cupola of a white turban hiding an abundant

crop of unruly hair, a deep penetrating Calvinistic look, a striking,

sensitive nose, a rich, resonant voice, and a spare ascetic frame—this

has become a familiar ensanble in this country and in several others.

Radhakrishnan’s life has been like a loud incantation; his merest

gestures, benedictions.

Radhakrishnan contains contrasts. The philosopher who has

expounded the idealist view of life with prophetic fervour is not a

bore; he is a writer of power and eloquent elegance, an orator of

charm, a scholar who has lived life richly. In public he stands as an

oracle of wisdom; in private he is a sparkling conversationalist. He

is devoted to books and seclusion, but the world of living men at-

tracts him. He talks of the soul and the spirit but he has not forgotten

the miseries of the world. He has preached unceasingly to people—

and worked for tiieir material advancement

Many vivid vignettes can be drawn of Radhakrishnan striding

across the world, addressing parliaments, academies, political bodes,

statesmen, scholars and students.

As Vice-President he would, at eleven in the morning, walk

from his room to. his high seat in the Council of States, and his first

utterance would be like a prayer. The day’s business would then

begin. As member after member rose to ask questions and to put

•halting inelevant or troublesome supplementaries, and ministers

struggled to give their answers, there would 'be cri^, curt interruptions

from the Chair. Members would be encouraged to go on and falter-

ing ministers would be prodded to complete their answers, and the

house would rock with sallies and lau^ter. There would be hi^

«enf>nsness and excitement and amusement. Even the 'boisterous

Bhupesh Gupta, after bang shown the utmost latitude, would be

to sit down—and he would settle down with a smile of immense

satisfaction. .There was no false note in the house; rarely a walk-out;
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there was never a protest against the Chairman’s ruling. In atmos-

phere, it was a senate worthy of Brutus and Cato, or Chatham and

Brougham; at all moments it was like a classroom dominated by a

patriarchal and teasing teadher.

Radhakrishnan had been a superb performer in the classroom

in Madras, Mysore and Calcutta, in the Andhra University Senate,

in the Varanasi University Court, as Chairman of the University

Education Commission, as Hib'bert Lecturer, and as Spalding Profess

sor.

There is no deviation from dignity; there is self-possession in

thought, word and gesture. His lectures were not confined to the

curriculum or the text-book. It is still recalled how in his early days

at Mysore, he would come into the class a quarter of an hour late,

talk of the day’s events, entertain the students with his wit, discourse

on the day’s theme in a few sentences, and close the period a. few

minutes before time.

Radhakrishnan made memorable his first public utterance in

this country on his triumphal return from England after the Upton
Lectures in 1926. The hall of Presidency College, Madras, overflowed;

there was not even standing space for eminent public men and High
Court judges. The meeting had to be adjourned to the open, and,

there, standing with his hands in the pockets of his long coat, as if

defying the elements, a sculptured, statuesque figure, he delivered an
extempore address of exquisite diction and unceasing music, mesmeri-
sing the audience, till he broke fhe spell with a salute. This was the

beginning of a tradition.

Radhakrishnan’s theme, his diction, his accent, and his into-

nation became familiar in many pans of the world. The spell conti-
nued. It was extended by broadcasting networks. His is among the
commanding voices, a voice that admonishes, that warns, that soothes.
Early in life he showed that philosophers need not be bores, that
philosophy is not dull. That has been the secret of his success. He
has spoken so mudh and so often that little that he says seems to be
new, but like Upanishadic thought, all the best that has been thought
and said in the world can ibe reduced to some basic wisdom, and on
this Radhakrishnan has made many elaborate variations, giving every
utterance of Ms force of conviction and musical quality. Among Indian
speakers of English, he is the one who has invested Anglo-Saxon
speech with the tonal quality of Sanskrit. He remains an artist in the
manner he says what he has to say. There is no speech of his with-
out a beginning and a finish without its trumpet notes.

In November 19^, at UNESCO’s Tagore Centenary Celeb-
rations, in Paris, he achieved near perfection in speech. He was
delivering the commemoration address to a packed audience of
distinguished scholars, thinkers and writers in UNESCO’s Conference
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Hall at the Place de Fontenoy. Though he had known his subject for

more than forty years and spoken on it several times, he made the

occasion memorable for faultless diction, for sustained elevation of

thought, for exhaustive mastery, for apt quotation and for melodious

language. Some in the audience had heard him speak on Tagore

before, but it was an address impeccable in style and substance.

English on that day sounded like Spardsh, French, Persian or Sanskrit

at its tet.

Radhakrishnan, though a seasoned speaker, is not just like a

record that can be played to please an audience or to make an occa-

sion memorable for the nobility of his presence or for even flow of

his eloquence. He can use his eloquence to new purposes at short

notice. Whether he welcomed Khrushchev or Eisenhower in the

Central Hall of Parliament, he did it in short brilliant speeches, in

the most appropriate possible words, with wit and grace, and with

understanding of other peoples, without yielding in Ms Indianness.

It is Radhakrishnan’s habit to pat the most famous of statesmen on

the back, an act of confident familiarity. He patted even Stalin, when

communism’s Peter the Great wanted to meet an ambassador who.

(he had heard, read twelve hours a day. Radhakrishnan’s Central

Hall performances were physically and intellectually pats on the

backs of distinguished visitors.

Radhakrishnan’s diction is his own. formed early in his life.

He does not shun rhetoric. He has the capacity to condense his

thought and his style is epigrammatic. It was said of Arthur Balfour

that whenever he uttered an epigram, he made it sound like a conun-

drum. There is no mystery or paradox in Radhakrishnan’s epigrams.

They are simple, short and swift, and come in cascades. They are

Baconian in their crackling aphoristic wisdom, with the flavour of

Pascal’s Pensees.

Radhakrishnan has an inner side, which throu^ the years of

his sadhana has been known only to him and which is barred to the

world, leading it to speculation about his true self, and a personal

side, which, free from* the burden of philosopMc message or the

dignity of public demeanour s-parkles every moment. He is one of

the best conversationalists of the time, a wit, a raconteur, one who

any moment may indulge in mild devilry of fun and impish delict

at any one’s expense. He unbends—and he is engaging even in his

most casual remarks. He pricks pomposity and invests the most

serious subject with raillery. There must be few cases of such un-

philosopMc humanity among philosophers. He strips himself of holi-

ness. A recluse in spirit, no one is denied access to him. Often he

is seen in his 'bed which is his study, surrounded by heaps of books

and straggling visitors. Nothing in manuscript or print is beneath Ms

notice, and he condescends to read the immature outpourings of the
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Struggling writer as muoii as he would like to keep himself familiar

with the latest classics of philosophy and literature. He is one of the

most widely read people and what he has read includes much miscel-

laneous literature. His philosophy takes into account the intuition

of the artists, the discoveries of the scientists, and the insight of the

saints. His humanity is based upon true and generous understanding,

and he is prodigal in the prefaces, forewords and introductions he

appends to the outpourings of even unknown writers.

Among philosophers of modern times, he has been the most

internationally known. He is a philosopher neither of the East nor

of the West; he has brought about a synthesis of the cultural values

of the two parts of the world. There is nothing archaic about 'him or

Ms philosophy. He has written with great humility of himself, and

call^ his writings no more than fragments of a confession. He is

not a philosopher of the woods or books. He matured even before

his forties, like Raman in the world of science, and, while his best

writing was nearing completion, he found that his philosophy was

deeply concerned with the world around him. His scholasticism

ripened early into humanism. He is probaibly the first among non-

Marxist philosophers who mix philosophy with economics and stress

repeatedly that there can be no God in conditions of penury and that

there is no salvation without improvement in material conditions.

Whatever the reign of p*hilosophy in contemporary religion or the

reign of religion in contemporary philosophy, Radhakrishnan has,

while bringing the country’s rich heritage into relation with its poor

undeveloped economy, sought to bring together contemporary Indian

philosophy and contemporary Indian economics. He may be consi-

dered to have given a philosophic foundation to Indian Socialism.

Radhakrishnan’s place in modern philosophy is like philo-

sophy’s place in the modem world; Joad called it “Counter-attack

from the East”. He grew in the atmosphere of a traditional Hindu

home and of Christian mission schools wihere the unseen was a living

reality. He was deeply immersed in the Bhagavadgita and the com-

mentaries on the Brahma Sutras, in Plato and Plotinus, in Bradley and

Bergson. Later he was a close friend for many years of Gandhi and

Tagore. He does not reject science or evade it; he absorbs it. To
a traveller in spirit like him, the universality of religions and the

oneness of the world are living realities; eternal religion is not irration-

al or unscientific, escapist or asocial. This philosophy has served him
in the severest tests, “in sickness and in health, in triumph and in

defeat”. According to one student of philosophy, “Radhakrishnan is

less ponderous than Royce, less meticulous than Bradley, less involved

than Hegel; he has made idealism flow from a deep spring. By com-

parison Eucken is provincial and Keyserling is trivial. Not since



THE PHILOSOPHER - PRESIDENT OF INDIA 23

Fichte and Schelling has there been such a precipitate stream of

inspiration/’

Radhakrishnan has contributed considerabl}^ to the Indian

Renaissance and to modem humanism. He has been one of the chief

architects of unesco. and a pillar of the Indian Republic, and was a

close and understanding friend of Nehru and his policies. To him,

the political process is a part of the cosmic process. He has under-

stood the significance of the social revolution; and he is one of its

good-humoured mentors.

Even philosophers are not perfect. Such men would be

monsters. Radhakrishnan may be right or wrong, but he has the

courage to express himself freely. He has few doubts, and is quick

in his decisions. The philosopher in action can aim only at perfectibi-

lity, not perfection. Nobody has the sincerity of Radhakrishnan’s

purpose., the freedom of his spirit, or the fineness of the instrument

that he is. He is in tune with the revolutionary processes, a Savona-

rola-like figure, who does not reject life, who has a memory for the

humblest faces, who is capable of loud laughter, who is constantly

cheerful yet contemplative, and who expresses eloquently the human

spirit, is troubled at times but remains bare and serene at the summit

like the mountain tops.



DR. S. RADHAKRISHNAN-AS A MAN OF LETTERS

DR. D. ANJANEYULU

Every man is a philosopher of some kind. More so, every

Indian, as we know very well in our day-to-day social intercourse.

But he is not necessarily a man of letters, not to the same extent, at

any rate. But then, what is “Philosophy” ? Derived from the Greek

roots “philo” (love) and “sophy” (wisdom), it literally means “The

Love d Wisdom”. It represents the quintessence of the wisdom of

the ancients. It is reputed to deal in abstractions, as it has to grapple

with the imponderables.

Literature, on the other hand, deals, in general, with life in the

concrete, reflecting the world as we see it; rather as the poet or crea-

tive writer sees it, with a keener sensitivity than his or her fellow-men

and fellow-women. It lays greater store by beauty of form, aesthetic

appeal and emotional effect.

There is no writer, or man of letters, worth mentioning, with-

out a philosophy of his own. But every philosopher of note, irrespec-

tive of his originality or profundity, is not necessarily a man of letters,

if you will. There have, however, been thinkers and interpreters, who

represented in themselves a happy blend of the philosopher and the

artist — Plato, Sankara and in more recent times Bertrand Russell

and Sarvepalli Radhakrisbnan.

Rad'hakrishnan was among the most unusual teachers of

Indian philosophy He was a rare master of the word — the written

word as well as the spoken word. He had a deep sensitivity to the

beauty of form and a keen awareness of the contemporary world in

all its complexity. In spreading the message of the East, with its

creative intuition, to the West wih its critical intelligence, his has been

a signal triumph of communication, as well as of interpretation. He

was a man of letters, in a very real sense, as Nehru the historian was.

thou^ neither of them chose to treat of specific literary themes, nor

set themselves up as professional men of letters.

To the exposition of the principles of Indian philosophy and

the spirit of Hindu religion, he brought the latest idiom of modem
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(Western) thought and the scientific methods of analysis and synthesis.

The metaphysics of Advaita Vedanta appear in altogether new* light

in the logical patterns of Hegelian Idealism. In the alchemy of

Radhakrishnan’s expository art, religion becomes creative, philosophy

turns djmamic, and, as Prof. load puts it so aptly, righteousness is

rendered readable.

Readability is the unfailing characteristic of everything writ-

ten or spoken, by Dr. Radhakrishnan through the half-a-century and
more of his working life. But he achieves this quality, not at the

expense of depth of thought or accuracy of expression or the recourse

to any popular devices of rhetoric, humour or oversimplification. He
combined profundity of thought with lucidity of exposition and
emphasis of statement with elegant expression. His spoken word has

all the polished brilliance of a written piece chiselled in the quietness

of a scholar’s study.

The following passage, taken from his address at the Seven-

tieth Birthday Celebrations of Tagore in Calcutta, illustrates his style

at its best — most vivid and eloquent :

‘Tt is the peculiar glory of great literature that it lasts much
longer than kings and dynasties. History hears witness to the

power of the human spirit which endures longer than dynas-

ties and creeds. The political world of Homer is dead, while

Ms song is living today. The splendour of Rome has vanished,

but the poetry of Virgil is yet vital. The dreams of Kalidasa

still move us like the cry of a living voice, with their poignant

sense of tears in human relations, while the Ujjain, of which

he was the ornament, has left her memory to his keeping.

When our Lords and Leaders pass into oblivion. Tagore will

continue to enchant us by Ms music and poetry. He has

added to the sweetness of life, to the stature of civilisation.”

The sentences are so beautifully balanced and the contrast

between the ephemeral nature of temporal power and the lasting

appeal of literature provides the antithesis wihich could not have been

worked out more effectively by a Gibbon or Macaulay. In short and

clinching phrases, which sound like strai^t-from-the-shoulder shots,

he exposes the hallowness of modem civilisation with an almost

Shavian trenchancy :

‘Tt has become more easy to get into a college and more diffi-

cult to get educated. We are tau^t to read, but not trained

to think.”

And again :

“The nations plead for peace and prepare for war.”

There is a favourite sentence of his, which was originally

spoken by a Russian peasant, quoted by Maxim Gorky, which repre-

sents a recurring manner of Ms style, as well as his trend of thought

:

4)
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“We are taught to fly in the air like birds, and to swim in the

water like fishes, but how to live on the earth, we do not

know.”

It might not have been actually written by him, but sentences

without number, equally vivid and effective are scattered all over his

works. Here is a happy blending of the pithiness and brevity of

Bacon with the antithetical vigour of Macaulay :

“ The unity of civilisation is not to be sought in uni-

formity, but in harmony

The faith of the future is in co-operation and not identi-

fication, in accommodadon to fellow-men and not imitation of

them, in toleration and not absolutism. Progress happened in

the sub-human world; it is willed in the human. Self-finding

is the essence of all perfection. By seeing life steadily and
whole, we find our place in it.”

Humour of the breezy, commonplace sort is, perhaps, cons-
picuous by its absence in Dr. Radhakrishnan’s writing, which is ele-
vated in its key, impassioned in its tone and impersonal in its app-
roach. But, the style is always well-knit and is sometimes reminiscent
of the verbal wit of Oscar Wilde, as in :

“The soul of all improvement is the improvement of the soul,”
Sometimes, he can be paradoxical like G. K. Chesterton :

“Gentleness is not necessarily the quality of a gentleman. The
real greatness of man is due to his failure, to his moving about
in a world unrealised, with vague misgivings.”

A penchant for aphorism lends a new edge to the broadest of
his generalisations, which never fail to be convincing :

A reconciled foe becomes a good friend; a beaten antagonist
is a sworn enemy.”

“Love is not a passing sentiment or a feeble emotion, but an
attitude of life involving mind, feeling and will, strong, deep
and enduring.”

“The work is becoming outwardly uniform. The outer uni-
formity has not, however, resulted in an inner unity of mind
and spirit.”

“It is good to be devoted to the moral code, but it is wicked
to be fanatic about it.”

“Nationalism is not a ‘natural’ instinct. It is an acquired arti-
ficial emotion.”

_

Scintiflating epigrams roU down the mine of Dr. Radha-
tohnans mmd - epigrams which might wdl excite the envy of
Phikp Gu^oe. who knew the value erf the wastepaper basket :

The next stage of evolution is not in man’s physique, but in
his psyche ...”

x- .
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“We have to fight for the new order first in our own souls,

then in the world outside. Man the destroyer is man the buil-

der too. This Kurukshetra may well become a Dharmakshetra.
The end of our civilisation is not the end of history; it may
well be the opening of a new age.”

One of the main advantages of Dr. Radhakrishnan’s over other

philosophers and moral teachers of his time is that he was as cosmo-
politan in his reading habits as he was broadminded in his spiritual

outlook. If he followed the teachings of the Aoharyas devoutly and
delved into the great depths of the Gita, the Upanishads and the

Dharmasastras (with the bewildering number of commentators) with

great care, with equal diligence did he keep track of the latest works
of significance of poetry and fiction, history and culture, besides reli-

gion and theology, available in the English language; Not only the

contemporary masterpieces and the ancient classics available in

English, but the outstanding works in Sanskrit.

Radhakrishnan was a classicist with a deep-rooted belief in

the universal appeal of literature just ns he was a universalist in the

interpretation of the philosophy of religion. He stressed this point in

his general introduction to the critical edition of the works of

Kalidasa, brought out by Sahitya Akademi.

In this, he observed :

“Great classics of literature spring from profound depths in

human experience. ... The deeper one goes into one’s own
experience facing destiny, fighting fate, or enjoying love, the

more does one’s experience have in common with the experi-

ences of others in other climes and ages. The most unique

is the most universal. The dialogues of the Buddha or of

Plato, the dramas of Sophocles, the plays of Shakespeare are

both national and universal. The more profoundly they are

rooted in historical traditions, the more uniquely do they know
themselves and elicit powerful responses from others. There

is a timeless and spaceless quality about great classics.”

From the manner in which his speeches and writings are

liberally strewn with quotations from the Sanskrit classics, not all of

them religious or philosophical, but poetic, it would not be difficult

for a careful reader to gauge Rad'hakrishnan’s love of the Kavya

literature. His special preference was for the Kavyas and ISIatakas of

Kalidasa and those of BhavabhutU his Uttara Ramackarita in parti-

cular.

Small wonder then that he has the highest praise for the poetic

genius of Kalidasa, though his understanding was not stereotyped,

and appreciation uncritical, like that of some of the traditional, orien-

tal Pandits. He recognizes in Kalidasa India’s ardhetypal national

poet :
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Kalidasa is the great representative of India’s spirit, grace and

genius. The Indian national consciousness is the base from

which his works grow. Kalidasa has absorbed India’s cultural

heritage, made it his own, enriched it, given it universal scope

and significance. Its spiritual direction, its intellectual ampli-

tude, its artistic expressions, its political forms and economic

arrangements, all find utterance in fresh, vital, shining phrases.

We find in his works at their best a simple dignity of language,

a precision of phrase, a classical taste, a cultivated judgement,

an intense poetic sensibility and a fusion of thought and feel-

ing. In Ms dramas, we find pathos, power, beauty and great

skill in the construction of plots and delineation of characters.

He is at home in royal courts and on mountain tops, in happy

homes and forest hermitages. He has a balanced outlook

wMch enables him to deal sympathetically with men of high

and low degree, fishermen, courtesans, servants. These great

qualities make his works belong to the literature of the

world. ...”

As a sensitive student of the cultural heritage of the East and

the West, with a flair for reconciling the two, wherever possible,

Radhakrishnan sees in Kalidasa a philosophy of harmony and integrity.

And he says :

“For Kalidasa the path of wisdom lies in the harmonious

pursuit of the different aims of life and the development of

an integrated personality. He impresses on our mind these

ideals by the magic of his poetry, the richness of his imagi-

nation, his profound knowledge of human nature and his deli-

cate description of its most tender emotions. We can apply

to him the words of Miranda in The Tempest :

O Wonder,

How many goodly creatures are there here !

How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world.

That has such people in’t.”

Among India’s modern philosophers, he was the most politi-

cal as also the most philosophical of her statesmen. He had a keen
awareness of political and other trends of the contemporary world.

Which only served to invest his general observations with a new
urgency, without restricting his vision or warping his judgement.

His insatiable curiosity about men -and things was like that

of a journalist, at his best. But. the casual observer, could not, per-

haps, suspect the insight of a poet and his love for beauty in this

seasoned philosopher.

Who, but a poet, can claim his wealtii of imagery, soaring
into the heights of imagination ?
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‘'Any serious pursuit of ideas, any search after conviction,

adventure after virtue, arises from resources whose name is

religion. The search of the mind for beauty, goodness and
truth is the search for God. The dhild nursing at the breast

of its mother, the illiterate savage gazing at the numberless

stars, the scientist in his laboratory studying life under a

microscope, the poet meditating in solitude on the beauty and

pathos of the world, the ordinary man standing reverently

before a star-lit sky, the Himalayan heights or a quiet sea, or

before the highest miracle of all, a human being who is both

great and good, they all possess dimly the sense of the eternal,

the feeling of the heaven.”

Dr. Radhakrishnan could grow lyrical, not only on lofty

themes like the search for the Absolute, but on fhe more familiar,

but no less human, subjects like love and marriage. The voices of

Jayadeva, Keats and Tagore seem to merge in a pleasant harmony

in words which reflect our most elemental yearnings :

“When the sky is overcast with clouds, the path of the future

lies through a thick forest, and when we are utterly alone in

darkness, without a single ray of light, when all around are

difficulties, we place ourselves in the hands of a loving

woman”

Also, fhese observations, notable alike for their truth of

nature, and beauty of expression :

What stirs lyrical poets to their finest flights is the delight of

the senses, the fruitful contentment as well as the fatal pas-

sion of love.”

“It (marriage) is an adjustment between the biological purpose

of nature and the sociological purposes of man.”
“

... It can lead us to an early paradise, or in certain condi-

tions, it may turn out to be an organised hell ...”

“
... The tempests of the heart are taken over into the calm of

the soul. Love is not merely the flame meeting flame, but

spirit calling to spirit ...”

Not many today might be aware of the fact that Radha-

krishnan contributed an essay on “Indian Philosophy” to the Ency-

clopaedia Britannica some half-a-century ago. It still remains a master-

piece of the art of assimilation and condensation, interpretation and

presentation. A literary craftsman could be seen to have been at

work here, as elsewhere.

It is worth recalling that Radhakrishnan had a deep-rooted

interest in literature from the early years of his adult life. To this

was allied a sustained elegance of expression, which always went hand

in hand with clarity of thought and lucidity of interpretation.
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Even in his student days at the Madras Christian College, he

gave enough evidence of these qualities. For the M.A. degree of the

University of Madras, he wrote a thesis on the Ethics of the Vedanta,

as was obligatory at that time. The main argument and conclusion

of this thesis were in the form of a direct refutation of the Christian

missionary position that Vedanta was devoid of ethics. His teacher.

Professor A. G. Hogg (who shared allegiance to that position) com-

mended the thesis with no reservation. Not only for the author’s

capacity to rebut one argument and sustain another, but also for an

extraordinary command of the English language. (Unfortunately,

copies of this thesis are not easily available in any library in this

country; this writer was, however, glad to learn from a knowledgeable

friend that a copy of it is preserved in the British Library in London,

previously known as the British Museum Library.)

One of Radhakrishnan’s earliest published works was Philoso-

phy of Rabindranath Tagore (1918). Apart from projecting the image

of Tagore as a philosopher more than the poet himself could imagine,

it helped to start Radhakrishnan’s own brilliant career as a writer no

less than as a p^hilosopher. In this book, he was interested in pictur-

ing Tagore as a pure product of Indian culture, especially as envis-

aged in the Vpanishads. While its writing served to sharpen the

author’s tools as a literary craftsman, its success encouraged him to

dive deeper into the sources of Indian thought.

It is well known that many of Radhakrishnan’s established

works are enjoyed by the general reader as models of composition

as much as they are valued by the student of philosophy as examples

of interpretation and insight. His address in London on Gautama

the Buddha (1938), in the mastermind series, was hailed as tSie inter-

action of one mastermind on another. Here again a rare felicity of

expression (Curiosa felicitas) was the hallmark of this tour de force,

which was delivered entirely from memory.

His literary skill, marked by the 'happy phrase and the apt

expression, sometimes by an inspired utterance, is evident in some
of the shorter works and collections of essays and addresses like

Eastern Religions and Western Thought (1939), Freedom and Culture

(1936), Religion and Society (1947), Kalki or the Future of Civilization

(\92%The Spirit of Man (1936) more than in the voluminous
magnum opus 'Indian Philosophy,

It is also true unfortunately (as even his most ardent admi-
rers must admit) that the speeches and writings of Radhakrishnan,
after Independence, especially after his choice for high offices of

State (Ambassador, Vice-President and President) are less notable

for their style or substance than those in the earlier period. This
might be primarily because of an inevitable dilution of content and
quality, as a result of repetition and elaboration, because of the exces-
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sive demand for performance and the growing pressure on time, and

secondarily because of a possible falling off in his powers in his

Sixties and Seventies.

If criticism, however, is to be made, Radhakrishnan’s style

is open to the same criticism as that of Gibbon and Macaulay — an
excess of symmetry, based on balance and antithesis, and a too fre-

quent tendency to make use of quotable quotes from far and near.

An incredible photographic memory, in his case as that of Macaulay,
gives the impression of having adversely affected spontaneity and
sensitivity.

Apart from the primacy of spiritual values for the salvation

of an unquiet world and the need for a religious basis for the settle-

ment of political and economic problems, there are one or two other

things that a reader of Dr. Radhakrishnan’s works cannot help learn-

ing, probably for the first time in his uncommercial ramblings. One
is that philosophy is not a remote, mysterious, isolated subject to be
cultivated in the retreat of a recluse. The other is that philosophy

need not be a recondite preoccupation with metaphysical obscurities

and, therefore, dull and dry to the general reader. It can, in fact, be
vigorous like the Prefaces of Shaw, stimulating like the novels of

Aldous Huxley, provocative like the science fiction of C. P. Snow,
and noble like the meditations of Marcus Aurelius.

It was not merely the inescapable compulsions of his diplo-

matic or political office that were responsible for Radhakrishnan’s

comprehensive interest in all the contemporary problems of the

world — political, social and cultural, no less than philosophical.

The position, in fact, was the other way about. It was his lively

interest in world affairs, without his being a political activist, that

drew him to the centre of public life, thanks to the initiative of a
kindred spirit in the person of Jawaharlal Nefhru. He was no narrow
nationalist; and did not hesitate to describe nationalism as “a collec-

tive form of selfishness’\ “We have to lift the world off its hinges

and transform the national man into a universal” he would say.

“Either we live together or die together. It is either one society or

no society”, he affirmed, in outlming the shape of the Emerging World
Society.

If Shelley described poets as “the unacknowledged legislators

of the world, Radhakrishnan might have looked upon philosophers

as the acknowledged conscience-keepers of the world. He
could be seen to be “an enlightened humanist”, (more than an insu-

lated academic philosopher) for whom nothing human was alien. He
not only believed in the Platonic ideal of philosophers becoming
kings and kings becoming philosophers, but was able to exemplify it

in his own life. His political philosophy was described by Professor

Humayun Kabir as “Enlightened Humanism”.
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In our own day, there is hardly another savant dead or alive,

who wore his learning so lightly and who adorned his originality with

such incisive wit and felicity of expression as Dr. Radhakrishnan. In

the West, one could think of a few like Russell in philosophy and

Trevelyan in history. He was that rare bird among philosophers, who

exemplified Montaigne’s dictum : “The style is the man”. Here was

a man whose best works could be read by the educated layman for

his pleasure, as by the academic specialist for his profit. I, for one.

can’t say the same thing of any practising Indian philosopher in our

midst.

HARVEST
Dr. JFTIKHAR HUSAIN RIZVl

Clots of blood are sprinkled around

And hawthorn, furze and shrubs abound;

The acacia thorns and canker blooms

And ‘thorny pears’ enhance the glooms.

Twigs, lean and thirsty, bite the dust

And briars and wormwood pile and rust;

All furrows rotten flowers yield,

And starp-edged stubbles rule the field.

Moth-eaten leaves with their breast sieved

For loss of mates are deeply grieved.

Rough quills of porcupines are lain;

On each side hot winds move their train.

Bubbles above the marshes lap.

The traveller finds each yard a trap.

We can’t recall what we had sown.

This is the harvest we have grown.



Dr. RADHAKRISHNAN’S PHILOSOPHY

OF HISTORY

Dr. GANTI SRIRAMA MURTHY

One of the finest flowers of Indian rennssance, Dr. S. Radha-

krishnan had made a distinct and lasting contribution to modern

Indian thought and philosophy. He 'had the unique opportunity of

being an active and conscious participant of modem iidian ihistory

at a time when India was passing through a great crisis in the context

of its attainment of Independence. It was seed-time when free India

had to define its goals and directives anew in order to define its

nationhood and lead its society from petrifying influences of the past

to greater freedom of thought and social mobility. India, at that

time, was a divided nation. It was divided in a thousand ways

socially and politically. The problems of religion, caste and commu-

nity, the irremovable faith in life, negating philosophy of Vedanta

with its debilitating components of theories of Karma and Maya,

which, according to the majority of educated classes, constitute a

drag on peace and progress of the nation, were there staring squarely

in the face of our national leaders. But we are fortunate in that we
had Titans among our leaders who 'had a strong and unerring sense

of history and whose shoulders were broad enough to bear the oner-

ous responsibilities it devolved on them. Mahatma Gandhi, Jawaharlal

Nehru, Sri Aurbbindo, Dr. S. Radhakrishnan, and K. M. Munshi on

the one hand and stalwart academic historians like K. M. Panikkar,

Sir Jadunath Sarkar, R. K, Mukherjee, Mazumdar, and D. D.

Kosanrbi on the other, 'had been trying each in his own way, re-inter-

preting age-old concepts of man, time, space, progress, destiny of

man and the world rejecting or absorbing tbe modem concq)ts pro-

jected Marxism, Judaism Christianity, etc. Of these Jawaharlal

Nehra and Dr. S. Radhakrishnan may be singled out because of their

unwavering faith in the destiny of man and democracy, whose keen-

ness of intellect could pierce through the opaque walk of scholastic

tradition and social philosc^y that has obviously outlived its pur-

pose. They do not think adike, l«it their concern for common man
and reality unites them. At a time when Pandit Jawaharlal

5)
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Nehru was laying foundation-stones for secular democracy in India,

Dr. Radhakrishnan made his voice of serene wisdom reverberate

literally from China to Peru. A celebrated builder of bridges between

the East and West, between tradition and modernity, between religion

and science. Dr. Radhakrishnan has achieved yet another spectacular

spiritual engineering feat of building a suspension bridge between

Vedanta and Democracy. Hhis new synthesis of Hindu religious

spiritualism and man-centered Western philosophy of democracy is

Radhakrishnan’s nearest approach to a history of philosophy.

Dr. Radhakrishnan has absorbed the Christian philosophical

thought as, perhaps, few have done in his own time or never. As Prof.

AM. Mundadan remarks, “He makes his own Christian theological

and Western philosophical optimism and interprets it against the

background of his vision of ilndian metaphysics. The meaning of

history is to make all men prophets, to establish a kingdom of free

spirits. The infinitely rich and spiritually impregnated future, this

drama of gradual transmutation of intellect into spirit, of son of man

into son of God is the goal of history. When death is overcome,

w'hen time is conquered, the kingdom of eternal spirit is established.”

While accepting the optimism of scientific philosophy and some of

the Christian religious tenets, it is significant that he rejected out of

hand the Indo-Ohristian view that would establish kingdom of God
on earth in fulness of time. Nor does he accept that the scope of

history is outside time. It is, he thinks,within historic time.

It ihas 'been observed that Radhakrishnan had rejected the

idea of cyclic time as it breeds the view of utter futility of man’s

endeavour. Traditional Hindu concept of time grants reality to

nothing in the universe. There is nothing that does not change and

pass. As Adi Sankara put it in the SoundarydaharU even gods do

perish at the time of Mahaprdaya and nothing remains. Hence

nothing has value and relevance in the world. “The conception of

time”, says Prof. A. M. Mundadan “as relentlessly reaching on, devour-

ing its creations as it goes along, is like a sentence of death on

values.” But the observation does not seem to be correct. Dr. Radha-

krishnan does not so much reject the idea of cyclic time as modifies

it. He takes each of the four Yugas as self-contained time units,

though, they, in truth, are sub-divisions of Mabakala. Taking this

relative finality of time into consideration, man’s achievement does

not seem so utterly valueless. Nor does he seem to reject the idea of

eternal return. Human history, according to Radhakrishnan, is an

intersection of time and timeless, natural and supernatural. Religion

is not a refuge from the phenomenal world. Contemplation of the

timeless and perfonnance of temporal action are the two comple-

mentary aspects of human nature. Hence action is not without its
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value. Arjuna, he says, is lihe ideal man in whom action and

contamplation are ideally combined.

Prof. Mundadan cites modem writers on comparative religion,

like Mircea Eliade, to dispel the idea of negation and futility often

attributed to the traditional Hindu view of time. “The Indian view

of infinite time, of the endless cycles of creation and destruction, the

myth of the Eternal Return, could be considered an instrument of

knowledge and a means of realising man’s desire to break through

individual and historic time into the Mythical Great Time. The story

of Indra described in the Brahmanda Furam illustrates how Indra is

cured of his pride and is made to transcend the 'historical situation.

“The true story reveals to him the Great Time, the mythic time in

whidh is the source of all beings and all of cosmic events.” The

situation and the lesson drawn are not different, in essence, from the

situation and lesson imparted to Arjuna in the Bhagavadgita, as

quoted by Dr. Radhakrishnan in his Religion in a Changing World.

Radhakrishnan’s concept of history is deeply coloured by his

unshakable faith in man. Though we may characterise his inter-

pretation as spiritual or religious, it i5 in essence, humanistic. He

allows him maximum freedom, and responsibility compatible with the

cosmic events and divine will. According to him, man is not a bundle

of flesh and blood, nerves and muscles. He is a bearer of divine

spirit. The divine manifests through him. An matar is only a

manifestation of the divine in him. It is his upward ascent and as-

cension of the will to restore balance in nature. God is there, but he

does not interfere in human affairs. He does not descend to set mat-

ters right and save mankind from destruction, Man himself will rise

to the occasion. He is the creator of history. God is only the crea-

tor. Man is free to will and choose. No force outside him controls

or directs his actions. Out of his own free will and choice, history

is made as well as his own individual destiny. Karma is there no

doubt but it does not predetermine the course of events or human

conduct. Man’s freedom is not absolute but it gives enough scope

for man to develop freely as he chooses. ''Karma is used to account

for the conditions of life, but man directs his destiny,” Radhakrishnan

avers.

it is wrong to think that man is in the grip of determinism

either of Karma or biology or environment. He is endowed with

the power of choice. He can rebel and protest against unjust social

order. ‘The ethical basis of democracy is faith in the significance of

man”, says Dr. Radhakrishnan and adds, “The human person is not

a mere wave on the ocean of history which fancies that it pushes the

flood while it is carried on by it ... Man can cause new currents to

surge up in history.”
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Radhakrishnan observes that men are now disoriented, dbses>

sed and absurd. One of the dismal aspects of making scientific civili-

zation is the death of human person. The hope for redemption lies

in religion. But no religion today is in a position to penetrate the

consciousness of man. Religion fails to uplift man. He wants a faith

to live by. And the solution lies in spreading a religion based on com-

passion and responsibility. But will man leam lessons from history

and live with responsibility towards future ? It is from history that

we learn nothing, says Radihakrishnan in 'his KMi. But

the possibility cannot be ruled out altogether. The so-called progress

is only outward progress. Science made life more and more comfor-

table. The saga of scientific progress is spectacular and breath-taking.

But morally the world has not registered an inch of progress since the

birth of man. Man’s greed and selfishness increased in proportion to

his material advancement. Consequently there is no guarantee that

he will make a ri^t choice and make the world safe for future. This

should not be deemed as pessimism and that the world is steadily

heading towards a certain doom. One bright thing about man, which

ought to be borne ever in mind, is that he is different from nature

and hence utterly unpredictaible. No external force or necessity

can ever drive him to the wall. He is essentially free, living in a

dark cosy cell. He is the king of infinite time and space. His potentiali-

ties are unlimited. He can transcend his own limitations if only he

wills.

Dr. Radhakrishnan does not hold that progress is inevitable

or continuous. While he accepts that evolutionary force is at work in

the universe, he does not accept that it has a spiritual good to reach.

He does not accept the view of Darwin that the force is blind and has

no purpose at all. Nor does he contribute to the view of Nietzche

that the purpose of evolution is to produce an Uberman (Overman)

living beyond good and evil. He holds that evolution is towards an

end, but the end is not spiritual or a moral. The end-product of

evolution, according to Radhakrishnan, is a morally evolved society

shaped evenly by freedom and responsibility. He calls it Brahmdoka.
It is his equivalent of Gandhi’s Ramarajya. His ideal man is a holy

man; a saint, not a genius or a man of power. His ideal man reshapes

human institutions with' freedom coupled with responsibility with

compassion which embraces aU. He does not work merely for his

own salvation; he accepts to uplift the entire society around him.

Thus he works for Sarvamukti — liberation of the community as a
whole. He transcends his own limitations. Hence, he is unique and
uninvolved. “History”, says Radhakrishnan, “is a matter of unique
individuals involved in unique events.” As he affirms again, “it is

those, who stand outside histoiy, that make history.” The saint, a
Jivanmuka, is a great individual. He is great because he represents
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t/he general will of the people. The general will finds expression

through him. “He is not an irrelevant phenomenon”, avers Radha-

krishnan. (To Hegel, history is a gradual unfoldment of reason). To

RadhakrMinan, however, it is a gradual unfoldment of values, moral

and spiritual. It is interesting to note that while Gandhi and Karl

Marx conceived an anarchaic society as the end-product of evolution.

Dr. S. Radhakrishnan thought of an ordered society in which equality,

liberty and fraternity aire a really realized reality, a society, a haven

of freedom, dreamed of by Rabindranath Tagore in his famous lyric

beginning “Where the mind is without fear”, in his GitmjaH.

NEUTRAL

Indira Sant

(Translated from Marathi by Shrikant Thambe)

Leaning by the massive door-frame

1 stand gazing

At each life leaf dropping

Quite neutrall...y.

Memories do not stir. Eyes do not smart.

Nothing ever reaches anywhere

I might have luxuriated in complete happiness.

Might as well have hardened by sorrow continually dhasing.

Sensations have perhaps gone numb. Or

All this feels like streams of rainwater flowing?

As though uncomprehending

I stand watching each leaf drop.

Quite neutrally.



Dr. RADHAKRISHNAN

An Eminent Exponent of Philosophy

A. RANGANATHAN

“The appeal of history to us all”, comnented Professor G. M.

Trevelyan, “is in the last analysis poetic. But the poetry of history

does not consist of imagination roaming at large, but of imagination

pursuing the fact and fastening upon it.” And seen in perspective.

Professor RadhaJcrishnan’s Indian Philosophy and Idealist View oj

Uje, G. M. Trevelyan’s History 0/ England, Ananda Coomaraswamy’s

History of Indian and Indonesian Art and Rajput Painting and P. C.

Ray's History of Chemistry in Ancient and Mediaeval India are among

the finest examples of “imagination pursuing the fact and fastening

upon it” in the history of twentieth century thought.

In his autobiographical essay entitled My Search for Truth, Prof.

Radhakrishnan observes that “philosophy is not so much a conceptual

reconstruction as m exhibition of insights”. Again, in his Reply to

Critics (published in Prof. Schilpp’s The Philosophy of Sarvepalli

Radhaktislmn), ?ni, Radakrishnan argues that philosophy must

take into accdmif“the rdbrls of the scientists, the intuitions of the

artists and the insights of the saints”. Furthermore, it is this creative

approach of an artist that can he perceived in his voluminous writings

over the decades. And if one quality is to be emphasized, it should

be this, for, of all philosophers, he is the creative artist of the modern

Indian philosophical scene.

Professor Sarvepalli Radhakrishnan is not only a creative inter-

preter of Indian philosophy but also an elegant stylist. Indeed he is

one of the greatest stylists in the history of philosophy. Here are

some sentences culled at random: “It takes centuries of life to make

a little history, and it takes centuries of history to make a little tradi-

tion”, “To be spiritual is to think so hard that thinking becomes view-

ing”; “There can be no comipulsoty conscription in the House of

Truth”; “In liberation, a man becomes his own masterpiece”; “Gwge-

ous flowers justify the muddy roots from which they spring”; “A
millennium is the time when all the heads will be hard and all the

pillows soft”: “The last part of life’s road is to be worked in single
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tile"; ‘‘When the wick is ablaze at the tip, the whole lamp is said to

be burning”; “The path to perfection is a slope rather than a staircase”:

“We cannot put our souls into uniforms”; “We invent by intuition,

though we prove by logic”; “To be ignorant is not the special preroga-

tive of man, to know that he is ignorant is his special privilege.”

Prof. Radhakrishnan’s celebrated volumes on Indian Philosophy

(The first volume was published in 1923 and followed by the second

volume in 1927) constitute a classic in the recent 'history of Indian

Philosophy. Here is certainly the authentic Radhakris'hnan. For these

two volumes reflect the two chanaicteristic features of Radhakrishnan’s

writings — elegance of style and the comparative method. Just as

Professor Das Gupta’s History of Indian Philosophy and Prof. Hiri-

yanna’s Outlines of Indian Philosophy and The Essentials of Indian

Philosophy are models of dialectical exposition, so is Radhakrishnan’s

survey of Indian Philosophy a masterpiece of stylistic elegance. What

strikes the reader is his elegance of style which is sustained throughout

the two volumes covering more than 1500 pages. His chapters on

The Advaita Vedanta of Samkara and The Theism of Ramanuja

constitute the keystone of what could be termed as the architectonic

unity of the two volumes. Again Prof. Radhakrishnan has made use

of the comparative method despite its risks. For example, comparing

Samkara’s theory of knowledge with that of Kant, Radhakrishnan

argues that Kant’s emphasis on the Phenomena as' disting-uished from

the Noumena, results in the Kantian “plurality of things in them-

selves”. This is different from Samkara’s position who believed in only

one fundamental reality. Thus Radhakrishnan argues that “in this

matter Samkara is certainly more philosophical than Kant, who illegi-

timately imports the distinctions of the world into the r^on of things-

in-themselves”.

Agiain commenting on Bradle/s view that the real is the har-

moniouSi Radhakrisihnan makes the following point : “From the stricter

point of view of Samkara, even harmonious truth is not reality. We
cannot -say that reality is hairmony, for the latter means a number

of parts interrelated in a whole. This distinction of parts and whole

is an empirical one, which we are attributing to the transcendental

reality”. Interestingly enough, these differences highlight the unique

contributions made by Indian thinkers to the elucidation of common
philosophical problems. Equally interesting is Radhakrishnan’s com-

parison between Samkara and Ramanuja : “Ramanuja holds that the

divine is the human view enlarged. To Samkara on the other hand,

the real is beyond appearances and truth is beyond thought”. At this

point it is also worth mentioning that despite Radhakrishnan’s evalua-

tion of some of the fundamental doctrines of slndian philosophy in the

light of his own understanding of Western philosophy, he does not

depart from the traditional meaning of the basic texts. To cite an
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example, he describes Sri Aurobindo’s thesis that the Vedic hymns

must be understood at two levels— the psychological - mystic for

the elect and the concrete-material for the common people — as an

'‘ingenious point of view” which could neither be supported by modem

European scholarship nor |}hrou^ the traditional interpretations of

Purva-Mimamsa. Here it is difficult to agree with Prof. Radhakrishnan.

Far from flouting traditional authority, Sri Aurobindo helps us to

return to the sources of our vdsdom. Although it is true that Samkara

has not written on the ‘“Saimihitas” as such, he has commented on the

'’Mantras'* which recur in the Upani^hads. Indeed Sri Aurobindo’s

interpretation of Vedic hymns is something more than “ingenious point

of view”. Actually it is an illuminating point of view which must be

explored further in the context of Samkara’s reflections on this subject.

In the concluding chapter of his work on Indian Philosophy Dr.

Radhakrishnan has stressed that the Republic of “Hindu thought

never developed a Monroe Doctrine in matters of culture”. And Dr.

Radhakrishnan has revealed not only this traditional hospitality of the

Hindu mind in his exploration of the spiritual depths and metaphysical

flights of Indian philosophy, but has also added a new dimension of

sympathetic insight in his interpretation of Buddhist philosophy. As

an interpreter of the Brahma Sutras, the Principal Upanishads and the

Bhagavadgita, Dr. Radhakrishnan who had already included a section

on The Ethical Idealism of Early Buddhism and lectured on GautHma

the Buddha (which was justly hailed as a masterpiece “on a master-

mind iby a mastermind” and won for him the coveted fellowship of the

British Academy) has also commented on The Dhammapada. It is

this universality of outlook combined with an empathy reminiscent of

Vachaspati Misra which has led him to investigate the bearings of

Indian philosophy on politics and literature and the deeper implica-

tions of mysticism and ethics in his perceptive essays on Kalidasa and

Tagore, Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa and Ramana Maharshi, Tilak

and Gandhi. And it is also relevant to note here that Prof. Radha-
krishnan has edited three volumes of philosophical essays — Contem-
porary Indian Philosophy, edited jointly by Prof. J. H. Muirhead w^hich

includes contributions by Mahatma Gandhi, Rabindranath Tagore,

Prof. K. C. Bhattaoharya, Ananda Coomaraswamy, M. Hiriyanna and
Prof. Radhiakrishnan; Mahatma Gandfu^ Essays and Reflections on his

Life containing essays and articles by Albert Einstein, Rabindranath
Tagore, Radhakrishnan and several others, presented to Mahatma
Gandhi on his seventieth birthday on October 2, 1939 and History of

Philosophy, Eastern and Western in two volumes sponsored and pub-
lished by the Government of India in 1952.

“It is an honour to philosophy” noted Dertrand Russell, “that Dr.
Radhakrishnan should be President of India”. Indeed Lord Russell

regarded it as a fulfilment of the Platonic wish that philosophers must



DR. RADHAKRISHNAN AN EMINENT EXPONENT 41

be kings. However, unlike Plato who did not admit poets in his

Republic, Radhakdshnan began his career with an interpretative

work on The Philosophy of Rabindranath Tagore, Here is Professor

Radhakrishnan’s admirable response to Tagore: ‘Tt is the peculiar

glory of great literature that it lasts much longer than kings and dynas-

ties. History bears witness to the power of the human spirit which

endures longer than dynasties and creeds. The political world of

Homer is dead, while his song is living today. The splendour of Rome
has vanished, but the poetry of Virgil is yet vital. The dreams of

Kalidasa still move us like the cry of a living voice, with their poig-

nant sense of tears in human relations, while the Ujjain, of which he

was the ornament, has left her memory to his keeping. The great

mediaeval potentates are forgotten but the song of Dante is still cheri-

shed; land the Elizabethan Alge will ibe remembered as long as the

English language lives on account of its Shakespeare. When our lords

and leaders pass into oblivion, Tagore will continue to enchant us by

his music and poetry. For the value of his work lies in those

elements of universality which appeal to the whole world. He has

added to the sweetness of life, to the stature of civilizaion”. Surely,

Dr. Radhakrishnan’s Republic (in the geographical and cultural senses

of the term) is diiferent from Plato’s Republic!

Seldom in liistory has there been a philosopher so representative

of his age, one who so completely articulates the aspirations of his

contemporaries in ushering in a new era of understanding between

nations. Professor Radihakrisbnan, wiho was the President of the

UNESCO, had also served for a period of nine years on the International

Committee of Intellectual Cooperation set up by the League of Nations,

which included among its members such great scientists and scholars

as the late Madame Curie, Sir J. C. Bose, Albert Einstein and Gilbert

Murray. The similarity between Gilbert Murray and Prof. Radha-

krishnan is truly striking. Like Gdbert Murray who perceived the

values of Greek poetry as constituting a souirce of creative insights in

his understanding of international relations. Dr. Radhakrishnan has

also drawn upon the ancient fountainhead of Indian philosophy in his

assessments of the contemporary international scene. And in its broa-

dest sense. Dr. Radhakrishnan’s career illustrates in a striking manner

the controlling force of the artistic impulse.

The development of comparative religion, partly facilitated by the

anthropological vistas, unveiled by Sir James Frazer, was, however,

mainly due to the publication of Samskrit classics in Europe. The

impact of Indian philosophical thought on Western intellectuals like

Schopenhauer, Goethe, Emerson, Thoreau, Whitman, W. B. Yeats,

A. E. and several others, and Western influences on our leaders such

as Raja Ram Mohan Roy, Tagore, Sri Aurobindo and Gandhi are

some aspects of this cross-fertilization of cultures and civilizations

6)
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leading to a more fundamental cultural understanding between India

and the West. Dr. Radhakrishnan’s famous works entitled East and

West in Religion, Eastern Religions and Western Thought and East

and West are outstanding contributions to the study of Comparative

Religion and the East-West Spiritual Dialogue. Indeed his Eastern

Religions and Western Thought is particularly valuable for its com-

parisons and contrasts between the speculations of Greece, Palestine

and Christendom on the one 'hland and Indian tlhought on theother.

And Dr. Radhakrishnan’s greatness as a p^hilosopher lies in the fact

that ihie -had underscored “the power of spirit in the hearts of men”.

“What we require” proclaimed Prof. Radhaifcrishnan in 'his Inaugural

Lecture on The World's Unborn Soul 'as the first Spading Professor of

Eastern Religions and Ethics at Oxford, “is not professions and

programmes but the power of spirit in ilhe hearts of men, a power

wihich wiU help us to discipline our pasisions of greed and selfishness

and organize the world w'hidi is at one with us in desire”.

DEPRESSIVE NEUROSIS

Prof. EUGENE D’VAZ

I know that I should love,

'bring the rainbow to your sky.

Instead I peel off antidepressants

from strips of silver foil.

I fight demons

fabricated by forbidden hopes

turned true 'by imagination.

Quiet merciful sleep drives them away,

I wake up, having lost one more day,

when love could have been given

for the making of the rainbow garden.

How should I call down the rain?

In 'barren prayer, or in lust that squirms with guilt?

No sapling of promise,

no rose, no tender lily

to tempt morning butterflies,

just a journey from tunnel to tunnel.
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A Great Speaker and Writer

Prof. HUMAYUN KAMR

Sarvepalli Radhakrishaa &st appeared as an author with a book

on i)he pihilosophy of Rabindranath Tagore. This was in a way symbo-

lic, for all his literary activities have centred round the values of

truth, beauty and goodness. A keen student of philosophy, problems

about the nature of man and his relation to the ultimate have

always engrossed Ms attention. He has delved deep into many

solutions, Eastern and Western, that have been offered about the

inner nature of reality. While the search for knowledge has been the

ruling passion of his life, he has been equally moved by the beauty

which resides in the heart of things. It was therefore no accident

that Ms first work of philosophy should 'be based on the work of

a man whose entire life was devoted to the search for beauty and

its expression in word, line and music. Rabindranath Tagore was

essentially an arfist and sought to express 'himself in poetry, painting,

music and drama. Radhakrishnan was moved by Tagore’s deep

feeling for harmony bom out of a fusion of truth and beauty and

felt that it must also be translated into intelleictail terms by the

philosophic seeker after truth.

Truth, beauty and goodness are the M^est values and demand

the total allegiance of man. It is not given to ordinary men to

realise them in their daily lives, for even rare spirits can reach

them only in thdr moments of exaltation. Ordinary men cannot

live on the heights of ecstasy and must normally pursue an even

course in the valleys of daily life. Unless therefore these values are

related to his ordinary experience, the common man feels lost and

cannot incorporate them into his life. It is Radhakrishhan’s distinction

that he has in all his writings sought to realise these values and

mttke them inteUi^ble to the common man.

One can clearly trace the growth of understanding and insight

in Radhakrishnan’s successive works. From a study of Ta^re’s

philosophy of beauty. Radhakrishnan went on to analyse and explain
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the hold of religion in contemporary philosophy. He rightly saw

that in spite of the growing dominance of science, the religious spirit

in man can never be extinguished. He sought to understand the

phases through which philosophy has passed in the manifold tradi-

tions of India and, in the process, he helped to secure for Indian

thinking an assured place in the philosophical map of the world.

He has tried to interpret the significance of religion in the East and

find an explanation why the intellectual tradition became dominant

in the Western outlook. He has in fact helped to develop in the

modern man an awareness of philosophy in its widest sweep which

includes the traditions of ancient Egypt and India, China and the

Arab World as well as the contributions of the modem West.

It is not possible in this brief survey to attempt an appraisal of

Radhakrishnan’s entire philosophical writings. It is enough to say that

they are all marked by keen intellectual insight and a rare power

of reconciling different points of view. In spite of encyclopaedic

learning and familiarity with many different traditions in history,

philosophy and religion, Radhakrishnan's writing is never cumbered

with the weight of arid scholarship. He carries the burden of know-

ledge easily and handles vast masses of material with ease and

elegance. His sharp analytical mind penetrates to the heart of a

problem and records his own judgement in clear and lucid terms.

Essentially a humanist, his writing is cliaracterised by a rare lucidity,

grace and urbanity.

The felicity of style which characterises his writings is seen

even more clearly in his speeches. Rarely has a man used the word,

whether spoken or written, so effectively. Both in *his writings and

his speeches, Radliakrishnan marshalls his material with consummate

mastery. With a phenomenal memory, hardly anything he has read

or heard escapes him. He draws upon a vast accumulation of facts

and theories and presents them with a clarity and orderliness that

is deceptive. It has been rightly said that great art lies in concealing

art. This is true of Radhakri^hnan’s art, for when he writes or

speaks, the words seem to flow with spontaneous and unpremeditated

ease.

Few men can forget the first impact of Radliakrishnan's oratory.

He speaks not only with fluency but also with eloquence. There
is a precision and clarity about his language which is a reflection

of the clarity and precision of his thought. Whether it is a difficult

philosophical problem or a complicated social or political issue,

Radhakrishnan can present the essentials with unrivalled directness

and simplicity. Once when the General President of the Indian
Philosophical Congress was unable to attend, Radhakrishnan stepped
into the breach at the last anoment and gave a brilliant exposition

on the place of intuition in philosophy. When during the stormy
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days of the Indian national struggle, students were swayed with
violent passion and the bureaucracy of the day was considering

severe measures of repression, Radhakrishnan’s intervention blunted

the edge of bureaucratic wrath and turned students’ energies into

more creative channels.

When India became free, Radhakrishnan was among those

who hailed the dawn of freedom, but even on the historic night

of 14-15 August 1947, he considered it his duty to remind the

people of :

“Our national faults of character, our domestic despotism,

our intolerance, which have assumed the different forms of

obscurantism, of narrowmindedness, of superstitious bigotry. Our
opportunities are great but let me warn you that when power out-

strips ability, we will fall on evil days. We should develop competence
and ability which would help us to utilise the opportunities which
are now open to us. From tomorrow morning — from midnight
today— we can no longer throw the blame on the British. We
have to assume the responsibility ourselves for what we do. A free

India will be judged by the way in which it will serve the interests

of the common man in the matter of food, clothing, shelter and
the social services. Unless we destroy corruption in high places,

root out every trace of nepotism, love of power, profiteering and
black-marketing which have spoiled the good name of this great

country in recent times, we will not be able to raise the standards

of efficiency in administration as well as in the production and
distribution of the goods of life.”

Radhakrislhnan has always been proud of India’s great heritage

but in his view it depends essentially on the realisation of spiritual

values. That is why on that historic night he declared :

“Civilisation is a thing of the spirit; it is not something external,

solid and mechanical. It is the dream in the people’s hearts. It

is the inward aspiration of the people’s souls. It is the imaginative

interpretation of human life and the perception of the mystery of

human existence.”

Radhakrishnan has carried this great spiritual message beyond
the shores of India. As one identified with UNESCO from its very

inception, he played a dominant role in establishing its policies.

Like UNEvSCO, Radhakrishnan -believes that wars begin in the minds
of men that the defences of peace must be built. Wars arise from
hatred and hatred is born out of ignorance and unfamiliarity. That
is why he has again and again spoken of the common cultural

heritage of man and stressed the need of miutual understanding and
interpenetration of the great traditions of East and West. At
Montevideo, in India and at Paris,— in fact wherever UNESCO has

met— his voice has been raised in defence of the rights of man
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and the vindication of the ideals which alone can assure peace,

progress and prosperity for all.

India paid Radhakrishnan the great tribute of electing him

President of the Republic. In his Assumption Speech, he spoke in

glowing terms of the great value of Truth ;

“The Supreme is Truth according to all religions. Men of all

creeds and no creed are devotees of Truth, the great Comforter, the

great Awakener. When other things fail, Truth does not.”

In keeping with the tenor of his thought, he declared :

“In our national concerns we adopt democracy not merely as

a political arrangement but as a moral temper. It is of a piece

with our great tradition and habits of behaviour. JVe realise that

freedom has no meaning save in the context of equality, and there

can be no equality without economic justice. These ideals of

freedom, equality and justice are not possessions to be defended

but goals to be reached. We have often lapsed from them and

suffered in consequence. In a mood of humility and national

repentance, we should strive to correct our past mistakes, remove

the indignities which we have imposed on our fellow men and

march forward. We cannot move into the future by walking

backward.

Radhakrishnan’s concern for peace and understanding among

all nations has impressed all who have come into contact with him.

He has reiterated again and again that peace within and among

nations can be based only on justice and mutual accommodation. In

his Independence Day broadcast in August 1965, he declared :

Our world is now unified as never before. We should see

to it that disputes are settled by law and reason. All forms of

violence are symbols of human failure. As responsible human beings,

in this nuclear age, it should be our objective to work for a policy

of peace, friendship and disarm-ament. If we profess fidelity to

the principles and institutions of the United Nations and use

military power in our actual dealings to enforce our views, we
will be condemned as hypocrites. If we believe in peaceful coexistence

and not power politics, we should not look upon our enemies with

disdain and we should not assume that we are always right and
our enemies always wrong. We must achieve a world of law and
free choice, banishing from it violence and coercion. Not merely

charity, but humane, peaceful settlement of international disputes

should also begin at home.

It is easy to speak of charity and understanding when things

go well. The real test comes when violence and hatred erupt in

open conflict. Radhakrishnan maintained a sane and balanced
attitude during the bitter days of Chinese invasion of India in
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1962 and the angry days of Indo-Pakistan conflict in 1965. He

reflected the true spirit of India when he said :

“We have also to avoid any form of hatred of the people

of Pakistan, who are our kith and kin. Friendship with them has

always been our primary objective. It is not our desire to hurt

Pakistan to save India. Our commitment to peace is well known.

We do not believe in any unbridgeable chasms. There are more

things which bind us together than keep us apart. In this dreadful

situation, let us have a few moments of introspection and make

our spirit capable of compassion and sacrifice.”

One could go on referring to many such declarations during

the long and distinguished career of fhe philosopher who is today

President of* India. It is enough to say that he has maintained

philosophical equanimity in the midst of stress and struggle. He

has preached the message of understanding and compassion. He

has condemned injustice and tyranny and urged his people to

resist evil while at the same time seeking to change and reclaim

the evil-doer. By speech and conduct, he has sought to uphold the

ideals which alone give grace and dignity to human life.



SLEEVELESS-BEAUTY

Dr. B. GOPALA REDDY

{Translated from Telugu by D. V. Ramanayya)

Unexpected sight surprises.

Novel appearance pleases.

It was a pleasant vision, that morn.

Sight neither expected nor sought for smiled on me.

Her beauty was natural witii golden complexion

Beauty received me with censor lit.

Joy inexpressible welled up in my heart.

Many a time I met her.

To this emotion I was a stranger.

The sleeveless jacket.

Revealed the treasure trough of youth.

The nonpareil beauty of shoulders

shone like moonlight through clouds,

smiled like rubies brushed up from dust.

Blossomed like a flower in the cupid’s quiver.

Shimmered like a wavelet in the river of tresses.

Dazzled like the eye of lightning.

Youth and beauty sang in unison.

I smelt the fragrance of untimely spring.

Beauty hurts like flame;

But enlightens and inspires.

That mom left indelible impression

in my memory vale.

Adoration for beauty alone sprouted in me.



A DEFENCE OF IDEALISM

Prof. K.R. SRINIVASA IYENGAR

During the latter half of the nineteenth century, English

philosophical enquiry was dominated by the Absolute Idealist

viewpoint. John and Edward Caird in Glasgow, Thomas Hill Green

in Oxford and their immediate followers in one or other of the

Universities made a perfectly British compound of the rigorous

Idealism of Kant and Hegel and the poetic idealism 'of Coleridge

and Wordsworth. With the birth of the new century, the citadel

of idealism found itself attacked from various quarters. Practically

the first shot to be fired was “The reputation of Idealism” by

George Edward Moore which appeared in Mind in 1903.Since

then Idealism ceased to count in serious philosophical circles in

England. The surviving Idealists, — F.H. Bradley, Bernard Bosan-

quet, Julian Webb, Sir Henry Jones, 'Ellis Me Taggart and others—
brilliant and estimaible as they were, betrayed a residue of uncer-

tainty and hesitancy that only increased the doubts of the sincere

enquirer. On the other hand, the substitutes for Idealism showed

a dangerous tendency to multiply indiscriminately. Philosophical

literature became a chaos illumined by rare flashes of lightning.

Pragmatism, so typically American, found an English hd)itation in

F.C.S. Schiller. Humanism achieved varying forms in the hands

of Irving Babbitt, Ramon Fernandez and T. S. Eliot. Henri Bergson’s

‘creative evolution’ saw its English counterparts in Lloyd Morgan’s

'Emergent evolution’ mid Samuel Alexander’s spac^-thne emer-

gents. Realism discovered its sponsors in Bertrand Russell, John

Laird and A.N. Whitehead. Even scientists like Sir Oliver Lodge,

J.A. Thompson, Julian Huxley, and A.S. Eddington felt the

temptation to philosophise too irresistible. Their- standpoint was

definitely naturalistic, but most of them were wise enough to

admit that mere naturalism was not competent to link inferences

that could comprehend the whole universe. Grubb Street was

not idle either. Wells and Bennett and Rebeca West— along with

one-hundred others —vociferously soliloquised like Caliban on

Setebos. Strangest of all. General Smuts came forward with his

7)
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precious ‘Holistic evolution’ and felt convinced that man’s per-

plexities have been solved once and for all. One read the latest

books on theism, rationalism and atomism ; one followed the

unedifying discussions in the leading philosophical journals ; one
was confused, exasperated, reduced to desperation. Whatever was
dear or not, one thing seemed to be certain— that Idealism was
fighting a losing battle with its rivals in the realm of philosophy.

The rivals did not agree among themselves, but it was no matter.

They fell upon Idealism with fury and in its ultimate annihilation

hoped to find their own salvation. It was a question of the Nazis
and the Communists combining to exterminate the Socialists.

Indian philosophy has all along been inspired by the Idealist

view of life. Idealism is in our blood. For us the ultimates of
thought have constituted the base of the fabric of philosophy.
Thought comes first and out of the manifold data of experience
builds up the edifice of knowledge. To the Idealist the vision of
the mystic and the intuitive perception of the seer are not less
valid as experiences, because they are outside the domain of
science as it is at present developed. Naturalism is quite an inade-
quate view of life since it ignores all the concomitants of what
it chooses to call psychical experience. Reason is fairly reliable;
intellect is extremely competent, but there are departments of
knowledge to which it has no access ; intuition, on the other hand,
is infaUible. The intuitive seer has no need to set forth the why
and wherefore of it; he knows with perfect finality. The Idealist
who is willing to enthrone the mind is not out to banish intellect
or reason or logic or science. They all serve their ends and
contribute to the accumulation of knowledge. The affection I feel
for a friend is a kind of knowledge to me and I am fully conscious
ot It ; but I cannot mathematically prove it or scientifically demon-
strate It. A volume of poetry is to me not the complex assortment
of leaves of paper and sweet-smelling leather it appears to be,
nor. as a scientist would express it. a few million billion electrons
and protons desperately impinging against their neighbours a
countless number of times. It is to me rather a treasure of know-
ledge the outcome of the poet’s experiences. Reading the poems,—
even merely recapitulating their ideas and their rhythms-I see

Ihlcwr rae and it is as

Seal «PF®ciation, the more
^ " phenomenon which doesnot mmt Ae way of science. But to deny such experience is not

casual object the starting pomt for a chain of inteUectual andmtM deduefioa wlieh
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portions of the stars— he is indeed a problem to men like William

Archer who would fain express love and poetry and the fugitive

outlines of ravishing natural phenomena in terms of the differential

calculus. Sankara who was as powerfully intellectual as dozen

William Archers, was careful to make intellect the willing slave

of intuition, not the terrible Djin in the Arabian Nights, the slave

who would kill the master who engendered him. Unfortunately,

however, the lesson of Sankara and Ramanuja, Vedanta Desika

and Appayya Dikshita, has ibeen lost upon recent generations of

Indians. We have been content to repeat, the old formulae, chant

the traditional devotional songs, and at best to make a farce of

reading the commentaries at the feet of some master. For the

rest, philosophy in India has been either lifelessly historical or

violently polemical. The Indian Pundit thought that all European

philosophers were mimics and as utterly unworthy of his notice;

a seventieth commentary on the Brahma Sutras was greater than

all Spinoza or Kant. And no doubt the Western Pundit returned the

compliment. Sankara was a third-rate Berkeley and it is obvious

Ramanuja is an amalgam of Christian thought and Hindu Theology.

Thus Idealism seemed to be dead as mutton in Europe no less

than in Asia. One wondered if Shaw’s ‘Life Force’ will after

all be the converging point for philosophical systems in the future.

But it would appear matters are not as gloomy as all that. At

any rate in his Hibbert Lectures on “An Idealist View of Life”,

now issued in book form*. Professor Sir S. Radhakrishnan has

given a new lease of life to Idealism as a practical creed— and

as a philosophical outlook.

There can possibly 'be no doubt that An Idealist View vf Life

is a landmark in the history of philosophy. It is Professor Radha-

krishnan’s most arduous attempt at a contribution to constructive

philosophy. No one else in the modem world can claim his profound

intimacy with the European as well as the Indian tradition in

philosophy. He is that rare phenomenon, “a philosophical bilinguist.”

In his now famous volumes on Indian philosophy, he had laid

stress on the persistence of certain fundamental characteristics

from the remote past down to our own days, minor differentiations

in the various systems notwithstanding ; with singular force and

insinuating eloquence, he had demonstrated the underlying unity

in Indian philosophy behind all the apparent diversity. But is that

all ? Or is all philosophy, Western and Indian, essentially one in

its Idealistic approach to problems of life and conduct? In his

Hibbert lectures. Professor Radhakrishnan takes into account the

* *An Idealist View of Life/ Hibbert Lectures 1929, by S, Radha-

krishnan, George Allen and Unwin.
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thought treasures of all countries and of all times. And he attempts

to discern a unifying attitude to life that shall have the sanction of

the eminent philosophers of the West and the East, that shall do

no violence to our reason nor rudely trick our higher sensihilities.

It is true that the East is East and the West is West— in a material

sense, that is, which alone could have appealed to Rudyard Kipling,

the No'bel-Laureate. But in the pages of An Jdealist View of Life,

the East and the West have really met, philosophy ought no more

to countenance the cleavages of race, creed and colour.

Reading An Idealist View of Life aloud, one feels that here at

any rate is philosophy which is not forbidding, which does not

overwhelm the reader with a mass of incomprehensible veiibiage.

One feels, besides, that the lectures are spoken to one in his

study, with familiarity, with disarming cordiality. Abstract philoso-

phical conceptions are rendered in language that satisfies the mind

but intoxicates the senses. (The Times Literary Supplernmt thought

that the literary charm of the book is almost its greatest asset.)

The transliteration of Sanskrit passages, the occasionally massive

foot-notes, and the strings of quoted authorities may well put

the most hard-headed Pundit to shame : and yet Professor Radha-

krishnan never degenerates to the level of a mere Pundit. In his

criticisms of what he calls the modern substitutes for religion—
Naturalism, Agnosticism, Humanism, Behaviourism. Pragmatism,

Authoritarianism, and others too numerous to mention— he is

specific without being rude, and he shows a capacity for under-

standing, though he promptly explains why he could not accept

the other points of view. Thus : “Naturalism asks us to endure truth

and reverence reality, but we cannot do so if there is a cleft

between Man and Nature. Religion, by insisting on an organic

connection between the world of Nature and the world of values,

delivers us from our isolation and transciency. It, therefore, takes

us deeper than intellect and re-establishes the vital relationship

already at work between Man and Nature.’’ (p. 58) No unnecessary

varnish distorts the even flow of argument. But though the style

is chastened, it is never dull. Ideas are carried out as inevitable

sentences and are adjusted in memorable patterns. The whole
discourse— part summary, part polemics and part creation— goes
winding about and about and when one closes the book one
knows that it is an admirable whole, nothing, superfluous* nothing
ignored. And soon one must read the book again.

The lack of spiritual note in most of the substitutes for

religion is what makes them unacceptable to Professor Radhakrishnan.
They are too much taken up with the earth crust. None of them
“shows an adequate appreciation of the natural profundity of
the human soul.” (P. 82) On the one hand, there is the practical



A DEFENCE OF IDEALISM 53

inefficiency of Religion : for, “by postulating a perfect God who

is responsible for the government of the universe, religion seems

to take away the edge from ethical striving.” (p. 41) On the

other hand, the proposed substitutes for Religion are found to be

thoroughly disappointing. Could it be that philosophy too may

be aible to find a way out of this spiritual impasse ? Professor

Rad'hakrishnan answers in the affirmative : “It is the function of

philosophy to provide us with a spiritual rallying centre, a synoptic

vision, as Plato loved to call it, a Samanvaya, as the Hindu

thinkers put it, a philosophy which will serve as a spiritual con-

cordat, which will free the spirit of religion from the disintegration

of doubt and make the warfare of creeds and sects a thing of

the past” (p. 83) The aim of philosophy thus interpreted, it is

plain that its duty is to “find out whether the convictions of the

religious seers fit in with the tested laws and principles of the

universe.” (p. 85) What exists in its intrisisic fulness is only spiritual

and the uJtimates of the nature of reality could be sooner com-

pehended a priori by a process of metaphysical reflection than by

simple scientific experiment. Religious or spiritual experience, though

it has not the mathematical primness of a chemical equation, has

nevertheless its significant affirmations. These the great sages and

seers of the world have known and they had never thought it

necessary to question their validity. Professor Radhakrishnan

enumerates these several affirmations : there is a mode of con-

sciousness which unlike the perceptual, imaginative or intellectual,

carries with it, “ self-evidence and completeness”; the experience

is not of the nature of a mere conjecture or creation, it is grapsed

as a discovery or a revelation; God is the symbol in which religion

cognises the Absolute of philosophy; the intuitive realisation of

the one-ness of the self and the universe is the beginning of real

knowledge. The question arises whether intuitive knowledge is

irrational. Professor Radhakrishnan is emphatic on that point :

intuition is not a non-rational process; “it is only non-conceptual...

We have throughout life the intuitive and intellectual sides at work...

Intuition is neither abstract thought and analysis nor formless

darkness and primitive sentience. It is wisdom, the rtous of which

Aristotle speaks, the all-pervading Intelligence of Dante.” >(p. 153)

Some of the most moving passages in the book are contained

in the chapter, “The spirit in Man,” in which the author pursues

an inquiry into the causes of man’s artistic achievements. Aesthetic

truths, poetic truths are apprehended not by scientific genius but

by man’s intuitive consciousness. Coleridge’s Kubla Khan is an

edifice of beauty nurtured in a dream. The mystics and the great

artists arrive at the stage of knowing, without going through the

laborious bother of learning. The Alwars, the Acharyas, the
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Saiva-Samayacharyas and the other god-intoxicated souls who have

gone before us but have left us an opulent legacy of song were
“the heralds of the Infinite* the first fruits of the future man
They are the new ‘energents’, the beginnings of a new human
species, the ‘sports’ in the biological expression in whom a qualita-

tively new type is awakened.” (p. 209) Still it may be asked whether
the certainty of God which Intuitive knowledge affirms is consistent

with the general character of the physical world. If the constructive

philosopher could prove that this is the case, then what was
merely intuitive discovery becomes a logically self-sufficient fact.

And this is what Professor Radhakrishnan proceeds to do in the
succeeding chapters. Analysing the basic characteristics of the
physical world we arrive at the primary electrons and protons
beyond which analysis cannot go at present. One notices also the
inter-dependence between every organism and its environment. Though
science is valuable in explaining and interpreting the causal aspects
of events, it finds itself up against a Chinese wall when it tackles
the creative side. Why matter should exist at all’, and why should
the primaries be two, electrons and protons, and not any other
number? Sainer is silent on these questions.

In the two last chapters of the book, “Human personality and
its Destiny and “Ultimate Reality,” Professor Radhakrishnan’s
conclusions crystallise. What is human progress ? “Human progress
lies in an increasing awareness of the universal working in man.
Through the exploring of Nature, the striving after wisdom and the
seeking of God, the individual struggles to achieve a harmony
between himself and his environment. He finds his goodness in
what is more than himself.” While explaining the Hindu theory
of^ Karma, Professor Radhakrishnan compares life to a game of
bridge and develops the simile with consummate art : “The cards
in the game are given to us. We do not select them. They are
traced to past Karma, but we are free t’o make any call as- we
think fit and lead any suit. Only we are limited by the rules of
the game. We are more free when we start the game than later
on wnen the game has developed and our choices become restricted.
But till the very end there is always a choice Even though
we may not like the way in which the cards are shuffled, we like
the game and we want to play The great souls find profound
peace in the conciousness that the stately order of the world

finds his duty and destiny, cannot be subdued to known aims It
seems to have a purpose of its own of which we are ignorant
Misfortune IS not fate but providence.” (pp. 279-80) Answering the

Erl I
^ Universalism is a lower description of the

Universe than ethical individualism or mathematical equation Pro-
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fessor Radhakrishnan argues that though our knowledge may be

clearer when the Universe is approached from the other views of

life, yet “it is this mysterious, unclear and inarticulate knowledge

(of the world as spirit) that brings us closest to reality.” {p. 311)

What then is the nature of the “ultimate reality”? Certain

conclusions emerge. The world is an ordered whole and not an

incongruent patchwork quilt; what exists relative to all else and

individual existents strive towards greater cohesion with their sur-

roundings ; motion, neither irregular nor intermittent, is of the

essence of existence ; the changes that follow have a purpose which

forge an increasing harmony and an ineffalble radiance of joy; and

finally the supreme type of experience, to which the mystics alone

have the key, transcends the axes of human reference and is so

all embracing that it is meaningless- to locate people who have reached

the capacity for such untranslatable experience as anything apart

from the wheel of cosmic process. The ideology of God, too, assumes

a rational interpretation : He need be no anthropomorphic symbol,

nor is it necessary to give him his conge to save ourselves on the

face of reason. “The ultimate creative energy of the world is one

and not many, for nature is too closely knit to be viewed as a

scene of conflict between two or more powers. The first principle

of the Universe possesses unity, consciousness and priority of existence.”

(p, 332) “The process of the world is an mergence, but not of

the type suggested by Alexander. It is an emergence under the

guidance of God who is immanent in the process, though the goal

is transcendent to it.” (p. 339) And lastly : “God, though immanent*

is not identical with the world until the very end. Throughout the

process there is an unrealised residium in God, but it vanishes when

we reach the end ; when the reign is absolute, the kingdom

comes.” (p. 340)

We are now at the heart of the enquiry— the heart in which

is implicit the whole. How is one to define the relation between

the God of religion and the Absolute of philosophy ? Professor

Radhakrishnan is precise in his answer : “While the Abosolute is

pure concioiisness and pure freedom and infinite possibility, it

^appears to be God from the point of view of the one specific

possibility which has become actualised. While God is organically

bound up with the Universe, the Absolute is not... The Absolute is

the foundation and prices of all actuality and possibility.” (p. 343)

Then he goes on to explain how the Indian figure of lila “makes

the creation of the Universe an act of playfulness. Play is generally

the expression of ideal possibilities. It is its own end and its own

continuous- reward. The Absolute mind has a perfect realm of

ideal being, and is free creativity as well. Though the creation of

the world is an accident in the never-ending activity of the
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Absolute, it satisfies a deep want in God. The world is as

indispensable to God as God is to the world.” (p. 344) And then

the whole argument rounds off with this clinching and convincing :

“God is the Absolute from the human end, when we limit down

the Absolute to its relation with the actual possibility, the Absolute

appears as supreme wisdom, love and goodness. The eternal be-

comes the first and last As creator and saviour, God is

transcendent to the true process, even as realisation is transcendent

to progress. This internal transcendence of God to the true process

gives meaning to the distinctions of value and makes struggle

and effort real. We call the supreme the Absolute when we view

it apart from the cosmos, God in relation to the cosmos. The

Absolute is the precosmic nature of God and God is the Absolute

from the cosmic point of view.” (p. 345)

An Idealist view of Life, the trend of whose main argument

1 have tried to summarise above, must be a splendid tonic to

the vast body of cynicism-ridden youths in transitional India. The

book has been hailed with a chorus of felicitations by persons of

the eminence of J.H. Muirhead and William Ralph Inge. Of the

intensity of Professor Radhakrishnan’s convictions and the persisting

glow and glaring vitality of his strife it is surely banal to speak

at this time of the day. That is a part of the public opinion of

the cultured world. The antics of some of the Academic Councillors

of the Madras University are really beneath one’s notice. Other

books by Professor Radhakrishnan, admiraible and extraordinarily

competent as they were, had more scholastic than human interest.

Even The Hindu View of Life was but a glorious, slight thing.

For the first time. Professor Radhakrishnan has given us in An
idealist view of Life a book which is meant for all, and which

is likely to save many, many souls from being ship-wrecked on the

futilities of cynicism. Indians are eternally indebted to the Hibbert

Trustees for having given an opportunity to Profes.sor Radha-

krishnan to integrate his conclusions and formulate his message.

So then, thanks to the timely intervention of the Indian philo-

sopher, the Absolute idealist attitude still remains. The Universe is

not blind destiny : life is not futile, nor religion is a meaning,

it has value. There is ever concrete creative activity. The Absolute is

all-inclusive and therefore full of rush and tumult and impulsion.

The idealist does not picture a static Universe which is rather all-

exclusive. Ideas are supreme and are always with us. The idealist

view of life leaves nothing to conjecture; it learns everything at

first hand, nor waits for an acceptance of it till a string of syllogisms

passes its judgment. On the validity of intuitional experiences and
the eternal attributes of thought. Absolute Idealism raises its

philosophical structure. And in the delectable halls and arches and
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domes and stairs no less than in the totality of grandeur and

symmetry in this exquisite edifice of Absolute Idealism, now renovated

and polished by the devotion and genius of Professor Radhakrishnan,

^ one sees the splendours and the fascinations and the infinities

suggested as yet dimly by the following lines from The Excursion :

To every form of being is assigned.

An active principle howe’er removed

From sense and observation, it subsists

In all things, in all natures; in the Stars

Of azure heaven, the unenduring clouds,

In flower and tree, in every pebbly stone

That paves the brooks, the stationary rocks,

The moving waters, and the invisible air,

Unfolded still the more, more visible,

The more we know; and yet is reverenced least,

And least respected in the human Mind

Its most apparent home.

8)



ADVAITA AND BRAHMASUTRAS

B. KUTUMBA RAO

Baadaraayana’s “Brahmasutras” is one of the three canons of

ancient Indian spiritual tradition, the other two being the “Upani-

shads” and the “Bhagavadgita”. This presents the essential teachings

of the Upanishads in 555 aphorisms in an analytical and coherent

manner, reconciling the apparent contradictions we come across

in the Upanishadic statements, and clarifying the meanings of some

obscure words with cogent arguments based on logic, reasoning

and scriptures.

Acharyas af all schools of thought, excepting nihilists and

atheists, commented upon this work, and interpreted the aphorisms

according to their own lights. Thus arose a mottly of interpretations.

An eager and inquisitive student is at a loss to grasp and arrive

at the correct purport of the Sutras and read the heart of

Baadaraayana

In this context, Advaitins contend that the main import of

the aphorisms cannot but be the Advaita as propounded by Sri

Shankara and that it is so, can be substantiated by a close and

keen examination of the meanings of some Sutras themselves, and

the wording therein.

Among all Sutras, the Sutra "Shmtra drishtyaa tu upadeso

vcmwdevaadmt” ,(Br. S. 1-1-30), is a boon-yielding gem —
Chmtaamani for Advaitins. So declares Sri Paramaachaarya of

Kanchi Kaamakoti Mutt.

Mming of the Sutra — But the instruction here is from the

scriptural vision (Seer’s vision) as in the case of Vaamadeva and

others.

The context — Pmtardana, son of Divodaasa went to Indra’s

beloved place, through war and valour. Indra asked him to choose

a boon. Pratardana said, “You yourself choose for me a boon,

which you deem is most beneficial to mankind”. Then Indra

instructed Pratardana as Mows. “Know me alone I (Indra) am
Praana identified with consciousness ifrafnadj. You meditate upon

me who am life {aayu) and immortality. That one is surely this
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Praana, which is bliss, ageless and deathless. The man who knows

me is not harmed by any act, neither by theft nor by killing

of foetus (Bhrunahatyaa) I killed Visvarupa, the three-headed son

of Tvastra ... etc. Even though I committed such heinous crimes,

not a hair was lost”. {Kaushitaki Upanishat)

Doubt. Indra in his* instruction “know me” referred to himself

in the first person. Then he identified himself with Praana. This

Praana he said is bliss and consciousness, etc. Who is this “me”?

Is it Indra the divine being, Praana the vital air, Jiva, or Brahman

whose knowledge makes one immune from all sins ?

Answer — . Baadaraayana says that “me” here means Brahman.

Indra gave that instruction not as Indra, but as one who realised

Brahman and hence became Brahman. It was as Brahman he

spoke. He instructed Pratardana to meditate upon Brahman. He
eulogised not himself, but the knowledge of Brahman, by saying

“not a hair was lost.”

Baadaraayana says, Indra instructed from scriptural vision,

or seer’s vision. What is this seer’s vision? *'Aham Brahma asmV\

'Tai tvam asr ''Ayam Aatmaa Brahma'\ (I am Brahman, That

art Thou,This Atman is Brahman) etc., which are the Upanishadic

statements, treasure this vision. Indra had this vision and hence

he could speak so. “Know me” (Me — Brahman).

Is there any other such instance? Yes. Vaamadeva, a sage,

and many others spoke in this vein, “Brihadaaranyaka Upanishat”

describes thus. “Whosoever among gods, Rishis, or men know

that (Brahman), becomes that “He becomes all this and is in all.

Sage Vaamadeva saw (know) Brahman, became that, and declared

‘T was Manu and I was Surya”. As Brahman, Vaamadeva also

became all and all-pervading, the immanent soul of all, and hence

declared I was Manu, etc. (Sarvaatmaa) It is in this light that

we have to understand Indra’s instruction, Baadarayana says, This

is Sri Shaakara’s interpretation of the Sutra and based on this he

propounds that there is no difference between Atman and Brahman

who are identical with each other.

Sri Ramanuja here differs from Shankara. Scriptural vision

according to him means as follows. The non-difference enunciated

in the statements '*Taf Tvam asV\ etc., is that which exists between

“Sharira”, body and “Sharirin” the embodied one, “antaryaamin”.

This is the seer’s vision. According to this “Tat” refers to Brahman

and “tvam” refers to Jiva as His body, Jiva stands for all this

gross phenomena. He who has me or thee as his body (Antaryaamin)

and He are the same. This in essence is the meaning of the

sentence “Aham Brahma asmi” or “Tat tvam asi”. According to

this, Indra’s instruction means “Meditate upon him who has me as
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His body”. To get this meaning, Sri Ramanuja enunciates an axiom

that, ‘Words denotative of sharira, body, extend their meaning

to or connote” Dehi — skariri. The embodied also.

Advaitins do not accept this axiom. If we accept this axiom

we have to face many hurdles, they say, and many incongruities

crop up.

(a) There is a Vedic injunction *'Braahmano Yajeta” — A
Brahmin should perform Vedic sacrifices. The word Braahmana,
or Paramaatman and this Vedic injunction should apply to Him
also. This is most blasphemous as then, ‘He’ should also reap

the fruits of that Karma and experience the misery or happiness

resulting thereof.

i(b) The word “tvam” in the vocative case cannot denote the

idea of “the embodied one” (Sariri), and nowhere is it seen so.

(c) The meaning of the word “tvam” does not qualify the

meaning of the word “Tat”. On the other hand the latter is to

be construed as an adjective to the former with the relationship

of “abheda” — non-difference {Tadahhinmh tvmi am). Thou an
not different from Him). Tvam is a Viseshya = noun. Then only
the word “tvam” agrees with the verb “asi” in the second person.
The word “Tat” expressing Paramaatman, in the third person does
not agree with “asi”. “Tat” is not the body of “tvam”. Similarly in

the sentence “Aham Brahma asmi” Aham = Jiva, also must be the
“Viseshya” as it alone agrees with the verb “asmi” in the third

person. Construction of these sentences, or the words in the
sentences in the reverse form is not admissible.

(d) At this juncture, we have to consider some other Upani-
shadic sentences. In the Aitareya Amnyaka (2-246) we have the
following sentences addressed to the Being in the solar orb **Tctt

Yoham Sosm£' ''Yosm Soham*\ He is the same as I am, 1 am
the same as He is. Similarly Jabalis declare as follows, “Oh,
glorious deity. I am what you are. Thou art what I am”. CTvam
va aham asmi Bhagavo aham vai tvam asV).

Here there is reciprocity between He and I, and you and
I, Here Aham means ‘T = Jiva, Tvam = Paramatman (Dehi
Antaryami-~the embodied in most of all.) Here there is no
trouble with the sentence “Aham vai tvam asi”. Thou art me

IqT
your body— or the embodied in me).

Tvam^^ vai aham asmi” cannot be construed likewise. It must
mean I (your body) am thee”? But Paramaatman can never be
the body. Words denotative of body may connote the embodied
one, but Paramaatman the embodied one cannot connote the body.
It may however be argued that the word ‘Tvam” means Parama-
atman possessed of all virtues and “aham” means Paramaatman having
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“me’’ as his body. Then there can be identity between the two.

In fact He is the same in both the instances. But in that case

there is no use of reciprocal sentences. One sentence “My inner

self art thou” is only sufficient. We cannot say reciprocity strengthens

the idea of identity, because there is no doubt at all as to the

identity of the “antaryaamin” and the Paramaatman. There is

doubt in the case of the identity of Jiva and Paramaatman only,

because of their finiteness and infiniteness in many respects. So

the said axiom cannot be accepted and hence the Advaita or

nondifference alone of Jiva and Paramaatman has to be accepted.

Some Sutras also are not favourable to the Visishtadvaitins

“Aakaasah Tallingaat” (1-1-22). This Sutra decrees that the word.

“Aaakaasha” = space in the Upanishadic sentence, all things

originate from space, merge in space— space is greater than all,

and is the ultimate goal” {Chandogya 1-10-1), denotes Brahman

alone, because of the Brahman’s indicatory marks (all things

originate, merge etc.). According to the said axiom, space, one of

His bodies, must also denote Him having itself as His body. Then

there should not arise any doubt. Since Baadaraayana framed this

Sutra, we have to conclude that he did not approve of this axiom,

and the resulting interpretations thereof, and hence framed

this Sutra.

The aphorism ''Sukha Visishtmbhidhmnaadem chd^ (1-2-15

also is not favourable to them. The context is as follows. Sacrificial

fires instructed Upakosala a celibate who tended them with care

as follows : “Praana is Brahman”. Bliss is Brahman”, “space is

Brahman” (Chandogya Upanishad 4-10-4), Upakosala said, “I know

that Praana (Sutraatman) is Brahman. I do not know how bliss—
which is the result of contact of sensory organs and their objects,

and is ephemeral and the inert material space— can be Brahman,

the eternal and consciousness. The fires replied, “That which is

Bliss is space and that which is apace is Bliss”. Here the word

s:pace is qualified by bliss. By this we have to understand that

the space spoken of here is not the material space, but Brahman

the infinite, that is, possessed of bliss (material space does not

possess it) and is bliss itself. Now then the Sutra says, the word

space here means Brahman, as the space is said to possess bliss.

According to the axiom, the word space can directly connote

Brahman, when there should arise no doubt as to its meaning and

no necessity for this Sutra. Baadaraayana evidently did not accept

this. So he used the word “Visishtaabhidhaanaad” in the Sutra.

Another Sutra '*Atmm hi tu Upagacchantr (4-1-3) also be-

comes superfluous and unnecessary, if Sri Ramanuja’s view is

accepted.





Dr, SARVEPALLI RADHAKRISHNAN

The Man and his Evolution

K. ISWARA DUTT

It is ON' THE EVIDENCE furnished by history, in no niggardly

measure or feeble tenor, that I salute Radhakrishnan as one of

the most unusual men of his time, if not of all time. Today, he is

a Titan—perhaps even on a global scale—^but his rise to the present

patriarchal position is replete with revelations that both illustrate

and establish the uniqueness about him.

There was no paucity of giants when he was yet to build

himself up. Cast in difierent moulds but all 'heroic, each in his

way, war-lords like the Kaiser earlier and Hitler later, ideologues

like Lenin and Stalin, liberators of the stature of Churchill and

Roosevelt, and luminaries in the respective realms of science and

literature, Einstein and Shaw, were names reverberating across

the vast spaces of the earth, when Radhakrishnan was quietly

wrestling, alike with the problems of universities and the secrets

of the universe. In a country contemporaneously swayed by the

spiritual splendour of Sri Aurobindo, the intellectual effulgence of

Rabindranath Tagore, the moral grandeur of Mahatma Gandhi

and the political dynamism of Jawaharlal Nehru, we find Radha-

krishnan unobtrusively but decisively emerging as a cultural ambas-

sador, in his own right and in a stride as authentic as it is synthetic.

If, by the time of the Armistice, at the end of the First World

War, he distinguished himself as the author of the philosophy of

Tagore, by the time the Second War ended, he shattered the acade-

mic calm of the universities in India as well as abroad, by his

exposition of Gandhism as the only answer to human hatred and

violence, without prejudice to his purely individual contribution to

contemporary thought in philosophy and religion.

His arrival on the diplomatic scene in Free India was a turning-

point both in his own life and in the history of the country, for it was

only when the Arctic .snow visibly thawed under his feet, that he found

his tryst with destiny. His return to India as Vice-President-designate
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was truly suggestive of a springtide. The world had not to wait

long, for the happy consummation of the hoary Platonic conception

of philosophers being crowned kings. The rise of a philosopher with

a religious background, as the Head of a Secular State, handsomely

illustrates how rarely in a long, long way across the ages, things

“by season, seasoned are to their right praise and true perfection.”

And while philosophy—only perhaps incidentally—is, in Browning’s

memorable phrase, “pedestailed in triumph”, we find the man, clad

in its armour and enthroned without the customary trappings,

waving to us from the pinnacle, with an almost unknown friendliness,

benevolence and compassion.

One could see that the Indian universities could not keep him

within their confines for long, nor could one miss in him, even in

those now far-off days, the spark that ignited the celestial fire. His

first leap was from Madras to Mysore, but the migration from one

university in the South to another, was to him something like the

Vicar’s from the blue bed to the brown. It was the call from Cal-

cutta in 1921—the great Asutosh Mookerjee’s—that he (Radha-

krishnan) should join the University as King George V Professor

of Mental and Moral Philosophy—that tended to wake him up

from any lingering doubts about his future eminence—1 say, lingering,

as he did seem to linger on assuring himself that he was the man
for the place. The idea of succeeding a giant like Brajendra Nath

Seal and too, while he was but thirty, was possibly holding him back.

I recall what the dazzling C. R. Reddy, one of Radhakrishnan’s

earliest and greatest admirers and highly valued friends, told me :

“I had literally to bundle him out of Mysore”. It was indeed an

export that meant for the South “more than elephants laden with

gold, and camels bearing precious stones and rare spices”, could

ever fetch !

His twenty-year association with Calcutta was perhaps the

most eventful period in his life, first in bringing him on the all-

India stage and then gradually projecting him on the international

screen, whether as a philosopher or a cultural ambassador, or as

a writer or a speaker. When he took up the Vice-Chancellorship

of the Andhra University and later of the Banaras Hindu University,

he was given all the facilities by the Calcutta University while for

three years in succession, from 1938 to 1941, he could get leave in

Calcutta so that he might hold, at Oxford, the Spalding Chair of

Eastern Religion and Ethics. He felt he had given the best part

of his life to the University of Calcutta and gave public expression

to his feeling more than once whilel* on their part, the Calcutta

University and the Bengalis as. a people, have taken him into their

bosom with a certain warmth.
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Between the exit from Calcutta in 1941 and the assignment

on the diplomatic front that he took up in Free India, Radha-

krishnan’s great work was confined to his Vice-Chancellorship of

the Banaras Hindu University and Giairmanship of the Education

Commission, both in the cause of the re-orientation of Indian

education. But as always, of considerable significance were his

exhortations to the youth and the nation. Few in our country had

delivered more convocation addresses or more stirring ones. A
voice so thrilling never was heard, from the ranks of the country’s

academicians. It was not merely the form but the content of his

addresses that came as a revelation as much to Indian politicians

unaccustomed to political fervour on academic platforms as to British

Chancellors only accustomed to listen to pious sermons. I remember

how, on hearing Radhakrishnan as Vice-Chancellor of the Andhra

University, my old Liberal Chief. C. Y. Chintamani was lost, both

in admiration and despair, firmly, if a little bluntly, said : Let me
at once tell you that I have at last come across an Indian who can

beat Srinivasa Sastri in his use of the English language. As for

Ins ideas,, would unhesitatingly describe Radhakrishnan as an

academic extremist.

Not many know that, long before it became a practice to

talk in terms of a new social order, Radhakrishnan raised the cry

that new sense of social wholeness alone can stem the rot in

our present condition” and that "‘no State is stable unless it procures

for all the members the essentials of a good life.” Some may still

recall that in 1934, Malcolm Hailey, Chancellor of the Allahabad

University (by virtue of his office as Governor of U.P.) was red

with rage, as Radhakrishnan dared to euologise the Mahatma in

terms of finality : GandhVs appeal will be written not only by the

side of the utterances of the great national leaders like Pericles

and Cicero, or Washington and Lincoln, but also of the great

religious reformers, as that of one of the immortal voices of the

human race in all that relates to the highest effort of men and

nations.

It was during the Second War that, in his address to the

Agra University Convocation, he declared :

Are we to stand up for Britain simply because we must

avoid the worse alternative of Nazi despotism ? Before

it is too late, 1 hope, Britain will establish her good faith at

the bar of history, by implementing her many pledges and

declaring that India, not at some undated future but

immediafsly after the war, be a free and equal country

in the commonwealth of nations.

9)



66 TRIVENI, OCTOBER - DECEMBER 1988

And one heard the voice of a prophet of a new world order in

his appeal to the alumni of his own University at Banaras :

Wherever men love reason, shun darkness, turn over

towards light, praise virtue, despise meannes, hate vulgarity,

kindle sheer beauty, wherever minds are sensitive, hearts

generous, spirits free, there is yoitr country. Let us adopt

that loyalty to humanity instead of a sectional devotion to

one part of the human race.

It is of the utmost significance that Radhakrishnan, for all

his emphasis on the spiritual side of life and moral values, has not

only not neglected, but shown supreme concern for, a new social

order which alone could ensure material contentment and healthy all-

round development. Let us hear his words at the Asian Relations

Conference in 1946 :

Let me tell you that there is no such thing as a spirit

working in a vacuum and it is impossible for us to have

any kind of spiritual life or development where our bodily

health is so weak and when society is so unhealthy. Unless

you build up a great social world, where all ordinary men
and women irrespective of their status and economic posi~

tion are given the fundamental rights which are open to

all human beings, it will be impossible for us to have any

kind of spiritual development

It was not so much because of his great standing as an edu-

cationist or unexcelled power of eloquence but because of his

advanced thinking and evangelical zeal for a new world order and

his evolution as cultural ambassador, in the line of Vivekanada and

Tagore, that, on the attainment of Independence, Jawaharlal Nehru
happened to fix his eye on him, first as the man who alone could

possibly make Stalin smile and then as the one man who could

well take up the Vice-Presidency and, in God’s good time, fill

the enlarged stage, to the manner born.

Towards the close of the first half-century (the twentieth) and

at the beginning of the second half, it was given to Radhakrishnan

to be moving between the Oxford University as a Professor and the

Chancellery in Moscow as the Indian Ambassador, without any
strain at either end. It must be set down as one of the miracles

in modern diplomacy that one who never concealed his horror of

a godless system, won the confidence and respect of the Soviet.

It had not taken him long to be on friendly terms with Stalin

whom he used to address as ‘ Marshal ’ while Stalin

was known to call him ‘Professor*, not contemptuously as Bismarck
used to refer to Gladstone, but with due deference to his learning

and wisdom.From my personal talks with Radhakrishnan, I could
know that he found himself on the right side of Stalin, by just

being frank and treating him as a man, not as a monster. It was
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just like Radhakrishnan to have told Stalin that, in his view, Soviet

Russia was two States—a Police State and a Welfare State, and

that his country (India) would not like to have anything of the

former but everything of the latter. It was a joy to Radhakrishnan

to have had it from Stalin that they (the Russians) were,

what they were, because of What they had to go through, and that

India was under no obligation to copy from Russia anything that

did not suit her. And nothing made him happier than that on

one occasion when he found the Marshal rather pale, he could

ask him to take care of himself, just pat him as a fellow-human

being, and find him visibly moved. The typical Radhakrishnan

way did the trick. It was his great triumph that he pleased Com-
munists all over, without ever placating Communism I

Naturally none was happier than Prime Minister Nehru who
had earlier been baffled by the iSoviet neglect of, or indifference

to, the Indian Embassy at Moscow. His own appreciation of Radha-

krishnan’s record and role abroad found concrete expression. When
early in 1952, Maulana Azad—^always on intimate terms with

Jawaharlal Nehru—^gently raised question of Vice-Presidentship of

the new Republic and suggested the name an ex-President of the

Congress, he was as gently told by the Prime Minister that “I have

already offered it to Radhakrishnan and he has accepted my invi-

tation.” Not even the ex-President of the Congress whom the

Maulana suggested could question the wisdom of the Prime Minister’s

choice. Indeed (let me say this in fairness to him) he joined the

rest with alacrity in hailing the appointment. A politically astute

man, he said to me : He will make an ideal Vice-President indeed,

we have in him a future President.

The first impact of the Vice-President was felt only when he

took the chair to conduct the deliberations of Rajya Sabha. The

dignity, ease and authority with which he handled the House were

a revelation to those who were not familiar with his way and

manner when, as Vice-Chancellor, he used to command “the

applause of listening senates.” Rajya Sabha meant Radhakrishnan,

and it was because of him that the House vied with the other in

commanding wide attention.

It was a tribute to his personality that he was bigger than

his office, that he made it really big and that it was because of

him, it came to acquire a new importance. It was to him that the

Prime Minister invariably turned, for carrying to the different

parts of the globe fhe message of India, as a Secular State with

Socialist goals, and as a country pledged to Peace, on the basis

of non-alignment.

In a four-week tour of the United States, Radhakrishnan spoke

on a variety of subjects, ranging from global democracy to the

future of modern civilisation and exhorted the American nation,
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particularly the youth, to produce the creative minority which will

reveal to the American conscience the ideals which have animated

this great people from the time they asserted their independence

down to today.

He regretted that '‘there are times when America’s voice is

not heard in clear tones” and wanted the universities to do their

duty by standing as sentinels of Democracy, with the full knowledge

that Democracy means the reconciliation of difference not the

obliteration of differences.

He also defined Democracy as “spiritual good manners.” He

made no secret of his apprehension that of the people who professed

to believe in Providence denied God in practical life and he

rebuked them for the contradictions in life so manifest in the

ways of “theoretical believers and practical atheists.” The keynote

of his utterance was wakefulness to the challenge of stark, if ugly,

realities. Warming up to his theme in a broadcast from Toronto

(where he hopped to, from Washington) he jraised his voice on

behalf of the Asian and African nations struggling to emancipate

themselves from bondage—^political, economic and racial—and said :

There is a world revolution in progress, and it is utterly

independent of Communism. The hungry, diseased, des-

pised inhabitants who form the bulk of the nomContr

munist world demand economic progress and development.

If we hesitate to attack and answer these problems, others

will exploit our inertia and inefficiency. What we want

today is not the American way or the Russian way but

the human way.

This is the voice of a man whose place is with the great

political philosophers in history who insisted on applying “the

test of eternal principle” to the momentary task or the immediate

problem. There can be no question of misunderstanding—or of not

understanding—a man with a message : The world needs a soul : it

may not be an identity of outlook but it must be a unity of

spiritual aspirations.

Everyone who knew that, for all his regard for Rajendra

Prasad as an unsullied patriot and estimable man, Jawaharlal

Nehru had not thought of him but of Rajagopalachari for President-

ship, also knew that in 1957 he was definitely thinking in terms of

Rajendra Prasad’s retirement and Radhakrishnan’s succession. Yet
current Congress thinking asserted itself in the manifestation of

Rajendra Prasad’s second-term hegemony, in a way, to the dis-

appointment of both Jawaharlal Nehru and Radhakrishnan.

The story has not so far been told at length by any, of those

exciting days when till the last minute, Radhakrishnan was hoping to

be sponsored as President, with Rajkuimari Amrit Kaur as his
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own successor in Vice-President’s gaddi. It was doubtless a great

strain to Radhakrishnan to have been kept in suspense, and a

greater strain it was to have been subsequently made to feel, much,

like Curzon in 1923, that he was dodged of his destiny. The dif-

ference was that, while in such poignant moments, Curzon easily

broke down at the end and literally wept, Radhakrishnan took it

all, with an imperturbable equanimity and in an undisturbed com-

posure, wortliy of a philosopher’s reconcilement to the ways of the

world.

The aftermath was not without tensions and trials. Not

accustomed to the rough-tumble of active politics, unreconciled to

the manoeuvres and machinations of seasoned politicians, and

disinclined to put up with the drudgery of a second term while

extended Vice-Presidentship could hardly add a cubit to his stature,

Radhakrishnan was in no mood to continue. His mind, a little

tired of serious diversions from cloistered seclusion, turned to the

academic pastures and Parnassian springs. He resisted a second

term with all his might and despite untold pressure. Dhebar, Pant,

Azad, Rajendra Prasad and Jawaharlal Nehru—all of them indi-

vidually failed to carry conviction to him and persuade him to

relax. It seemed that he was packing up.

Luckily, Jawaharlal Nehru was not the man to let him go.

He knew that he would miss the presence of the one man who

not only talked to him always without inhibitions but gave him

wise and disinterested counsel, and who alone, among the higher

heirarchy, could keep the image of India abroad, untarnished. From

oral talks it came to commitments on paper— and a stage arrived

when Jawaharlal Nehru and Radhakrishnan set their stenographers

aside and one wrote to the other in one’s own hand—^and too, in

the “yours affectionately”—spirit. To both, there was no relief yet.

It was the feminine touch that brought it at last. It was when

Radhakrishnan received a touching letter from Indira Gandhi that

her father was visibly upset and that Delhi without him (Radha-

krishnan) would be “unthinkable” that Radhakrishnan felt moved

to the core of his being, sat up in a prayerful mood and at once

wrote to Jawaharlal Nehru that he decided to place himself in

his (Jawaharlal Nehru’s) hands. The tremors having all gone,

everyone found the earth solid again.

As President he is, by virtue of what he is, the only one

of his kind in the world-setting, for as the late K.M. Panikkar

epigramatically put it, Radhakrishnan is, apart from being Head

of the State, Guru of the Nation, Here is a President who, with

unwearying solicitude and unfailing concern for the welfare of the

people, not only advises the Government but also admonishes it
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when he feels he must. He has never ceased to think of the ills

of the world and of his major work in life, for everything, not the

Presidentship of India excluded, comes to him, next to the establish-

ment of the greatest religions, the Religion of Spirit.

To what extent, or in what measure, Indian Presidentship can

be effective in the creation of a new world order, depends perhaps

less on the man who wears the Presidential mantle than on those

who having found the man, are disposed or not, to profit by their

own choice.

India, now so lamentably dwarfed, can ask for no greater

benediction than for his pre-eminent primacy in the scheme of

things.

n
Nothing stands—or can ever stand—^in the way of one, bom

to achieve things, however difficult or seemingly impossible. Of

this dictum, Radhakrishnan is a shining, indeed outstanding, example,

“Do you know where your greatness lies in ? — I asked him, on

his efflorescence into President and, without waiting for an answer

to the question which naturally amused him, I said :

Here it is : you come from the South which is politically

non-strategic: you are a Brahmin when to have been born

as one is to suffer from a grave handicap in the peculiar

Indian climate; as an academician you have been far

removed from, or few too rerrtote to, the seats of power;

you were not in active politics, to have found yourself

behind prison bars to your advantage; you have never

sported a Gandhi cap; you wear no khaddar and, above all

this your speak no Hindi q and you have arrived where the

gates of the Rashtrapati Bkavan are flung open to you.

Is this not something undreamt of ?

There was something more than a smile playing on his lips;

he heartily laughed. Well, the fact is that Radhakrishnan rose to

be President, by sheer gravitation.

Radhakrishnan’s birth in the hamlet of Tiruttani, in the

religiously sensitive belt of Tirupati-Tirumalai, had a profound in-

fluence on him from childhood. In his early years he was not

above want but the home was not wanting either in piety or wit.

He had to look after himself since he was cut off from his parents

at nine. Though he was precocious as a pupil, he was rather

indifferent to studies, his mind having begun to be agitated by the

far more serious problems of life, into which he was to probe later.

Nothing helped to stir his mind more than his early education

in Christian institutions, for it was then and there that, because
of his sharp reaction to the subtle, it deliberate, attacks on Hinduism,
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he assiduously laid the foundations of “the counter-attack from the

East” which he was later to lead, with astonishing success. By the

time he took his Master of Arts Degree in Philosophy, he acquired

all the confidence that he needed to influence his generation. How
revealing it was that while undergoing training as a teacher, it was

his proud privilege to have been invited by his Principal—^it was

Hensman, I think—to handle the class (to which he himself

belonged) in Psychology! Such academic sway continued to be his,

till other realms beckoned to him as smilingly, and with a ready

welcome awaiting him.

Twenty years of his allegiance to Calcutta against the above

background, tended to widen the basis, and enliven the spirit, of

his cultural synthesis. There are things more enduring than dhoti

on the body and rice in the gullet, that unite the Andhra and the

Bengali—the influence of Brahmo Samaj, the cult of Swadeshi, the

spirit of renaissance in art and letters. It is comforting to think

that Radhakrishnan has helped his Andhra to repay, in no small

measure, its debt to Bengal—the Bengal of Ram Mohun Roy and

Keshab Chunder Sen, of Ramakrishna and Vivekananda, of Sri

Aurobindo and Rabindranath Tagore,

Yet, it was Oxford that gave him his first great chance in

life to command the world’s attention. One of the two Honorary

Fellows of the Oxford University, among Indians, it was there

that, by his intimate association with it and his incandescent ex-

position of Hindu Philosophy and Eastern Religions, he blazed a

trail of his own, so much so that to him at any rate Oxford was

emphatically not “the home of lost causes.”

Wliether it is in regard to outlook on life or in the matter

of emphasising its essential values in a declining moral order,

nobody has so decisively been the very embodiment of Hindu

Dharma as Radhakrishnan. It is also characteristic of him to have

brought to his utterances the breath of Sanskrit and invested them

with its classical dignity and authority.

The world is quite familiar with the public image of President

Radhakrishnan as an Aoharya of patriarchal eminence and universal

veneration. Yet far more lovable is the man at the fireside, on

whom sits so lightly all his greatness and to whom nothing is more

repugnant than a sense of importance. By his side all class distinc-

tions disappear; indeed, in his presence there is no room for

‘gradations’ and ‘degradations’. All are equal: it is a true Socialist

society in a spiritual sense. Rarely do we come across another

who can so readily put a visitor at ease, whether he is a dignitary

or one from the proletariat.
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He finds time in the course of the day, to go through a large

number of newspapers and periodicals with an alert mind, so much

so that nothing of any importance escapes his attention. His

voracious reading is hardly confined to journals. Amidst the day’s

manifold engagements and pressing pre-occupations, he finds time

to look into the latest books.

And it is amidst the unavoidable interviews, or despite them,

that Radhakrishnan finds time, not only to dispose of such official

papers as call for his attention but also his personal correspondence

which is by no means slender or negligible. Scores of letters from

men of different ranks in life he clears each day, dictating replies,

however short, out of the humane consideration that even a mere

acknowledgment from him will mean some relief to the recipient.

God knows how many inquiries flow from the letters he is flooded

with, each passing day, for such is his large-heartedness that no

person is too humble, or no matter too trivial, for his kind attention.

Vastly receptive indeed is the mind of the man who has

perforce in the course of a single day to talk about myriad things,

from the tremendous to the trivial and from the grave to the gay.

Both a good listener and a charming conversationalist, he is good

company for those who would like to do the talking as well as

for those who love to hear good talk. For, nothing is more striking

about Radhakrishnan than that he, whether in conversation or

speech, talks often with a deep understanding, sometimes in noble

indignation, and always with clarity. ‘

It would be too much to claim that Radhakrishnan has always

been able to stand the test of his own pontifical wrath and moral

chastisement. Possibly there were occasions, however few, when he

softened on being confronted with cases of deviation from ' the

code at levels higher up or in quarters nearer home. This is certainly

something short of perfection, but we -can all be sure that Radha-

krishnan is the type of man who, by paying the penalty with

his tears for the lapses of those whom he is sometimes obliged to

condone, certainly creates a moral climate wholly uncongenial to

the growth of evil. May be that his is more the Satyagrahic than

magisterial approach to wrongdoers. By nature, he is forgiving while

forgiveness has its limitations. “Why does so and do like that is

his way of expressing displeasure mingled with surprise.

It was not without sweat and toil, or without effort and disci-

pline. that he had risen to great heights. He had his trials in life,

and some very severe ones too ; he had to reckon with men whose
pleasure lay, at one stage, in obstructing his path and impeding his

march; and with situations which chilled his spirits. But never

did he allow his sense of dignity to suffer or his sense of self-reliance

to falter.
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He has achieved whatever he has—from giving status to Hin-

duism in the world to annexing the highly coveted Order of Merit

(which is neither a title nor a decoration but a mark of the highest

distindion within the gift of the British throne)—with a quiet

strengh and he unceasingly strives to bring the world nearer,

\Hiich is his life’s ambition. As said of a great 18th century man

of letters, ‘'no one among his contemporaries gathered so large a

store from the records of the past; no one toiled with such

steadfastness to enrich his age.’* Radhakrishnan is fully conscious

of his eminence, hut never do we find him flaunting it in our face,

with a view to overpowering us.

It is but given only to the world's elect to endure adversity-

without bitterness atid meet triumph without intoxication. I have

seen Radhakrishnan in moments of depression but never found

him morbid; I have also seen him in moments of elation but never

found him excited. His is a fa<^ hardly ever furrowed by frowns

Anger, rancour and pettiness are foreign to -his nature. One never

misses in him the kindly smile, the soothing word, and the healing

touch. He is both a charmer and a healer, for perennial in him

are the springs of benevolence. I have known other great men with

equal intimacy and have received their affection in abundance but

I can think of no one who could approach Radhakrishnan in the

two sovereign qualities—which single him out from all the rest-

serenity and sweetness.

As my thoughts turn to Radhakrishnan, 1 am irresistibly

reminded of Wliittiefs beautiful lines which are so eloquently sug-

gestive of the Man :

Ati inborn ^race that nothing lacked

Of culture or appliance^—

The wmmih of genidil courtesy^

The edm of sclf^reTmnce.

September 1%6
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LIVING WITHIN THE YOGA APPROACH TO PSYCHOLO-

GICAL HEALTH AND GROWTH, Selection from the v,'orks oi

Sri Aurobindo and the Mother, compiled with an Introduction

B> A.S. Dalai,

Pondi(*hery : Sri Aurobindo Ashram, 1987 . Price not mentioned.

The book under review, Life Within The Yoga Approach to

Fsyckohgicd Health and Growth is a very useful and a professional

attempt at describing the problems of human mind and practical

remedies for them through Integral Yoga. As the writer describes

to us the relationship of mental health and Yoga, “the Quintessence

of mental health . . lies in a change of consciousness, from one that

is governed primarily by the outer consciousness of the physical,

the vital or the mental to one that reflects more and more an

inner or a hi^er consciousness. “(Introduction P. uxvi). Thus,

the intention of the book is presenting some of the principles and

purposes of Integral Yoga from the writings and commitments of

Sri Aurobindo and the Mother for assuring the positive mental

health to human beings and making the vital mind realize the

Divine Peace, Bliss and Knowledge.

The book is systematically divided into dealing with different

states of mind, for progressing from the “physical” mind, passing

through the “vital” mind and finally reaching the “vital physical”.

Disturbances of the mind are caused by impure and unholy thoughts.

Anxiety and unruly tlioughts result in “mental noise”. “The mind

must learn to be silent, “we are told. There are four movements

to reach a state of purified mind. They are, to observe, to watch

over, control and master our feelings. Detachment from our

action is an essential quality in this regard. Likewise, fear and

depression cause “disturbances of the vital’^ Remorse and

repentance are the natural responses of the vital, wljen jt commits

a mistake. How can we transform the vitol mind from an insecure

mind in the direction of a peap^ul piiad? Can do so

sincerity, aspiration and petseveraiice., SobconSGirtk. is “the lower

basis of ignorance,” and its actions are *irratirinal, m^hanical
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and repetitive." Finally, the last chapter, '"Exercises for Growth

and Mastery" is the most crucial and operative part of the book.

Here, the writer lucidly describes the various Yogic practices. We
feel. Yoga is a vQry concrete exercise. It involves selection, identi-

fication and desire for the liberation of the self to widen one's

self to reach out the Divine self. There are methods and practices

in this. Some are based on simple psychological and emotional

principles, such as self-awareness, concentration and self-observation.

But, at its core, the effort is purely spiritual, to seek that “imer

light’' around that “psychic centre”. The Question is how to rouse

the inner consciousness. By a process of dynamic meditation, and

self-identification with “something vast", we can liberate our limited

self into the vast, universal self. This is, perhaps, the best part of

the book. The book is an organically knit and well-conceived, an

addition to Sri Aurobindo scholarship and to the practice of

Integral Yoga. Though the book is a compilation, there is an

unmistakable stamp of authenticity and conviction in the presenta-

tion of the material.

Reviewed by Efe. M. MADHiiSUDHANA Rao.

RABINDRANATH TAGORE : A STUDY OF WOMEN CHA-
RACTERS By M. Sarada,

Book No, 8503. New Delhi : Sterling Publishers, 1988, PP 148.

Pricr. Rs. 100/-

The book under review, Rabindrmiath Tagore : A study of

Women Characters seeks to make a social, or even socio-political

and psychological study of the women in Tagore’s fictional world.

The writer of this book lays emphasis on the realistic and psycho-

logical portrayal of Tagore’s Women Characters in his novels. The

book is usefully divided into 11 chapters and provides an historical

overview of the socio-political, cultural, religious and other influe-

nce:. on the Bengali women folk at the turn of the century, in

the First Chapter. In the last chapter, as a conclusion, the writer

tries to classify Tagore’s Women characters under various heads,

such as the Heroines, Mothers and Aunts. Excluding these two

chapters, there are altogether 9 chapters, each chapter dealing

with one specific novel.

It is true that the writer of this book does make a very patient

and perceptive study of the “inner workings, the crisscross move-

ments of their (of the characters) thoughts “(p. 128), as she puts

it. Tliiroughout this book, the writer, M. Saradas makes a close

study of the socio-cultural and religious milieu, in its state of
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tlux and d}iiamic change. The writer succeeds, at least to an

appreciable degree, in making us feel the inner mind of Tagore's

women. There is a rich diversity in Tagore’s women, both in his

conception and rendering of them. As the writer says, these

characters are ‘*as varied as life itself". In any case, one will not

fail to notice the same nature of events and the recurrent causes

for such events, in the lives of these women. It may he a quest

for economic or moral freedom, (as in Bimala) or it may be an

interest in the cult in modernism, which is an important streak of

their personalit5^ in all these women. In any case, as the writer

rightly says, Tagore’.s women are for more comple.x, and vital

and profound than their men who “look dull, drab and dry".

Thus, M. Sarada’s presentation of Tagore’s women in this

book is sound and the book is eminently readable. Sometimes, one
may get a feeling that, there is a persistent attempt at summarising
than analysing each character. But all in all, this book, said to
be a pioneering venture, in this regard, bears out rich scholarship

and the appended bibliography is comprehensive and useful.

Reviewed by Dr. M. Madhusudhana Rao.



TRIVENl

DIAMOND JUBILEE CELEBRATION
Report of the function in Guntur on 9|li April, 1989

The Diamond Jubilee of TRIVENF was celdDrated in the

Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, Guntur on the 9th April, 1989 under

the presidentship of Padmabhushan Prof. K. Satchidananda Murthy,

Vice-Chairman, University Grants Commission.

There was a public meeting on the 9th April at 6-00 p.m.

The proceedings began with an invocation.

Dr. Bhavaraju Narasimha Rao, Editor of TRIVENl, welcomed

the gathering.

In his welcome address. Dr. Narasimha Rao presented a vivid

picture of TRIVENl since its inception to date. He recounted his

forty years' association with the late Sri Kolavennu Ramakotiswara

Rau, the founder-editor of the cultural and literary English quarterly,

‘TRIVENl’, Vho lost every thing for TRIVENl’.

TRIVENl, in its battle for survival, had to move from place

to place. Started in December, 1927, it had to be publidied from

different places— first in Madras, later in Bangalore and then

for a pretty long period at Madiilipatnam where Dr. Narasimha

Rao had to shoulder total responsibility from its print to editorial

level, ofcourse inclusive of its circulation too. After the demise of

Sri Ramakotiswara Rau in the year 1970, he had been editing

TRIVENl. His was a heavy responsibility as printer, publisher and

editor of TRIVENl.

TRIVENl had to face financial crises from time to time, the

hardest being in the year 1988, when it was on the verge of being

wound up. To Dr. Narasimha Rao’s pleasant surprise, the philanth-

ropist, educationist of Guntur, Sri C.V.N. Dhan came to TRIVENI’S

succour with a spontaneous and unconditional offer of financial

assistance to keep TRIVENl alive, when they met at A.I.R. Station

in Vijayawada. Sri Dhan agreed to look after all aspects of the

journal except the editorial side. The septuagenarian Dr. Narasimha

Rao with failing health, felt happy and found it convenient to

shift TRIVENI’S publiation from Madiilipatnam to the great

cultural centre, Guntur. Sri Ramakotiswara Rau, in 'his advanced

age, placed his darling child ‘TRIVENl’ in Dr. Narasimha Rao’s

hands whom he deemed to be a worthy successor and now. Dr.



Narasimha Rao has entrusted its care and protection to a competent

and capable successor, Sri C.V.N. Dhan who functions as a joint

editor of the journal.

As the wheel of time swiftly moves on, TRIVENI is now
more than 60 years old and is celebrating its Diamond Jubilee.

Dr. Narasimha Rao appealed to the elite gathering to shower their

blessings on TRIVENI and extend their invaluable cooperation

for its longevity and prosperity.

He was very happy that the august function was being presided

over by Prof. K. Satchidananda Murthy, a philosopher of

international repute and an authority on Indian philosophy.

Paying rich tribute to the late Sri K. Ramakotiswara Rau and

hoping that the journal will receive the same appreciation and

support from the readers for its upholding of high cultural and

literary values, in future too, as it does now, Dr. Narasimha Rao
concluded his welcome address.

Prof. K. Satchidananda Murthy, in his presidential address,

traced the history of cultural and literary renaissance in India and

lauded the remarkable contribution of Sri K. Ramakotiswara Rau
in this sphere through his journal “TRIVENI”.

There was renaissance in Bengal, Maharashtra and elsewhere

in India. There was no connection between various renaissances.

The minor renaissances could form a great Indian symphony of

renaissance. Sri Ramakotiswara Rau was the first who caught the

rhythm of renaissance. To know what was happening in each other

linguistic areas, it was felt essential to translate the works in dif-

ferent languages and make them available to people through English.

For evample, to take a Kannada poet or a Malayalam poet and
make him available in translation to people of other areas.

Sri Ramakotiswara Rau started a journal in English in TRIVENI
in order that there could be a kind of inter-provincial harmony,
that there could be kind of “Federation of Indian Culture” to be
established on the basis of being able to understand what the dif-

ferent peoples of India were doing in their own languages, in

their^ own art media etc., and to see the same kind of impulse,
idealism and the same great aspiration vibrate them all. This was
the idea which enabled him to bring TRIVENI, he said

Short stories in Indian languages were translated into English
for the first time. Articles about different kinds of thinkers, poets
and artists of different regions were published in Englisii for the
first time. History of literature, history of people, history of thought,
to a large extent, history of events -nay, whatever called literature
could find place in the pages of TRIVENI, Prof. Murthy observed.

TRIVENI was devoted to the triple stream of “love, wisdom
and power.” The great experiment started by Sri Ramakotiswara



Rau went on for sixty years. This is what Sahitya Akademi, New
Delhi, later wanted to try and what the Government of India is

trying to do with huge resources at its disposal. Sri Ramakotiswara

Rau did great national service which could not be excelled by any
other organisation, opined Prof. Murthy.

While underscoring “Indianness”, he referred to the ancient

philosophical definition of Indianness which states
—“The unity of

man realises the unity of mind. Indianness consists in realising the

unity of man through the unity of mind.”

He showered encomiums on Dr. Bhavaraju Narasimha Rao,

the second architect of TRIVENI, under whose editorship for

about two decades, it marched ahead in upholding high cultural,

literary and moral values. One could not afford to miss the vital role

Dr Bhavaraju had played in running ^TRFViENI’ even when jyi

Ramakotiswara Rau was alive, he remarked. He was all praise

for TRIVENI for its tremendous contribution to the promotion

of “Indian Unity”.

Prof. Satchidananda Murthy's informative and educative pre-

sidential address was the highlight of the function:

Sri C. Raghavachary Editor of ‘VISALANDHRA’, described

“TRIVENI” as “Open University” which produced eminent journa-

lists such as Kotamraju brothers, Sri M. Chalapathi Rau (M.C.),

Sri K. Ishwara Dutt and other stalwarts. He spoke about the colourful

and mighty pen of Sri Ramakotiswara Rau and his super mastery

of English.

He expressed his unhappiness and anguish over the steep

decline of the standards of the present day journalism. Cheap

money and commercialism are ruling the roost in the modem jour-

nalistic world. The proprietors of newspapers and periodicals as

well as the journalists are ignoring the former two in the triple

motto of “inform, educate and entertatin” and are wholly and

solely committed to the third item, “Entertainment”. This is the

sorry state of debased current journalism which needs immediate

rectification. Journals like TRIVENI committed to high cultural,

literary and moral values are the need of hour, he stated.

He paid glorious tribute to the late Sri Ramakotiswara Rau
while extending simillar eulogy to his worthy successor Dr,

Bhavaraju Narasimha Rao.

Later, Dr. Bhavaraju Narasimha Rao presented mementos on

behalf of TRIVENI to sri K. Satchidananda Murthy and Sri C.

Raghavachary.

Prof. Satchidananda Murthy honoured Dr. Bhavaraju Narasimha

Rao with the presentation of a shawl.

The most striking aspect of the occasion was “through out

the proceedings, from the beginlng to the end, pleasant and tingling

‘cultural and literary’ perfume pervaded^’.

The finale of the function was the Vote of thanks by the

joint Editor of TRIVENI, Sri C.V.N. Dhan.

— Mammm Balakrishna Rao.



Messages wishing the DIAMOND JUBIL'EE of TRIVENI have

been received from the following Gentlemen. —
Sri K. Brahmananda Reddy, Governor of Maharastra, Rajbhavan

Bombay
Sri Ch. Ramoji Rao, Eenadu — Hyderabad

Prof. L.S.R. Krishna Sastri, Andhra University

Sri Potturi Venkateswara Rao, Editor, Andhra Prabha

Dr. Dhara Ramanadha Sastri, Ongole

Sri Gunturu Shesendra Satuna, Hyderabad

Dr. D. Anjaneyulu, Madras

Sri Gangadhar Gadgil

Sri N.S. Krishna Murti, Nellore

Sri P. Rajeswara Rao, Eluru

Sri K. Siva Rao, Tenali

Sri V. Subrahmanyam, Indian Express, Machilipatnam

Sri N. Balarama Reddy, Tirupathi

Sri S.S. Krishnaji, Kakinada

Sri M.L.N. Sastri, Madras

Sri D. Ramalingam, Hyderabad

Sri S. Narayanaswamy, Madras

Sri P. Raja, Pondicherry.

Sri B. Ramamurthi, Madras

Sri M.R. Rao, Coromandal Fertilisers Limited, (Marketing Services

Manager)
Dr. M.R. Appa Row, Ex. Minister, Nuzvid.

Sri T.T. Vasu, Madras

Dr. Sankara Sreerama Rao, Editor ‘'Avataar Mehar” Eluru

Sri K.C. Kamalaiah, Madras

Sri K.R. Nayak, Ohairmjan & Managing Director, Andhra Bank,

Hyderabad.
Dr. R.S. Mugali, M.A., D. litt„ Bangalore.
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With Best Compliments From:

THE K.C.P. LIMITED

Ramakrishna Buildings

2, Victoria Crescent Road

Madnas-600 105.

Manufacturers of:

SUGAR AT VUYYURU & LAKSHMIPURAM,

Krishna Dist. A.P.

INDUSTRIAL ALCOHOL & DENATURED
SPIRITS ETC., at

Vuyyuru, Krishna Dist. A.P.

PORTLAND CEMENT At Macherte,

Guntur Dist. A.P.

MACHINERY for complete Sugar Factories and

also for Cement, Chemical Industries etc-, at

Tiruvottiyur,

Madras-600 0T9.

Telegrams and Telephones

:

Reg. Office

:

KECEPE — MADRAS 470687

Sugar Factory

:

KECEPE — VUYYURU 217 & 451

Sugar Factory

:

KECEPE — LAKSHMIPURAM 46 & 343

Branch Office:

KECEPE — VIJAYAWADA 76015

Cement Factory:

KECEPE — MACHERLA 1 & 4

Workshops

:

KECEPENG— MADRAS 552201

Telex

:

041-6801 KCP IN — Regd. Office

041-8375 KCP IN — Engg. Unit (Ma^r^-19)

0475-289 KCP IN — Sugar Factory an^

Distillery, Vuyyuru.



USE APL BULBS, TUBES & LUMtNAlRES

FOR MANY EXTRA HOURS OF BRIGHTNESS

AND FOR LONG LASTING LIFE

USE APL FANS FOR COOL AND

COMFORTABLE LIFE

Products from

:

THE HOUSE OF

Andhra Pradesh Lightings Ltd.

(A joint Venture of A.P.I.D.C.,)

Head Office

:

3-5-94/5/1, 1st floor

Rajemahalla

Narayanaguda

Hyderabad-500 029.

Plant Office

:

Industrial Development Area

Belfary Road

Anentapur-51,5Q04 (A.P,)
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With Best Compliments From:

TGL Group Mairketini

Servic(es (sratgelm)

P. B. No. 72, ADONI-518301 (AP)

(A Leader in Marketing Consumer products)

PRODUCT RANGE

1. Papers

2. Personal Stationery

3. Soaps and Detergents

4. 'Poshak' and 'Nafed' Vanaspeti

5. Oils and Oil Cakes

6. Quick Foods

a. Refined Oils in Pouches and Bottles

b. Ground Masalas

c. Instant Mixes

d Snacks

e. Soft Drink Concentrates

w

m

w

m

m
w

m

m
w

m

TGL GROUP MARKETING SERVICES—MANY THINGS
TO MANY PEOPLE

m





IF YOU LOVE TO LIVE CAREFREE

YOU HAVE A LEADING ORGANISATION BEHIND YOU

MARGADARSI, the trusted name that shows the way

to plan your money. Always behind

you to back you up with ready finance

in moments of need. So you save

as a matter of habit And

like every good habit, it brings you

added rewards through dividends. Yes,

MARGADARSI means much more than

saving, it's a proven way to make

money work hard for you. It is an

investment in prosperity, convenience

and security.

» MARGADARSI CHIT FUND
% PRIVATE LIMITED

Margadarsi House

Abid Centre

Hydenabad-500001

^ WHEN YOU THINK OF MONEY,

^ THINK OF MARGADARSI.

m
m
n
m



Grams: "COALFERT"

Vijayawada

Phones : 76165

74245

77020

65695

POSANI BHASKARA RAO & COMPANY

Distributors and Dealers for

:

FERTILISERS, INSECTICIDES & COAL ETC-

(Vdmn. Office

:

TIONEER HOUSE'

Bandar Road

Labbipet

Vijayawada-520 010.

Phones : Off. 76165, 74245, 65695, 77020.

THE PIONEER FERTILISER COMPANY
(Proprietors; POSANI FERTILISERS PRIVATE LTD.)

'PIONEER HOUSE"

Bandar Road

Labbipet

Vliayawadai520 010.



VYSYA BANK will pay you Pension I

It Is not surprising

:

I

I

9

In fact your own savings in our TARAMPARA
DEPOSIT SCHEME* will earn you a substantial

pension month after month — for ever, after

maturity of the Deposit

it is simple

:

Start saving Rs. 100/- per month for 120 months.

From 122th month, start receiving Rs. 169-90

every month — for ever.

You eat your cake while having it, your savings

of Rs. 12,000/- which grows to Rs. 20,557/- will

still be yours till you choose to close the account.

Our Special Services
; ^

GIFT CHEQUES for your near and dear. ^
CENTRALCARD to pamper your lifestyle. ^

The Vysya Bank Limited I
W

Admit. Office : 3
St. Marks Road q
pangaIore-1. ^

Regd. Office
: ^

Avenue Road. ^
BangaIore-2. ^

Chairman : RAMESH GELH
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With Best Compliments from

:

BLL FINANCE AND INDUSTRIES LIA/IITED

FGF FINANCE AND INDUSTRIES LIMITED

GODAVARY OXYGEN LIMITED

^ No. 19, 1st Floor
alj?

Nagarjuna Hills

Hyderabad-500482.

Phones : 221127, 222748.

With best compliments from :

P. Dasaradha Ramaiah & Son,

Dealers

:

Hindustan Petroleum Corporation Limitedl

Agraharam

Guntur-522 003.
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i T. T. DEVASTHANAMS
T I R U P AT I

Dear devotee.

There is no gift worthier and nobler than Annadana.

In our country, giving food to the needy and the poor is

not merely a service, but e hoary tradition practised

since ‘/edic times. It is said that one who offers food is

placed among the Devas.

Sri Venkateswara Nitya Annadana Scheme, aimed

at providing free and wholesome food to the devotees

visiting Tirumala, launched by the T. T. Devasthanams

in 1985, has become a glorious success. There has

been an overwhelming response from philanthropists all

over India.

The quality of food was also immensely appreciated

by the public. The benefit of this unique Annadana

scheme is now enjoyed by most of the pilgrims at

Tirumala.

With a view to providing wonderful opportunity to

the common devotee to contribute his mite in the Nitya

Annadana Scheme, the T. T. Devasthanams has recently

decided to slash the slab considerably. Enough you just

pay Rs. 1000 or in multiples and serve a noble and be-

fitting cause, thus enabling TXD. to preserve ^the time-

less tradition of Annadana.

if your heart goes out to those devotees coming

from farflung areas, join the modified A^madana

Scheme and have the pride of partnership in this sacred

service.

Vedas affirm that fc^d is life animating 'fhe"^ inner

energy. Annadana is a measure transcending

the’ ilirthly qualities, ^^nnadana shotUd; thfSrelere, Ifl

done.

—Bodhayana
Executive Officer
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HERITAGE g
The HERITAGE marks the birth of a new genre. ^
A magazine worth preserving ^
Issue after issue ^
The HERITAGE will bring you the best of Ipclian fiction. ^
It will give ypM lofty glimpses of the nation's vast and ^

varied heritage — through interpretation of its

traditions, legends and aspects of its culture.

The HERITAGE will be a hold alternative to many

publications.

Single Copy :
Rs. 8/-

Annual Subscription Re- 96/-

CHANDAMAMA PUBLICATIONS
188, N S K Salai

Madras-600 026.

w

w

m CREATIVE FORUM ^

§
w
m

(A Quarterly Journal of (Jontemporary Literary Writing)

Qhjef Editor

:

U. S. Bahri

mm-
Pr. R, K. Singh

Miss Ravinder K. Bahri

Subscription

:

INDIA

IndiyidMOl fts. 50.00

institutional Rs. 'j Qb.OO

(Air Mail rates on request)

Ct!Pqyis/l^,Q./Prafi§ to he prepared iq the name of

and sept to

:

Bahri Publications Private Limited
57, SANT NAGAR
POST Box

NEW DEmHt0065

ELSEWHERE
US S 25

US B 35



Grams : PORTRUST Telex : 0495/235
Phones : 64841 to 64849

ip®®f 'ffiaitu’
Major port on the east coast of India almost mid-way
between Madras and Calcutta;

A port accommgcj^ting 1,20,000 DWT ore vessels;

The deepest port of the country;

Port with versatile cargo handling equipment and

modern floating craft and locomotives;

A port with vast estate for port based industries;

A port with extensive road and rail net work;

A port with adequate covered storage accommoda-
tion in the form of transit sheds, storage sheds and

warehouses;

A port having vast open space for storage of

cargoes awaiting shipment or movement to the

hinterland;

A port with efficient labour force;

A port accommodating 20 vessels at a timp in the

harbour;

A port haying the rpost modern fishing harbour with

excellent bunkering and repair facilities and

accommodates 80 trawlers and 350 mechanised

boats;

A major convenience to India’s foreign and

coastal trade;

Catalyst par excellence for rapid industrialisation of

the hinterland;

A port for efficient, fast and safe handling of

break bulk and unitize cargoes; ^

A port achieving record handling of various cargoes

such as steel colls, cpking copl, thermal coal locA

phosphate, iron scrap, sugar, sulphur, ferro products,

wire fopd coils, slipinps

A port with two 50 tonne gantry cranes in container

park to handle eontafnlifs; ’

Port having heavi^s:^ aepfpily pranf^of 150

tonnes for overside operations;

Port with the geppralrcqiTiTbMlk cargo berth

of the country;

Port having off-shore tanker terminal to accommo-

date4^50,0004WT tankers.



Not Just note books

And hire purchase

A P S T C
Speeds ahead
into the future

Over 17 years of outstanding service.

A.P.S.T.C. has dedicated itself to boosting up the trade

environment in Andhra Pradesh.

Wherever whenever, any type of assistance is called for,

A P.ST.C. is there to meet the challenge.

* Developing the export culture in the state.

Providing import support.

* Handling of Air Cargo.

* Channelising the dispibution of identified products.

* Marketing of goods manufactured by small scale

Industries.

* Hire Purchase Scheme for lending a helping hand to

the financially shy.

* Lepakshi/Lepakshi Nandi note books and stationery

products for the student community.

A.P.S.T.C's active involvement has been
commendable.

And this commitment continues.

A. P. S. T. C. Taking the leap towards nie^er horixons^

Andhra Pradesh State Trading
Corporation Limited

(A Government of Andhra Pradesh Undertaking)

5-1M74; PATEW'MAfDAN ROAD
HYDERABAD -600 001

,



With Best Compliments From ;

Cable ; SUNDARAM

?n
?T?

Telex : 471 - 215 PSS Telephones : 2 1 6 1 1

24848
m

2 1852

m
?r? f'l^

POLISETTY SOMASUNDARAM (P) LTD., ^

Tobacco Exporters

P. 0. Box No. 99

GUNTUR - 522 001.



With Best Compliments from ;

TELEX : 471 202 Phone : 3 0 0 4 6

Grams : "EMDEEKE"

A Jewel In the field of Jewellers

MOHAMMED KHAN & SONS

JEWELLERS

Gold, Silver & pearl Merchants.

Brodiepet, 4 th Line,

GUNTUR — 522 002



WITH BEST COMBUMBNTS FROM : 9
9
9
9

Grams : ''VIKOS“ Phone : 21956

VIJAYA & Co.,

Main Road,

G U N T U R - 522 003.

DEALERS FOR : HMV PLAYERS &

RECORDS,

AHUJA AMPLIFIERS,

PHILIPS RADIOS,

9
9
9
9
9
9

9

9
9
I
9

9
LAMPS & FITTINGS, WATCHES, CLOCKS B

9
9

& CALCULATORS B



Dear customer.

Parents are the best planners. They plan for the

welfare of their children. The most important part of

planning for the children is giving the best of

education, health and build a bright future for

them. As partners of p/'ogress,Banks actively assist

the parent's plans, assist the children of today to

become builders of tomorrow. We, in Andhra Bank

have an unique offer to assist the plans of parents

come true^ through our unique scheme,

^'SISHU NIDHI" .

Additional benefit:

The depositor can avail the benefit of Mediclaim

coverage upto Rs. 13,600/* on making a deposit of

around Rs. 800/- additionally. For details contact our

nearest branch

INVEST IN

ANDHRA BANK'S

‘SISHU NIDHr

— CHILDREN’S

EDUC4TIONAL SCHEME

Right saving for bright growing



ANDHRA BANK’S ‘SISHU NIDHI’

1989 - YEAR OF THE CHILD

Assured money flows

while your child grows
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With best compliments from :

wmmii

Phones : Off. 33476

Res. 30476, 31457 m

CITIZENS’ PRINTERS

PRINTERS & PROVIDERS

Main Road

Arundelpet

GUNTUR - 522 002.

With best compliments from : ^

Grams : ‘SBL WELL’ Phone: 31185 ^

GAS AND GENERAL TRADERS

H P. OAS DISTRIBUTORS 3
3rd Line ^
Brodiepet ^

GUNrrUR-522 002 . 3



The Binod Mills Company Limited, Ujjain,

(Including ; Bimal Mills)

SPECIALISED IN MANUFACTURING:

• POLYESTER SHIRTING & SUITING

* POPLIN * BLEACHED LONGCLOTH

» RUBIA * PATTA

* PRINTED DRESS MATERIAL & YARN.



With best compliments from :

m
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Cauvery

Engineering Industries

HILL STREET

SECUNDERABAD.

*
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13 With best compliments from : H|
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Sri Balaji Iron &

Steel Merchants

a

a

a

a

2020, PAN BAZAR,

SECUNDERABAD. 500003.

a
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With best compliments from ;

EVEREST

COMMERCIAL CORPORATION

R.P. ROAD,

SECUNDERABAD.

With Best Complimentsfrom :

* Hand Composing (Press)

^ Carpentry

^ Motor Mechanic(vehicle)

Fitter

don bosco

technical

sehool/ITl

Ring Road
Guntur - 522 007

A.P.

?«3S9eee«9
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With Best Compliments from

0 Phone : 6 6 5 3 4

m
^ EMCEE ENTERPRISES
Si

/Ti

^ Distributors for

GOA ANTIBIOTICS & PHARMACEUTICALS LIMITED

6-1-127, Padmarao Nagar

SECUNDERABAD - 500 025

( A Goveratnent of India Enterprise )

m
m
m
m

m
m
m
w

With Best Compliments from

Phone : 6 6 5 3 4

VENKATRAMA MEDICAL AGENCIES i
6-1-126, Padmarao Nagar,

SECUNDERABAD - 500 025

Distributors for :

1 . Hindustan Antibiotics Limited, Pune.

(A Government of India Enterprise)

2. Wallace pharmaceuticals Limited, Bombay.

3. RAPTAKOS Brett Sc Company Limited, Bombay.

4. Merind Limited, Bombay.

5. Smith Stanistreet Limited, Calctito.

(A Government of India Enterprise)



s

A Pace Setter for Rural Prosperity

SAKTHI SUGARS have emerged as the first in the country
to have handled over one crore tonnes of sugarcane and
converted the same into superior quality white crystal

sugar within Nineteen years of its inception.

SAKTHI SUGARS have engineered a breakthrough in

sugarcane production with innovative technology and the
farmers have achieved a successive increase in the yield

of sugarcane to 45 tonnes from 28 tonnes to earn an
additional income of Rs 40007- per acre.

SAKTHI SUGARS have enriched the springs of rural life

by contributing over Rs. 20 crores as Sugarcane price

annually to over ten thousand farmers ( a bulk of whom
are small and marginal farmers ) and generating gainful

rural employment to over fifty thousand families in the

primary, secondary and terltiary sectors, with its second
unit at Sivaganga to crush 2500 TCD fast coming up is

geared up to serve an additional ten thousand farmers

in Pasumpon Muthuramalingam District of Tamil Nadu.

SAKTHI SUGARS have established a modern foundry

for producing superior quality S.G. / Grey Iron Castings

for automobile industry in the country,

SAKTHI SUGARS have promoted a number of ruraf

development programmes. (1) Sakthi High School
provides a conducive environment for study and develop-

ment of rural children, (2) Sakthi Institute of Technology
promotes the technical skill of the youth and (3) V.M.
Kaiiasam Hospital with a chain of mini Primary Health

Centres provides medical care for the region.

SAKTHI SUGARS spread sweetness to millions of homes
with her superior quality white crystal sugar.

SAKTHI SUGARS stand poised for greater strides in the

years to come.

HEAD OmCi Regd. Office & Factory:

180, Race Course Road Sakthi Nagar : 638 315.

Coimbatore : 641 018. Erode R.M.S.



A Pioneering work of great national value and

importance

The Encyclopaedia of

Indian Literature
(Volume II)

Chief Editor - PROF. AMARESH DATTA

A Prestigious publication of the Sahitya Akademi,

ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF INDIAN LITERATURE, In five

volumes (Demy quarto), comprising surveys of literary

movements and trends and notes on established authors

born in or before 1947, and on significant books in 25

Indian languages Including Sanskrit, Pali, Prakrit,

Apabhramsha and Indian English.

The second volume of more than 900 pages is just

published with entries from Devraj - Jyotirishwara. This

volume contains, among other things, detailed notes on

the growth and development of dictionary, drama,

encyclopaedia, epic, essay, folk literature, etc. In most

of these 25 languages, besides transliteration chart and

an editorial note on the 2nd volume.

The volume I, which was published last year, contains

entries in alphabetical order from A to Devo. The project

will be completed in 5 to 6 volumes covering Indian

literature of about 5000 years in 25 languages including

Sanskrit and Indain English.

write to - Price Rs.400/-per volume
Sales Manager Less 10% discount
Sahitya Akademi,
'SWATrMandir Marg,
New Delhi 110 001
Tele: 35 32 97

Rabindra Bhavan, 29, Eldams Road,
35,Ferozeshah Road, Teynampet.
New Delhi 1 10 001 Madras 600 018
172 Mumbai Marathi Block V-B,'

Granth Sangrahalaya Rabindra Sarovar Stadium,
Marg, Dadar, Calcutta 700 029
Bombay 400 014



For the best modern

Telugu Literature

Navabharat

Book House

Eluru Road

VIJAYAWADA.

(Andhra Pradesh)
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8 KAVITA INDIA f^,
HESPERUS REVIEW

^ A Bilingual-English-cum- ^
^ Hindi-Quarterly ^ English Literary Quarterly

^ Editor : A. Chittaranjan sahay V|^

^ ^ Editor : Gautam Chandra

^Subscription : For one year ^ Chunder,

^ Rs.40/- ^
^ 23, Nirmal Chandra Street

^ KAVITA INDIA ^
S ^ u ^ CALCUTTA- 700 012.
O Kavita India House, ^
^ South-east Chaturbhujasthan,^ Bengal.

Muzaffarpur-842 001. ^
W BIHAR, y/ =*• Donation per year Rs. 25.

With best compliments from :

Phone : 30037

ANANDA BHAVAN

Cofifee and Meals Hotel

Main Road

Brodie pet,

GUNTUR - 522 002.
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With best Compliments of :

AGRIMMCOR
PRIVATE ilMITEO

TOBACCO EXPORTERS

** Regd. Office ;

81 Mangalagiri Road

M Post Box 15

Central Office ;

26, First Floor

ChockaliQgam Nagar

jSI GUNTUR-522 001. MADRAS-600 086.

Grams : AGRIMMCOR Grams : AGRIMMCORM
Phones : 22262, 22261 Phone : 454450

IS Telex : 047I-273-AGR

81

#8liai8l8»jQ|l8l8(8l8l8l



With Best Compliments From :

GOGINENf TOBACCOS

PRIVATE LIMITED

POST BOX No. 49

GUNTUR - 522 001

GROWERS, PROCESSORS, REDRIERS, AND
EXPORTERS OF

ALL VARIETIES OF TOBACCOS

Cable : “TABBAC” Telex No, : 471-224 GT IN

Phone : 2 4 3 8 0



With Best Compliments From

R.R. INDUSTRIAL CATERERS

MACHILIPATNAM

SPECIALISTS IN INDUSTRIAL CATERING

CATERERS TO BHARAT ELECTRONICS LTD.

MACHILIPATNAM





The Tobacco Scene
M m

Flue cured tobacco in India is grown in the states of

Andhra Pradesh and Karnataka. In Andhra Pradesh flue-

cured Virginia tobacco Is grown on heavy black and light

soils. In Karnataka it is grown on the light soils in the

transitional belt

Tobacco from India is exported to over 50 countries.

The n)ajor markets for Indian tobacco are the USSR,

Bulgaria, GDR., United Kingdom, France, Italy, Japan,

China, Algeria, Egypt, Ivory Coast, Libya, South Yemen

and Saudi Arabia.

To usher an all round development of the tobacco

industry, the Tobacco Board was established in 1976

under an Act of Parliament to regulate production in line

with demand, fair and remunerative prices to growers

and evolving export promotion measures to maintain and

improve existing markets and developing new markets

etc.,

In Andhra Pradesh the auction system of sale is

introduced in the 1985 marketing season. 21 Auction

Platforms are established in the Tobacco growing areas

and over 40 thousand growers sell a little over 90 million

kgs. in these auctions.

Q

Q

m

TOBACCO BOARD
GUNTUR - A.P.

INDIA.

In the Service of Tobacco Industry.



With Best Compliments From :

CHAITANfA PACKAGIN6S PVT- LTD., ^

MANUFACTURERS OF

CORRUGATED BOXES, BOARDS & ROLLS

Office:

10-2-30,

Women’s College Road,

Sambasivapet,

Guntur-522 001

Phones: 24947 & 23254

Factory ;

Q

Aminabad-522 532
®

Sattenapalli Tq. D
Guntur Dist. p
Phone: 29139

Grams

CARTONS

E3 E3
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With best compliments from : Hi

HI

Grams : “YEMJEEYES” Phones : Off. 20845

Res. 30453 B

HI

HI

M. GOVIND & SONS

ENGINEER & SPECIALISTS IN

HYDRAULICS
RAJA'S garden

GUNTUR - 522 001.

(A. P.)

HI

HI

Managing Partner ; M. GOVIND.

HI

HI HI HI HI



With Best Compliments From

Phones: 24964 (O)

31839 (R)

Leo - Consultancy - Services

(INVESTMENT & INSURANCE CONSULTANTS)
^Agents for Unit Trust of India, L.I.C. of India, National

Savings Organisation & Company Deposits)

No. 13, Anjuman Buildings,

Near Lalapet Police Station

GUNTUR-522003

K. B. TILAK
Investment « Consultant

SERVICE IS OUR BUSINESS-SAVE FOR YOUR FUTURE

m
m
m
&
&

Telegrams:

PSYCHE SAMATA BOOKS
SAMATA BOOKS IN ITS TWELFTH YEAR SALUTES
TRIVENI crossingthe Sixty Year cycle. We remember the
founder of the journal and appreciate his successors
keeping it alive and active.

g THE ECONOMY OF HUMAN LIFE, a slender book of
H great importance, will be available on this occasion

followed by BHIKSHU GITA with the commentary of

Saint Eknath translated from Marathi into English by

igi
Justin E. Abbott, additions to the fourteen books

jg published already]

&
m
&

SAMATA BOOKS
10, Congress Building

573 Mount Road
MADRAS -600 006.



&i0ose

Sree Gold Covering

Jewels

Phones
: Qff.

Res

Bangalore

Tirupati

MANUFACTURERS :

SREE GOLD COVERING WORKS
(Estd. 1964)

Managing Partner : CH. NAGESWARa RAO
Sree Mahal, P.B No. 35,

MACHIUPATNAM - 521 001.

SALES DEPOTS

1. Stall No. 2, Pattabhi 11.

Market, Machilipatnam

2. Seshaiah Street, Vijayawada- 1 12.

3. Eluru Road, Vijayawada-2

4. 17/317, Trunk Road, Nellore

5. 141 G. Car Street, Tirupati 13.

6. 50 Gandhi Road, Tirupati

7. Ramarkoil Street, Chittoor 14.

8. 14/43 Subas Road, Anantha-

pur

9. Madras Road, Cuddapah 15.

10. No. f4. Municipal Buildings,

Kurnool 16.

No. 212. B1 Nagula-

kunta Road, Nandyal

181, Basavanna Temple

Street, Avenue Road

Cross, Bangalore - 53

Gandhi Bazaar,

Bangalore - 4

86, Jayanti Buildings,

Avenue Road,

Bangalore - 2

77-1, Kalyan Buildings,

Balepet, Bangalore -53

Munireddipalem,

Bangalore

Qudarat Road,

Bangalore

Gandhi Bazar, Shimoga



ANDHRA UNIVERSITY PUBLICATIONS, WALTAIR
S.No. Title Author/Editor Price

Rs. ps.

1 . Kavitvatatva Vicharamu

2. YakshaganamuUi Vol. 1 to 6

-do- Vol. 7 to to

-do- Vol. 1

1

3. Navakavita

4. Vemana

5. Telugu Etymological Dictionary

Vol. TJITV, VI

Vol. Ill

Vol. V
Vol. vn,viii

6. Essays in Criticism <fe

Comparative Poetics

7. Vedas

8. The Indian Spirit

9. Philosophical Essays

1 0. Essays and Addresses

Dr. C.R. Reddy

11. Social Justice and the

12. A Constitution: What it is

and what it signifies

1 3. Religious and Scientific

Culture of India

14. Andhra University Memoirs

in Oceanography, Vol 1 & 11

15. Kautilyuni Ardhasastramu

16. Water Balance and its

Applications

17. Principle & Practice of —
Orthopaedics (4th Edition)

18. Andhra University Goldren

Jubilee Celebration Souvenir

19. C.R. Reddy Centenary Souvenir

20. Andhra Ke Lok Geet

21. Contribution of Andhra to

Sanskrit Literature

22. Anthar Bharathi

Sir C.R. Reddy 16-Ou

— Prof. G.J. Somayaji 15-00

Prof. K.V.R. Narasimham 48-00

-do- 20-tK)

Dr. M. V. Satyanarayana 20-00

— Sri Rallapalli Ananta 3-00

Krishna Sarma

— L. Chakradhara Rao

-do-—

'

—do— under print

—do— under print

Prof. K. Viswanadham 60-00

Prof. C. Kunhan Raja 6-00

Prof. K. Satchidananda 10-00

Murty

Dr. G. Sundara Ramaiah 43-00

Prof. K.R. Srinivasa 15-00

Iyengar

Sri P. Jaganmohan Reddy 8-00

— -do- « 23-(H)

Swami Rangadananda 4-(Kl

— Dr. E.C. La Fond 15-00

(each)

— Prof. M. Vcnkatarangiah 50-00

— Prof. V.P. Subrahmanyam 34-tM)

Dr. C. Vyaghreswarudu Under print

Souvenir Committee) 8-00

— Dr. B. Muthuswami 10-00

Dr. K. Rajaseshagiri Rao 34-50

Dr. P. Srirama Murty 15-00

Prof. G, Sundara Reddy 30-00

NOrn -. Andhra University has been publishing books on Unguages.
Literature, Huinanties and Saences, which are written by
spccialisis in particalar fields. For detaUed Otalogue, Please
write to the undersigned.

(PROF. D.V. KRISHNA RAO)
DIRECrOR
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RAVI

COLLEGE

9

Estd. *957

GUNTUR-522 002 -

; Director : C.V.N.DHAN




