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. ~~ At the end of a journey, 

another begins. Where 
·the road ends the 
muleteer takes over, 
transporting to sca~tered 
homesteads produ'cts 
that will satisfy newly 

· awakened needs. Some 
··~ day, a road will be 
~ built, perhaps over the 
,~$ very track beaten by his 

faithful beast. 
With new roads, more 

.,4 and more vehicles 
are rolling liito the 

.. .: Interior, br inging 
~ 

...... remote villages closer 
to the twentieth century . 

l\ ~ Some 90 million tyres 
~ ~ produced by Dunlop in 
~ India since their Sahagan j 
"~ ' factory was opened 

In 1936, have helped to 
keep the wheels moving. 
Many more are needed 
and Dunlop have 
established a second 
tyre factory at 
Ambattur, while greatly 
expanding production 
capacity at Sahaganj. 

DUNLOP CCJ 



f11 ancient India, the "ashram" was a · 

holy place- for the ancients venerated 

learning, They knew that one's natural 

gifts mature only through study and 

training. Stanvac' straining programmes 

have been planned in the same spirit. 

The aim is to raise the efficiency level 

of all categories of Stanvac employees. 

In 1959, Slanvac expended more than 48,500 man-hours to 

train employees in 30 subjects, ranging from basic courses in 
Business Management to advance courses in highly specialised 

phases of marketing, and technical branches of refining and 

exploration. Last year, as many as 18 Indian employees were 

sent overseas, for advanced training, while 22 employees 

received assistance for higher studies. 

Moreover, Stanvac training programmes are not designed for 

employees only. To enlarge the trained personnel pool-a 

matter of national importance- Stanvac extends its training 

facilities to key groups outside the organisation. In pursuance 

of this policy, Stanvac provides training to Government­

sponsored personnel. The number of such people trained in 

1959 totalled 40. 

S 'TAN VA C -participating in the country's progress 

STANDARD-VACUUM OIL COMPANY Incorporated in the U.S.A. with Limited Liability 

P~SVOC·i OB/60 
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In the field and at home Radha works 
hard .. but always with a smlle ... prog~ess 

is a word she has never heard of ... yet it 

has touched her life too ... during the past 

few years ... in the form of ... better food ..• 

med ical care for her children ... and good 

clothes to wear .. 

Keeping paee with this econom i c growth of. the 

country, the Mafatlal Group o f M ills p !ay a vital part 

.i n maklng avai lable a w!ds range of tex t i les for all 

ty·pes of people throughou t t he country. 

po~tCtait 

of the people ••• 

MAFATLAL 
GROUP OF MILLS 

tiHORROCK , AhiT'Ied a bad. Nt!W SHORR O C K , Ne.d fad, STA.NOAR.O. Somba)'. NEW CHINA, BombAy. SA.S:500N, 

60mbay. NEW U N ION, Bombay . SURAT COTTON, $yrat and Oewas . MAFATLAL FINE, NaV&&.rl. 

WAG ALaHAI J UTE . Calcutta. INDIAN OV&:5TUFF INDUSTRIES, l!$0mbay. 
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DALDA FORUM 

r~ T'A~ ~ FATfttlttl~? 
YOU: Isn't fat fattening? 

NUTRITIONIST: Not as fattenin1 as you 

might think. 

YOU: How do you mean? 

NUTRITIONIST: Well, usually the fat in food 

doesn't turn into body fat as easily, let's say, 

as starches, I mean foods like rice or potatoes, 

for instance. 

YOU: I don't understand. 

NUTRITIONIST: Let's put it this way. Getting 

fat isn't purely a result of what you eat. It also 

depends on how well you assimilate your food. 

YOU: I see. 

NUTRITIONIST: People who have a tendency 

to become fat have a defective capacity for 

assimilation. In most cases, it is the starchy 

foods that are not used up and what remains 

turns largely into body fat. 

YOU: Surely, this happens with fatty food, too ... 

NUTRITIONIST: Not exactly. Fat is actually 

the least fattening of foods. This is because fat 

is used mainly for providing energy-it acts as 

bellows to body fires, helps burn up even the 

fat that is stored up in the body. 

YOU: Is this a scientifically tested fact'! 

NUTRITIONIST: Research has proved all this 

quite conclusively. Incidentally modern 'slim-

- ming diets' call for a fat and protein Intake­

and a reduction in carbohydrates and starches. 

Y 0 U: You mean this is actually a better method 

of reducing than catillsless food and following 

a low calorie diet 1 
NUtRITIONIST: Well, cutting down on the 

amount you eat and on calories will cut down 

your weight. But such diets are less strengthen­

ing than a high fat, high protein diet. 

WE: It's quite simple. Fats provide energy. 

Lots of energy. Much more than wheat or rice. 

YOU: But what are the direct sources of fat? 

WE: Oils-any edible oil or hard fat that is 

part of food. 

YOU: • ·,,And do all these oils and fats 

provide energy 1 
WE: Yes. All of them do. But there are fats 

like DALDA Vanaspati which have more than 

energy. DALDA, for example, is also nourishing. 

YOU: Nourishing? 

WE: Yes, because DALDA contains vitamins. 

Seven hundred International Units of Vitamin 

A and 56 IU of Vitamin D go into every ounce. 

These are protective vitamins and are good for 

the skin, bones, teeth ~nd eyes. 

YOU: I see ... 

WE: All in all, PALDA Vanaspati is an excellent 

fat. It is made from refined vegetable oils and 

purified to a high degree. Since it is odourless 

and has no taste of its own, OALDA makes food 

taste as it sh{)utd. And DALDA. Vanaspati comes 

in hygienically seale.d t~ns. 

YOU: Hmtp. I know that. We use DALDA. for 

all our cooking. In. fact, we have 4one it for 

over two decades. 

WE: Over ~he years, rtiote and more people are 

taking to DALDA Vamispati because it makes an 

ideal cooking fat, whether they are op, a 

reducins diet or not. 

A HINOV$T AN ~£V£R PRODUCT 
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A SINGLE 
S\MPL~ 
SYSTEM 

Another major step has been taken towards the goal of 
~stahlishing a single, simple system of weights and measures 
-m the country. 

On October 1, 1958, Metric Weights were permitted 
in selected areas of the States and Union Territories. 
I n these areas, only Metric Weights will be legal from 
October this year. 

From April 1960, Metric Weights are allowed also 
in the rest of t he country excepting Jammu and Kashmir. 

Metric Weights will become compulsory throughout the 
country by April 1962. 

~C3lfill0® SYSTEM 
FOR SIMPLICITY AND UNIFORMITY 



She's headed 
for the pool 

This once-smart private secretary will soon 
be joining the typists' pool. Her appearance 
is no longer an asset. Not that she doesn't 
wear the right clothes. She has taste in colour 
and design, but her chic summer cottons look 
like hand-me-downs after the first wash. 
Maybe someone should warn her to look for 
the label 'Sanforized' on all cotton fabrics 
and ready-made cotton garments. 

Look for the label 'Sanforized' on every 
yard of cotton material and your clothes will 
never shrink out of fit. 

5 

•JANFORIZED• 
RfCO TO MK 

on the label 
and your clothes will never 

shrink out of fit! 

Issued by Cluett, Peabody & Co. Inc., ( lncor· 
porated in the U.S.A. with limited liability) 
proprietors of the Registered Trade Mark 
•Sanforized'. The use of the trade mark 
'Sanforized' is permitted only on fabrics that 
meet thi-s Company's rigid anti-shrinkage 
requirements. 

For information: 'Sanforized' Serviu, 
9.5, Marine Drive, Bombay-2 

SAN.SVA 
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Obviously his 

white clothes are treated 

with Tinopal 

Tl N~BAL is the registered trade mark ol orH J. ~.Geigy , 5. A ., Sa5le, Swih~rlan d 

Just a little Tinopal makes white clothes whitest of all 

Maroufacturedby: SUHRID GEIGY PRIVATE LIMITED, WadiWadi,Baroda 

Sole Distributor s: SUHRID GEIGY TRADING PRIVATE LIMITED Poot So~ No. 965, Bombay 1 
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When motoring in the south, you 
must see the famous Jog Falls, on 
the borders of Mysore and North 
Kan ara . In a beautiful woodland 
setting, the falls cascade down the 
side of a precipitous rock face 
960 feet in depth, making a scene of 
magnificent grandeur. Throughout 
India there are so many wonderful 
places to visit, set in a country 
side that is full of excitmg tnterest 
to the motorist. And wherever you 
motor tn this vast land, your trip 
will be more pleasant, and free 
from car troubles, when you drive 
on Caltex Petroleum Product s 

SEE YOUR COUNTRY ON CALTEX PETROLEUM PRODUCTS 



The Impact of Progress on Freedom 

By DENIS DE RouGEMONT 

AFTER a week of exceptionally concen-
ti·ated intellectual discussions '"' -which. 

however, very few of the present audienc~ 
will have been able to attend-! think I 
shall be meeting the general expectation if 
I try to convey a retrospective idea of our 
Congress, its nature and function and th e 
ideals on which it was based. 

The simplest course will be to recapitu­
late the three words that make up the name 
of our organization: Congress, Freedom, 
Culture. You will see presently how closely 
these three terms are related and inter­
twined. 

In the first place, therefore, we are a 
Congress-a permanent congress, of course, 
which has held successive meetings in more 
than twenty-five countries in the five conti­
nents-but the important point is that our 
Congress is not a party, not an organized 
front; it is simply a gathering of cultivated 
men who wish to retain their freedom with­
out shirking their responsibility to them­
selves and to the community. 

A few months after their first Conference, 
held in Berlin ten years ag.o, they decided 
to form a group which, in the event of 
emergency, would be at the service of 
spiritual freedom wherever it was attacked, 
as a striking force capable of some degree 
of effective protest. They also felt the need 
to get together in order to discuss and 
reflect on the tremendous problems posed 
for the present generation by pmgress in 
freedO?n. For it is evident that this, the 
Problem No. 1 of our century, is one with 
which no single individual can cope un­
aided; it has to be dealt with on a world-

~ General Conference of the Congress for Cultural 
Freedom, Berlin, June 16-22, 1960. 

wide scale, and calls for an immense effort 
by groups which can compare their points 
of view. 

So the Congress approached intellectuals 
in all parts of the world and said to them: 
You, the writers, philosophers, sociologists, 
doctors, biologists and m:tists, you men of 
mind, soul and intellect, are the salt of 
the earth; and unfortunately for you, you 
are responsible, to a much greater extent 
than you care to realize, for the future, 
which baffles you, yet has need of you! You 
have to pool your brains, and your hearts 
as well, and seek out the conditions neces­
sary for a better, freer world. And you 
must have one prejudice-one only-a pre­
judice in favour of freedom! 

I shall say very little about this word 
Freedom, although it is the keyword. 
Because, you understand, freedom is not 
something we have to talk about, it is some­
thing we have to create, something for 
which we have to create the conditions, 
something we have to win anew, daily, 
without respite, exacting it first and fore­
most from ourselves, and for the sake of 
others. 

But how is this to be done? 

At the time when we set up our Congress, 
the first task of the champions of freedom 
was to fight certain dictatorships outside 
their own frontiers-systems which were 
well known and localized-to combat the 
ideologies they were trying to enforce and 
the fatalistic, defeatist spirit which was 
paving the way for them in our democratic 
countries. We had to attend to first things 
first, to help those who were being 
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persecuted because they had free minds­
and we did so. 

But it is clear to us nowadays that the 
danger to freedom does not lie only in the 
systems to which I have referred. There is 
danger, too, in the poverty and hunger of 
a great part of the human race. There is 
danger in the materialistic ways of life 
which our Western civilization is blindly 
promoting throughout the world and which, 
for the \VOrthiest reasons-such as the wish 
to feed people and diminish their material 
wretchedness-are disrupting and crushing 
many traditional cultures insufficiently pre­
pared to assimilate them. Last but not least, 
there is danger to freedom in the moral 
wretchedness which is the lot of hundreds 
of millions of human beings (at least as 
many in the West as in the countries which 
are technically under-developed), whose 
worst suffering comes from the lack of 
meaning in their own lives. 

The lack of meaning in life is what kills 
the taste for freedom; that is what most 
insidiously eats away a man's dignity and 
his ardour in the fight for liberty. Every 
time a man or woman comes to the conclu­
sion that his or her life is meaningless, free­
dom loses one of its bases and dictatorship 
promptly advances to take over. 

This is where Culture comes in-or at any 
rate where it can and should come in. 

You have read and heard, for so long 
now, so many banal-though often true­
statements about culture and the nature of 
culture, that you will not object if, here 
again, I speak briefly, restricting myself to 
a concise definition of the concept of cul­
ture-as I see it applied by this Congress. 

We have seen that the greatest danger 
is the lack of purpose-the feeling that life 
is aimless and therefore meaningless. And 
cultme is the name we give to a whole 
range of specifically human activities which 
give meaning to our lives. For culture con­
sists, first and foremost, of passing on 
receipts for living, conveying knowledge 
and meaning, linking up feelings, ideas and 
acts, safeguarding a tradition i!l which we 
feel at home. So in the first place it enables 
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man to see where he stands in the world­
in a world of which he approves and whose 
symbols he comprehends. But security is 
only half of the matter; personal adventure, 
novelty, unrest, a touch of rebelliousness, 
are needed in life as well. And this brings 
us to the other aspect of culture. For cul­
ture does not consist only of transmission; 
when necessary it can take the form of 
criticism and disruption; it does not only 
initiate, it invents. 

If these two aspects of culture are 
separated, isolated one from the othe1·, they 
may both become equally dangerous to man 
and to his true freedom. But when they 
are balanced and combined, tradition and 
innovation together constitute living cul­
ture, the factor that can restore meaning to 
human life. 

Now it so happens that most of the 
Conferences and Working Parties organized 
by the Congress have as their general title 
Tradition and Change-tradition and tech­
nical and democratic progress. 

If our life is to have meaning, living 
culture must reestablish intelligible cate­
gories for present-day man. 

Our human activities, which we have 
differentiated and divided up to the point 
of absurdity-art and everyday life, work 
and meditation, pure speculation and ap­
plied techniques, in fact thought and action 
-must cease to scoff at one another, as 
happens in the lives of too many of us, and 
revert to a common nwasure, a common 
style. 

This applies above all to the West. But it 
has now become possible for man's various 
faculties to recover and rally their great 
symbols on a world wide scale: 

the symbols of body and intellect (hence 
technology), with which the West is 
chiefly conct:?rned; 
those of the living soul, which Africa has 
been most successful in preserving 
(through song, dance, rhythm, emotion); 
and those of the spirit, the age-old 
prerogative of traditional India. 
That is why we must cherish the meet­

ings rendered possible by a Congress such 
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as this one of ours-meetings which esta­
blish contact between the represen tatives 
of art, science and sociology, and between 
delegates from the five or six continental 
cultures that exist in the world of today; 
their friendly discussions guide them in 
their increasingly conscious quest for all­
embracing wisdom. 

So much for the three terms that make 
up our name. 

They lead me to the conclusion that the 
task of our Congress, in the form into which 
it has developed during its ten years of 
steady expansion to all parts of the globe, 
must now be to induce intellectuals 
throughout the world to reflect deeply upon 
the problems created by technical, educa­
tional and cultural progress as it acts upon 
the wide variety of circumstances prevailing 
in Europe, Africa, Asia, the Near East and 
the two Americas - but to reflect along 
the lines that particularly concern us, 
investigating the repercussions of progress 
upon the veritable human freedoms. 

Vve are frequently asked, from all sides, 
whether we are a political movement. The 
comments on our aims which I have just 
put before you seem to me to dispose of 
that question. But people insist - the press 
insists, the interviewers insist, all bent on 
proving that we are political, that we arc 
first and foremost anti-this or that. . . So I 
too will insist. 

My aim in describing the position of the 
Congress as I have just clone was to make 
clear to you that its action does not relate 
to actual politics, but to the prel-iminary 
factors that shape politics. The Congress 
acts by helping to guide people's minds and 
induce them to select aims ·which transcend 
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politics; only thus can politics take on 
genuine, human meaning for every 
individual. 

\iVe cannot escape from politics; that is 
something I need hardly mention here in 
Berlin, where it surrounds us on all sides. 
But we refuse to concede to politics the 
<ebsolute value of an end in itself which the 
totalitarians claim for it - until and unless 
the day comes when nothing remains but to 
Hing ourselves empty-handed against the 
tanks, those crushing symbols of politics in 
its total, absolute form. 

For us, politics must continue to be a 
means at the service of human ends - ends 
which the spirit alone can perceive, 
imagine and erect as the goal of our desires 
and our reason, our will and our faith. 

Is freedom, then, one of these ultimate 
aims - is freedom, too, an absolute value? 
No, indeed; but through freedom alone can 
we reach our goal. For freedom, in practice, 
is the perpetual enhancement of the indi­
vidual's possibility of taking personal risks , 
giving a meaning to his life, vvhether in 
work or leisure, action or meditation. 

The degree of freedom attained by the 
members of a particular community cannot 
be measured by the statistics that describe 
the results of the system or institutions 
established there. It must be gauged by the 
nature and quality of the chance meted out 
to each member of the community to try 
his own luck and probe the mysteries of 
his own personality. 

That is the ultimate aim of every com­
munity, and the only standard by which 
we can judge whether a way of life or a 
system of institutions leads not only to 
Progress, but to Good. 



Problems of' an Indian Socialist Party 

By A. H. SOMJEE 

SOCIALIST parties all over the world are 
in a mood of introspection. The social 

order which gave rise to them has gradually 
changed. The class against which they 
offered a lifelong struggle no longer resem­
bles the stereotype of their classics. It has 
exhibited a remarkable degree of flexibi­
lity. Their understanding of its behaviour­
pattern, barring a few exceptions, has been 
proved wrong. What is worse, it has baffled 
them by borrowing their ideas, programmes 
and even slogans. In plain language it has 
threatened them with absorption. 

In the industrially developed countries 
of western Europe specially the crisis faced 
hy socialist parties is of a fundamental 
nature. There, poverty, slums, unemploy­
ment, difference in income, etc., which 
came in the wake of industrial revolution, 
no longer seem to be of the same dimen­
sion. Although they have not altogether 
disappeared there is a widespread belief in 
these countries that they ultimately will. A 
tax-structure which can pay for the pro­
gressively expanding social services is now 
acceptable to practically all the political 
parties in these countries. Above all, they 
have produced in recent years more critics 
of the vulgarity of 'affluent society' than of 
the sufferings of an impecunious one. What 
is therefore evident in these societies is the 
gradual disappearance of those social and 
economic conditions which once upon a 
time aroused the moral indignation of a 
vast majority of people. For the socialists 
in these countries, therefore, the causes 
which evoked their idealism and made them 
a political force have disappeared. 

In countries such as Britain, Sweden, 
New Zealand etc., there is a growing feel­
ing among the socialists that to an appre-
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ciable extent the content of socialism 
though not its form or spirit, has hem~ 
realised. The form of socialism with its 
emphasis on the public ownership of the 
means of production was largely conceived 
under the influence of Marxism. During 
recent years, however, socialist parties are 
engaged in a debate whether public owner­
ship of the means of production is an indis­
pensable part of socialism. The recent 
controversy on Clause IV of the British 
Labour Party Constitution relating to pub­
lic ownership is a case in point. So far as 
the 'spirit' of socialism is concerned the 
group of intellectuals who contributed to 
the volume called Conviction have an 
interesting point to make. They believed 
that socialists received from marxism a 
highly economically oriented notion of 
socialism. In post-war Britain, however, 
they discovered that there is something like 
the social class-structure which survives 
the nationalisation of the means of produc­
tion and which can inflict the grossest form 
of social injustice on the individual. 

\iVhile these controversies are going on 
in the socialist circles of today on an ideo­
logical plane their repercussions are felt on 
the political plane and particularly on elec­
tion. As a political party the socialists have 
some inherent disadvantages. They have 
neither the pragmatic reticence of a con­
servative party nor the enforced ideologi­
cal unity of a communist party. Unlike a 
conservative party it is essentially a party 
of ideas through which it expresses its own 
conception of social justice. And unlike a 
communist party its rank and file can and 
do express their ideas irrespective of the 
party line. A socialist party therefore invari­
ably appears to be lost in the plurality of 
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its own ideas. It is usually rich in ideas in 
proportion to its distance from the levers 
of powers. Before contesting an election it 
tries to bring about an artificial unity of 
ideas of its members which rarely survives 
the period of election. 

Having considered some of the problems 
facing the socialist parties of the industrial­
ly developed countries let us now take into 
account some of the problems faced by 
Indian socialist parties. The picture in this 
country is far more confusing than else­
where. This is due to the following reasons: 
( i) too many socialisms; ( ii ) incipient col­
lectivism; (iii) personalism; and ( iv) 
electoral opportunism. We shall consider 
each of these points in some detail. 

(i) Too Many Socialisms: 

European political parties either borrow­
ed or accepted with the passage of time the 
welfare measures advocated by socialist 
parties. In this country, however, with the 
solitary exception of the Swatantra Party, 
practically all other major political parties 
have directly or indirectly declared tax 
socialism to be their goal. Even a rightist 
political party has recently come out with 
the slogan of 'Hindu Socialism'. There are 
therefore far too many political parties in 
this country simultaneously claiming socia­
lism as their goal. Among others let us 
examine the socialist claims of the Con­
gress, the Communist Party and the Praja 
Socialist Party. 

Under the compelling leadership of 
Nehru, the Congress accepted what it call­
ed 'the socialist pattern of society' as its 
goal at its Avadi session. The Congress 
socialism, which truly speaking is Nehru 
socialism, has taken a concrete shape in the 
form of Five-Year Plans with an emphasis 
on the public sector, a high rate of taxa­
tion for the purposes of capital investment 
rather than welfare measures, etc. The level 
of national income being depressingly low, 
the emphasis of Nehru socialism has natu­
rally fallen on the need to raise it and to 
provide employment rather than on the 
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distribution of income. So far as the ideas 
concerning social justice are concerned, 
they find a greater expression in the vari­
ous legislations which aim at the removal 
of social inequalities and bring about an all 
round upliftment of the Indian peasantry 
rather than in anything else. Nehru socia­
lism in other words is a curious mixture 
of social and economic measures which 
primarily aim at pulling th e country out of 
its social and economic stagnation of 
centuries. 

Then there is the 'socialism' of the Com­
munist Party. While the Russian commun­
ists have made a dubious distinction bet­
ween 'socialism' as the present phase of 
their existence and 'communism' as a stage 
in which the period of transition would be 
complete, there is something more definite 
which could be called the 'socialism' of the 
Indian communists. After its Amritsar ses­
sion the Communist Party of India declar­
ed that it would strive to attain power by 
democratic means. It is not possible to 
predict as to how long the CPI will stick 
to its Amritsar thesis, but the fact remains 
that with the solitary exception of an abor­
tive armed rebellion in Telengana, it has 
contested elections like any other political 
party in this country. V/hen it came to 
power in Kerala as a result of the Second 
General Election it worked within the 
framework of the Indian Constitution. 
The mass upsurge, the intervention by the 
Union government and its defeat in the sub­
sequent election was accepted by it with 
some amount of democratic grace. What 
should not be ignored therefore is the fact 
that as a political party the CPI has 
become, so far as the internal problems of 
the country are concerned, quite respect­
able in recent years. In its economic policy 
it endorses the policy of the ruling party 
including its doctrinaire fringe. It is at 
times impatient with the position of the 
private sector in the country's economy, 
which it did not hesitate to encourage in 
Kerala, and exaggerates beyond all propor­
tions the rightist strength inside and out­
side the C0ngress. It would very much like 
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the Congress to go the whole of the leftist 
hog. Its endorsement of Nehru socialism, 
with a great many reservations, together 
with its respectable technique of political 
agitation have made it, for the time being, 
another platform for socialism in this 
country. 

Finally, there is the 'socialism' of the 
Praja Socialist Party and the Lohia socia­
lists. Since the split among them is mainly 
due to personal reasons we shall consider 
the type of socialism advocated by them as 
the 'socialism' of the Praja Socialist Party. 
Invariably, it is contended that the PSP is 
the party of socialism proper or that it is a 
socialist pressure-group of the Congress. 
Both these propositions deserve to be 
examined in some detail. 

Let us begin with the first proposition. 
While there are many political parties advo­
cating socialism in this country, the fact 
cannot be denied that on a theoretical plane 
more thinking and writing on socialism has 
been done by the intellectuals of the PSP, 
whatever may be their conclusions, than 
the intellectuals of the other political 
parties. There are two interesting character­
istics of their writings which should be 
noted. Firstly, the intellectuals of the 
PSP have not always expressed their ideas 
within the framework of socialism. Often, 
Jayaprakash Narayan, a former leading 
brain of the party, Asoka Mehta and even 
Kripalani have expressed ideas which have 
nothing to do with socialism, and some­
times they have even ended up by question­
ing the socialist faith. This may be due to 
the second characteristic of their writings, 
namely, as Hari Kishore Singh has pointed 
out in his History of the Praja Socialist 
Party ( 1959) , that the Marxian, the Gandh­
ian and the Democratic Socialist strands in 
Praja Socialism were never adequately 
synthesised. They were deliberately allow­
ed to persist side by side because of a vague 
belief that Indian socialism must be differ­
ent from the socialism of other countries. 
No attempt was made by the intellectuals 
of the party to put forward a well-argued 
thesis on Indian socialism or aJ~ economic 
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programme which could establish its socia­
list identity in the face of the economic 
policy of the ruling party. 

So far as the other proposition is con­
cerned, namely, that the PSP has been 
content with being a socialist pressure­
group of the Congress, we must consider it 
against the background of the relationship 
betvveen the leaders of the PSP and Nehru. 
The present PSP is the outgrowth of the 
Congress Socialist Party which was born in 
the Nasik Jail in 1934. Nehru himself was 
an inspirer and in a sense the godfather of 
this party. Even during the pre-independ­
ence period Nehru's leftist leanings were 
pretty strong. After independence his 
rightist opponents have either passed away 
or have been outclassed by his extraordi­
nary growth of stature and popularity 
during recent years. Nevertheless, during 
the pre-independence period he could face 
his political opponents by proving to 
them that he was the heir-apparent to 
Gandhi. And Gandhi himself knew that 
next to himself Nehru alone was the leader 
of the masses. ·what was clear to Nehru 
and also to Gandhi was not so clear to the 
opponents of the former. Nehru , prompted 
by the consideration of not making his posi­
tion more vulnerable than it was, gave a 
very restrained expression to his leftist 
leanings. There again it was safer to ex­
press these so far as international events 
were concerned than in the national con­
text. While, in the international field during 
the pre-independence period, he came out 
with his praise for Russia, her anti-fascism 
and her economic achievements, the solid­
arity of the socialist forces o~ western 
Europe, etc., he left the expression of 
socialist views on national problems to the 
young men of the Congress Socialist Party. 
Such a dichotomy Nehru himself allowed 
till independence was achieved and till his 
strongest political opponents had passed 
away. After 1950 Nehru the socialist in 
international affairs also came out with 
socialism in domestic affairs. It would 
therefore be wrong to say that socialists 
acted as a socialist pressure-group within 
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the Congress as long as they were in it. In 
the pre-independence period if the Congress 
was socialistic in its international outlook 
it was because of Nehru. And in the post­
independence period the Congress is socia­
listic in domestic matters also because of 
Nehru. The pressure-group theory as advo­
cated by some thinkers has therefore little 
or no evidence in support of it. 

Under the circumstances it is very diffi­
cult for any single political party in this 
country to justify its claim to be the only 
socialist party. Nevertheless, among the 
competing ones, a party with ideological 
clarity, correct appreciation of the country's 
problems and an adequate organization 
which is prepared to do some kind of social 
work in between the elections instead of 
confining its activities to sheer propaganda 
just before the elections, can establish its 
socialist bona fides in the eyes of the elec­
tOl·ate. But then, so far, no political party 
in this country has been more than a mere 
electioneering party. 

( ii ) Incipient Collectivism : 

This brings us to the second problem 
facing the Indian socialist parties. Socialism 
in European countries is a product of 
Liberalism, Marxism and Humanism. The 
national accretions in European socialism 
are far more evident than they are in Euro­
pean communism. The British socialism, for 
instance, owes far more to dynamic liberals 
like John Stuart Mill and humanists like 
William Morris than to Karl Marx. On the 
other hand, French socialism has been very 
much influenced by the tradition of Uto­
pianism as found in the writings of St. 
Simon, Proudhon, Fourier, etc., together 
with the powerful trade union movement 
in the country. So far as German socialism 
is concerned it was very much influenced 
by the ideas of Lassalle and Bernstein, who 
were busy putting forward alternative pro­
posals to Marxism before the German work­
ing class. Thus socialism in European 
countries has not been a political doctrine 
in any precise sense. Nevertheless, the 
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various national forms of socialism in 
Europe have one thing in common among 
themselves and also with Marxism, and 
that is their emphasis on the equitable 
distribution of wealth in society. In order to 
realise this objective they emphasise diverse 
means, such as public ownership of the key 
industries, taxation in proportion to income, 
raising the income level of the low income­
groups, providing a network of social ser­
vices, etc. But the fact remains that their 
emphasis is on the distribution of income 
and on providing social benefits to the 
lower income-groups. 

As opposed to that, the emphasis of the 
Indian socialist parties falls on the higher 
national income, the higher rate of capital 
investment, etc., rather than on the distri­
bution of income and on providing social 
benefits. The ruling party has imposed a 
very high rate of taxation and it is not re­
sented by other political parties which 
advocate socialism. The heavy tax-struc­
ture is imposed in this country not with a 
view to bringing about an equitable distri­
bution of income as is done by European 
socialist parties but to plough it back into 
the economy to be able to increase the 
national income . . The growing importance 
of the public sector in the Indian economy 
has the same end in view as the equitable 
distribution of income. 

At the same time, however, it cannot be 
denied that some welfare measures are 
being introduced which even go to the 
extent of benefiting the lower income­
groups. Nevertheless, a large number of 
welfare measures are directed towards the 
removal of social disabilities of the most 
depressed sections of Indian society. 

Such an emphasis on the increase of 
national income and on the rate of capital 
investment gives an altogether different 
orientation to programmes of various poli­
tical parties which advocate socialism. By 
'socialism' what they really mean is an all 
out effort to increase the productive capa­
city of the country rather than equitable 
distribution of wealth that is there. Increas­
ing nationa~ wealth can therefore be re-
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garded as the primary goal of socialism in 
this country. 

Our preoccupation with this problem is 
so great that quite often we forget the 
democratic framework - which needs an 
equal amount of attention - within which 
it has to be realised. Both in theory and in 
practice, ideas and measures expressed and 
supported by various political parties which 
claim to be socialistic sometimes make one 
wonder whether we are heading towards 
some form of collectivism. Here what is 
interesting to note is the fact that parties 
and their intellectuals start from different 
premises only to arrive at a common 
conclusion. 

So far as the ruling party is concerned its 
anxiety to raise the national income, which 
is shared by other political parties as well, 
is indeed very great. Extra-Constitutional 
bodies such as the Planning Commission, 
the National Development Council, etc., 
are given extraordinary powers and import­
ance. They utilise to the fullest extent the 
financial powers which the Constitution 
bestows on the Union. Whatever emanates 
from them has an air of finality about it. 
Within the ruling party itself the critics of 
these growing bodies are silenced by the 
Prime Minister. Nor does he spare the cri­
tics of these bodies outside his party. 
Usually his argument runs on the follow­
ing lines: everyone must (a) realise what 
a tremendous task the country is facing; 
(b) cooperate with us in what we are try­
ing to do; and (c) stop indulging in ques­
tions and criticisms - this isn't the time 
for them. If critics still persist in criticism 
their mentality is branded as 'destructive' 
and they are thrown out of various import­
ant posts and commissions. Even their inte­
grity, intelligence and feeling for the 
country are doubted. Such an approach to 
critics and their criticisms has an intimi­
dating effect. What is therefore on its way 
out in this country is a healthy and fearless 
criticism of what is promised and what is 
implemented. What one sees, instead, is a 
hysterical outburst of public OJ!inion when 
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occasions like the L.I.C. and the Nanavati 
trials arise. 

Strangely enough the limitations of the 
operation of democracy recognised by the 
ruling party while in power are also recog­
nised by the leaders of the PSP. During 
recent years Jayaprakash Narayan, who still 
retains his attachment to the PSP, has 
become increasingly convinced that parlia­
mentary democracy, even in countries 
where it has struck roots, is full of short­
comings and has had a divisive influence 
on society, and that it gives rise to politi­
cal parties which are not so much interest­
eel in solving a country's problems as in 
maintaining themselves in power. In his 
Plea for the Reconstruction of Indian Polity 
( 1959) he maintained that so far as India 
is concerned most of her problems can be 
solved by a collective effort at the local 
level. He therefore suggests the establish­
ment of some kind of local populistic col­
lectivism within the existing framework of 
the local community. 

Such an anti-partism as Jayaprakash 
Narayan's comes pretty close to the kind of 
all-partism of Asoka Mehta. In his essay on 
Political Compulsions of a Backward Eco­
nomy ( 1953), the latter reached a conclu­
sion that the PSP or, for that matter, any 
other political party in this country cannot 
possibly function as an opposition party in 
the western sense of the term; that the eco­
nomic conditions of this country imposed 
certain limiting 'compulsions' on the poli­
tics of the parties, specially that of the PSP; 
and that the lowest common denominator 
concerning the problems of raising the 
national income should be taken out of the 
field of political controversy. It is a problem 
which calls for a collective effort on the 
part of all the political parties. 

Thus the local populistic collectivism of 
Jayaprakash Narayan and the politically 
self-denying collectivism of Asoka Mehta 
display an unmistakable appreciation of 
India's economic problems. As socialists 
they share Nehru's anxiety regarding the 
country's economic conditions and their re-

,_ 
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construction applies to the field of indivi­
dual or associated expression or effort. 

Collectivism as one of the significant 
features of Indian socialism is still in its 
incipient form. It is at present confined to 
exhortations so far as the ruling party is 
concerned, and some kind of self-restraint 
(barring the recent abortive attempt at the 
general strike ) so far as the PSP is 
concerned. 

(iii) Perso1U7lism: 

Personalities play a very important part 
in the organization and working of every 
political party. Their strength varies in pro­
portion to the degree of maturity in out­
look and organization of the political 
parties which they lead. In a mature poli­
tical party, policies and aspirations of the 
party are stated in terms of broad princi­
ples. In a politically immature party, on the 
other hand, the statements of the general 
principles of the party are conspicuously 
absent. The members of such a party are 
led, from day to day, by the leading per­
sonalities of the party. 

A socialist party by its very nature must 
belong to the first category. It has far more 
to do with ideas and statements of general 
principles involved in its policies than the 
rightist political parties. Personalities vvithin 
a socialist party, normally speaking, repre­
sent one or the other trend within the party. 
In no case do they lead the party from day 
to day on various issues. Personalities in 
short do not enjoy an extraordinary position 
within a socialist party. 

Strangely enough none of the political 
parties advocating socialism in this country 
belong to the category of a politically 
mature party. Take, for instance, the Cong­
ress. As a political party it has a long history 
and a well-developed organization. Its pro­
grammes are stated in greater details than 
those of other political parties. But it has 
not shown the same degree of maturity as 
a party for socialism. In fact the professed 
socialism of the ruling party has not yet 
struck roots within the party and remains 
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confined to the driving personality of 
Nehru. In short the socialism of the Cong­
ress is merely Nehru-deep. 

While the Congress has accepted the 
socialist pattern of society, pro-public 
sector Plans, Cooperative Farming, etc., as 
its objectives it is evident that it has done 
so under the powerful influence of Nehru. 
On his part Nehru seems to be content to 
have the obedience of the average Cong­
ressman to his views on how to reconstruct 
the country's economy rather than go into 
the question of the latter's actual convic­
tions. Being essentially a leader of the 
masses, to whom he can always appeal, he 
has neither cared to gear the Congress orga­
nizational machinery to the socialist objec­
tives nor to build up a second line of leader­
ship to carry forward what he has started. 
The fact that he is the leader of the masses 
scares the average non-socialist Congress­
man into submission. On the other hand the 
awareness of this fact makes Nehru quite 
unmindful of the party machinery and the 
political convictions of the average Con· 
gressman. Occasionally he comes with a 
schoolmaster's pep-talk to the Congress­
men emphasizing the need to understand 
the newly acquired goals of the Congress. 

So far as the PSP is concerned it belongs 
out and out to the category of an immature 
political party where personalities are all in 
all. It is a party where personalities not 
only dominate the day to day working of 
the party, but even bring in their personal 
and psychological factors enough to create 
confusion. The PSP has attracted persons 
who are ex-Congressmen, ex-Communists , 
ex-Gandhians, Gandhians and those influ­
enced by Fabian Socialism. Since it never 
clearly stated what kind of socialism it 
proposes to bring about in India, its various 
personalities continue to approach the pro­
blems of the party from the point of view 
of their own private and personal orienta­
tion. They have not only failed to create 
the image of socialism which they want but 
have also succeeded in questioning it. Their 
disputes with each other are purely per­
sonal and even temperamental. Their 
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contact with the intellectuals of this 
country, who are in search of a social and 
political faith and who find an average 
Congressman far too corrupt, hypocritical 
and even revolting, is almost non-existent. 
The very basis for a contact vvith the 
country's intellectuals in the form of a few 
consistent ideas is missing. The PSP with 
its personalities dominating all its activities 
and inactivities is one of the most immature 
socialist parties in the world. 

iv) Electoral Opportunism: 

No political party in this country which 
advocates socialism has so far contested an 
election purely on the grounds of socialism. 
This may be due to a number of reasons. 
As we have seen, there are far too many 
political parties simultaneously advocating 
socialism and therefore it is believed that 
it might be difficult for the electorate to 
discriminate between the socialism of one 
party and that of the other. Then there is 
the question of the political appeal of the 
slogan of socialism. This normally varies in 
proportion to the element of class cons­
ciousness in a society. In the rural as well 
as the urban areas in this country there is 
far too much of fatalistic acceptance of 
one's economic conditions rather than a 
deeply felt class hatred and class conscious­
ness which may serve as a source of socia­
list aspirations and actions. Whatever may 
he the reason, the fact remains that the 
counhy' s politics, during or after the elec­
tion, is not focussed on socialism or socialist 
objectives, as they are commonly under­
stood. Since socialism, in its usual sense, is 
itself not a vital issue even for those politi­
cal parties which advocate it, they get 
easily distracted towards issues which have 
nothing to do with socialism. Sometimes 
some of these issues are even inimical to 
the very spirit of socialism. They are often 
of a sectarian, communal and regional 
nature. Invariably the same party in two 
States or at the Union and State levels 
advocates two different kinds of policies. In 
supporting an issue the socia1ist parties of 
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this country are moved by the prime con- -
sideration of getting into power. In their 
political manoeuvres thev are neither 
restricted by a socialist pro'gramme nor by 
a socialist code of action. 

This is the reason why we find socialist 
parties in this country, both during and 
after elections, getting into electoral and 
political alliances with parties of all shades 
of political opinion. Their alliances are not 
based on any common programme but on 
sheer opportunistic considerations of either 
getting into power or sharing it with others. 

The assumption behind such political 
and electoral alliances is that they must 
first of all get into power and then frame 
and implement a socialist programme, and 
that before getting into power all that they 
should do is to claim to be a socialist party 
and have some sort of colour on the Rag or 
the cap. So far as detailed thinking and 
writing about a socialist programme is con­
cerned, it can wait till they get into power. 
Nor do they feel the need to convince the 
reading and thinking section of our society 
of their cause. This is dismissed on the 
ground that it is such a small section of our 
society. And so far as the illiterate masses 
are concerned it is their votes alone which . 
matter to the socialist parties, and these 
votes are obtained by a wide variety of 
means. 

Needless to say that such an approach of 
socialist parties in this country, and they 
constitute the major political parties, has a 
disastrous effect both on our democracy and 
socialism. It has a disastrous effect on our 
democracy because political parties do not 
feel the need of obtaining a mandate from 
the people on specific issues of vital im­
portance. Nor do they hesitate to give pro­
mises at the time of elections which are ~ 

almost impossible to fulfil. Their approach 
has also harmed the cause of socialism in 
this country, because the socialist parties 
have done little or nothing to educate the 
vast electorate or even the steadily growing 
bulk of reading and thinking people in this 
country as to what socialism means. For 
this one has merely to look at the quality 
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of literature published by these parties and 
the campaigns undertaken by them at the 
time of elections. How much do they try 
to debunk the electorate in this country as 
illiterate and politically undiscriminating. 
They are merely in search of those influen­
tial persons in various localities who can 
get them votes. These influential persons 
consist of maharajas, jagirdars, religious 
leaders, caste leaders, money lenders, local 
lawyers, contractors, bootleggers, dadas 
etc. The services of these are invariably 
sought. It is very rare that a party depends 
on work done by its men in a particular 
area. \iVhatever little work members of the 
various parties do is done only at the time 
of elections. 

As opposed to that, the work undertaken 
by a socialist party like the British Labour 
Party presents a striking contrast. At every 
stage, during and between election 
periods, the electorate is familiarised by the 
help of carefully prepared literature with 
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all major issues. Moreover, party workers, 
together with intellectuals and social 
workers whom they are able to attract, con­
tinually work in various localities in social, 
economic and educational £elds irrespective 
of elections. \iVhatever may be the future 
of such a political party the fact cannot be 
denied that its work has given to it a dis­
tinctive character as a political party. No 
such distinctive character has been acquired 
by socialist parties in this country. What 
they forget is that in the last analysis a 
socialist party rests on its social service 
base. 

These are, then, some of the problems 
confronted by socialist parties ill this 
country. They certainly are different in 
quality from those confronted by socialist 
parties of the countries of western Europe. 
They have their source in the social, econo­
mic and political conditions prevalent in 
this country. 

We are glad to announce that as :from January next year we 

shall be publishing in every alternate issue a Lette1· f?·om New 

York sent by Mr. William Phillips (editor of the distinguished 

American quarter ly, Partisan Review) dealing with American 

cultural events. Arrangements are being made for a similar 

Letter from Paris, to be published in the other alternate issues. 

I 



Sudhindranath Datta 

(BORN"""" 30th OCTOBER 1901; DIED- 25th JUNE 1950) 

By ABU SAYEED AYYUB 

coNSISTENCY, says the proverb, is the 
hobgoblin of little minds, implying 

-if proverbs can be supposed to imply any­
thing-that inconsistency is the privilege of 
great minds. I should be the last person to 
hazard or accept such loose generalisations, 
nonetheless I feel convinced that Sudhin­
dranath Datta's many inconsistencies con­
tributed not a little to the richness of his 
mind and personality. Contradictions, ac­
cording to the advaitins, are a mark of the 
unreal. Perhaps it would be better to take 
them as a challenge to thought-as White­
head did. At any rate, there was nothing 
unreal about Sudhin. Through his con­
tradictions he made himself felt as a very 
real person, very much alive in every limb, 
thought and mood. He could not help being 
conspicuously present wherever he was, 
physically and spiritually conspicuous, a 
figure drawn in firm, bold lines. Unfailingly 
polite but never meek or shrinking, he pro­
voked controversy and loved it; he had 
mastered the art of asserting himself with­
out offending anybody. He usually spoke 
in a loud voice but never obtrusively; he 
expressed very strong opinions but was al­
ways ready to add qualifying clauses; his 
likes and dislikes were pronounced, but so 
was his tolerance-except toward 'the cheer­
ing streets dictators tread.' Above all, he 
was a genuine person. As for being a chal­
lenge to thought, I am sure that in the years 
to come when Sudhindranath's poetry will 
be studied more closely and more compe­
tently than it has been so far, it is not so 
much the astonishing perfection of its form 
nor the daring nihilism of i\:s content, but 
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the contradictions at the root of this poet's 
spiritual being which would present a chal­
lenge to the critic and to the student of 
letters in Bengal. 

I know of no Bengali poet (Tag ore 
always excepted) whose life was so full of 
the gifts of fortune, the fruits of endeavour 
and the love of friends. Sudhin's father was 
an eminent scholar and a successful man 
of the world- a rare combination. As a 
result, he began his life with the best pos­
sible opportunities of self-cultivation; from 
his childhood he could associate with the 
finest minds and talents of Bengal. And he 
made- he had the ability to make-the best 
use of these opportunities. He even lived 
up to the saying 'whom the gods love dig 
young,' for he was young, very young and 
good looking at 59. Even his conversation 
retained to the last the sprightliness of 
youth, though his writing seldom showed 
that quality. And in his death too Sudhin 
was enviable. Till a few hours before he 
breathed his last he lived a healthy, active 
and productive life with his friends, his 
books and his pen. As a young man he saw 
much of the three continents of Asia, Ame­
rica and Europe, particularly of the last. He 
went abroad many times, and only last 
September he returned from a two-year 
trip to the United States of America and 
the countries of Western Europe. He had 
many friends from many countries, many 
communities and both sexes, most of whom 
loved and admired him. His students 
adored him. His love-life, though not un­
eventful, was supremely blessed. His com-
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pletely devoted wife, his widow now alas, 
has many talents and rare charm. 

In the midst of all this Sudhin sang of 
the insignificance of life as no Bengali poet 
has sung, at least in recent times. Jibana­
nanda Das, who in spite of his striking ori­
ginality became the only popular modern 
poet of Bengal shortly before his death in 
1954, wrote of his more accomplished but 
less acclaimed contemporary as 'the poet 
whose consciousness is most illumined by 
the rays of despair'. The Zeit motif of 
Sudhindranath's verse is not the fullness and 
beauty of life or its rich possibilities, but 
its emptiness and drabness; not the eternal 
verities , but their utter hollowness. He 
never wrote a tragedy, but most of his 
lyrics seem to be condensed tragedies. 
Praising Buddhadeva Bose's recent poetry, 
he said in a speech the other day that he 
would not have taken much interest in that 
if it had continued to be as full of 'the joy 
of life' as Buddhadeva's earlier verse had 
been. In fact, Sudhin found the phrase 
rather 'silly'. I asked him later if he did 
not think the other phrase, 'the horror and 
boredom of life', equally silly. A friend 
butted into the conversation and prevented 
him from making his reply-which would 
have been worth recording. One is tempted 
to remark that Sudhin tasted the joy of life 
so much that he did not feel like singing 
about it. Had he tasted too much of it and 
reached the state of satiety where joys 
begin to pall? But his poetry was full of 
the feeling of vacuity and disillusionment 
right from the beginning, and did not be­
come so at the end. 

One of the favourite songs of Mrs. Sudhin 
Datta-she is an extremely accomplished 
singer of Tagore songs-is: 

Not a thing has come to pass: all remains the 
same. 

All remains the same : the anguished heart, 

the streaming tears, the sighs and lamentation. 
Never a moment of rest for my heart; not a 

thing I desire is mine. 
I love and am loved, and I love even now; 

and yet there's something missing. 

(Translated by BunnHADEVA BosE) 
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Did it correctly express Sudhin's state of 
mind and heart? I knew him well personal­
ly, but not well enough to answer this ques­
tion. For though he was eager to express 
his opinion on almost everything under the 
sun and beyond it, from the expansion of 
the universe to the teething of babies, he 
was reticent about his emotions, in private 
conversation no less than in his published 
verse. 

But all this is not really a contradiction 
-at least, no more a contradiction than was 
Siddhartha's realisation in the midst of his 
princely splendour and joy that suffering 
was coextensive with life and 'momentari­
ness' the essence of everything. Realising 
this, the young Siddhartha gave up his royal 
pleasures, retired into a lonely forest and 
meditated for seven years on life's ills and 
the way beyond, on the fact of 'momentari­
ness' and the abiding truth above it-the 
Sunyata or the Non-characterisable, as it 
came to be called later. Sudhin was the 
last person ever to think of such retirement 
from his princely life even in his fifty-ninth 
year-however much he might have declar­
ed his admiration for the teachings of the 
Buddha. I ask in all seriousness: Were the 
hours given to the making of verse his 
hours of retirement and meditation, was his 
life of poetry his vanaprasthya? And was 
the illumination that came to this outward 
prince but inward anchorite caught in the 
words of his poetry? 

Sudhindranath the critic professed to be 
a disciple of Mallarme and to believe that 
poetry is vvritten with words, not with 
ideas. In the preface to Samvarta he wrote 
in 1953: 'These compositions should be 
judged as experiments in the use of words 
.... And since words and metrical patterns 
are parasitic, the present writer's thoughts 
and emotions have found their way into 
these compositions as their backgromid'. 
This is how the critic wrote-here and else­
where. The poet Sudhindnmath wrote in 
a very different vein. His poetry is heavily 
charged with meaning, as no other modern 
Bengali poet's is. And by 'meaning' I do 
not mean only emotive meaning; I mean 
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truth, philosophical truth, social truth. 
Sudhindranath's poetry is characterised by 
an unrivalled potency to express the 
deepest truths-emotionalised and made 
oblique no doubt, as the best poetry always 
is. Words do not constitute the substance of 
his poetry; they are, as they should be, the 
medium of his poetical realisations. Sudhin­
dranath wrote poetry with ideas (in a broad 
sense), not with words-which does not 
mean that he was not a master of words. 
But the words were the servant of his intui­
tions. Perhaps his other favourite quotation, 
'art is the unity of intuition and expression', 
better indicated his poetic practice. My 
point is that intuition was never absent from 
Sudhindranath's poetry and was always 
profound. Therefore, to say that his poetry 
was the vehicle, the yana (great or small, 
mahii or hina) of the noble truths that 
came to this theoretical disciple of Mal­
larme but practical renegade from his pro­
fessed master's teaching, to this man who 
loved a full and rich life but loved no less 
the nothingness of all-is not to make a too 
paradoxical statement. 

Another contradiction which gives 
strength to Sudhindranath's poetry lies in 
the peculiarity of its form. On the one 
hand, Sudhin observed the rules of prosody 
more meticulously and made a more daring 
use of traditional poetic diction than any 
other recognised Bengali poet of the nine­
teen-thirties and after. His verse was meant 
to be declaimed, and Sudhin's declamatory 
recital of his verse was a treat for the ear. 
On the other hand, his poetry is full of 
extremely complex, almost inh·icate, sen­
tences, composed and arranged like the 
sentences of prose-not of imaginative or 
narrative prose but of abstract, discursive 
and logical prose. This is a contradiction of 
formal elements that is difficult to miss in 
his poetry. Yet this poet's success in con­
veying the sound and feel of discursive 
prose in metres of classic purity is felt as 
a triumph of technique, not as a to-ur de 
force. I think this success can be explained 
by the fact that Sudhin, widely read as he 
was in philosophy, history, p-olitics, current 
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affairs and popular science, was nonethe- -
less every inch a poet. He composed his 
thoughts poetically, that is, imaginatively 
and emotively. They were lyrical rather 
than logical. On the other hand, his feel­
ings were extraordinarily intellectual. 
Neither an intellectual nor an aesthete pur 
sang, he was an intellectual of passions and 
an aesthete of intellection. 

What I am suggesting is that the contra­
diction that we notice in Sudhindranath's 
style is but a reflection of the contradiction 
that was present in his mind. Form and 
content were in perfect accord; the discord 
lay in the form and in the content. But such 
discord, far from resulting in any loss of 
value, was a source of beauty that was not 
facile, not caught at £rst sight, but once 
caught was not easily lost sight of. I think 
it a prejudice to regard harmony as essen­
tial to beauty, unless by harmony we mean 
something more than, something other 
than just the concord of elements, some­
thing not incompatible with unresolved 
conflict. 

Even the prose of Sudhindranath (I am 
referring primarily to his Bengali prose ), 
which is sometimes mistaken for the prose 
of abstract thought and logical argument; 
is the prose of imagination and emotion. 
The liberal use he makes of logical con­
nectives like 'because', 'therefore', 'notwith­
standing', 'nevertheless', etc., in his prose 
as well as in his verse, serves more a poeti­
cal than a logical purpose in both. His 
paragraphs, like his stanzas, usually achieve 
a poetical synthesis though they seldom 
constitute a logical whole. The premises 
are not premises properly speaking, for the 
conclusions which appear to follow from 
them hardly follow in strict logic. Yet they 
are not irrelevant, and the togetherness of 
only apparently logical clauses is signi£­
cant. Something deep is conveyed which 
logic could not have conveyed. But the 
semblance of logic is an essential part of 
the technique of Sudhin's self-expression. 
This technique he uses indifferently in 
prose and poetry. In his prose it often con­
fuses the reader; in his poetry it seldom 
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fails to illumine. For the reader of prose is 
(rightly) expecting to be argued into con­
victim1, and this expectation leads him 
astray. The reader of poetry has no such 
expectations, and therefore inspite of its 
logical form is not misled by Sudhindra­
nath's poetry. He finds in it a source of the 
deepest emotions at their highest level. 
Sudhin's prose was no less an experiment 
in the use of words than was his verse, 
though in neither was it just that. But for 
the success of the experiment one has to 
go to his verse. I, at any rate, must confess 
to being rather bewildered and dissatis­
fied by his prose; but his poetry more than 
satisfies me - it uplifts me. (How Sudhin 
would have loved to make fun of my usc 
of the word 'uplift' in this context! 'My 
dear Ayyub, you are an incorrigibly adoles­
cent romantic', and so forth.) 

The deepest conHict in Sudhindranath 
was between his philosophic belief and his 
poetic sensibility. Philosophically he pro­
fessed to be a materialist of the deepest 
dye, an out-and-out behaviourist of the 
Watson brand. He has recorded these 
beliefs in his distinctive logical-cum-poeti­
cal prose, not once or twice, but in a score 
of essays - sometimes at length, sometimes 
in brief, sometimes in a line. It appeared to 
me from the way he spoke and wrote about 
them that he was more anxious to retain 
and strengthen his own materialistic con­
victions than to carry them to other people; 
he was as afraid of losing his faith in mate­
rialism as many religious people are of 
losing their faith in God. Perhaps it would 
be more correct to say that Suclhin loved to 

' be a materialist rather than that he was a 
materialist - like another superbly gifted 
poet of Bengal, Bishnu Dey, who loves to 
be a 1\!Iarxist though it is doubtful if he is 
or ever will be a full-blooded one. Bishnu 
is far too sophisticated - bourgeois to the 
roots of his being - to be a poet of the 
proletariat. But that is his sctdhana. So it 
was with Sudhin. Deep inside he was an 
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idealist, almost a bhakta. But it was his 
sadlui,na to become a jacla-vadi, a dehatma­
viidi. What hard-boiled materialist would 
be shocked and pained by the thought that 

'For all thflt, when you spoke of victory, you 
did not want 

The present state of things which cancels profit 
out by loss, 

Reducing them to utter nullity; and what we 
flaunt 

As peace is but exhaustion of the will, 
our special cross. 

\Vas it for this that we endured two global wars, 
rejoiced 

In countless insurrections, piled up millions of 
dead 

To rot in shallow graves? And has the time now 
come to hoist 

Triumphal flags along the cheering streets 
dictators tread? 

The heavens are extinct; and darkness has 
regained its sway. 

You too are lost for ever in the emptiness of 
space. 

vVho then will answer if the desolation of today 
Is cumulative punishment for Adam's fall from 

grace? 

or that 

(From the poem '1945', written in 194S 
and translated by the poet) 

'Such dreams and resolutions are in vain, 
And even vainer is the fear of sure 
Senescence whence I seek concealment in 
Fragmental recollections conjured out 
Of isolating rain by mock revolt. 
But history abounds in periods 
Of hibernation, when the earth, a lost 
Somnambulist, is separated from 
The brotherhood of transcendental stars, 
And man, imprisoned in the dark night of 
The son!, can only chew the poisoned cud 
And contemplate the blighted future, like 
An augur reading in the innocence 
Of birth a sentence of unransomed death. 
The certitude of faith deserts him then; 
And blind belief informs his panic prayers 
To old, indifferent and feeble gods 
For congruence and continuity, 
As once, uvasked, the patriarchs received. 
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Yet all the while his desolation grows, 
And, stranded in an island universe, 
He breathes his proper exhalations which 
No atmosphere absorbs or animates; 
And though the level heat of entropy -
Incapable of further progress - burns 
Him, his impurities are not consumed, 
Nor does it warm the introspecting self 
Infected with the ague of a world 
Extinct. Departed is the inner guide 
Today, the outer ghosts have also fled, 
Their after-image being all I see: 
Old Lenin's mummy wrapt in mysteries 
Of Muscovy; undaunted Trotsky felled 
By hammer-blows: triumphant Stalin turned 
To Hitler's friend; the corpse of Spain; Cathay 
Approaching dissolution; headless France 
Exhibiting reflexive agony. 
Alas, I have no means of finding out 
If she is still alive or bombed to dust. 

(From the poem 'Cyclone', written in 1940 and 
translated by the poet) 

These are only the cogitations of a mate­
rialist; the emotions expressed through 
them - let us not forget that in poetry the 
emotions matter far more than the thoughts 
- are the emotions of an idealist. A piece 
of matter hurled by material forces can hurt 
us physically, not mentally. Only spirit 
hurts spirit. But Sudhin is hurt by the 
material world, by the fact that it is mate­
rial, that the statistical laws of quantum 
physics and the tensor equations of field 
physics reign supreme in the universe. 
The most striking note in his poetry is the 
feeling of deep mental hurt at the cosmos 
understood in terms of his materialistic 
philosophy. There is no doubt that the 
poet and the philosopher were at strife in 
Sudhindranath Datta, nor that the poet 
gained enormously in stature by the strife. 

It is true that Sudhin could never have 
written lines such as: 

'I falter where I firmly trod, 
And falling with my weight of cares 
Upon the great world's altar-stairs 

That slope thro' darkness up to God'. 

Sudhin's poetry, at least on the surface, 
slopes through darkness to deeper darkness, 
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'The curtain of infinite darkness falls 
around me on all sides. In the midst of 
universal horror you too are horrid'. 
Although we cannot say that Sudhin like 
Tennyson (I am not sure at what point 
exactly he held Tennyson in the ups-a­
daisy that modern criticism has been play­
ing with the Victorian poet's status) ever 
firmly trod the ground of faith, he never 
quite succeeded in firmly treading the 
ground of denial either. Nor can we say 
that his poetry was true to the kindred 
points of both. It was a tight rope on which 
you walked, and all the time felt the thrill 
of falling headlong into either his professed 
materialism or his repressed idealism. It is 
this tautness of muscle and tension of belief 
which, I feel, give so much more depth to 
Sudhin's verse than did the elder poet's 
faltering faith to his. There is nothing falter­
ing in Sudhin, every footstep is firm: only 
he chooses to walk on the razor's edge. 

This conflict between thought and emo­
tion, philosophy and art, was not peculiar 
to Sudhindranath. The anti-moderns might 
characterise it as a disease of the modern 
mind; I discern in it a sign of its vitality, 
honesty and courage. Koestler, for instance, 
finds the salvation of the modern age, parti­
cularly of modern literature, in the redis­
covery of what he calls the 'cosmic emo­
tion', the 'oceanic feeling' -which was the 
grand passion of the ancient East. Cut away 
from this perennial fountain-head, our art 
and literature have turned into mere man­
nm·ism and virtuosity. To that fountain we 
must return in order to revitalise our art, 
literature and life (vide his Insight and 
Outlook). But when I asked Koestler in 
Calcutta last year if he found anything in 
the character of the Cosmos which deser-
ves our spontaneous regard or love, he _ " 
jumped up in excitement and almost 
shouted: 'It is a lousy, beastly universe.' 
Now there is nothing particularly lousy in 
tbe world described by physics, nor in elec­
trochemical forces producing and destroy-
ing life according to their own pervasive 
laws. The laws of physics and the world 
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governed by them alone are not the proper 
objects of our righteous indignation. No 
physicist to my knowledge is indignant at 
the universe he studies or uses swear words 
at it; on the contrru:y, the structure and 
behaviour of the material world, its dialec­
tical development and thermodynamic 
death-the entire panorama fascinates him. 
The universe would have been lousy 
indeed if it were under the governance of 
an omniscient and omnipotent Deity who 
permitted the great floods, droughts and 
plagues of history, the cold-blooded murder 
of several million jews and kulaks, the com­
munal riots of Indo-Pakistan, hvo global 
wars and the diabolical friendship of Stalin 
and Hitler. A materialistic philosophy gives 
no support to the feelings of hurt, horror, 
disgust and indignation with which our 
literary materialists react against the world. 
More appropriate would have been a feel­
ing of embarrassment for having rather 
naively expected physico-chemical laws to 
have produced a morally perfect universe. 
Note also the contradiction involved in in­
sisting at one and the same time that the 
universe is lousy and that we should make 
.it the object of our deepest feelings of love 
and devotion ('oceanic feeling'). One could 
multiply instances of such deep-rooted con­
tradictions-Sartre and Camus are most 
tempting-but Koestler will suffice. 

I must not be understood as suggesting 
that Arthur Koestler and Sudhindranath 
Datta exhibit the same sort of contradic­
tion in their outlook. Their contradictions 
are, however, comparable. Koestler's basic 
contradiction is between his conviction that 
the modern man can save his soul or at any 
rate his sanity only by expanding h is positi­
ve emotions so as to embrace the whole 
universe, and his equally firm conviction 
that the universe is, by and large, utterly 
repulsive. Datta oscillates between his in­
tellectual certitude about the ultimate truth 
of the latest pronouncements of mathemati­
cal physics (not of the physicists in their 
non-professional writings, most of which 
show a deep tint of religious mysticism), 
and his emotional horror at the total dis-
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regard of human values by a purely 
material world, that is, at the inability of 
physical forces to do what only an omni­
potent spiritual power can do. More often, 
there is the feeling of pain (the Indian 
word abhimdn is more appropriate) at the 
absence of such a power. Now we can be 
hurt by the relative absence of a person 
(who is absent here and now but present 
somewhere somewhen); but isn't it rather 
odd to be hurt by the absolute non-being 
of a personal God? The death of the Gods 
is a not infrequent theme of modern poets, 
including Sudhin (in the stanza quoted 
above we have the lines 'the heavens are 
extinct . ..... . vVho then will answer', etc.; 
in 'Resurrection' he speaks of the wailing of 
the ghost of the slaughtered god') . Surely 
our poets are not mourning literally the 
death of the Gods, but only the death of 
man's (or of their own) belief in God. My 
point is that the belief ('the certitude of 
faith') whose death causes such agony is 
not quite dead yet; it has only become 
difficult to hold. The certitude is gone, but 
the faith lingers. That is the difference bet­
ween the death of a cherished belief and 
the death of a loved person. 

I do not share either of these contradic­
tions; nonetheless I find certain radical 
contradictions unavoidable in any world­
view. This is not the place to go into the 
basic dichotomy which my own philosophi­
cal outlook bears. I can only mention in 
passing that there are various ways of 
looking at tl1e world each of which can be 
made consistent within itself, but there is 
no reconciliation of one with the other. 
Perhaps these could be reduced ultimately 
to two, which we might call the materia­
listic and the idealistic standpoints - the 
chasm between which cannot be bridged. 
It is necessary, it is honest, to embrace both 
alternatives, at least to recognise the need 
for both. Without either, our vision remains 
incomplete and our personality one-sided. 
Synthesis is an enormously difficult task 
and seems remote yet. All facile attempts 
at synthesis ultimately arising out of a one­
eyed weltanschauung (which literally 
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means 'looking at the world' ) - such as 
those of the theological, the Hegelian and 
the Samkarite idealists, or of the VVatsonian 
and Marxist materialists - should be 
eschewed. Perhaps they cannot be alto­
gether eschewed; at any rate, they must be 
recognised as premature and still-born in 
this infancy of man's mental development. 

In his philosophically less assertive 
moments Sudhin called himself an anekiin­
taviidi, a believer in the many-faced nature 
of truth and reality. He saw one face in his 
discursive writing and another in his crea­
tive, or perhaps I should say that he saw 
one side with his intellect and another 
with his feelings. It is easy to be caught and 
enmeshed by either of these great truths. 
But Sudhin loved the difficult, loved more 
uncompromisingly as a poet than as an 
essayist. It needs courage and honesty to 
face conflict; these qualities were Sudhin's 
strong points. Recognising the impossibility 
of synthesis, he allowed himself to bear the 
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cross of conflicting attitudes running ath­
wart each other. I must say he bore it 
extremely well, both in life and in art. His 
personality was balanced and whole though 
not unified. Contradictions indeed were the 
source of his vitality, his potency, and 
his charm. As a towering literary figure in 
Bengal after Tagore and as the most power­
ful exponent of the 'new poetry' and the 
'new criticism' (through his distinguished 
quarterly Parichay, 1931-40, which had few 
readers but is now generally recognised as 
a landmark in the development of Bengali 
literature), Sudhin had his full measure of 
abuse from the traditional writers and 
critics in the thirties and from the Marxists 
in the forties and fifties . But all of us who 
had the privilege of knowing him personally 
were captivated, yes captivated, by this 
singularly fresh, vital and genuine person. 
His remarkable talents were there of 
course, but no one is loved for his talents. 



Philosophy ut the Indian Universities 

By STERLING P. LAMPHECHT 

THE philosophy current at any_one time 
in the colleges and universities of a 

nation is not, to be sure, a full and adequate 
measure of the contemporary intellectual 
calibre of that nation. It is , however, one 
of the important factors in the life of a 
people. It helps to mould a man's sense of 
values and so to leaven the life of that man's 
society. It furnishes a framework of basic 
convictions. It gives courage to face diffi­
cult problems, to persevere in working to­
wards desired goals, to remain loyal to lofty 
ideals. Without a philosophy an individual 
and a society will drift aimlessly. With a 
mistaken philosophy both the individual 
and his society are likely to squander time 
on illusory or trivial ends. With a sound 
philosophy, and through no other means, a 
man may orient his activities towards 
worthy goals and may succeed in leading 
his society, perhaps his entire nation, in the 
direction of a happier state of affairs. 

G. K. Chesterton once wrote that, for a 
landlady about to accept a boarder, it is 
important to know the size and contents of 
the prospective boarder's pocket-book, but 
still more important to know his philo­
sophy; and that, for a general about to 
fight a battle, it is important to know the 
number and disposition of the enemy's 
forces, but more important to know the 
opposing general's philosophy. Philosophy, 
we are often and correctly told, does not 
bake any bread; that is, philosophy does 
not furnish a specific solution to any econo­
mic or political or social problem. But it 
does provide the moral and intellectual 
structure within which all problems, both 
theoretical and practical, arise, and hence 
all solutions must be worked out. We may 
not be running a hostel for wayfarers nor 
engaging in armed strife; but the point of 

Chesterton's remark can well be applied to 
any and every fonTl of human activity. 

The philosophies current in a nation's 
schools tend to spill out of their original 
academic confines and thus to affect jour­
nalistic and legislative and administrative 
practices and opinions and choices. In no 
other place can there be found so useful 
a center, as in the universities, for discus­
sion and criticism and prolonged, dis­
interested reflection on the basic concerns 
of mankind. In many subtle ways the 
teaching of philosophy in the colleges and 
universities of a nation makes a difference 
which, difficult to measure precisely or to 
express in mathematical formula , may yet 
be considerable over the course of years. 

It was with this estimate of the role of 
philosophy in human affairs that I visited 
some twenty of the leading universities of 
India during 1958 and 1959. I was not able 
to visit all the universities I had hoped to 
see; and of course, as any of my readers 
will well realize, I did not have time to 
observe all phases of the work of the various 
departments of philosophy in even the uni­
versities I did visit. But I think I learned 
many things, some of which may be signi­
ficant for my Indian friends and for Indian 
educational authorities to take into account. 
I think I made my observations under 
favorable conditions. I received marked 
courtesy and cordial cooperation. I was 
given every aid to enable me better to 
understand what is going on in India to-day 
under the label of philosophy, how classes 
in philosophy are being conducted, how 
the teaching is being received by the 
students, and (though to a more limited 
extent) what degree of success the instruc­
tion in philosophy is achieving. I was 
charmed by my generous and friendly 
hosts. I owe a debt of gratitude to the pro-
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fessors of philosophy, sometimes also to 
registrars and deans and vice-chancellors, 
whom I was delighted to meet and to know, 
and to whom my memory now goes back 
with pleasure. But I must resist the temp­
tation to linger on the personal side of my 
visits to the Indian universities. I mean 
rather to offer certain observations on the 
current state of philosophical education in 
the Indian universities. 

There is of course no uniformity. What 
is done in one institution may not be done 
in another, and what is believed and taught 
by one professor may be rejected by 
another. There are, however, some aspects 
of the academic life of India which are 
conspicuous because they are found widely, 
if not universally. And it is of these conspi­
cuous aspects that I would here speak. 

Philosophy in Indian universities to-day, 
I was driven to conclude, is frequentl y 
hampered by an uncritical allegiance to 
what is taken to be 'the Indian philosophi­
cal tradition.' In making this charge I am 
not unmindful of the cultural importance 
of tradition. A man or a society without 
tradition is like a pilot or a ship without 
charts. But to possess traditions, even to 
possess great and noble traditions, is not 
enough. A man whose mind has been 
steeped in the finest traditions of his 
nation's culture may or may not be bene­
fited thereby. He is not benefited if he takes 
those traditions as a body of perennial 
truth to deviate from which is disloyalty. 
He may be greatly benefited if he uses the 
traditions as a fund of wisdom from which 
he may select certain ideas to apply experi­
mentally to the exigencies of a new period 
of history. At their worst, traditions 
become a kind of refuge to which a man 
tries to escape in order to avoid the stress 
and strain of the contemporary ·world. At 
their best, traditions provide a continuity 
to the development of a man or a nation, 
enabling the man or the society to avoid 
eccentric bias and one-sided prejudice. 
They can, and at times they do, become a 
screen behind which their loyal devotees 
are lulled into unprofitable quietude. They 
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ought not to be regarded as final pro­
nouncements which contain all the truth 
mankind needs to know. They ought rather 
to be regarded as profitable explorations 
into a world which yet remains only partly 
explored and needs to be further investi­
gated with open-minded readiness for new 
truths. 

Many of the older academic philosoph­
ers of India are quite content to be 
spokesmen for what they take to be 'the 
Indian tradition in philosophy.' To some 
extent this attitude is a natural expression 
of pride in whatever is natively Indian in 
contrast with what was brought to India 
by two centuries of colonial masters. But 
self-imposed bondage to settled theories is 
no less confining than subservience to 
foreign control. I talked with the senior 
professor of a distinguished college of a 
great Indian university who seriously 
maintained that it is the business of every 
philosopher to devote his life to defending 
the tradition into which he was born. And 
when I protested that every acute thinker, 
however appreciative of his special herit­
age, might yet find truth in more than one 
quarter, he was driven to allege that his 
own tradition at least was wholly true and 
all other h·aditions largely false. His ground 
for preference for his own tradition was 
obviously an emotional one. He had never, 
so far as I could ascertain, tested his own 
tradition by keen intellectual analysis or 
careful historical criticism. 

This kind of sponsorship of hereditary 
views is bound to be disastrous educa­
tionally. It will either lead students to 
revolt against all traditions as dogmatic 
errors, or mould students into partisan 
defenders of a narrow-minded philosophi­
cal cult. 

Whenever a worshipful rather than a cri­
tical attitude is taken towards a body of 
tradition, various misunderstandings are 
bound to arise in the interpretation of the 
meaning of tradition. I can illustrate one 
such misunderstanding by an anecdote. 

I lectured one day at one of the foremost 
universities of India, before an audience 
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of perhaps a dozen professors and fifty 
students. I maintained in my lecture that, 
in spite of all sorts of limitations in health 
and strength and economic opportunity and 
accumulated lmowledge, each and every 
one of us men is yet free to choose among 
diverse possibilities that exist within the 
limitations. I thought my thesis a modest 
one. I certainly made no extravagant 
claims to any gz:eat range of freedom for 
most of us men. The senior professor who 
presided at my lecture then commented at 
length on my lecture, praising me far 
beyond my deserts and at the same time 
entirely rejecting my contentions. Among 
his remarks was a statement which I cannot 
of course quote verbatim but can sum up 
substantially as follows . 'We Indians,' he 
said, 'do not sympathize with the western 
supposition that we can control the course 
of events around us. \Ve Indians know 
what our philosophical traditions have 
taught us, namely, that men destroy them­
selves by aiming to change the world 
around them and gain salvation only by 
disciplining themselves to accept with stoic 
fortitude the destinies which come inevit­
ably upon them.' 

Now I waive at this point the issue bet­
ween belief in a modicum of free choice 
and belief in inevitable fate. I see nothing 
un-Indian in the former belief. After all, 
India's five-year plan and the resolute 
leadership of Prime Minister Nehru are 
both based upon the supposition that India 
has some measure of freedom to improve 
her lot. But I waive this issue and call 
attention to another notion that is implicit 
in the remarks I have just paraphrased. 

This notion is the supposition that Indian 
philosophical traditions are a uni£ed and 
harmonious body of ideas. But there 
really is no such thing as the Indian tradi­
tion on any subject at all. In the traditions 
of the Vedas and Upanishads and Pali texts 
and Sutras, the attentive historian will find 
idealism and realism and materialism, 
monism and dualism and pluralism, theism 
and atheism, rationalism and empiricism, 
objectivism and subjectivism, activism and 
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retirement from the cosmos. To speak of 
the Indian philosophical tradition is as in­
correct as to speak of the westem philoso­
phical position. My critic had no warrant, 
no warrant whatsoever, to talk of the parti­
cular position he himself espoused as if it 
were the tradition which 'we Indians' all 
do or ought to accept. My critic was not 
properly critical. He betrayed an emotional 
allegiance to traditions he revered but did 
not analyze. He spoke for tradition, to be 
sure. But for him tradition was not a heri­
tage of ideas all of which might enrich the 
mind and some of which might prove to 
be true. Tradition for him was rather a 
cult whose pronouncements constitute one 
single and consistent vision of eternal and 
immutable truth. 

I am not unaware that there are in 
India to-day scholars whose expert studies 
in the field of Indology are of the highest 
academic excellence. I am glad to have had 
opportunity to meet some few of them. I 
hope their influence will more and more 
leaven the academic world of India. But I 
am not writing of them. Neither am I writ­
ing of ·all the senior professors of philoso­
phy with whom I conversed. I am writing 
of those among the senior professors who, 
like the man in my anecdote, treat the 
traditions of India as merely earlier ex­
pressions of their own philosophies . I am 
writing of a tendency, not universal but 
yet widespread, to think of Indian philo­
sophical development as one single and 
consistent line of thought. 

Furthermore, whenever Indian philoso­
phical tradition is treated as a single line 
of development, that line of development 
is presented as a system of what techni­
cally is called metaphysical idealism. And 
this manner of treating Indian traditions is 
incorrect. Indian traditions contain meta­
physical idealism, but they contain much 
else besides. And the current academic 
manner of philosophical system-building 
comes much more from Anglo-Hegelian 
sources than from native Indian literah1re. 
The senior professors of philosophy in 
India to-day were, many of them, trained 
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in England in the days when F. H. Bradley 
and Bernard Bosanquet were dominant 
influences; and the rest of them grew up 
at home vvhen English leaders were autho­
ritative in the universities of India. Ironi­
cally, the technical apparatus used by 
many Indian philosophers to-day in defend­
ing their interpretation of the 'central 
Indian tradition' is not so much Indian as 
British. India is still a colonial dependency 
in much of its philosophical life. 

There is an important distinction to draw 
between, on the one hand, the mysticism 
and otherworldliness of Indian traditions, 
and, on the other hand, the speculative 
manner in which currently those traditions 
are, supposedly, made philosophically 
acceptable. Mysticism and otherworldliness 
are prominent threads in the texture of 
Indian culture from the earliest times to 
our own day. They are prominent threads 
in the texture of western culture, too; 
indeed, they are prominent in all cultures 
of the world. Perhaps they are more promi­
nent in Indian culture than elsewhere, 
though demonstration of such a contention 
would be very difficult. However that may 
be, mysticism and otherworldliness are in 
no way dependent on metaphysical idea­
lism for their defense. In western culture 
they were defended in idealistic tenns 
sometimes (e.g. Plotinus ) and in realistic 
terms at other times (e.g. Aquinas). The 
whole claim by certain academic voices in 
India today, to the effect that Indian philo­
sophical tradition is necessarily idealistic, is 
a spurious claim. The appeal to 'intuition' 
as self-certifying and indubitable, and the 
claim that one has risen above the realm 
of the rational to the supra-rational-all this 
kind of philosophical sparring, so far from 
giving a proper in terpretation of Indian 
mysticism and otherworldliness, is an in­
cubus to its understanding. 

A sound interpretation of Indian mysti­
cism and otherworldliness, like a sound 
interpretation of all phases of Indian tradi­
tions, must come from scholars who are 
proficient in Sanskrit ana other ancient 
Indian languages. I here bow to the autho-
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rity of trained Indologists. But I do want 
to call attention to a philosophical issue 
which arises when Indian otherworldliness 
is discussed. I have two Indian acquain­
tances, both adept in Sanskrit, who give 
diametrically opposed interpretations of 
the issue. One of them asserts that, accor­
ding to all the schools of philosophy in 
Indian history, a seeker after truth must 
turn from desire for the fleeting goods of 
this world and must find refuge in eternal 
reality. The other of them claims that 
Sanskrit texts normally make no such 
dichotomy between the temporal and the 
eternal. Rather the texts usually advise that 
a man ought to deal with the temporal 
affairs of this world, not in the light of his 
momentary impulses, but in the light of 
the attitude which God would take towards 
those affairs. There is a vast difference bet­
ween these two interpretations of the Sans­
krit texts. Perhaps both attitudes are some­
where or other in the texts. But the former 
is suspect in my eyes, because it has always 
been coupled, when I have encountered it, 
with devices borrowed from the Anglo­
Hegelian technique~. The former inter­
pretation is thoroughgoing asceticism; the 
latter is genuine humanism. 

It is humanism that India needs today, in 
her struggles with poverty, disease, illite­
racy, and other kindred problems. India, as 
has been made evident in contemporary 
life, is not content to ask her millions to 
endure privations because these privations 
occur in a world of 'mere appearance' and 
illusion. Nor would India, as has been 
made clear in the glowing utterances of 
her best leaders, scramble harshly for 
material goods under the lure of specious 
notions of 'progress'. India needs the whole­
some message of the middle way, that is, of 
humanism. For the message of the 
middle way teaches the dignity of 
personality, the subordination of material 
goods to the ideal ends of rich personal 
development, and the enrichment of per­
sonal values when material means are used 
to promote ideal ends. Asceticism of an 
extreme kind is present in the body of 
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Indian philosophical and cultural tradi­
tions; and hence Indian students need to 
be helped to understand it, to learn how 
and why it has appealed to many men, to 
discover what it involves and what its out­
come is likely to be in the life of a man and 
of his society. But certainly humanism is 
also present in the body of Indian tradi­
tions. I see no warrant for confusing, much 
less for deliberately identifying, the two 
positions. I certainly can see no justification 
for resorting to the techniques of Anglo­
Hegelian idealism in presenting to Indian 
youth today the great traditions of Indian 
culture. Yet I encountered the use of these 
techniques, techniques alien to the Indian 
genius, as I visited among and conversed 
with many of the senior professors of 
philosophy in the Indian universities. 

The supposition that Indian philosophi­
cal traditions are one single strand of other­
worldliness has highly unfortunate effects 
on both teachers and students. 

On the teachers the effect is to produce 
an attitude of dogmatic insistence on the 
finality of one's own opinions. For the 
teacher has become the mouthpiece of a 
tradition which he does not use but which 
uses him. I attended a philosophical semi­
nar once at which a student stated his 
views on a chosen philosophical topic, after 
which general discussion was supposed to 
follow. I did not myself approve of the 
student's theme; I thought him intellect­
ually immature and his theme historically 
inept. But it was the ensuing sixty or 
ninety minutes which really shocked me. 
'What was supposed to be discussion was 
intemperate harangue by the senior profes­
sor. This professor never allowed anyone, 
students or younger colleagues, to express 
a view incompatible with his own. He 
would interrupt students and instructors a­
like as soon as any of them seemed to be 
departing from the position he laid down 
himself. The student who had presented his 
views at the outset begged the professor 
every fifteen or twenty minutes for a brief 
chance to make two points. But none of us 
ever learned what the two points were, be-
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cause the senior professor drowned out th e: 
student's attempt to speak with his own 
unyielding words. 

Let me confess at once that the instance 
which I have just reported was the most 
extreme case I encountered in India-the 
most extreme case I have ever encountered 
anywhere- of tyranny in the processes of 
education. The attitude of dogmatism I am 
denouncing was usually evidenced in much 
more subtle ways. I found it sometimes in 
slow, almost rhythmical dictation by the 
professor, while students took down every 
word in their notes-notes which, I a1~ 
told, they then proceeded to memorize in 
order to reproduce them later in their 
'papers'. I found it sometimes in the re<Hl­
ing of lectures which had been used year 
after year for a decade or more-as if a 
position based on ancient traditions was 
not in need of revision, correction, or 
amplification. 

On the students the effects are corre­
lative to those on the teachers. Many Indian 
students are woefully docile and intellect­
ually inert. When I asked them questions, 
they would often look from me to their 
professor and then echo the remarks with 
which he attempted to prompt them. They 
spoke as if the great issues of philosophy 
'"'ere virtually closed issues to which they 
had but to learn set answers. Education in 
philosophy thus becomes almost like an 
initiation into a mystery to which the older 
generation leads the younger. Conse- -
quently, the intellectual life ceases to he 
an adventure and a challenge: it becomes 
a routine chore. And the sparkle of youth 
soon disappears, and is succeeded by the 
complacency of later years. 

Now of course, as perhaps I ought once 
more to repeat, the faults I allege against 
the practice of philosophy in the Indian 
universities are not present everywhere. I 
have seen departments of philosophy in 
India where older and younger men 
(teachers and sh1dents respectively) have 
been cooperating like junior and senior 
partners in an enterprise for the success of 
which they share responsibility. I have seen 
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professors eager to continue to learn and 
discontented with the measure of wisdom 
they have already gained. I have seen 
young teachers alert, stimulated and stimu­
lating, craving more opportunities for 
study. I have seen students who, while 
respectful to their elders, were relentlessly 
independent in their intellectual life. But 
the conspicuous trait I more often en­
countered in the Indian universities was 
that of uncriticised allegiance to narrowly­
conceived traditions. 

The faults of the current academic 
situation are the more deplorable because 
the opportunity before Indian teachers of 
philosophy is a great one. TI1e opportunity 
is one of the greatest, perhaps, that teachers 
of philosophy have ever had anywhere at 
any time. For Indian educational institutions 
have been given an unusually wide acquain­
tance with and basis in the varied cultures 
of the world. In the universities of the West, 
certainly in America and largely in Europe, 
too, there has been in the past generations 
a woeful ignorance of the philosophical 
traditions of Asia. Interest in Indian and 
other Asian cultures has been increasing 
rapidly in the last twenty years. Institutes 
and departments of Asian studies have 
been founded, and serious students of 
eastern thought have become more numer­
ous than twenty years ago. But the West 
has never been exposed as thoroughly to 
Asian thought as Indians have been ex­
posed to western thought. Whatever the 
merits or demerits of British rule in India 
may have been, English teachers and 
English administrators have given to 
Indian academic life a rich fund of under­
standing of western history, science, ancl 
philosophy. India, more than any nation 
at any earlier time in world history, is heir 
to many strands of culture. 
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India therefore has the opportunity to do 
for the world what no other people can so 
easily do. India could escape from the paro­
chial limitations to which all men are often 
subject, and could formulate a philosophy 
which would be more widely sig~1ificant 
than philosophy has ever been before. India 
could generate an interpretation of human 
life and of the world around us which 
would not have the marks of nationalistic 
bias. Bergson is characteristically French; 
Russell is characteristically British; Dewey 
is characteristically American. All three are 
great minds. Each has something to teach 
the rest of the world. But all of the 
three have missed much which the rest of 
the world might have taught them. The 
Indian thinkers with whom I am familiar 
are at least as narrowly limited as any of 
the three western thinkers, and most are 
much more seriously limited. Indian think­
ers will be handicapped in realization of 
their unique opportunity as long as they 
seek piously to be Indian in spirit instead 
of being broadly human and humane. 

Opportunity is a splendid thing. But it is 
not the same as achievement. So far as my 
observations went of Indian academic life, 
there is little achievement. There is 
promise. And promise means that a few 
moves are being taken to make something 
out of opportunity. Philosophy in India in 
the coming decades will not be notable if 
those who pursue it aim only to be true to 
even the best traditions of India's past. The 
future ought not to be as circumscribed as 
is the past. Philosophy in India may 
become great if its thinkers and teachers, 
familiar with both Indian and western 
traditions, work freshly and freely towards 
new and wiser syntheses of philosophical 
insight. 

Dear ]VIr. Ayyub, 
. . . .. . .... I apologise for the delay in carrying out my intent to submit to you an account 
of some impressions I gained during my visits to 20 Indian Universities .... You will see that 
I speak only of my contacts with Hindu professors. Only at Aligarh and Hyderabad did I 
come into any contact with Moslem teachers. They were keen and gave me a delightful time. 
But l thought my report would be complicated by speaking of the Moslems I encountered when, 
after all, it was a very few of them I met . . . . Sincerely yours 

STERLTNG P. LAMPRECHT 
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Lawrence and " Lady Chatterley's LofVer " · 

The Chronicle of "Battered War1'io1's" 

By c. L. NAHAL 

pROBABLY no writer has ever been 
condemned more on hearsay than D.H. 

Lawrence. Till the other day the novel with 
which his name is generally associated was 
not available in English bookshops, in its 
complete and unmutilated form. Several of 
his other important books, like the posthu­
mously published volume of essays, entitled 
Phoenix, and his philosophical documents, 
called Psychoanalysis and the Unconsc-ious 
and Fantasia of the Unconscious, have been 
long out of print. And yet, there are men 
who opine that D.H. Lawrence is a 'hmTi­
bly obscene' author. Somehow a myth has 
grown about his lewdness and such people 
Rnd it thrilling to keep the illusion alive. 
After all, they have heard of their supreme­
ly good and great writers but of none 
supremely evil, and the name of so-widely­
spoken-about Lawrence, therefore, satisfies 
a deep romantic longing in their mind. It 
would perhaps be years before such a pub­
lic can allow the man, whom a capable 
critic like Dr. Leavis has called 'the greatest 
creative writer in English of our time', his 
due, but let us hope that with the publi­
cation in England of the unexpurgated 
edition of Lady Chatterley's Lover (thirty 
years after the death of the author), people 
will be willing to give up some of their 
superstitions about him. For if they read 
the book carefully, they will £nd that 
Lawrence is neither vulgar nor obscene, 
only a little more honest and a little more 
outspoken than most writers. 

The first feeling that comes to one, when 
one has read the complete Lady Chatterley's 
Lover, is of dismay and disappointment. 

For compared with Lawrence's best novels, 
it appears to be a poor and sadly inferior 
work-inferior in characterisation, inferior 
in plot, and inferior in achievement. Not 
only that, it looks on the face of it, a glaring­
ly unethical book. It is the story of a woman 
who leaves her husband at a time when he 
desperately needs her help (he is a crip­
ple), and goes away with another man. 
From what we see, Clifford Chatterley is 
a good husband to Constance Chatterley 
in every accepted sense of the term. He 
tends to her needs with particular care and 
is fond of her. Unfortunately he cannot 
give her any sex life, but this is not because 
of disease or impotence: it is because of 
an accident, a wound he suffered during 
the war. In the circumstances one would 
expect a wife to give him love and devotion 
and comfort. Accidents are a normal feature 
of human life, and if, because of one of 
them, a party to a marriage is physically 
incapacitated, all the codes of ethics pre­
sume that the other party would do every­
thing possible to alleviate his suffering. But 
Constance behaves ignobly, and first 
deceives her husband with another man 
and then separates from him to marry a 
gamekeeper with whom she thinks she is 
in love. 

This is, however, not the whole truth and 
we must take a deeper and more sympathe­
tic account of Lawrence's mind to see what 
he meant to do in this book. 

It might sound a little new to those who 
have not read much of Lawrence, but he 
was, in his own right, perhaps the greatest 
seer of this century. For the main theme 
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of all his works-from The White Peacock 
down to Lady Chatterley's Lover-is not 
'sex' but 'self. There is no other writer of 
our day who has emphasised so much, 
repeatedly, the need of a thorough spiritual 
basis for every action of our day to day 
existence. T.S. Eliot has accused him of 
heresy, but as Prof. V. de S. Pinto has 
pointed out in D.H. Lawrence: Prophet of 
the Midlands, he had more of the living 
tradition in him than Eliot himself. In fact 
his heresy amounts to nothing more than 
asserting that, though Christian culture 
(Mr. Eliot's antonym for heresy) is great, 
reality is not essentially limited to one type 
of faith or to one type of teaching alone. 
He goes further, and believes that all these 
'faiths' are in a way an impediment in 
understanding reality, for the approach of 
the intellect is essentially of a limited 
nature. Almost like the Vedantins, he time 
and again says that the infinite-God, self, 
reality, whatever one may call it-can never 
be comprehended in its entirety by the 
Rnite, that is, the mind. In his own words, 
'all law, all knowledge holds good for that 
which already exists in the created world. 
But there is no law, no knowledge of the 
unknown which is to take place.' (Phoenix) 
So knowledge of any one type, be it 
Christian knowledge or any other, only 
limits the scope of reality, which, if at all 
it has to have the name of reality, must 
perforce be of a nature surpassing the 
boundaries of man-made definitions. 

This is a very profound conclusion and 
it shows the depth of Lawrence's under­
standing. Apart from Wordsworth, few 
English writers display such a wide and 
magnificent range of feelings , and we know 
that Wordsworth was promptly rebuked by 
his contemporaries for what they thought 
of as pantheistic utterances. Having establi­
shed for himself that reality has to be envi­
saged in a shape and manner which could 
be all comprehensive and universal, Law­
rence sets about Rnding some common 
factor in life to which men and women of 
all races, indeed living creatures of every 
kind, may be paying obedience from a 
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natural inclination, without any compulsion 
or binding or fear created by the intellect 
(in the last resort, even our devotion to an 
anthropomorphic form of religion is mostly 
the result of fear: fear of the hereafter). 
Here he parts company with Wordsworth, 
and where Wordsworth, in spite of his 
remarkable vision and power, still sees the 
life of the 'spirit' as something distinct and 
apart from the life of the 'body', in Law­
rence the two become one. ('Why do you 
persist in separating soul and body? I can't 
tell, in myself, or in anybody, one from the 
other.'-D.H. Lawrence in a letter to Mrs. 
Rachel A1mand Taylor. ) Since the infinite 
can never be known as infinite, Lawrence 
says that man must look for it in its mani­
festations as the Rnite. This obviously 
includes a reverence for every created 
being, for every created thing, but most of 
all it means a reverence for the constant 
nnd recurrent drama of creation in which 
every created being is busy. Birds, beasts, 
animals; plants, trees; man: generations 
rise, reproduce and then perish. And this 
endless dance is going on around us every­
where, all the time, so fascinating that we 
are compelled to join in it by a natural 
hunger and urge of the body. 

Lawrence thereby comes to the alarming 
but apparently true conclusion that the only 
common agent which could satisfy all the 
requirements of universality is 'sex'. He sees 
in sex a divine gift, a divine power; power 
which never exhausts itself and is a source 
of constant perpetuation of life. And so, 
Lawrence argues, before a man can have 
any realisation of the deeper mysteries of 
life, he must Rrst have a full and thorough 
realisation of this divine gift in man. It may 
be borne in mind that under no condition 
is sex mentioned by him as the end of life. 
The end is deeper, much deeper; it is the 
realisation of self. But a man cannot realise 
his 'self, until he has bathed in all the 
glories of the created world, including the 
sexual glory. Here is a beauty of the 
universe which can be intuitively felt by 
all of us. It requires no other qualifications 
except honesty and personal integrity. And 
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when one has realised this power, the way 
is open for us to go further; for in healthy 
sex we have gone the nearest to the creator 
and may still go nearer. To quote from him, 
'God, Almighty God, is the father, and in 
fatherhood man draws nearest to him. In 
the act of love, in the act of begetting, J'dan 
is with God and of God. Such is the Law.' 
(Phoenix) 

For Lawrence the created world, the 
world of males and females and the desire 
between them, is a symbol of divine joy. 
vVe are 11ollow men', not because we have 
lost contact with the spirit (the intellectuali­
sed version of the spirit as offered by orga­
nised religions and Mr. T.S. Eliot), but 
because we have lost contact with the body, 
the healthy body with its healthy needs. 
It is a process which started many genera­
tions back-when man began formulating 
his knowledge into neatly outlined 'theories' 
-and is still continuing. The present civili­
sation, Lawrence would say, is thus suffer­
ing from a sort of emotional neurosis, as the 
result of constant inhibitions and suppres­
sions to which men have subjected their 
natural instincts, preferring to live by 
acquired habits. And of all the acquired 
habits , none has done more harm to us than 
orthodox theology which insists on making 
a sharp distinction between the spirit and 
the body, saying that the one is clean and 
the other unclean, implying thereby that 
if we follow one of these we have to give 
up the other, implying further thereby that 
no one should dream of entering the world 
of the spirit without surrendering the world 
of the body. There is a wilful conditioning 
of the mind in such an approach, a delibe·­
rate superimposition of evil on a simple, 
elementary process of nature; for it leaves 
no way out for man except to regard the 
body as evil or as synonymous with sin. 
As is clear, this amounts to an allegation of 
inherent contradiction in the design of the 
universe-that is to say that the laws by 
which this design lives and flourishes are 
morally unsound. Lawrence, on the other 
hand, rebels against this basically unwhole-

some outlook and looks upon the human 
body as a sacred temple, where to every 
man and every woman, reality is being con­
stantly revealed, every day, every moment, 
provided we pay to the body, the temple, 
its rightful homage. 'When the two clasp 
hands, a moment, male and female, clasp 
hands and are one, the poppy, the gay 
poppy flies into flower again; and when 
the two fling their arms about each other, 
the moonlight runs and clashes against the 
shadow; and when the two toss back their 
hair, all the larks break out singing; and 
when they kiss on the mouth, a lovely 
human utterance is heard again-and so it 
is.' (Phoenix) 

So, healthy sex is Lawrence's road to 
sanity and self-knowledge. Not for a 
moment does he refer to it in an irreverent 
tone. His friends testify to what a puritan 
and scrupulously moral man he was in life, 
and how anything said or done in a vulgar 
manner used to shock him. Though he 
eloped with a married woman, his view 
was that he was going to marry her and 
not have an affair with her. Frieda Law­
rence records (Not I, But the Wind) that 
when she was still living with her former 
husband, she once invited Lawrence to 
spend a night with her when her husband 
was away from home, and Lawrence 
refused, saying that that would be immoral 
as she was not yet his wife. Subsequently, 
when they were married, all his life he 
remained faithful to her and though he 
came to know a number of women, there 
is no evidence of his having had any sexual 
relation with any of them. (Even 'pious' 
Wordsworth had an illegitimate daughter 
in France, and 'sage' Leo Tolstoy, well, we 
all know about him! ) The whole point of 
Lawrence is missed, if we do not see that 
when Lawrence talks of sex, he does not 
mean the variety of sexual experience, he 
means the intensity of the experience; the 
intensity between two persons devoted to 
each other for a life-long period. Thus he 
almost exclusively concerns himself with 
people who are either already married or 
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are going to marry; it is a treatment of sex 
within the con£nes of the family. In the 
best of his stories, the man or the woman 
sticks to a particular partner- or at least 
that is the idea-and it is within the sphere 
of tl1at exclusively limited and select 
emotional £eld th at he ranges his discus­
sions. (In comparison, most of the modern 
novelists treat sex as a game of musical 
chairs: constant change, new partners, the 
sooner the better.) And even within the 
sphere of the family that he explores, the 
emphasis is on normal sex; in spite of what 
Richard Aldington says, there is hardly any 
instance of sexual perversion, or violence, 
or morbidity that he dwells on at length 
anywhere, in the whole range of his creative 
writing. (See, on the contrary, the Nobel 
Prize winner Faulkner in his stories; or 
'chaste' N abokov in Lolita.) 

This was the type of man who has been 
painted as a sexual maniac by people half 
acquainted with his work. His novels, and 
his poems, his short stmies, his plays, his 
essays, are nothing but a long hymn to the 
beauty of the created world and to the 
process of creation. It was in this vein that 
he wrote his masterpieces, The Rainbow 
(the £nest novel of marriage in the whole 
history of English literature) and Women 
in Love. And it was in this vein that he 
sat down and wrote Lady Chatterley's 
Lover. 

But as already stated, Lady Chatterley's 
Love1· is, comparatively, a poor work of art, 
and it is a great irony of fate that Lawrence 
should have come to be remembered by a 
book which is not his best. First, as 
mentioned before, there is a major weak­
ness in the very conception of the plot, in 
the sense that Sir Clifford Chatterley is the 
victim of an accident and as such his in­
ability to give sexual life to Constance 
Chatterley is not because of any bodily 
sickness which may justify Constance leav­
ing him. Secondly, we see that the story 
and the characters do not develop as 
naturally as in Lawrence's other books. We 
become increasingly conscious of it as we 
proceed with the novel. Practically every-
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thing appears to be prejudged-as if the 
novelist were arguing from a £xed point of 
start. (This is particularly obvious in his 
treatment of Clifford Chatterley, where he 
sees to it that in whatever dramatic situa­
tion he places Clifford, whether it is an 
argument with his sister-in-law, a discus­
sion with his wife, or an encounter with 
his gamekeeper-notice the Chair incident 
in the garden-he comes out badly and 
humiliated.) And thirdly, and lastly, Law­
rence uses in this novel expressions which 
are, by themselves, normally considered 
improper and unbecoming. 

'0/e must not ignore the fact, though, that 
when Lawrence wrote Lady Chatterley's 
Lover, he was a dying man. For years he 
had been persecuted by ununderstanding 
critics and cruel officials, and, slowly, he 
had grown very, very bitter about it. He 
knew he had not much longer to live and 
this was perhaps his only chance of hitting 
back at his adversaries. It was partly in 
this mood of retaliation that the book was 
planned and, as his letters of this period 
show, he was looking forward to shocking 
the world with what he was writing 
('Frankly a phallic novel', 'a bomb', 'a flood 
of urge', etc. ) This does not indicate non- ­
seriousness of purpose, or any sacrifice of 
principles in his effort to shock. On the 
other hand, the novel was to be a complete 
proclamation of what Lawrence believed. 
But it was to be so in as outspoken and 
frank a language as possible. 'It's what the 
world would call very improper. But you 
know it's not really improper-! always 
labour at the same thing, to make the sex 
relation valid and precious, instead of 
shameful. And this novel is the furthest I 
have gone.' (Letters) This explains the 
'prejudged' nature of the story to which I 
have referred above. Lawrence deliberately 
meant it to be a didactic book. It is the 
sort of work that the French call engage 
-a polemical work: Lawrence wrote it to 
prove a certain point. And it was in this 
zeal, in his desire to go 'the furthest', that 
he employed words and expressions whicl~ 
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- he, as a great artist, could surely have 
avoided and yet achieved his objective. 

For, in spite of what Lawrence's 
defenders may say, in the heat of the 
debate Lawrence overstepped his mark and 
went too far. Certain words connected with 
the functions and organs of sex are not 
commonly used in written English and fre­
quent reference to them appears objectiona­
ble and undesirable. In the privacy of their 
love and passion, a man and a woman may 
use any expression they find mutually satis­
fying, and probably they do. But Lawrence's 
professed aim was to rehabilitate these 
words in the everyday language. Now, 
language is subject to change. Perhaps there 
was a time when the public usage of these 
words had an innocence about it, but in 
the course of the last few hundred years, 
it has come to acquire a meaning associated 
with impropriety. A time may come again 
when the old innocence returns. But for 
that we have to stcu·t with the deed and not 
with the vmrd-a mere chanting of these 
words at a greater speed will not usher in 
the change. Once our actions acquire the 
tenderness Lawrence has in mind, the lang­
uage may evolve towards what he is aim­
ing at. But as it is, one recoils from such 
open references. '"'e may as well admit 
that there is no reasonable argument possi­
ble in favour of Lawrence on this ground. 
Even the plea of artistic necessity cannot 
be justifiably offered. Lawrence does not 
resort to this type of language in The Rain­
bow, for instance, and he makes his mean­
ing as clear there-more clear-as in Lady 
Chatterley's Lover. 

But, as is obvious, this is a matter of 
terminology, and terminology and words, 
alone, do not make a work obscene; it is 
the intention behind them that really 
matters. And it is here that Lawrence has 
been wronged so badly: judged by the 
motive of the artist and the purpose of 
the whole book, Lady Chatterley's Lover 
is, by any standard, not an obscene book. 
After all, there is a lot of sex, several taboo 
words and expressions, even in the Bible. 
There is a lot of sex in the Mahabharata. 

And yet it would be folly to regard the 
Bible or the Mahabharata as obscene. Con­
sidered as such, we find Lady Chatterley's 
Lover a serious and moral novel (moral­
pertaining to right and wrong conduct), 
and barring the drawbacks listed above, 
based on the general pattern of Laurentian 
approach to life. 'A delicate and tender 
phallic novel' Lawrence calls it, and he is 
right; dealing with sex-for that is the way 
to ultimate fulfilment-but with 'phallic 
consciousness', not with 'cerebral sex-cons­
ciousness' (Lawrence's words); dealing 
ultimately with the impact of science and 
industry and regimented intellect on man­
for it is these allied factors which deter­
mine whether sex in our homes is going to 
be of one kind or the other; improper in 
places, but not dirty; honest. 

It is the profound misfortune of Con­
stance Chatterley that she cannot experien­
ce the benefit of this phallic reality of which 
Lawrence talks so religiously. (The term 
'phallic' with Lawrence does not refer to 
the sexual moments of life alone but to 
the whole span of our existence, where the 
vision is that of relaxation, repose and rest 
as contrasted with tension and excitement.) 
Her world with her husband is a world of 
tension. I have earlier described the some­
what disturbing fact that she leaves a crip­
pled husband and therefore shirks her duty. 
To be fair to her (and to Lawrence), the 
fact is that it is only after a long life to­
gether with Clifford, when she realises that 
she is slowly drying up into nothingness, 
that she contemplates sepcu·ation from him. 
She is a dutiful wife to him and the first 
half of the work describes in detail the 
care with which she looks after Clifford. 
Slowly however the emptiness of her own 
life, the void in which she is living, grows 
and almost stifles her. 

'vVragby was there, the servants .... but 
spectral, not really existing. Connie went for 
walks in the park, and in the woods th~t 
joined the park, and enjoy~d the solitude and 
the mystery, kicked the brown leaves of 
autumn, and picked the primroses of spring. 
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But it was all a dream; or rather it was like 
the simulacrum of reality. The oak-leaves 
were to her like oak-leaves seen ruffling in 
a mirror, she herself was a figure somebody 
had read about, picking primroses that were 

only shadows or memories, or words-no 

substance to her or anything .... no touch, 
no contact!' 

This feeling of nothingness keeps mounting 
in her: 

'Poor Connie! As the years drew on it was 

the fear of nothingness in her life that 

affected her. Clifford's mental life and hers 

gradually began to feel like nothingness. 

Their marriage, their integrated life based 
on a habit of intimacy, that he talked about: 

there were days when it ::dl became utterly 
blank and nothing. It was words, just so 

many words. The only reality was nothing­

ness, and over it a hypocrisy of words.' 

And again: 

'Nothingness! To accept the great nothinr.;­

ncss of life seemed to be the one end of 
living. All the many busy and important 
little things that make up the grand sum­

total of nothingness!' 

And finally, almost inevitably: 

'A sense of rebellion smouldered in Connie. 

What was the good of it all? What was the 
good of her sacrifice, her devoting her life 
to Clifford? \Vhat was she serving, after all ? 

A cold spirit of vanity, that had no ·warm 

human contacts .... ' 

This gradual change is admirably convey­
ed to the reader, intermingled with 
pertinent comments by Lawrence himself. 
One cannot help feeling for Constance 
Chatterley in her loneliness, particularly 
in the long scene where she undresses her­
self in her room and looks at her naked 
body: the hanging drooping ruin in every 
line of her, in every curve, in every muscle. 
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'It made her feel immensely depressed and 
hopeless. ·what hope was there? She was 
old, old at twenty-seven, with no gleam and 
sparkle in the flesh. Old through neglect 
and denial, yes denial.' 

Here is the hunger of the body, to which 
Lawrence had referred in the sequence of 
poems, Look! We have come through! ('Yet 
there it is, the hunger which comes upon 
us,/ which we must learn to satisfy with 
pure, real satisfaction;/ or perish, there is 
no alternative'.) It is not a random, per­
functory sexual contact that this young, 
ripe-like-corn-but--rotting woman requires 
(this explains her dissatisfaction at her 
relationship with Michaelis, her husband's 
friend). It is the day in and day out repleni­
shing, the permanent living within the 
confines of a healthy, phallic atmosphere 
that is her longing. Because of this denial 
she is losing her hold on herself; she is not 
partaking of the ecstasies of the self; she 
is entering a spiritual death. 

And so, with the true ritual of sex lacking, 
her marriage to Clifford comes to an end. 
Mellors-who, in his life, is an equally bat­
tered human being-is only an excuse, a 
sort of incentive, who hurries the process. -
If it had not been he, there would have 
been someone else like him, sooner or later. 
For this is an unnatural living together of 
two persons and cannot go on. 

But it is time we saw Lady Chatterley's 
Lover in its true perspective. Its impish 
title has trailed the weary name of Law­
rence far too long ('D.H. Lawrence, author 
of Lady ChatteTley's Lover'-that's how 
people refer to him). It is true that the 
book offers a searching analysis of the ills 
of human psyche. But it stands to the best 
of Lawrence-The Rainbow and Women in 
Love-in the same relation, if one may use 
a comparison, as Tolstoy's Resurrection 
(another polemical novel ) stands in rela­
tion to War and Peace and Anna K.arenina; 
and we may remember this while assessing 
the magnitude of his greatness as an artist. 
Nevertheless, a complete study of the book 
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- (not a study in patches) leaves a distinct 
impression of the author's forthright 
honesty, sound sense of judgment and 
moral intelligence. For that alone, it deser­
ves serious consideration. In Apropos of 
Lady Chatterley's Lover, Lawrence later 
said that the impotence of Sir Clifford was 
symbolic: it sign:.fied the physical and 

spiritual death of modern man, living in 
contact not with the soil but with the 
machine. Well, treated symbolically, Mel­
lors represents this man from the soil, and 
in his victory over Clifford and his success 
with Constance, the novel thus is, in the 
last resort, a study of the triumph of nature 
over anti-nature, life over anti-life. 

For a very different opinion about Lady Chatterley's Lover and its author, here are a 
few extracts from the article 'A ·wreath for the Gamekeeper' by Katherine Anne Porter, 
the distinguished American novelist (Encounter 77, February 1960): 

For the past several months there has 
been a steady flood of extremely well­
managed publicity in defence of Lawrence's 
motives and the purity of his novel, into 
which not only critics, but newspaper and 
magazine reporters, editorial writers, 
ministers of various religious beliefs, 
women's clubs, the police, postal authori­
ties, and educators have been drawn, 
clamorously. (E.g.-Edmund Wilson: 'The 
most inspiriting book I have seen in a long 
time .... one of his best-written . ... one of 
his most vigorous and brilliant .... ' and 
Harvey Breit: 'The language and the inci­
dents or scenes in question are deeply 
moving and very beautiful-Lawrence was 
concerned how love, how a relationship 
between a man and a woman can be most 
touching and beautiful, but only if it is 
uninhibited and total.') I do not object to 
censorship being so loudly defeated again 
for the present. I merely do not approve of 
the way it was done. Though there were 
at this time no parades, I believe, we have 
seen such unanimity and solidarity of 
opinion among American critics, and many 
of them of our first order, as I do not 
remember to have seen before. \"!hat are 
we to think of them, falling in like this with 
this fraudulent crusade of raising an old 
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tired Cause out of its tomb? For this is 
no longer just a book, and it never was a 
work of literature worth all this attention. 
It is no longer a Cause, if it ever was, but 
a publicity device and a well-worn one by 
now, calculated to rouse a salacious itch of 
curiosity in the prospective customer. This 
is such standard procedure by now it seems 
unnecessary to mention it. Yet these hard­
headed, experienced literary men were 
trapped into it once more, and lent a strong 
hand to it. There is something touching, if 
misguided, in this fine-spirited show of 
manly solidarity, this full-throated chorus 
in defence of Lawrence's vocabulary and 
the nobility of his intentions. I have never 
questioned either, I wish only to say that 
I think from start to finish he was about as 
wrong as can be on the whole subject of sex, 
and that he wrote a very laboriously bad 
book to prove it. The critics who have been 
carried away by a generous desire to pro­
mote freedom of speech, and give a black 
eye to prudes and nannies overlook some­
times-and in a work of literature this should 
not be overlooked, at least not by men whose 
profession it is to criticise literature - that 
purity, nobility of intention, and apostolic 
fervour are good in themselves at times, but 
at others they depend on context, and in 
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this instance they are simply not enough. 
\Vl10ever says they are, and tries to per-

. suade the public to accept a book for what 
it is not, a work of good art, is making a 
grave mistake, if he means to go on writing 
criticism. 

As for the original uproar, Lawrence 
began it himself, as he nearly always did, 
loudly and bitterly on the defensive, throw­
ing out each book in turn as if he were an 
early Christian throwing himself to the 
lions. 'Anybody who calls my novel a dirty, 
sexual novel is a liar.' Further: 'It'll infuri­
ate mean people; but it will surely soothe 
decent ones.' The Readers' Subscription 
(an American book-club) in its brochure 
offering the book, carries on the tone bold­
ly: 'Now, at long last, a courageous Ameri­
can publisher is making available the 
unexpurgated version of Lady Chatterley's 
Lover - exactly as the author meant it to 
be seen by the intelligent, sensitive reader.' 
No, this kind of left-handed flattery won't 
quite do: it is the obverse of the form of 
blackmail used by publishers and critics to 
choke their ambiguous wares down our 
throats . They say in effect, 'If you dis­
approve of this book, you are proved to be 
( 1) illiterate, ( 2) insensitive, ( 3 ) unintelli­
gent, ( 4) low-minded, ( .5 ) 'mean,' ( 6 ) a 
hypocrite, ( 7 ) a prude, and other unattrac­
tive things.' I happen to have known quite 
a num her of decent persons, not too un­
intelligent or insensitive, with some love 
and understanding of the arts, who were 
revolted by the book; and I do not propose 
to sit down under this kind of bullying. 

Lawrence was a very gifted, distraught 
man who continually overreached himself 
in an effort to combine all the authorities 
of artist, prophet, messiah, leader, censor, 
and mentor, by use of an unstable and in­
<tppropriate medium, the novel. His poetry 
and painting aside, he should be considered 
first as a writer of prose, and as a novelist. 
If a novelist is going to be so opinionated 
and obstinate and crazed on so many sub-
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jects he will need to be a Tolstoy, not a 
Lawrence. Only Tolstoy could be so furi­
ously and fiercely wrong. He can nearly 
persuade you by sheer ovenvhelming velo­
city of will to agree with him. 

This tendency to nag, to disguise poorly 
as fiction a political, sociological tract, 
leads Lawrence, especially in this book, into 
some scenes on the grisly-comic order; they 
remind me of certain passages in The 
Grapes of Wrath, and pretty much on the 
same level, regarded as literature. Yet 
Steinbeck's genius for bathos never excee­
ded a certain scene by Lawrence which I 
have never heard mentioned by anyone, in 
talk or in print, by any critic however 
admiring - certainly, I have not heard all 
the talk or seen all the print on this subject 
- but I sympathise with this omission for I 
hardly know where to begin with it. It is 
the unbelievably grotesque episode of this 
besotted couple weaving flowers in each 
other's pubic hair, hanging bouquets and 
wreaths in other strategic bodily spots, 
making feeble little dirty jokes, inventing 
double-meaning nicknames for their sexual 
organs, and altogether, though God knows 
it is of an imbecilic harmlessness, and is 
meant in all solemn God's-earnestness to 
illustrate true passion at lyric play, I for 
one feel that I have overheard talk and 
witnessed acts never meant for me to hear 
or witness. The act itself I could not regard 
as shocking or in any way offensive except 
for its lack of reserve and privacy. Love­
making surely must be, for human beings 
at our present state of development, one of 
the more private enterprises. Who would 
want a witness to that entire self-abandon­
ment and helplessness? So it is best in such 
a case for the intruder to tip-toe away 
quietly, and say nothing. I hold that this is 
not prudery nor hypocrisy; I still believe in 
the validity of simple respect and regard 
for the dark secret things of life - that 
they should be inviolable, and guarded by 
the two who take part, and that no other 
presence should be invited. 



Return to South Africa 

By DAN jACOBSON 

THOUGH my latest return to South 
Africa coincided (quite unintentionally) 

with the country's savage political crisis, 
my single overwhelming impression of 
South Africa, when I look back now, is not 
political. \Vhat I chiefly remember of the 
country are its spaces, simply ; all tho for­
lorn and undramatic landscapes of a 
country that still seems to lie bereft of any 
human past, untouched by its own history. 
Blue sky, brown earth, and people who live 
unaccommodated between : that is the 
abiding image of South Africa. There is 
something remote, far-sunken about the 
land, dwarfing the people who live in it, 
and making them, in turn, seem remote 
from one another. Divided and self-divided 
again, they live: the English-speaking 
whites, the Afrikaans-speaking whites, the 
black-skinned peoples, speaking a multi­
tude of their own languages. Yet, strangely, 
it wasn't the blacks who seemed most re­
mote to me this time, but the Afrikaners, 
the Boers, who claim, of all South Africans, 
to be most truly South African. If they are, 
it is because, in a lost country, they are most 
lost: a people with a past they are unable 
to recognize for what it was, a present that 
is hateful to them, and no future at all. 

The trains cross and recross the Karoo, 
where the gaunt koppies stand out of the 
veld, littered untidily with boulders, as if 
the gods who had made them could not be 
bothered to clean up the mess of their own 
materials; alongside the railway tracks, 
there runs the clean blue National Road, 
and at intervals a moving car glitters on it, 
travelling faster than the train, yet seeming 
to make no progress at all against the 
spaces of earth and sky beyond. Then one 
comes to a tiny bleached station; the train 

waits for another train, or for nothing, and 
moves on again, north or south. North lies 
Johannesburg and the gold mines, with all 
their shining dumps among the suburbs; 
southward is Cape Town, 'the fairest Cape 
we saw in our circumnavigation of the 
globe,' as Sir Francis Drake described it­
still fair, too, classically so, with the moun­
tains to one side and the sea to the other. 
But how feu apart from one another these 
cities arc, what silences lie between them! 

Space, then, is vivid in the memory; aml 
so too, unexpectedly, is poverty. Of course, 
the poverty of the blacks was expected; 
and yet it came as a shock, it is so much 
uglier and more degraded than one could 
possibly expect or recollect, living in a 
country like England. But this is not the 
only kind of poverty one sees in South 
Africa; there are poor white people too, and 
one sees their houses everywhere: corru­
gated iron above, tiny stoeps in front, a 
linoleum bareness indoors. The people who 
live in these houses occupy menial positions, 
they earn miserable wages, they clamor for 
credit at the end of each month from their 
local Indian trader. True, they are far better 
off than the Africans; true, they are better 
off than they themselves have ever been in 
their own history. Yet remember them: they 
are poor, threatened people, almost entirely 
Afrikaans-speaking; there are tens of 
thousands of them, and they live in every 
town and dorp in the country. 

How easy it would be, seeing the islands 
of habitation and poverty in the great 
emptiness of the country, to imagine South 
Africa depopulated, stagnating, ignored, as 
it was through most of the 19th century. 
But they found diamonds! They struck 
gold! Then, and only then, did that sad and 
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unattractive outpost, which had previously 
drawn fewer immigrants than Australia or 
New Zealand, call urgently to Cornish 
miners and Lithuanian Jews; then the Afri­
can tribesmen began streaming to the cities, 
which only then began to grow. Now South 
Africa supplies half the world's gold and 
half the world's diamonds; it exports ura­
nium and manganese, fruit and fish and 
wool. Stark on the veld the cities grew, and 
still grow: cities of apartment houses and 
department stores, private swimming pools 
and parking problems. The trains and 
planes run on time; the radio advertises 
Drene shampoo and Pepsodent toothpaste; 
the newspapers appear and are avidly 
read; the factories send their smoke into the 
air; the universities do research into the 
origins of heart disease. (Why, why are the 
Africans so much less prone to heart disease 
than the whites?) Crudity still marks the 
manners of the people, black and white 
alike, still marks even their faces; but who 
could be surprised to find so recently deve­
loped a country crude and provincial? And 
if the cities are still small by European or 
American standards, it must be remem­
bered that half the cities' populations 
travel in to do their work, and travel out 
again miles , to the shadow cities that lie 
around every named city. From his trains 
the white man sees these shadow cities: 
rows of small barrack-buildings, marching 
across the sides of barren and nameless 
hills . 

The contrasts of silence and noise, iso­
lation and busyness, poverty and wealth, 
are in themselves bewildering; and yet at 
the same time they help to make plain the 
nature of the conflicts which rack the 
country. 

THE ENGLISH-SPEAKING-that is, those who 
are of English descent, and the Jews who 
are associated with them-still own the 
cities; they own the mines, the factories, 
the department stores, the homes in the 
expensive suburbs. For the sake o~ the 
mines, the English fought the Boers, 111 the 
Anglo-Boer War at the beginning of this 
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century, and defeated them. After the Boers 
had been defeated, the English were 
magnanimous to them, and gave them self­
government; but the English kept the mines 
and were contemptuous of the people to 
whom they had been so magnanimous . The 
English now are a minority among the 
whites, and there is not a single English 
South African on the government benches 
in the Houses of Assembly; but the EngHsh 
retain in their hands most of the wealth 
of the country. And though they themselves 
hardly know it, they retain too something 
of a pragmatic, self-seeking, and hence 
self-saving temperateness that seems to 
have come to them with their language, 
and with as little effort as their language. 
Individual English South Africans may 
loathe the blacks as heartily as individual 
Afrikaners; but as a group, the English­
speaking would, I am convinced, try to 
make peace with the blacks, while there is 
still time. 

But politically they are powerless. Power 
is in the hands of the Nationalist Afrikaners; 
and with them the case is entirely different. 
Who can describe an unknown people in 
a paragraph? It is better perhaps not to 
make the attempt, especially when the 
people is as complex and as psychologically 
riven as the Afrikaners. All one can ask is 
that the attempt be made to imagine a 
European people who settled in a strange 
land, at the foot of a remote continent, and 
who then trekked away into the interior­
trekked away not only in search of better 
lands and wider pastures, but fleeing, al­
ways, from the dominance of Europe. Even 
when 'Europe' was the Holland they came 
from, they resented it; when 'Europe' be­
came an alien England, they redoubled 
their efforts to get away from it. Signifi­
cantly, their language ceased to be Dutch 
and became Afrikaans, a language that Hol­
landers now have difficulty in following; 
and what happened to their language hap­
pened too to many of the other laws and 
institutions which they had brought with 
them. Even their Christianity seemed to 
become more an Old Testament than a 
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New Testament creed; and in the image 
of the Chosen People, wandering among 
the heathen in the wilderness, the Afri­
kaners saw themselves. 

The heathen were the blacks, whom the 
Boers met as they moved forward, and 
whom they fought and fought again, and 
conquered. Then, in the interior of the 
country, they established their two Repub­
lics. And by a cruel and malignant irony 
(as it still seems to many of them) they 
established their pastoral republics right 
on top of the diamond and gold fields. 
The diamond fields were taken away from 
them easily, by the British; the gold fields 
were more difficult to filch, and a war had 
to be fought before the Boers were broken 
and the investors in London felt their 
money to be safe. And the British broke 
the Boers again, when the war was over, 
by their contempt: the contempt of the 
victor for the vanquished, of the rich for 
the poor, of the metropolitan for the colo­
nial, of the townee for the 'backvelder,' 
of the man who spoke English for the man 
who spoke an unrecognized and (at that 
time) unwritten taal. Contempt was 
worse than war, turned defeat into rancor, 
persisting from generation to generation. 
And to this day the background of the 
Afrikaner Nationalist movement has re­
mained an unquestioned enmity toward 
the blacks, a deep sense of grievance to­
ward the English, and an immense sensi­
tivity to insult. Its hope, so far as it has 
any, has remained the two lost but unfor­
gotten Republics. 

And what of the Africans, outnumber­
ing by three or four to one both the Eng­
lish- and Afrikaans-speaking whites? In 
the Reserves a kind of semi-tribal life still 
persists, and the tourists can see the 
women grinding corn and making beer. 
But the young men are absent, away in 
the cities, and though they come to the 
cities empty handed, they bring with them 
qualities that are the secret envy and 
wonder of every white man: a litheness 
of limb, a quickness of laughter, an ability 
to endure discomfort that is as much an 
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attitude of the mind as a quality of the 
body. But they come, too, it must be added, 
pitifully ignorant of what is needed to 
wage successfully a political and social 
struggle like the one in which, willy-nilly, 
they have been thrust : they come illiter­
ate, they come ignorant of the most rudi­
mentary technical skills, they come divided 
among themselves. Leaders are emerging, 
the skills are being acquired; but about the 
mass one must say that only a people shorn 
of their own history would have been so 
slow in formulating a national ideal for 
which to struggle; and only a people so 
poor that they can in some measure be 
contented with, or even count as riches, 
their wages and possessions in the great 
city slums, would ever have tolerated the 
conditions under which they live. One can 
say too that only a people who have never 
learned to handle firearms or explosives 
would hitherto have offered so little effec­
tive fight against their own servitude. 

CoNSIDER AGAIN what has been the experi­
ence of the Afrikaner in relation to the 
English: the Afrikaner has suffered defeat, 
dispossession, and contumely. Then consider 
what the black man has suffered at the 
hands of the white: defeat, dispossession, 
and contumely. Consider too that the Afri­
kaners have hitherto been primarily a 
pastoral people, only now being drawn into 
the cities: is this not true, too, of the Afri­
cans ? Afrikaner and African alike remem­
ber their defeats with bitterness; alike they 
are frightened and confused by their own 
emergence into cities that belong always to 
others; alike they hunger with an unceasing 
hunger for the goods and glories of these 
same cities: the fish-and-chips shops, the 
Coca-Cola girls with naked legs twenty 
feet high, the great pneumatic cars, the 
cinemas, the houses with private swimming 
pools. (The fullfed intellectuals of Great 
Britain and the United States may already 
have turned away in disgust from these 
things; but for people who come from the 
isolation I have described and the poverty 
I have described, the products of the facto-
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ries and assembly plants are the wonders 
of the world, to be seized, emulated, 
adored. And if, in their fastidiousness, the 
intellectuals of Britain and the United 
States should ever forget this, they will 
show themselves to be unthinking and 
irresponsible fools. In this context South 
Africa is but a single instance of a universal 
truth.) 

OF couRsE, to return to the comparison 
between the Africans and the Afrikaners, 
there are immense differences between 
the t\:vo. Whatever the disadvantages he 
has suffered vis-a-vis the English, the 
Afrikaner has had every advantage over 
the black. The Afrikaner has always been 
the master of the African, he has always 
had some knowledge of technology, he has 
always had a say in the government over 
him: in a word, he has always had a 
white skin. Yet the parallel between the 
two groups remains true enough and close 
cnough to make what I am writing hate­
ful to both African and Afrikaner, who 
cannot but hate the reflections of them­
selves each sees in the other's features. 
There is no peace for them, no common 
cause, in the similitude, that's for sure. And 
yet-and yet .... 

Over the last few decades, and certainly 
since the beginning of the Second World 
War, South Africa has become steadily 
wealthier and wealthier. The 'poor whites,' 
as a class, have all but disappeared, though 
many whites remain comparatively poor; 
the Afrikaans farmers are generally pros­
perous; the Afrikaans' share in the com­
merce and industry of the country, though 
still very small, is growing with every year 
that passes. At the same time, the earnings 
of the blacks-though they remain deplor­
ably low-have risen even faster, propor­
tionately, than the earnings of the whites, 
and a tiny African middle class has begun to 
emerge. For this reason there is a deep re­
luctance on the part of many Africans to 
risk what they have in an all-out political 
war against the whites; and for . this reason, 
too, it is just possible that the Afrikaners, 
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on their side, might be prepared to make 
concessions that would have been un­
thinkable to them only a few years ago. 
The more they share in it, the more the 
Afrikaners value the prosperity of the 
country, which can be sustained only by 
peace. 

And not only have the Afrikaners grown 
more prosperous; by their repeated poli­
tical victories over the 'English' opposition, 
the Afrikaner Nationalists have managed to 
assuage something of their own rankling 
sense of defeat and injury. Materially and 
psychologically, the Afrikaners have a 
greater stake than ever before in the well­
being of the country. 

This is perhaps the strangest truth about 
South Africa: if the Afrikaner will make 
concessions, it will be because he now has 
more to lose, not less, than ever before in 
his history. 

But which, for the Nationalist Afrikaner, 
is stronger: the voice of his own material 
hopes for himself, or all the embittered and 
enraged voices of his own past? Does he 
want to build more than he wants to 
destroy? Does he want to live more than 
he wants to die? At the moment, it is cer­
tain, he wants to do both: to build and to 
destroy; to live and to die. 

Death for him has many ath'actions, 
and he gives it his dearest names: 'the 
purity of the race,' 'the destiny of the volk,' 
'white civilization,' 'baasslwp' (boss-hood). 
But under these names of life, there lurks 
the will to war and destruction: destruction 
of the enemy and the self alike. Why should 
the Afrikaner Nationalist not have wanted 
to destroy? The country that he wanted to 
destroy-did he, until very recently, feel it 
to be his? 

Now he feels it is more his than ever 
before, and he is less eager to shed his 
blood in its name, and more eager to live 
in it. So the emphasis has shifted from 
naked baasskap to the more famous word, 
apartheid. Piteously, the Afrikaner Na­
tionalists plead that they, like any other 
national group on earth, are entitled to 
a country of their own, and that South 
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Africa is their country-which is true, and 
yet not true, for unlike any other national 
group they have never had a country of 
their own. They have always shared South 
Africa with the Africans, who are now 
beginning to claim the country as their own 
too. So from the truth that if they are to 
live in it at all, the country must be shared, 
the Afrikaner Nationalists recoil into the 
monstrous delusion of apartheid. Let the 
Africans, they say, have a country, or 
countries, of their own, within South 
Africa; as long as we can have a country 
of our own there too. \;ve will create 
'Bantu National Homes.'" the government 
cries; we will divide South Africa justly 
and impartially and live in our separate 
communities as equals. 

As equals? No, not quite. 
The Bantu National Homes are to be 

the already eroded, overcrowded, and 
hungiy Reserves, slightly expanded. 
(Though no expansion has yet taken place.) 
Cities, mines, fertile farmlands, are all to 
remain in 'white' South Africa. Within their 
Bantu National Homes, the Africans are 
to have self-government, 'when they are 
ripe for it.' In the meantime, every sin~le 
official is to be appointed by the white 
South African government, which alone is 
to decide when 'ripeness' has come to the 
blacks. 

So much for the putative Bantu National 
Homes. What about 'white' South Africa? 
Is that to be denuded of the black labour 
on which its economy totally depends? By 
no means. The blacks are going to conti­
nue living in the 'white' areas, but on the 
understanding that they are 'visitors' there 
only, and thus not entitled to any political 
rights whatsoever. True, they w~ll actually 
be residents; millions of them will be born 
in the 'white' areas, in the cities and on the 
farms, and will die in them too; but in some 
mystic and unexplained way they ~ill not 
belong where they are born and die, bnt 

" 'Bantu' is the official government word for 
the blacks in South Africa. 'Africans' -the w~rd 
nsed everywhere else-sounds too much hke 
'Afrikan("r' for its use to he encouraged locally. 
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to the distant and as yet non-existent 
'National Homes' mentioned in the previous 
paragraph. 

SucH, IN OUTLINE, are the main projected 
developments of the apartheid pJrlicy. 
These outlines may be decorated as taste 
and inclination suggest. For instance, when 
those Bantu National Homes are fully 
established, each smashed tribe in its own 
Home, the Homeland authorities are going 
to appoint 'ambassadors' to the 'white' areas 
of South Africa. These ambassadors are not, 
however, to represent the Homeland in the 
courts of the white government (that 
would be a bit pointless, seeing that the 
white government appoints the Homeland 
government, anyway). No, these ambassa­
dors are going to represent to the blacks 
who live in the 'white' cities their own­
that is, the blacks' own- Homeland. Can 
you work it out? This will have the effect, 
you see, of creating loyalty among the 
urbanized blacks to those Homelands of 
theirs; and a very important task it will be 
too, seeing that none of them will ever have 
seen their Homelands. And do you know 
what is the shape of the ideal city of the 
future, according to Dr. Verwoerd ? The 
ideal city of the future, according to Dr. 
Verwoerd, is to be round, and cut into 
segments radiating from a center, like a 
sliced cake, with a different race in each 
slice. (For there are not only blacks and 
whites in South Africa; there are C:tpe 
Coloreds, Indians . . .. any number of possi­
ble classifications . ) Then, you see, each race 
will be able to travel to and from the center 
of the town without ever crossing into the 
territory of another race! And this bizarre, 
multicolored, and segmented city, it must 
not be forgotten, is to be situated in what 
is solemnly, as a final touch of absurdity, 
always called white South Africa! 

Grotesque? Laughable? Paranoid? Cer­
tainly. And all the more dangerous for 
being so. I will give later my reasons for 
saying this: at the moment I want to re­
peat that all of what I have written above 
are the government's hopes or plans for 
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the future. In the meantime, and with an 
eye to this idyllic future, things are much 
simpler; all the government has to do, as 
the first step in implementing its policies, 
is to make it plain to the blacks that they 
don't belong where they happen to be. 
And this has been most zealously done 
already. Politically, economically, socially, 
every miserable little right the Africans 
had-of representation, of consultation, of 
organization-has been taken away from 
them; the 'pass laws' have been made 
more stringent; and the policy of 'sepa­
rate facilities' has been introduced even 
in places where it was unknown before. 
(And heaven knows there were few 
enough places in South Africa before 
where black and white could ever mingle 
casually outside their work.) In addition, 
penalties of the most severe kind have been 
introduced for any infringement of the 
government's new laws: for example, if 
you urge a black man to stay away from 
work, and he does so, both he and you 
run the risk of being flogged, jailed for 
five years, and subsequently banished to 
a remote part of the country. 

But this, all this, is not oppression, the 
government asseverates; they are merely 
the measures preliminary to carrying out 
the policy of 'positive apartheid,' as de­
scribed above. And now that the word 
apattheid has fallen into international dis­
favour, the Nationalists are trying to think 
up alternatives to it. Aparte ontwikkeling 
(separate development) is one phrase that 
has been suggested; another is aparte 
vryheid (separate freedom). 

In a way, I suppose, the fact that the 
Afrikaner Nationalists feel the need to talk 
of aparte vryheid, rather than of plain 
baasskap, is an advance of a kind. But if 
it is an advance in one direction, it is a 
retreat in another. The talk of baasskap 
at least had a direct and evidential relation­
ship to the facts of South African life. The 
talk of 'positive apmtheid' or aparte vryheid 
has no relation at all to anything visible, or 
anything conceivable, in modern South 
Africa. And I repeat that it is this total 

QUEST 

Dan Jacobson 

unreality, this dreamlike and utterly fantas­
tic character of the government's utterances 
that makes them most dangerous. It is this, 
too, which helps to give the events in South 
Africa their distinctively 20th-century 
character. 

OF COURSE, the South African problem 
is usually seen as being very much a 
part of a particular series of 20th-cenhuy 
events: the throwing off, by the former 
colonial peoples, of their vd1ite overlords. 
And it is true enough that these events are 
a very important factor in the develop­
ment of national consciousness among the 
blacks in South Africa, and one that is 
likely to become more and more import­
ant, as the territories to the north one by 
one assume self-government. But the com­
parison of South Africa with the other 
territories of Africa, and with the new states 
of Asia, is not altogether acceptable. There 
is one great difference between South 
Africa and the countries with which it is 
compared, and that is that in South Aflica 
the whites are not just officials, traders , 
and missionaries, as they were in most of 
the other colonial territmies. Nor are they 
even white 'settlers,' like the colons of 
Algeria, who insist that they are before all 
else Frenchmen, and then only, if at all, 
Algerians. The white South Africans are 
true inhabitants of their country; most of 
them have never known any other, and tlw 
Afrikaners have not even the most tenu­
ous links with any metropolitan power. 

Once it is accepted that the whites in 
South Africa are there by right, as much 
of South Africa as the Africans themselves, 
the country's problems seem then to re­
semble not so much the classic colonial 
sih1ation as a kind of paradigm of the his­
tory of much of Europe in the 19th cen­
tury. South Africa is going through an in­
dustrial revolution very much like that 
which England underwent in the 19th 
century; the mass of its people are fight­
ing for the rights of political representation 
which the people of Europe fought for a 
hundred years ago. And like those people 
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then, the Africans are confronted with an 
oligarchy of wealth and power which 
seems determined, at almost any cost, to 
cling to all of its wealth and power. 

But one cannot wage a 19th-century 
struggle in the middle of the 20th cenhll'y: 
every century uses its own weapons. And 
the weapons in the hands of the present 
government in South Africa are indeed 
those of the 20th century. They include 
Sten guns, Saracen armored cars, walkie­
talkie radios, and jet planes (and would 
the Bastille have been stormed if its de­
fenders had been equipped with these 
weapons? Could the people of Hungary, 
better armed and a hundred times more 
skilled in modern combat than the Afri­
cans, prevail against the armed superiority 
of the Russians?). But the greatest weapon 
in the hands of the South African govern­
ment is the Big Lie, the delusion which is 
so far removed from reality that it cannot 
even be rationally controverted. The 
Nationalist Big Lie is, of course, the policy 
of apartheid. 

Students of totalitarianism, like Hannah 
Arendt or George 01well, have told us that 
in order to make effective use of the great 
delusion, one needs a press, a radio, mass 
rallies, youth movements, secret hierarchies 
of power within the party itself; and all 
these the Afrikaner Nationalist movement 
has. One needs to iterate and reiterate the 
grossest untruths so often that even one's 
opponents, let alone one's supporters, find 
it impossible to believe the evidence of 
their eyes; one has to destroy in one's sup­
porters their sense of where their own 
material interests lie, so that for the sake of 
'higher' ideological interests-that is, for 
the sake of the delusion itself-they will 
sacrifice their goods and their lives. 

CoMPARED with the Nazis of Germany, 
or the Stalinists of Russia, the Afrikaner 
Nationalists are beginners, bunglers, lazy­
bones, lovers of the easy life; some of 
them even do have a positive respect for 
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the processes of the law and the traditions 
of parliamentary debate." Their supporters 
have not been driven to desperation by 
hunger or any recent war; the leaders 
themselves have a deep hankering for the 
good opinion of the world. But they are 
trying to impose a delusion upon the real 
world; and there are people among them 
who have announced, repeatedly, that 
they would sooner kill and be killed than 
give up one single fragment of their dream. 

And one of the most dangerous things 
about the politics of delusion is that its 
example must be contagious, by its very 
nature. Already from African leaders one 
is beginning to hear statements which in 
their unreality match those of the govern­
ment. "Africa for the Africans!"-is that 
really a rational call in South Africa, where 
black and white, Indian and Coloured, 
already live and must continue to live? Or 
to give another example: "What," I once 
asked a liberal white, who was prophesying 
the imminent and total success of the re­
volution, "are you going to do with the 
Afrikaners, after the revolution?" The 
question seemed to irritate him; eventually 
he replied, "Teach them to speak Zulu!" 
Thus, as brusquely as Dr. Venvoerd ever 
dreams of doing, was a nation disposed of 
- by a man who thinks of himself as a 
liberal. 

EvEN WITH THE best will in the world, 
South Africa's problems would be extremely 
difficult to solve: indeed, I do not believe 
that they ever can be 'solved' in any simple 

" In the years before and during the Secoml 
vVorld vVar the Nationalist movement in South 
Africa was directly infected by Nazism; and Dr. 
Verwoerd himself was found, in a court judgment 
given during the war, to have consciously used 
the newspaper he was then editing as an instm­
ment of Nazi propaganda. (Dr. Verwoerd's ex­
planation of the court's finding was that the judge 
was a Jew.) 

In fairness, it must be added that successive 
Nationalist governments, including Dr. Verwoerd's, 
have been scmpulously correct in their attitude 
toward the South African Jewish community: and 
more than correct in tl1 eir friendlin ess toward the 
State of Israel , 
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sense of the word. Furthermore, one of the 
reasons why the counh·y's problems are so 
intractable is that there is so much justice 
in the claims of all the contending parties. 
Particularly it is necessary to say this about 
the Afrikaners-and not only because I have 
written about them so unflatteringly here. 
The Afrikaners are not inhuman monsters, 
altogether unlike any other people who 
have ever been seen. For the most part, 
they are very much like other people: most 
of them are conformists, who are taken 
along by their society, as people are every­
where. And when one thinks of them as a 
group, it is impossible to regard their past 
struggles and their bleak future without 
heing moved by a sense of profound com­
passion for them. They have never had a 
chance, one cannot but feel: history has 
again and again tricked and cheated them. 
Now they are trapped in their own history; 
and they can escape from it only by making 
an effort that almost no other people has 
ever been asked to make. 

There are real, as well as unreal, prob­
lems in South Africa; there is a reason for , 
and reason in, the fears of the Afrikaners ; 
there is justice in some of the demands 
they make upon the world. 

But to say all this is not to yield one inch 
in one's belief that their present leadership 
has set itself on a course which has made 
a complex and difficult problem a thou­
sandfold more difficult; which is turning 
the inevitable dangers of political and so­
cial life in South Africa into the certainties 
of suicide and murder. 

I have never shared the views of those 
who foresaw in South Africa a single vio­
lent and apocalyptic Day of Reckoning 
approaching. To my mind, the Africans 
were, and still are, too weak for any single 
paroxysm of theirs to overthrow the power 
of the state. People outside South Africa 
do not appreciate the sheer size of the 
white establishment in South Africa; nor 
how irresistible is the might of a modern 
army and police force, equipped with all 
the anns it could want; they do not know 
that the white oligarchy in South Africa 
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mans its armed forces entirely, so that there 
is no possibility of subversion from within. 
Conversely, people abroad do not realize 
how much divided among themselves the 
Africans are, how unskilled politically and 
technically; how uneager they are to risk 
the little they have for a cause which has 
only just begun to seem plausible to them. 
For all these reasons it seemed inevitable 
that, rather than a revolution, South Africa 
would have to pass through a long series 
of crises, each one very similar to the crisis 
it has just gone through, and the one which 
it had experienced previously in 1953. 

That, I believe, is still true; but while 
it once seemed possible that the crises, and 
the pauses in between, could be prolonged 
indefinitely, for generations perhaps , thi ~ 
no longer seems at all likely to me. Ahead 
of South Africa there still lies a series of 
hideous days, scattered perhaps over many 
years; no one can guess how many. But 
not over generations. Not, perhaps, over 
a single generation. And this is true for 
many reasons. 

First of all, the strength of the African 
attack in the recent crisis surprised every­
one, including (I am told) the African 
leaders themselves. It is true that the out- -
breaks were beaten down, and the country 
now is silent again. But wher1 wiD the next 
campaign take place, and 1 that form will 
it take? It is impossible to ans·wet these 
questions; but one cannot refrain from 
asking them. To compare the campaign 
of 1953 with the campaign of 1960 is to 
realize just how far and how fiercely the 
African people have come forward in the 
last seven years. 

THEN, the reaction of the world to events 
in South Africa is of the greatest impor­
tance, and, for reasons both of morality and 
expediency, it is going to continue to be 
strong and uniformly hostile. South Africa 
depends on the countries outside it for 
trade, for investment, even for arms; and 
even apart from any question of sanction 
or boycott, the condemnation of world 
opinion has an accumulatively weakening 
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effect upon the morale of the Afrikaner 
Nationalist-precisely because of his parti­
cular historical sensitivity to insult. 111 It is 
true that being sensitive in this way, insults 
and reproaches from abroad nwy make 
South Africa's leaders more fanatic in 
their paranoia than they already are. From 
my own observation, however, I would 
guess that even if this were true of the 
leaders, it would not be true of the follow­
ers; the hostility from abroad unquestion­
ably weakens them more than it strengthens 
them. They simply cmmot stand being 
hated and despised, indefinitely, again, 
again! 

And in talking of the morale of the 
Afrikaner Nationalist I have already come 
to the third reason why I believe the whites 
in South Africa might not hold out as 
long as their own physical strength would 
enable them to. The last thing I would 
want to do is to minimize the gravity of the 
crisis the country has just endured; yet I 
must say that the pressure brought to bear 
upon the government by the African 
campaigners was not, as things go in this 
world, very great; it was never sufficiently 
sustained over sufficiently wide an area 
really to threaten the authority of the state. 
But to meet even this degree of pressure 
the government called out the anny, de­
clared a state of emergency, arrested hun­
dreds of political prisoners, turned the 
country upside down almost more effec­
tively than the campaigners had done. 
What more can they do next time, then? 
And next time the pressures will be more 
severe, let it be remembered; and may take 
forms which the government has not yet 
even remotely been required to face. 
(Remember Ireland, Palestine, Cyprus, 
Algeria? ) 

An army could deal with the pressures, 
whatever forms they may take. But the 

.,_ In fact, after the world had expressed its 
disgust over the Sharpeville killings the p~lice 
acted with remarkable restramt-by South Afncan 
standards-throughout the crisis. It is cl:ar that 
they were acting on instructions; and 1t seems 
pretty clear that the overseas reaction .was a ~11ost 
important factor in the issuing of these mstructwns. 
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white people of South Africa could not­
not over many years, not over generations. 
They are not an army; they are people, 
with families, children, businesses, private 
ambitions. It may be argued that so too 
are the colons of Algeria, who have yet 
managed to hold out for years against 
pressures more severe than any that are 
likely in the near future to be brought 
against the white South Africans. But the 
colons insist that they are Frenchmen, and 
have the might of France to prove their 
claim-an army of 500,000 fighting for them. 
The white South Africans are quite alone; 
no metropolitan power will ever come to 
their assistance; they will have to do their 
own fighting, and pay for it all, out of their 
own purses and with their own lives. I do 
not believe that even if they were united 
among themselves they could do it for long. 
And they are not united: to the English 
the government is an alien and incompetent 
one; not all Afrikaners, by any means, are 
Nationalists; the Nationalists, for the very 
first time, are beginning to shovv some tiny 
signs of dissension among themselves. 

BuT THE LAST and most difficult question 
of all remains: is it possible to envision in 
South Africa a multi-racial society, each 
group in it meeting the others on equal 
terms? 

There are two sides from which one 
must attempt to answer this question: the 
white and the black. About the blacks it 
is often said that even if the whites in 
South Africa were now, in good grace and 
with the best of intentions, to begin making 
real concessions to the Africans, the latter 
are so enraged and embittered at what 
they have suffered that they will continue 
to work reasonlessly and revengefully for 
a 'Black South Africa.' And to support 
this argument people put forward the 
cases of Kenya or Northern Rhodesia, say, 
where the government has granted con­
cessions which in South Africa have not 
yet been dreamed of, and where the blacks 
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nevertheless remain implacable in their 
opposition to the whites. 

The case of South Africa is, I believe, 
very different. After all, it is possible to 
imagine Kenya or Northern Rhodesia 
clean of whites-for though they are 
'settler colonies,' their white populations 
can be counted in tens of thousands. But 
to imagine South Africa clean of its mil­
lions of whites, one has to be insane. And 
the blacks in South Africa al'e not-yet­
insane. To this day they are grateful for 
friendship which is offered to them 
(though a riot-maddened mob is another 
matter); they are eager to learn the skills 
which the whites can impart to them; 
they are eager to benefit from the products 
of the white investment in the country. 
There is no doubt that the longer the 
whites maintain a brute-force supremacy, 
the more certainly will it be replaced, ulti­
mately, and at unthinkable cost, by a 
brute-force black supremacy. But if the 
whites yield, crack, give way before too 
much blood has been shed, then the blacks 
will, I feel, be ready to live with them. 

But even if that were true, is it possible 
to imagine the whites of South Africa ever 
admitting the blacks as their equals? To 
the overwhelming majority of whites in 
South Africa the blacks are at best objects 
of patronage; and at worst objects of 
loathing, dread, and contempt. Can these 
people change the attitudes which are 
bred into them by every shred of tradition, 
custom, and usage they possess? I have im­
plied that habits of subservience among 
the Africans die hard; how much harder 
will be the death of the habits of authority 
and superiority on the part of the whites. 

Well, I have never thought they will die 
easily; they will never die altogether, for 
no habit ever does, in history. But the same 
habits can assume very different forms and 
issue in very different actions when circum­
stances compel them to. And vague and un­
satisfactory though this formulation may 
seem, it will have to do to describe the 
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changes that may take place among the 
whites who want to continue living in South 
Africa; and these changes, once they begin, 
may take place much faster than now seems 
possible. 

In talking of this aspect of the South 
African problem people often compare the 
country with the Southern states of the 
United States. Look, they say, at the whites 
there, who cling to their contempt and 
hatred of the Negroes, even though the 
Negroes are so outnumbered, and offer no 
real threat to the dominance of the whites 
in the country at large. What can you 
expect, they ask, if such is the tenacity of 
human prejudice, of the whites in South 
Africa, who are outnumbered and to whose 
dominance a real threat is offered? 

What people overlook, in putting forward 
this argument, is that it is possible to 
reverse its terms and arrive at quite a 
different conclusion. Surely, it is because 
the Negroes in the South are so outnum­
bered and powerless that the whites there 
have been able to afford their prejudices. 
What does it cost the Southern white to 
'keep the Nigra in his place'? The economy 
of his region is possibly developed more 
slowly as a result; and his country as a 
whole suffers in its bid for friendship among 
the colored nations of the world. But these 
are remote and impalpable considerations 
for the white Southerner, compared to the 
satisfaction of his immediate fears and 
aggressions . His livelihood, whatever it may 
be, is placed in no danger when he puts on 
his robe and prances through the streets 
of a Southern town; still less is his life. 

But in South Africa, 'keeping the Kaffir 
in his place' may well cost the white his 
livelihood and his life. And to keep his life 
and livelihood a man will sometimes put 
aside others of his most cherished posses­
sions; sometimes even his dreams and de­
lusions and prejudices. 

IN ANY CASE, it must not for a moment 
be imagined that white and black in South 
Africa are not already living together. It 
is true that every South African city is two 
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cities; every town, two towns; every dorp, 
two dorps: one black, one white. It is true 
that every post office, public lavatorY. rail­
way station (even every footbridge over 
every railway station) is double; true that 
the white man goes into his cinemas and 
beaches and cafes and never sees a black, 
except for those who happen to be working 
there; true, too, that these divisions are 
being extended with a frantic and sickening 
zeal, wherever one turns. Yet, in the face of 
whatever denials and divisions the govern­
ment may attempt to foster, anyone still in 
his senses can see that every day, every­
where in South Africa, without cessation, 
black and white men are meeting one 
another, talking to one another, learning 
from one another, becoming more and more 
like each other. This is the single over­
whelming truth about the country, and it 
is a truth that continues whether or not 
there are riots, midnight arrests,liquor raids, 
pass raids, old oppressions or new apartheid 
legislation before the House of Assembly. 
Every unnoticed and unreported day that 
passes in South Africa ties the black and 
white communities more closely together; 
and though the contiguousness arouses the 
hatred, it lulls too, it makes brothers of 
those who hate each other. 

And their brotherhood is figured forth 
in one fact which is hardly ever mentioned 
or commented upon: the fact that the 
'whites' of South Africa are no longer 
white. If you come from abroad, from 
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Europe, where you have lived for years 
among those who are truly European, it 
is impossible not to be struck by the ad­
mixture of non-white blood which has 
passed into the veins of those who claim 
still, after three hundred years, to be 
'European.' In noticing this, we cannot con­
sole ourselves with pictures of an ultimate 
indiscriminate peace which will come to 
rest over the country. Before then the 
generations must live, the present genera­
tion at least. How will it live? The answer 
is: Badly. Bitterly. Wastefully. In pain. And 
one cannot set a date to the bitterness and 
sadness and waste and pain. But nor can 
one set a date to the life. 

And that is why, whatever way the 
country goes, it will not go the way Dr. 
Verwoerd wants it to go. People hear much 
of the crises in South Africa; they do not 
hear of the indifference there is in South 
Africa, the lethargy, the greed. But as surely 
as the forces of enlightenment and compas­
sion and justice, these human failings or 
weaknesses, too, are working against the 
government. And this should cause us no 
surprise. To deny full humanity to others 
is to make the attempt to deny it-in all its 
strengths and weaknesses-to oneself. 
Proudly, boastfully, the attempt is being 
made in South Africa, as it has been made a 
thousand times before in a thousand 
different places; miserably, squalidly, pain­
fully, it is going to fail, as it has always 
failed before. 

This article has been recently published in Commentary also, and the copyright is held 
by the American Jewish Committee. 



Some Impressions of Schools in England 

By LoLA CHATTERJEE 

'THE Primary School? Oh yes. It is in 
the other wing. Tommy, please take 

these ladies to Miss Sheriff's room.' 
A hot hand in mine, and a sharp run over 

tiled corridors, past large open class-rooms, 
until we arrived panting outside the Head­
mistress' room. Tommy wore thick glasses, 
and had an earnest sort of expression on his 
face. He was in the first year of the Junior 
School which shares a building with the 
Primary. We thanked him, and he clattered 
off. I was being escorted by an English 
friend, a Labour member of the local 
council, who had kindly offered to take me 
round Harrow schools whilst I was on a 
brief holiday in England this summer. 

The Headmistress is a most charming 
and able person and she was ready to greet 
me, introduce me to her teachers (three 
and a half, as she said-one being part­
time) and show me round. The children, a 
hundred or so in number, were mostly 
drawn from a housing estate close by. 
Their parents had been newly settled in 
Harrow after the war, and so this school­
and one other which I was to see-were run 
by the London County Council. The 
schools were co-educational and housed in 
new buildings designed for modern edu­
cational needs. Despite the great impetus 
given to school building after the war, the 
supply has -not nearly caught up to the 
demand, and I was well aware that I was 
visiting exceptionally fortunate institutions. 
The children were not from privileged hom­
es and so it was a delight to see the green 
lawns being well used for classes and 
games; the big plate glass windows; airy 
spacious hall, and the up-to-date kitchen 
and refectories. 

Children were admitted at the age of 
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five and remained in the Primary School 
till they were about eight and considered 
fit to go up to the Junior School. I was 
therefore to see children divided into three 
years or stages of ability. During the Eurhy­
tlunics period which was scheduled to time 
with the B.B.C.'s Rhythm and Movement 
programme for schools, I saw a whole class 
together, otherwise they were broken up 
into small groups working 'activity-wise' 
with the minimum of formal supervision. 
The Rhythm and Movement class was great 
fun. The children had taken off their shoes 
and socks and clothes that get in the way 
like frocks and shirts and left them in little 
piles on one side of the room. They all 
waited attentively for the directions and 
music and then danced or skipped or wrig­
gled or lay down as they were told. All 
seemed to enjoy themselves thoroughly- ­
even those whose sense of rhythm was obvi­
ously rather faulty! After the programme 
was over, the children were given time to 
play around on the bars and ropes and 
climbing frames while the teacher pointed 
out those who had been shy and nervous 
at flrst, hut who had now gained great con­
fidence after a few months of climbing and 
balancing in an atmosphere of healthy 
rivahy! It was now nearly lunch-time and 
so we made friends as children came up to 
have their buttons fastened or shoe-laces 
unknotted. They vvere intrigued by my 
Indian necklace and sari, and asked where 
the buttons were which kept it up! 

It was a bright sunny day and quite a 
few children were working outside. Some 
were doing sums, some drawing, some boys 
were sawing away at a cart on wheels 
which they had made, and then one group 
came up and offered to put on a play for 
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us. We were honoured. The play was 
'Little Red Riding Hood' performed with 
great realism. 

Lunches are free in all state schools and 
we joined the children at lunch. It was an 
interesting and well-cooked meal and plates 
went up for second helpings. The children 
were not a bit shy and were soon chatte1ing 
away twenty to the dozen about their 
homes and games and friends. I realised 
what an enormous task the teacher takes on 
in a society where parents are so busy and 
have little time for leisure. Quite a few of 
the children were from broken homes where 
the one parent was working all day and 
only had the evenings and weekends for 
all household chores, shopping and recrea­
tion. This raises the problem of the 'latch­
key child' who returns from school, lets 
himself into a lonely house and waits for 
the grown-up looking after him to return 
from work. These children naturally tend 
to be more talkative in school and more 
desirous of attracting attention than those 
from more fortunate homes. It is not sur­
prising if some are emotionally unstable. 
The teacher has to be much more than a 
sympathetic guide to the three R's; she has 
to be parent, mentor and often psychiatrist 
as well. 

By the time the children reach the Junior 
School they are eight or nine years old, 
fairly sociable, confident in some aptitude 
discovered and fostered in the Primary 
School, and ready for organised games like 
football and formal classroom lessons. These 
lessons are, however, very different from 
the ones I remember from my own school 
days in England. The emphasis is no longer 
on academic education but on interests 
arising out of practice and experience. 
Specialisation and a rigid adherence to con­
ventional subjects have given way to ex­
periment and flexibility. Here again, the 
teacher's job has become much more diffi­
cult. There is no fixed syllabus or time­
table and each school head has to gauge 
the capacity, aptitudes and interests of 
pupils in planning the school clay. Another 
great problem is the enormous range of 
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ability in any one age-group. All children 
must go to school, and quite apart from 
those suffering from obvious physical and 
mental handicaps like the blind and epilep­
tic going to special schools, there are the 
many borderline cases which require skil­
led handling. 

The clay I went round the Junior School 
was perhaps not a typical one, as one of 
the masters was leaving after many years 
and hushed and secret farewell preparations 
were afoot. However it was clear from some 
of the work that I saw that teachers were 
succeeding in the difficult task-almost a 
counsel of perfection-of combining pro­
ject work with the necessary detailed and 
routine teaching of conventional subjects. 
The boys in one of the classes had just 
returned from a visit to the London docks. 
They were busy writing out reports of their 
visit-a job which entailed a grasp of lan­
guage sufficient to describe technical opera­
tions, some knowledge of physical and com­
mercial geography and also perhaps a rudi­
mentary understanding of economics. These 
educational methods should fulfil the dual 
task of fitting out the ordinary citizen with 
a knowledge and understanding of practi­
cal affairs as well as providing the academi­
cally-inclined to go on to Grammar School 
with the fundamentals of conventional sub­
jects well laid. 

For many years, of course, England has 
offered free compulsory schooling, but it 
was only after the Education Act of 1944 
that this schooling was extended from the 
elementary to the secondary level; and 
again it was not till 1947 that the school­
leaving age was raised to 15, with the pro­
mise that it will eventually be raised to 
eighteen. By visiting a Secondary Modern 
School which I did the next clay I was to 
see the effects of this change; the abolition 
of the school leaving and Higher Local 
examinations and their replacement by the 
General Certificate of Education which is 
not intended to be compulsory; and the 
tripartite division of children into Gram· 
mar, Junior Technical and Secondary 
Modern schools. All these changes had 
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taken place since I left England. I was 
sorry that I was unable to see the big Com­
prehensive School in the district which 
would have given me an impression of the 
three streams at work within the same 
building. 

Again I was met by a very charming 
principal-this time a Headmaster of a 
school some 1000 strong-who, with the 
help of charts and diagrams, explained its 
organisation. It catered for those who had 
not passed the selection examination for 
Grammar or technical school at the age of 
eleven plus, and provided four years of 
schooling. Each of the four years was divid­
ed into nine streams according to ability 
and interests, and there was a large num­
ber of subjects from which to choose. In 
the upper three streams of each year were 
placed children academically inclined and 
these were taught subjects which could be 
offered for the G.C.E. at either the Ordinary 
or Advanced level to enable them to enter 
universities or professions with certain ex­
amination requirements. Naturally the time­
table for these classes included more 
periods for languages, mathematics, the 
sciences, history and geography, than arts 
and crafts or music. Other subjects were 
in a way vocationally biassed, such as 
domestic science, dressmaking and steno­
graphy for girls; carpentry, commercial art 
and designing for boys. All children, of 
course, are expected to be able to read and 
write simple English and know enough 
arithmetic for everyday life. 

The school presented a cheerful and 
bustling appearance. The entrance was de­
corated by murals and sculpture in stone 
and wood done by the students themselves. 
The fine compact hall with its large stage 
and new organ, capable of seating the 
entire school, was being used by groups 
practising plays or taking mime and speech 
training lessons. An examination in short­
hand and typing was in progress; whilst 
outside boys were putting finishing touches 
to a swimming pool which had been entire­
ly built and paid for by the children and 
their parents. This last was a magnificent 
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example of self-help, and as a tribute to : 
the school the forthcoming local water­
sports vvere to be held there and the pro­
gramme televised. Amidst the boys and 
girls immersed in their own activities I saw 
television engineers busy erecting their ap­
paratus. Wherever I went I met friendly, 
interested faces and the teachers were 
ready to answer questions and explain what 
they were doing. The rooms devoted to 
cooking and household management were 
gaily furnished and fitted with the most 
modern equipment. Many girls totally in­
capable of managing academic subjects and 
who would have been 'misfits' in a more 
formal atmosphere were happily integrated 
in these surroundings. Proudly, the two oc­
cupants of the 'flat' attached to the domestic 
science wing showed me round their 
domain and told me what they were cook­
ing for lunch. Girls take it in turns to live 
in the flat for a week, do all the necessary 
housekeeping and entertain their friends as 
well! We were treated to coffee and bis­
cuits there before we went on. 

The Secondary Modern is still in its 
infancy and it is far too early to draw any 
conclusions regarding its success in fitting 
the average child for the responsibilities of 
modern citizenship, as well as catering for 
the equally important borderline cases. 
Transfers of pupils to Grammar schools are 
still being recommended but the British 
public is slowly realising the value of these 
schools with their emphasis on practical 
and democratic methods and healthy 
absence of intellectual and financial snob­
bery. This is vital, because unless a society 
can wholeheartedly endorse its state educa­
tional policy, schools will suffer. The Head­
master was telling me that big employers -
had now begun to show an interest in 
pupils leaving Secondary Modern schools 
as they are well equipped for a variety of 
jobs. Ten years ago this was rare. As I left 
the buildings with the pleasant sounds of 
school life in my ears I hoped that I had not 
just been especially fortunate in what I had 
seen, but that it represented just one exam-
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ple of a country-wide achievement in 
education. 

I could not leave Harrow without seeing 
the other side of the picture. It was arrang­
ed that I should see the famous public 
school whose dignified buildings and 
beautiful extensive grounds form such a 
landmark in the weald. Unfortunately, so 
hallowed by tradition, the school is regard­
ed more as a historical monument for the 
admiring tourist than as a place where boys 
live, play and learn their lessons . Together 
with a young Australian teacher and my 
councillor friend I was taken round and 
shown the famous items-the old Fourth 
Form room with its uneven flooring, the 
caning block, where no doubt the youthful 
Byron and Winston Churchill bent over for 
chastisement, and its walls completely 
covered with distinguished names carved 
in the oak panelling. I admired the Tudor 
room, mellow and authentic; the chapel 
and hall and memorials to Harrovians killed 
in the world wars. We heard about tradi­
tions and customs and visits from Royalty. 
But what we did not see were the staff and 
the pupils. The occasional file of identi­
cally turned-out young gentlemen speaking 
in almost identical tones did pass us in 
obedience to a bell, but their well-insulated 
activities were not to be disturbed by such 
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as we, even though we did happen to be 
teachers and genuinely interested in the 
educational methods and standards of such 
a well-known institution. \iVe could not see 
the library because classes were being held 
there. It was indeed a disappointment 
even though we well realised that a per­
petual stream of visitors can upset and 
annoy teachers and the taught. Actually, 
I forgot to ask how many visitors the autho­
rities had to cope with; if I had that infor­
mation I probably would have been more 
grateful for what I had seen and for the 
time spent by the person who patiently 
showed us round. 

Comparisons with educational facilities 
in India were naturally in my mind. The 
immensity of our problem is truly stagger­
ing. Quite apart from what little we offer 
in the way of good private (or public) 
schools, our primary educational arrange­
ments are woefully inadequate. Free com­
pulsory education for the rest-free milk 
and school lunches-music and exercise for 
the thin brown bodies of our neglected 
children playing in narrow streets and dirty 
villages-and above all, an army of devoted 
teachers who cannot be allowed to starve 
whilst doing the most important job of all 
-these are our needs. Plans and blue-prints 
are on paper. It is up to each one of us to 
see them translated into fact. 



l(amban' s Forte 

By HEPHZIBAH JEsUDASAN 

wE hear a good deal about Kamban 
these days. In Tamilnad, Kamban has 

come quite into his own. For all that 
Tiruvalluvar appears on one of our postage 
stamps and people go wild over it, no 
Tamilian who knows his letters is in doubt 
as to who is the greatest Tamil poet. 
Kamban has been recognised as Kavi­
chakravarti - emperor of poets. That is of 
significance because his patron Sadaiyappan 
was only a minor chieftain. If a poet like 
Ottakkuttan, under the direct patronage of 
the mighty Chola kings, was called Kavi~ 
chakravarti, we might stop to think over it. 
But Kamban had practically nothing but 
his genius to back him, and his genius was 
of the kind that would sweep everything 
before it. Nothing but his genius, for 
instance, could have seen his Ramayana 
passed in the face of orthodox opposition, 
for, before Kamban's day, the more or less 
secular outlook on life of the ancient Tamils 
had given way, first to a deeply religious 
outlook, and then to a narrow and fanatic 
one. Three centuries before Kamban, the 
Bhakti movement, led by inspired bards, 
had swept over the country like a storm, 
but after it had passed, there was left a 
very organised, sectarian and bigoted view 
of religion. That probably is what happens 
to all religions when the inspiration dies 
out. No wonder then that Kamban met 
with so much opposition, and none less 
than he could have overthrown it. 

Even today one observes that in Tamil 
homes where the orthodox Vaishnavite 
religion is practised, Valmiki or transla­
tions of Valmiki are read in preference to 
Kamban . Valmiki, for one thing, is more 
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conducive to elaborate ritualism, and 
Kamban, after all, for all his religious 
fervour, is primarily an artist to the tips of 
his fingers , besides being an alarming free­
thinker who wilfully runs counter to many 
ideas established before him in Tamilian, 
or rather, Indian society. He dares to make 
Rama affectionately call Cuba, the hunts~ 
man, his brother, and dares to assert, 
through Rama's own lips, that the distinc~ 
tions of the four classes mean nothing so 
long as a man sets a guard on his character. 
vVith scrupulous attention to small details, 
he follows the footsteps of the one Tamil 
poet before him who had an equally lofty 
vision- Tiruvalluvar. These details do not 
come within our present scope, but they are 
well worth the study. As it is, one can 
understand it perfectly if these details are _ 
not very welcome to people comfortably 
established in the old groove. And one can 
also understand if, in the face of a genius 
of Kamban's stature, dislike of him cannot 
be stated in so many words before the pub~ 
lie, but is expressed rather in a cold ignor­
ing of him for a more satisfactory, more 
old-fashioned thinker. 

Once you are able to overstep narrow 
prejudices, and enter into the vast kingdom 
of Kamban, you look around you for the 
glory of this much-spoken-of heritage of 
the Tamils. Of the three major names in 
Tamil literature, Kamban, Valluvan, and 
Ilango, Kam ban is as far above the other 
two as these two are above the rest. If 
Kamban is put into one scale and Valluvan 
and Ilango and every other Tamil poet 
worth the name into the other, the scale 
would decidedly sink on Kamban's side. 
Surely, it is but natural to try to assess the 
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- qualities of such a bard's greatness, or 
rather, the greatest of his qualities. 

It is not merely that Kamban is broad­
minded. Broadmindedness is not his mono­
poly. As we have seen, he is not even the 
first to flaunt it in the Tamil field. People 
say-one is sick of hearing it-that Kamban 
rewrote the Ramayana in his own inimita­
ble style. That is, really, to damn one of 
the world's mightiest poets and seers with 
faint praise. If, by style, we mean the very 
pleasant juxtaposition of choice words, 
emphatically I affirm that it is not the 
secret of Kamban's renown. I have been 
taking every opportunity of trying my non­
Tamil friends' patience by reading· or 
repeating bits from Kamban to them, and 
among other remarks I hear, 'Why, that's 
musical indeed.' True, but I cannot help 
feeling that music, by itself, is one of the 
cheaper attributes of a poet's expression. 
Tennyson is musical. So is Shelley. So, in 
a more impressive though formal and re­
mote way, is Milton. And yet something in 
Kamban refuses to let him be grouped 
with these poets. No man was more sen­
sitive to word-values than Kamban. And 
yet, no artist could be further than he from 
conscious artistry. And after all, the Tamil 
language is a musical language. It would 
not be so very much of an achievement to 
write something that is musical in Tamil. 
Manikka-vasagar and a host of others 
before Kamban had already shown what it 
was to create beautiful, musical, feeling 
poetry. Kamban could not have bettered 
Manikka-vasagar or Andal in their fields. 
Jeevaka Chintamani, one of the Tamil 
books that should be banned for the young, 
is a triumph of style, Sweetness of language 
is certainly not everything in literature! 
And, talking of Kamban's inimitable style, 
we might as well acknowledge that it is 
not unifoi·mly musical. It is not uniformly 
grand. It is not sustained by any means. 
His style is a great contrast in this respect 
to that of Ilango with his grave, sober 
dignity, to that of Valluvan with his scrupu­
lous exactness. If Kamban's style has one 
quality throughout, it is that of elasticity, 
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an easy adjustability born of a supreme 
artistic confidence, a quality which Kamban 
shares with only one other poet that I know 
of, namely Shakespeare. 

It is a fact that Kamban's Ramayana can 
hardly be called an epic. It is an entire 
literature. It is a treasure-house of lyrics, 
dirges, descriptions, and drama. In scope 
and size, the last book of it alone is vaster 
than the Iliad. But it is not easy to conceive 
Kamban's present reputation from these 
lyrics or dirges or descriptive pieces, so im­
mense it is. Beautiful as Kamban's lyrics 
are, they are not the only lyrics of the first 
quality in Tamil. So is the case with the 
dirges. Volumes could be written on 
Kamban's imagery. Tears failing are like 
pearls dropping from a pearl-chain that has 
burst, one slipping down after another. 
Rama's arrows, drying up the Sea, reveal 
the snakes coiled up in its depths as though 
'the Sea's bowels were laid open.' To wel­
come Rama, the Sea tosses its waves as 
though it were shaking up a mat for Vishnu 
to sleep on. From the bosom of the Sea 
a playful 'infant breeze' goes to Rama, 
painting him over with pollen from the 
Punnai's flowers. An attempt to make a list 
here would be futile, but one admits that 
even here, description is a forte which other 
poets had possessed before Kamban. The 
Sangam poets had · managed it with far 
more careful planning, with a conscious 
artistry that is conspicuous by its absence 
in Kamban, who really is guilty of mixing 
up details in his descriptions, even while 
he is able to impart to them a certain in­
explicable power. And Kamban is guilty of 
more faults than that! Rama and Sita out 
of the way, Kamban can startle even a 
modern mind with his representations of 
love. He is not afraid to shock vou. Iflndian 
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poets are known to love hyperbole, Kamban 
will not let anybody beat him even in that. 
He can flaunt huge conceits in your face 
and enjoy your bewilderment. It is as 
though he felt he could afford the fun; and 
indeed, a lesser poet could not afford to go 
into the shambles among which this intel-
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Iectual giant wilfully, and with no excuse 
whatever, chooses to flounder at times. 

So now, we are back at the beginning, 
and the question before us is, what exactly 
is the especial forte of the man who is the 
talk of the times? In fact, it is as a supreme 
drama that the Kambaramayana makes its 
mark. Remove the dialogue of the Kamba­
ramayana as it is, entire, not adding any­
thing, not taking away anything-except the 
interpolations, of course-and allot it to the 
different characters. The resulting drama 
is a stunner. To the human intellect, by the 
sheer nature of its composition, there is 
nothing more exciting, nothing more worth 
while, than the world of living men and 
women. And that is why the great drama­
tist makes a more powerful appeal than the 
great poet. That is why Shakespeare is 
greater than Milton. Perhaps that is why 
Kalidasa is greater than Valmiki. That is 
certainly why Kamban of the Ramayana is 
so infinitely greater than any other Tamil 
poet. It seems to be a very rewarding past­
ime for the great dramatist to put the 
children of his creation through the most 
grinding of experiences, and then to turn 
the big searchlights of his poetic inhlition 
on the minds of these most unfortunate 
beings. That is precisely what Kamban has 
done, and he seems to have thoroughly 
enjoyed his stupendous creation. For, the 
Kambaramayana is not a story of Law, 
Wickedness, Punishment and Reward. For 
Kamban that would be a fairy tale. His is 
a story of tremendous human passions, of 
love and endurance, of weakness and ruin. 
Kamban's characters differ from Shakes­
peare's only in being of epic stature, and 
that is as it should be. Quite like Shakes­
pear's, perhaps even larger, is the sym­
pathy he extends to the worst of his 
characters. Who, for instance, remembers 
Iago and Edmund with any feeling of 
affection? Where is the criminal in the 
Kambaramayana, who can be damned so 
completely and irrevocably? 

Ravana? What a magnificent figure 
Kamban has made him! Quite apart from 
the passionate l<we and admiration he is 
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able to inspire in his kinsfolk, what a man 
he is in himself, even though he be a con­
firmed autocrat! He is the character with 
the greatest sense of humour- and it is im­
mense, tragic humour at times-in the 
story. His wonderful exchange of buffets 
with Hanuman on the battlefield, the most 
genuine admiration he conceives for Laksh­
mana, to the extent of comparing him with 
his own beloved son Indrajit, even the 
quality of his overpowering passion for 
Sita who, as he confesses, is 'poison' to him, 
are unforgettable. Kamban's Ravana is a 
villain only in that he is not able to be a 
saint. He is by no means the callous, con­
ceited, lustful brute of the original. 
Ravana's fall is a tremendous fall, and one 
wonders if Shakespeare could have pictur­
ed this man in his defeat, indifferent even 
to the scorn of his enemies but labouring 
with shame at Sita's contempt, in the way 
that Kamban has done. Milton has painted 
Satan vividly enough, but Milton does not 
make us weep for Satan. Kamban wrings 
our heart for Ravana's brother Kumbakarna 
and Ravana's son Indrajit, and it makes 
precious little difference to our feelings that 
Indrajit, in a crisis, can be unscrupulous. 

If that is what Kamban has done for the 
Rakshasas in the main-humanised them, 
even made them heroic-what has he done 
for his supermen and superwomen on the 
other hand? It would have been so terribly 
easy to make Rama a preacher and a prig. 
It would have been the easiest thing to 
drain the colour out of the character of a 
good woman like Sita. About the most 
wonderful thing that Kamban has done is 
the creation of Rama. To create a character 
so absolutely perfect and yet so powerfully 
convincing would have been beyond any 
other poet that I know of. It would be a 
mockery to set by this Rama any other 
hero of imaginative fiction. The Rama-Sita 
relationship is treated on the most sacred 
and purely emotional level. Rama's retic€n­
ce on the subject of his love and his sorrow 
for his wife is a thing that fail·ly beats 
Shakespeare's art. While the Ramas of the 
other Ramayanas lament for their darling 
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wives, Kamban's Rama looks at the happy 
birds and 'bites his lips.' He looks at two 
cock-birds fighting for possession of a hen, 
and 'lifts his eyebrows.' Kamban's especial 
forte being the knowledge of the human 
heart and its subtlest responses to its most 
intimate experiences, hardly any feat would 
have been impossible for him in the field 
of the drama. Valluvan only said great 
things. It was Kamban who lived them, in 
the hearts of the characters of whom he 
was the sole author. 

The characters of the Kambaramayana 
are of a splendour that is incredible till you 
get to know them. And the splendour is not 
only found in their large outlines, but also 
in their smallest details. Just for a taste of 
his technique : When Bharata comes to seek 
out Rama in the forest, Lakshmana, the 
impetuous, rash, adorable Lakshmana, 
hearing the noise of the hosts, comes very 
quickly to the conclusion that Bharata 
comes to kill Rama. Tense with his loyal 
anger, he goes to his idol, Rama. Rama's 
arguments do not make him see reason. 
Shortly after, Bharata himself, tired, having 
cried like a baby, in hermit's dress, his hair 
all matted, appears in the distance. Rama, 
turning to Lakshmana, speaks to him thus: 

'Young lord of the sounding bow! You, 
look carefully, at the angry warrior-guise of 
Bharata with the chariots and the mighty 
army.' 

The suggestion that Lakshmana's rash­
ness is born of his youth, the gentle reproof 
that Lakshmana is so over-ready to twang 
his bow, the intensity of Rama's own per­
sonal feelings for his beloved Bharata who 
has been so wrongly interpreted, are all 
brought out in the most sensitive language, 
of which every word has its just weight. 

When Kamban's characters speak, they 
find expression in anything from syllables 
and broken sentences to songs. Mandodari, 
lamenting over her husband , Ravana, asks 
if Rama's arrows have so searched that 
body to find out if love of Sita was hiding 
anywhere in it. It is the voice of a double 
anguish, the pain of the arrows in that 
beloved body and the pain of her husband's 
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love for another woman. Rama, when his 
brother lies killed by Indrajit's treachery, 
finds voice only to ask, 'Is the robber fled?' 
Dasaratha, not daring to ask if his son has 
left for the forest, whimpers, 'Is he near 
or far?' Kumbakarna's sense of sorrow and 
shame at his brother's unlawful love is ex­
pressed in quite a lengthy satire. Kumba­
karna, face to face with his brother from 
the enemy camp, voices the cry of his heart 
in a few powerful stanzas. Just one great 
stanza is, at the last momen,t, given to 
Satrugna to redeem him from being a 
nonentity, and to make him a thinking, 
feeling man who could be called Rama's 
brother. Hardly anything in literature could 
be more exciting than the biting taunts 
which the combatants fling at each other 
on the battlefield, their provoking jests and 
counter-jests that mean life and death to 
the warriors though it is all fun for us . 
Whatever be the language of the charac­
ters, it is always of powerful human 
interest, and human interest really is 
Kamban's especial forte. 

As for Kamban's own language, which 
he reserves for himself and which is 
naturally the major part of the epic, that 
also is of varied interest. All of it cannot 
be studied here. But what we have to men­
tion is that in those great stanzas which 
occasionally flash out at the tensest 
moments, there is that stirring quality 
which makes us say, 'Poetry never went 
beyond this.' The great harmonies of those 
stanzas are something from the spell of 
which no Tamil poet after Kamban ever 
could escape. These are like the back­
ground music for the tremendous drama, 
but they are not music which could be 
cultivated or imitated, because, if ever 
there was inspired poetry, if all the talk 
of poetic inspiration is not just sham and 
eye-wash, then these great stanzas are 
inspired. 

Look at Rama going to his mother after 
his coronation has been cancelled: 'With­
out the swaying chauri; without the white 
umbrella; while Destiny, pulling, led the 
way; and Dharma, weeping, went behind; 
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before her who thrilled and budded with 
pleasure to think and think, "He who is 
like the bank of raincloud will come with 
the crown on", the one man went alone'. 
Half a dozen stanzas of this quality show 
Rama and Sita in the forest, striding with 
the joy of their newly-found freedom in 
exile. The rhythm of their footfalls , the 
exhilaration of their hearts , is in the mea­
sure of these stanzas that leave us spell­
bound. Magnificent are the stanzas that 
conduct Ravana to his palace after his first 
taste of defeat at Rama's hands. Kamban 
shows us the mighty king of Lanka laying 
down on the battlefield, one by one, the 
attributes of his former greatness and glory, 
and leads us to the climax when Ravana 
lays down 'his valour, and, empty-handed, 

Hephzibah Jesudasan 

enters Lanka.' These are pearls that are 
worth empires, but vast is the ocean where 
they lie, and legion is their number. 

Keith, talking of Sanskrit poetry, men­
tions the difference between Oriental and 
Occidental tastes in literature. So far as 
Kamban is concerned, the question does 
not arise. His faults are faults by any stan­
dards, and he surely knows it himself, for 
he apologises to the Sangam poets, 'the 
good old bards of the triple-Tamillineage.' 
He might have spared himself the apology. 
It is true that their peculiar graces of 
restraint and strict chastity of diction are 
not his, but a world that accepts Shakes­
peare cannot but acknowledge and accept 
Kamban-if it but knew him! 
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POETRY 

WATER AS METAPHOR 

When pulled against, these currents 
sculpt the boatman's 
muscle. And make the fishwives wait 
for the evening's gasping net 
of silver or death's artistry 
in the traitor-sprigs of deepsea 
coral. 

But when they hurtle through the dark 
behind my landsman eyes and fork 
in the forking fears, they rack 
the blankness of my continents 
in grief's own map of veins and rents. 

They lay upon the land 
the ill-luck lines of a luckless hand. 

These currents lend their flight 
to the naked fish, and tallow-light 
to whale-men. They streamline all the gleaming seals. 
But why do they whelm in their flood my youngest isles 
that bring design to the ancient chaos of my blood? 
and break away my carious coasts 
and wash into their ocean wastes 
the silt, the salt, the father seeds, 
baring what were once the mother-roots 
that held in their steadfast nets 
my spendthrift earth - a bunch of trailing needs, 
loose-end worms, drinking without gills the lees, 
the greensick light of alien seas? 

A. K. RAMANUJAN 
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Give them a wash. Dust them with talcum. 

For school, in dulness dress them. 

Let prudery twist their involute ears 

or give them a taste of cat-o'nine fears. 

If, with all this, they merely get worse 

stand them all day on an antheap of cares . 

Yet thoughts will be children. 

Even at school they'll play the fool and frighten 

the body's primness. Muffied from toe to chin, 

under the skin, they play at sin. 

A. K. RAMANUJAN 

HOPE 

Hope is always there 

Sitting in the corner 

Like a loyal dog 

Ready to leap at 

A slight pat, 

To lick the bones 

Of your desire. 

BAL PATIL 



AND THESE MY WORDS 

And these my words, 

undisturbed and quiet, 

the unwritten measure of leaves 

Why ochred oblivion sings 

the power of sapless light, 

and wrinkled grows the fiery seed, 

threshed in pale alchemy. 

Still alive. 

Involuntarily. Congealing dust 

to life. Imperceptibly creating 

quiet autumn. \Vith lesser strangeness 

seeking new life 

in the likeness of dark b·ees. 

And yet again, to live, 

and learn to listen in the silent wood 

for weightless hands, 

little understood leaves 

falling unstruck 

in a wind not seen before. 

FEROZE Moos 
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QUF;ST 

IN REMEMBRANCE 

Now that our parting is an accomplished fact 

And time is an uphill road that I must climb 

With the length of years, to meet you on the other side, 

I must only remember you now and again 

Almost casually, almost as a name; 

I must school my heart not to yearn for you, 

Not to think of you with sudden pain. 

I must think of you only as someone I've met 

Casually on the bus, on the busy street, 

Nodded politely to, or exchanged a few 

Inconsequential words as "How do you do?" 

All our united past must be laid away 

Very carefully, like old porcelain, 

To be gazed at wistfully once in a while 

But not to be caressed or to be touched; 

Like china too precious to be used 

Even on holidays. 

But when, at last, we meet again on the other side 

Of the summit of years, I shall throw aside 

The reserve of my heart, shall open wide 

The cupboard-doors, and take out the past: 

The common past turned to common present 

vVhile we've been thinking we were far apart. 

HAIG KHATCHADOURIAN 
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Two Indianists and A Painter * 

By }YOTIRMOY DATTA 

}T is as difficult to get a glimpse of the 
true Amrita Sher-Gil as of Venus, that 

lovely and mysterious planet which makes 
even the most level-headed astronomer 
drunken with myths. The face that looks 
down on us from her self-portraits is so 
pretty that we half regret that it is a paint­
ing and wish it was a photograph instead­
the photograph of a living person whom 
one could conceivably meet somewhere, 
some day. And when it da·wns on us that 
meeting her would be impossible anyway, 
she being dead, the realization brings not 
disappointment but a curiously sweet sad­
ness, a charming melancholy that purges 
our hearts of all but the loftiest sentiments. 
We have for her that devotion not too far 
from love which one has for those legen­
dary princesses who spurned their suitors 
to embrace religion, their fabulous beauty 
transformed through ascetic privations into 
angelic grace, suffering untimely death in 
the hands of cruel infidels. The analogy, I 
realize now, is apt, for she too was a 
martyr-not to religion but to art. Her 
ancestors were princes, her death untin.1ely, 
and those who broke her spirit and hasten­
ed her end were barbarians-not so cruel, 
though, as insensitive. No other painter was 
blessed (or is 'cursed' the apter word?) 
with so many romantic qualities-her 
beauty and her femininity being not the 

" Three Painters: R de L. Furtado. Published by 
Dhoomimul Ramchand, New Delhi, 

least of these. No wonder her memory is 
dear to the hearts of all Indians. 

It is usual for a poet or painter to suffer 
transformation in the imagination of the 
people. The people keep a secret calendar 
of their artist-heroes as of their saints and 
religious martyrs. On that secret list no one 
is complex enough to get more than a one­
line obituary. The tribe wants memorable 
tag-lines, no more. 'John Keats-snuffed out 
by an article; Heine-betrayed loves, 
syphilis, republicanism; Baudelaire-liber­
tine, hedonist; Tolstoy-vegetarian, refor­
mer, ex-novelist; Dostoyevsky-epilepsy, 
gambling, Siberia; Van Gogh-ex-priest, 
mad, sunRowers; Picasso-anti-fascist.' The 
popular image of an artist has to be false 
in order to be endearing. What a tough 
person was Keats and how saintly was 
Baudelaire! The pale and nervous Keats of 
the myths would have been unable to write 
the poems, but the Keats of the poems 
could never be the object of contemptuous 
sympathy that the other Keats is. Falsifi­
cation is the inevitable price of immortality. 

But-does it need saying?-not of creati­
vity. Imagine even that naive Dutchman, 
that darling of youthful rebels, Van Gogh 
painting himself as his admirers wanted 
him to look! Could Cezanne look at his re­
flection in the mirror except as an entomo­
logist looking at a flea? And Rabindranath. 
whom the myths picture as a silverhaired 
sage of the East who dispensed the healing 
balm of Upanishadic wisdom to a frenzied 
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West, has left a portrait of himself that 
gives the lie to the Tagore myths. What 
turmoil is betrayed in that dark and haunt­
ing portrait! The academic (and 'truthful') 
likeness by Atul Bose is of a successful 
(Nobel laureate) man of letters who be­
came an institution to propagate the neces­
sity of charity, forbearance and wisdom. 
The Atul Bose painting is true to certain 
photographs taken in certain of Tagore's 
public moments, when he was obviously 
playing up to the myths about him. And 
it is also similar to Amrita Sher-Gil's por­
trait of her father. 

The portrait of the Sikh nobleman is true 
to type. The flowing beard and the semitic 
nose, the half-opened eyes (denoting 
detachment and wisdom in Buddhist icono­
graphy) and squinting brows (a sign of 
deep and disturbing thoughts ), the hands 
clasped together (mark the lean, long fin­
gers) and the white turban-everything 
adding up to make the picture of a text­
book tribal patriarch, the last of a noble 
line, heroically upholding obsolete values 
in a bourgeoise society. In his own way he 
is almost a martyr. I said almost because 
he is represented not as a frenzied believer 
who is ready to burn himself and the world 
for his frenzied faith but as a virtuous man. 
And he is not ecstatic but sad. It is obvious 
from the painting that Amrita not only 
worshipped her father but identified her 
fate with his. 

Maybe it is inevitable for a woman to 
romanticize her father, but Amrita romanti­
cizes herself too. Or, rather, not herself 
too but herself only. Whatever enters her 
paintings is used to illustrate the Anu·ita 
Sher-Gil myth, which not only her admirers 
(including Mr. R. de L. Furtado, author 
of Three Painters) but she herself believed 
in. 

The Sher-Gil myth must have been 
hatched in Paris. Her first interesting paint­
ing depicts where it happened-a studio 
with a window looking down on a court­
yard, dismal but for a tree. There she must 
have eaten her heart out, pondering over 
the futility of winning prizes by painting 
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in diverse manners-Cezannesque, Gaugui- , -
nesque and early Picassian. She gave up 
all hope of doing anything worthwhile in 
Paris. Did the thought of Van Gogh and 
Gauguin haunt her? They too fretted in 
vain till they discovered their dream 
countries. Was it that she too needed 
another sky and a different landscape to 
realize her destiny? She confessed that 
while in Paris an intense longing to return 
to India came over her and she realized 
that 'there lay my destiny as a painter.' 

'As soon as I put my foot on Indian soil, 
not only in subject, spirit, but also in 
technical expression, my painting under­
went a great change, becoming more funda­
mentally Indian,' wrote she. Maybe she 
was somewhat exaggerating the suddenness 
of her conversion to Indianism. But in her 
paintings there are few signs of wavering; 
so few indeed, that it seems as if she was 
not forging a new style but imitating an 
old master. It is the very swiftness of her 
reaction to the new environment that makes 
one suspicious: \Vas it that she was dis­
covering India through her paintings, or 
did she make her art fit her notion of India? 
Why did she, a painter, use the language of 
philosophers (~fundamentally Indian') to _ 
describe her conversion? ·would Cezanne, 
in his own way so thoroughly French, ever 
have stopped to ask himself whether he 
was 'fundamentally' French? Is it not 
enough for one to know that his work is 
sincere or beautiful, charged with thunder­
ous passion or coldly forri1al, or this or that 
of the ten thousand adjectives one could 
apply to a good painting? Is it not inevita­
ble that a painting by an Indian will be 
as 'fundamentally' Indian as a fine painting 
by a woman will be 'fundamentally' femin­
ine? And if it is inevitable, should it not 
be taken for granted and forgotten? 

But Amrita, though born an Indian, also 
chose to become one. She decided-in Paris 
-that Indianism was her destiny; she 
landed in India with both her style and 
her notion of India fixed; she had only to 
unpack her brushes to start painting. vVith­
in two years she had painted enough to 
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hold grand one-woman shows in four big 
cities . And though she had only seven years 
to paint India, when she died in 1941 she 
left one of the completest documents ever 
recorded with paint on canvas of the life 
of the sorrowful but submissive people of 
India. 

Another modern painter too painted 
'silent images of infinite submission and 
patience, angular bodies strangely beauti­
ful in their ugliness.' These, though they 
seem to have been quoted from Miserere, 
are Amrita's own words. The difference bet­
ween Rouault and her is similar to the dif­
ference between, say, Mulk Raj Anand and 
Rilke or Baudelaire as poets of the poor. 
Anand does not let us forget for a moment 
that he is a socialist and an Indian; poverty 
is merely a social problem in his novels, 
and tragedy a question of colour and caste. 
In Baudelaire poverty becomes almost a 
spiritual possession and the poor are shown 
to belong to a universal brotherhood of 
tramps and poets and saints. Sher-Gil, un­
like Anand, is not a naturalist; so-thank 
God!-in her art there is no crude attempt 
to force tears. Rather, she is Anand's per­
fect contrast in that there is in her painting 
an attempt to prettify. What is common bet­
ween them is their attitude to poverty: It 
is regarded as something so shocking that 
one has either to overlook the cruelty of 
busteeland or shout for reforms to paint or 
write about it. Baudelaire's poor are real 
because he feels no need to change them. 
And the poor in Rouault's paintings are 
real because it is they who change him and 
elect him to be one of them. In Amrita's 
attitude there is an element of condescen­
sion, a feeling which is shared by many of 
the not-so-poor and better educated 

- Indians. And it is usually coupled with its 
opposite feeling-a sense of guilt for being 
better favoured by fortune than most of 
their countrymen, which forces them either 
to idealize India's poverty or be ashamed 
of it but never, never, never to accept it 
as a necessary part of their surrounding 
as the weather. And the inability to forget 
the rather irrelevant elements in their en-
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vironment even in their deepest moments 
prevents them from having those moments 
at all. 

How different is Amrita from Rouault! 
How slowly did the French painter mature, 
how modestly did he let his style master 
him, how ascetically did he refuse to be 
lured by avant gardism! His teacher, 
Gustave ~dore'lu, had warned him against 
virtuosity, and humbly he followed his 
teacher's words though he was the cleverest 
of his generation with the brush and could 
easily have been more successful than even 
Picasso as an inventor of spectacular forms. 
While Amrita's art hopped from style to 
style, changing course abruptly and often, 
Rouault's paintings evolved one out of 
another like cactus leaves that sprout from 
no stem but only other leaves. 

What could be the reason for Amrita's 
sudden conversion to Indianism? It would 
be absurd to suggest that she too began to 
feel the pinch of the depression and had 
to leave Paris because of a cut in her al-
10\vance. True, unpleasant accidents have 
often been triumphantly exploited by their 
victims, and money, especially the want of 
it, has often been as keen a spur to creation 
as (preferably, unrequited) love. But it is 
obvious from Amrita's paintings that she 
lacked the ingenuity, the cunning of those 
subtle artists who can make even bad luck 
the ground of their greatness. She was not 
inventive enough, nor enough of a fatalist, 
to be able to accept things as they came; 
in the paintings of the Paris period there are 
signs betraying her impatience at not find­
ing the right style; she feverishly ran 
through the repertory of styles available to 
the art students of the period in search of 
something that would fit her needs; and 
when all the diverse, and by then outworn, 
modes that she imitated failed to give her 
a distinct artistic personality, she decided 
to give her destiny a helping htmd. 

Let us reconstruct in our imagination her 
feelings and surroundings when she took 
that fateful decision. Note the year of her 
return from Paris. The great homeward 
drift had just begun but her reason for 
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returning was, I guess, different from that 
of other homing expatriates. Those who 
were leaving were being forced to do so 
because of dwindling allowances from 
home. Most preferred to stay on, partly 
because poverty was easier to bear in an 
alien city among fellow martyrs of Art, but 
chiefly because Paris \Vas still the artist's 
Mecca, leaving it was desertion, and one 
was still eager to put up with much before 
one became a renegade. It must have taken 
a lot of courage for Amrita to decide to 
return home. Let those who think she chose 
wrongly marvel at least at her daring; if 
the god of painting had in him any sense 
of justice, he surely would have raised her 
to an equal of the very greatest. 

I realize that I am letting my fancy rove 
too far. All that I have to offer in explana­
tion of her remarkable decision is unveri­
fiable speculation. I realize the immensity 
of my crime: I am violating the most sacred 
rule of modernistic criticism which allows 
none to guess an artist's intent in painting 
a picture nor speculate on its supra-formal 
meaning. But the question I am asking 
seems so important that I feel I must have 
an answer-even if I have to break all the 
rules so dear to the modernist pundits. Did 
the pundits succeed in banishing questions 
about God from philosophy? My question is 
almost as important, for it seems to me that 
the answer would tell us why so much of 
modern Indian art is picturesque rubbish, 
why much of it appears to have been creat­
ed solely for the admiration of foreigners. 
Amrita's decision to become an Indianist 
is a dramatic but not exceptional choice; 
her beauty, her gifts, and her early death 
make her story so romantic as to possess 
our imagination; but there are others, less 
glamorous than Amrita, who also became 
deliberately Indian. 

Imagine a cold studio looking into a bare 
yard in Paris and a beautiful woman, who 
had given up all to become a painter, pon­
dering over her future in the frigid gloom 
of the room. What could she become if she 
stuck it out in Paris? She was dexterous 
and so a few more medals might come her 
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way. Or, if she was more fortunate, one 
such as Degas might choose to train her 
into another Mary Cassatt. But was that 
a prize enough to justify her sacrifices? Was 
there no way at all to leave her unique 
mark on paintings the like of which the 
world had not known? If she could not 
create a new style, she could at least paint 
a new subject, the portrait of a country no 
other modern painter had painted. That 
was her unique destiny, that was how she 
could defeat fate. 

In one way or other, most modern Indian 
painters have had to make a similar choice; 
they have either attempted to paint the 
recognizable face of India, sticking to typi­
cally Indian subjects at all costs, or, like 
Jamini Roy, have not been too choosy 
about the subject ( J a mini Roy is never 
tired of painting Christ) but have adopted 
a manner that is more Indian than personal. 

The blatant Indianism of Indian painting 
could be contrasted with the elusive and 
uncontrived Frenchness of French paint­
ing and the relaxed, unconscious Bengali­
ness of modern Bengali poetry. There is 
something uniquely French in, say, Cezanne 
and Matisse; the Frenchness is in what can 
be called the spirit of the painting-un­
definable, undemonstrable, but easily felt 
by one who has seen French, Dutch and 
German paintings together at an exhibi­
tion. But who would dare to claim that 
he would infallibly name the nationality of 
an unknown European painter from a lone, 
unsigned painting hung with hundreds of 
others at an international show of new 
painting? I think anyone could have identi­
fied a Keyt or an Abanindranath as Indians 
in the largest and most ill-organized of 
shows even when they were young and not 
so well known. A modern Bengali poem 
would be difficult to identify, in translation, 
in an anthology of modern world poetry. 
The exterior of a modern Bengali poem is 
confusingly like that of a modern French, 
or Scandinavian, or German poem; in his 
use of images or the handling of metre or 
in his choice of rhymes (though that would 
not be apparent in translation) the Bengali 
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poet would betray no obvious difference 
from other modern poets; and his themes 
are universal-love and death and immor­
tality and the unconscious and brutality 
and socialism and birth (thank God the 
list is inexhaustible! ) and God. There are 
secret and big personal and national dif­
ferences , but these have not been conscious­
ly striven after, not cultivated to the ex­
clusion of all else. 

It appears to me that the desire to seem, 
not only be, Indian has forced most of our 
painters to spend all their energies on find­
ing a patently Indian manner, and this pre­
occupation with a rather minor problem is 
the reason for the triviality of much of our 
painting. The city has never been painted 
by any of our better known painters. The 
things represented in the works of our best 
were in existence even during the Pallavas, 
and the attitude of the painter towards his 
subject seems strangely frivolous-there is 
no trace of the anguish or the drama that 
has found expression in modern Indian 
poetry. 

Did the poet have an easier task? The 
desire to seem Indian may not have over­
whelmed him for the obvious reason that 
he, being hedged off by his language, did 
not have to try to distinguish his work from 
his Western contemporaries'. His language 
was a frontier none could dispute. He 
could forget about his difference from poets 
of other languages because it was so 
obvious; what mattered was his individual 
identity within his own group. But the 
painter had to invent a barrier to protect 
his national identity; what seemed impor­
tant was not the individual differences but 
the group similarities in contrast to Western 
painting. 

And yet, our painters could not escape 
being influenced by the West. All three 
painters represented in Mr. Furtado's al­
bum have borrowed heavily from European 
masters. Amrita imitated Cezanne and 
Gauguin; George Keyt adopted a few of 
Picasso's pet tricks; Husain cleverly used 
one of the loveliest of Matisse's motifs. But 
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Keyt and Sher-Gil did not add to what they 
borrowed. VVhen Picasso paints a man with 
two faces, or two with one, it is often more 
than merely clever. It seems as if he vvas 
playing on the notion that if one lived in 
isolated moments and saw only what his 
eyes perceived at each instant, we would 
see men with as many faces as diamonds. 
Or when he makes a couple share one face 
like some hideous twins, it seems curiously 
apt. And how delightfully playful he is, 
how inventive and civilized! Keyt often 
made his lovers share one face. But with 
him it was a mechanical device which be­
came as threadbare in the end as a clever 
rhyme unsparingly repeated in a single 
poem. 

It is Husain who uses what he borrows 
creatively. And unlike Keyt he chooses to 
borrow a significant motif, not an unrelated, 
though clever, conceit. The later Impres­
sionists tried to remove all traces of charac­
ter and feeling-what is called the 'expres­
sive look' -from the human face. Gradually 
even the eyes, once used to mirror the un­
paintable yearnings of the soul, lost their 
meaningful gaze and became expressionless 
blobs. Matisse carried it a step further; his 
faces became absolute blanks, without even 
one line or dot to mar their purity of form. 
Husain replaces the blank face with a black 
mark, shutting out the possibility of the 
yearning eyes reappearing again. And yet 
it is charged with feeling, for, unlike 
tvlatisse, he does not wish to reduce man 
into a colourful doll. The woman's anguish 
in the Blue Night cries out all the more 
piercingly because her face has been so 
cruelly blotted out by the painter. 

Husain is the only one of these three 
painters who is not too eager to prove to 
himself how different he is from Western 
painters. He is not afraid to begin not from 
where the Pahari or the Mewar painter left 
of! but from the point in the Western tradi­
tion from which a contemporary European 
painter too would start. He lets his work 
take him where it will-if there is anything 
vital in his (Western) style he knows it 



will inevitably become his personal posses­
sion eventually. 

~'Ir. Furtado claims in his introduction: 
'In the independent India of today, the 
spirit of patient research and experimenta­
tion is reaching out towards newer and 
fuller forms of self-realization, as much in 
the cultural and artistic spheres of activity 
as in the political and economic. The annual 
outflow of spirited new conceptions from 
the brushes of our artists-this ceaseless 
endeavour to arrive at finer forms of ex­
pressions-is in perfect accord with the ver­
satility and strength of the nation's artistic 
heritage.' Looking at the pictures Mr. 
Furtado has presented in support of his 
claim, one wonders if it is not a little fanci-

Jyotirmoy Datta 

ful. To me it seems that though it might ­
be true to say that there is a 'ceaseless 
endeavour' to step up steel production in 
the country, and the 'annual outflow' of 
'spirited new' locomotives from the Chit­
taranjan workshops is constantly on the in­
crease, there seems to be a (one hopes, 
temporary) depression in the 'cultural and 
artistic spheres.' And if there is, I think a 
part of the blame must be borne by people 
such as l\i[r. Furtado who are too Indian 
(I prefer to call them ultra-Indianists ) to 
tell the painter to forget his country and 
strike out on his own. Fortunately, the 
Husains need no prodding and even if they 
are small in number, they are big in 
promise. 

savi11g the city's water supply 

QUEST 

On 1st October 1959, as rain and cyclone lashed Jamshedpur, a small group 
of Tata Steel workers hurried to a reservoir adjoining the Subarnarekha 
to save the city of Jamshedpur from a major disaster. 
A raft, cut adrift by storm, stood poised on the very brink of a dam 
separating the reservoir and the river ..• threatening to hurtle 
down with the swelling current any moment and smash 
the water main running along a bridge over the river. 
A s catastrophe seemed imminent, 27-year old 
Shamsuddin Khan jumped into the swirling water. 
Fighting his way to the raft, he managed to 
pull it away. His colleagues gave him a hero's 
welcome and Tata Steel gave a reward 
of Rs. 500 and a permanent job to this 
brave son of an ex-employee. 
Risking life from a sense of duty is a tradition 
that worker heroes like Shamsuddin are 
setting up in Jamshedpur, where industry 
is not merely a source of livelihood 
but a way of life. 

JAMSHEDPUR 
THE STEEL CITY 



The Story of Saviiri 

'} Atvl not worried about myself or my 
brothers or my kingdom,' said Yudhish­

thira, 'my worry's for Draupadi. \Vhen we 
gambled her away and the Kauravas 
wanted to disrobe her, Krishna stepped in 
and saved us for the time being. And then 
the rascal J ayadratha ran off with her in 
the forest. Tell me, Markandeya, have you 
ever heard of any good woman passing 
through such terrible misfortune as she 
did? Have you seen one? heard of one?' 

'Since you seem so eager to know, 
Yudhishthira, I could tell you the story 
of Savitri, a very chaste and noble lady .... ' 
And he settled down and spun out the fol­
lowing tale. 

This happened quite a long time ago, and 
the king's name was Ashvapati. A good 
man, pious, straight, attentive to Brahmins. 
Since he was both charitable and compe­
tent, his subjects loved him enormously. 

The trouble was he had no children; and 
as he grew older, this became a source of 
considerable grief to him. He did all the 
right things: kept penance, observed holy 
vows, fasted strictly, and ordered ten 
thousand offerings a day in honour of 
Gayatri, wife of Brahma. For eighteen 
years he did this, and when the eighteenth 
year was over, Gayatri was pleased with 
his devotions. Issuing from the holy fire, she 
stood in front of him. 

'Your holiness, your penanc~. your de­
votion is remarkable, Ashvapati,' she said. 
'You have pleased me, and you may ask 
whatever you want. On one condition: that 
you don't ask for anything unholy.' 

'I want nothing more than this,' replied 
Ashvapati, 'that I have sons that my race 
may not die.' 

'I know,' said Gayatri. 'And you shall 

soon have a lovely daughter. No, don't 
thank me. You have deserved it.' 

She vanished, and Ashvapati returned to 
the capital. 

And sure enough a daughter was born 
soon to his eldest queen-a daughter with 
lotus eyes whom they named Savitri. 

Her teens saw a girl of breathtaking 
loveliness, supple-hipped and slender­
waisted. We have a goddess among us, the 
people would say, a girl of burning beauty, 
a lotus-eyed princess. And they began to 
wonder if the king would ever find a prince 
worthy enough to marry her. 

Time kept passing. 
One day, Savitri took flowers offered 

near the holy fire and gave them to her 
father, folding her hands modestly as she 
did so. 

'Savitri,' Ashvapati said sadly, for she 
was very beautiful, 'I think it is time. But 
since no one has asked me, find out a 
husband for yourself, as virtuous as your­
self. I ask only this of you: let me know 
before you marry him. And before you go, 
my daughter, listen to a bit of advice I 
once received from some Brahmins. A 
father who does not give his daughter in 
marriage suffers disgrace. A husband who 
does not know his wife suffers disgrace. 
And a son who does not look after his 
mother when his father dies, suffers dis­
grace, too. That is what they told me, and 
I pass it on to you, though I know you 
will not act in a manner that might bring 
us disgrace.' 

Ashvapati turned and instructed his 
attendants to follow her. Then to her: 
'You can go.' 

She bowed and touched his feet gently, 
and went in a golden chariot to say good-
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bye to the royal sages. Soon she was wand­
ering in the woods of the holy kingdom, 
scattering money wherever she went, for 
that was the custom. 

On her return, she went to see her 
father and found him talking to the great 
sage N arada. She bowed gently to both. 

'I see your daughter is back,' said 
Narada. 'Where did she go? I think you 
should find her a husband now.' 

'She went to look for a husband,' replied 
Ashvapati, 'Tell us, child, who is the lucky 
man?' 

She replied softly: 
'When he became blind, King Dyumat­

sena of the Salwas was given a son. But an 
old enemy of his took advantage of his 
blindness and drove him out of the king­
dom, and he roamed the forests with his 
wife and baby, sheltering wherever he 
could. Finally he came to an ashram, where 
he did great penance. I would like to 
marry his son, who grew up in the ashram.' 

N arada started. 
'But this is impossible!' he said. 'How 

can she marry Satya van, whose name means 
Truthful, whose virtues are endless?' 

'Is Prince Satyavan brave and intelligent 
and forgiving?' asked Ashvapati. 

'Brave like the sun, intelligent as a god, 
as forgiving as the earth,' replied Narada. 

'Liberal? Attentive to Brahmins? Hand­
some?' 

'Words won't do him justice,' replied 
Narada. 

'No defects?' insisted Ashvapati. 'Not 
one?' 

'One magnificent defect', said Narada. 
'Nothing can stop it. It will happen. He 
cannot change it. He will die a year from 
now.' 

'My child,' said Ashvapati, 'find yourself 
another husband. If the great Narada, 
whom even the gods fear, says so, it is true. 
He will die a year from now.' 

'I have chosen my husband,' Savih·i re­
plied. 'The die is cast only once; only once 
is a daughter given away; only once can 
a person say, I give this away! I made up 
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my mind, and I chose. I cannot choose -
again. Short-lived or long-lived, virtuous or 
evil, he is my husband.' 

Narada said admiringly, 'What a re­
markable girl! If her mind is made up, she 
has my blessings. She will not find another 
as good as Satyavan.' 

'Yom advice I have always followed,' 
said Ashvapati. 'Whatever you say must be 
good, for you are my guru.' 

So N arada blessed them both and left 
like a cloud leaping up into the sky. 

In the meantime Ashvapati began to get 
busy with preparations for the wedding, 
and on an auspicious day fixed by Brahmins 
went to visit the blind king Dyumatsena. 

'I have come with my daughter, Savitri,' 
he began, after he had been received in­
side the ashram with great courtesy and 
gifts. 'I will be flattered if you took her as 
your daughter-in-law.' 

'I have no kingdom,' replied Dyumatsena. 
'I live in this ashram, practising strict 
penance. How will your daughter like it 
here? Will it suit her?' 

'I know, and my daughter knows, that 
happiness comes and happiness goes. Sor­
row comes and sorrow goes. It is wrong of 
you, sir, not to see this . I have made up my -
mind. I came to you in friendship-do not 
send me away disappointed. It will honour 
me to see our families united.' 

Dyumatsena said slowly, 'It will honour 
me too. In fact, I had wanted to for a long 
time, but you see the state I am reduced 
to ... You are very welcome. This day has 
been an auspicious day for me.' 

The Brahmins were called and the two 
were married then and there. Ashvapati 
gave his daughter gifts and returned hap­
pily to his palace. But she dressed herself 
in simple saffron bark cloth when her 
father left, and lived like a hermit, pleasing 
everyone with her softness and unselfish­
ness. She pleased her mother-in-law by 
attending to her, her father-in-law by 
speaking little, her husband by her sweet­
ness, her skill, and her love. 

But though she lived in simple happi-
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ness, the words of N arada never left her 
mind. 

Sometimes they made her sad. 
Then the day arrived when Satyavan 

must die. 
N arada' s ominous words had never left 

Savitri's mind, and she kept count of the 
days as they passed. When she knew his 
death was four days off, she fasted day and 
night, studiously keeping the three-night 
vow. 

Her father-in-law heard of this; it 
troubled him and he tried to console her. 
',Child, you make such impossible vows! 
How can you fast for three nights at a 
stretch?' 

'Everything is all right,' Savitri replied. 
'I know my mind. This vow is simple. I 
want to observe it, and I will.' 

'I know,' Dyumatsena said. 'I cannot tell 
you: Break off your vow. In fact, now that 
you have made up your mind, keep the 
vow, my child.' 

More than this he did not say. 
On the second day, it began to tell on 

her: she looked stiff and pale, like a wood­
en doll. The last night was full of pain, and 
when the sun looked over the hill, she said 
to herself, Today is the day. She made 
offerings in front of the sacred fire, and 
bowed respectfully to the Brahmins and 
her father-in-law and mother-in-law, her 
hands folded and her face lost in deep 
thought. The hermits of the ashram blessed 
her with the prayer that she might never 
be a widow. 

Yes, she said to herself, and waited for 
N arada' s words to come true. 

'Your vow is over, Savitri,' said her 
mother-in-law, 'and well have you kept it. 
Now it is time for you to have your meal.' 

'My vow is not over,' Savitri replied. 'I 
will eat when the sun goes down.' 

Satyavan, in the meantime, put his axe 
on his shoulders, and got ready to set out 
for the forest. 

But she stopped him. 'Do not go alone. I 
will go with you. Do not leave me here.' 

Satya van, surprised, said, 'You have 
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never been to the forest before. You have 
no idea, my wife, how wild and dangerous 
it is. And you have been fasting these three 
days. You are so weak you can hardly 
walk.' 

'But I do not feel weak,' she answered. 
'And I want so much to go with you. 
Please.' 

'If you want it so much, come. . . . But 
you will have to get the permission of my 
parents. I won't take the whole blame on 
me!' 

She went to them and said: 'My husband 
is going to the forest to collect fruit. Let 
me go with him. I do not want to be away 
from him. I will go to the forest with him. 
Last year the woods were in flower, J 
remember. They are now, too.' 

'This is the first time, my child, that you 
have asked me a personal favour. You can 
go. Go gladly. Help Satyavan in whatever 
he does.' 

She smiled (but her heart was full of 
great sorrow) and followed her husband to 
the forest. 

Her large eyes saw colourful trees hiding 
swarms of peacocks. 'Look at that glitter­
ing tree, that sacred river,' her husband 
said to her softly. She agreed with him, but 
she saw him and did not see him; for in 
her mind were the words of N arada, her 
heart grief-stricken, her husband (to her) 
already dead. 

Satyavan began plucking fruits and fill­
ing his bag with them. When that was over, 
he started lopping off branches. Drops of 
sweat fell from him; his head ached. 

'I feel so terribly tired, Savitri,' he said. 
'There is a pain in my head, my arms pain, 
there is pain in my heart. I feel so tired. 
I want to lie down and sleep.' 

She sat down quickly and placed his 
head in her lap. And the words of Narada 
came to her again: and she wondered if 
the time had come. 

Without warning, a man in red stood in 
front of her, his body vast, sun-bright, a 
flaming ring on his head. Sun-bright but 
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dark, red-eyed, a noose in his hand, very 
fearful to see. 

The red man stood near Satyavan and 
kept staring fixedly at him. 

She was afraid, but she stood up, gently 
placing her husband's head on the ground. 

'Who <U'e you? 'iVhat do you want?' Her 
voice trembled. 

'I have heard of your devotion, Savitri,' 
Yama replied. 'I admire your penance. I 
will talk to you. :tviy name is Yama, god of 
death. The days of your husband Satyavan 
are over. I have come to take him, tied up 
in this noose I carry.' 

'But I was told you sent your servants to 
do your work,' Savitri answered. 'vVhy have 
you come yourself?' 

Yama, humouring her, said, 'The truth is 
that your husband was too gifted and too 
handsome. He deserved better than a 
servant.' 

He pulled suddenly at Satyavan's body, 
drawing his noose tight across it, till the 
breath left it, and the corpse looked still 
and unsightly; and without any more 
words, he set off briskly towards the south. 

Savitri, overcome with grief but true to 
her vows, stuck to him like a shadow. 

'Go back, Savitri!' Yama warned her. 'All 
that is left for you now are the funeral 
rites. You have come farther than is good 
for you.' 

Where my husband goes, wherever my 
husband is taken, I must go also. This is 
the custom.' She added, 'The sages have 
said that friendship begins if a man walks 
seven steps with another. We are friends 
now: I will talk to you. Listen to me. 

'I have heard,' she continued, 'that there 
are four ways of being saved: purity of 
body combined · with love of -knowledge, 
secluded living in the forest, renunciation 
of worldly things, and an honest domestic 
life. One of these is enough, and I know 
only the last. I need my husband.' 

'I have liked the way you speak,' Yama 
replied. 'It makes excellent sense. Lady of 
beauty, you may ask for one favour, except­
ing, of course, the life of your bus band.' 

'My father-in-law is without his kingdoi11 
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and eyesight,' Savitri said. 'Give him back --.­
his eyes, give him strength like the fire's 
strength or the sun's.' 

'Since you ask it,' Yama answered, 'it will 
be so. And now, return, Savitril You are 
tired. How long can you carry on like this?' 

'How can I be tired as long as I can see 
my husband?' she said. 'Listen to me. A 
single word with a pious man ennobles the 
heart; friendship with such a person can 
do wonders. Shouldn't one spend one's 
whole life in the company of good men?' 

Y ama was pleased. 'Your sentences de­
light and instruct: even the wise can learn 
from them. Ask another favour, Savitri, 
anything except the life of Satyavan.' 

'You know my father-in-law has lost his 
kingdom. Give it back to him. Let him rule 
over it happily.' 

'The kingdom is his,' Yama said. 'I have 
done what you wanted. Go back, Savitri!' 

But she continued, 'Listen to me, sir! Our 
duty is not to hurt anyone, in thought, 
word, or deed; but to love all creatures and 
do our duty towards them. Some have no 
faith , some have no skill , but those who are 
good are merciful even towards their 
enemies.' 

'Your words are sweet as water to a 
thirsty soul,' Yama declared. 'Lady of 
beauty, ask a third favour, anything except 
the life of Satyavan.' 

'My father has no sons,' Savitri replied. 
'Give him a hundred excellent sons.' 

'He will have a hundred excellent sons,' 
promised Yama. 'That is all now. Go back! 
You have come too far.' 

'Have I?' Savitri said. 'I was lost in 
thoughts of my husband. But listen to me. 
The trust we place in a good man is greater 
than the trust we place in ourselves. That 
is why people seek out good men. It is 
goodness alone that inspires confidence.' 

'No one has told me this before,' said 
Yama. 'Your words have made me happy. 
Ask a fourth favour, anything except the 
life of Satyavan, and make it your last.' 

'May a hundred sons be born to Satyavan 
and me,' Savitri asked, 'so that our race 
will carry on and on.' 



Short Story 

'A hundred sons will be born to you, 
Yama promised, 'brave and skilful and 
deserving your pride. Now you can go 
back, for you have come dangerously far.' 

'The good always follow the moral laws,' 
Savitri said. 'Nothing is fruitless when the 
good talk to the good. Goodness moves the 
sun in the sky. Goodness keeps the earth 
steady. Goodness balances past and future. 
Goodness expects no reward; but it in­
creases dignity and can never cause hurt to 
anything.' 

'Savitri,' said Yama, 'I respect you highly. 
Your words are sweet and true and good 
and effective. One last favour I will give 
you. Lady of beauty, since you love your 
husband so dearly, ask for a brilliant boon!' 

'Thank you, sir,' said Savitri. 'But the last 
favour you gave me can never come true 
if my husband is not with me. Give my 
husband back to me. \Vhat am I without 
my husband? What is happiness to me 
without my husband? What is wealth, life? 
You, sir, gave me a hundred sons, yet you 
take away my husband. If you do not give 
Satyavan back to me, your promise cannot 
be fulfilled.' 

Yama, god of death, giver of justice, 
smiled, untied the noose, and cheerfully 
told Savitri, 'Take back your husband.' 

Seeing that this satisfied her, he left. 
Savitri went back to the spot where her 

husband's ashy corpse lay. She sat down on 
the ground and again took his head in her 
lap. Satyavan opened his eyes and looked 
up at her lovingly, like a man who returns 
home from a distant land. 

'I have slept long,' he said. 'Why didn't 
you wake me? Where is the clark man who 
dragged me~' -

'You have been sleeping in my lap,' said 
Savitri. 'The rnan ha-s gone. But it's night, 
and we must go. Can you get up?' 

Satyavan rose like a man after sweet 
sleep, and saw the trees around him. 'I 
remember I came for fruit. Then suddenly 
a shooting pain in my head . . . . I couldn't 
stand. . . lay clown, slept in my wife's 
lap ... . Then you embraced me ... dark-
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ness ... then a sun-bright man .... Tell me, 
my wife, have I been dreaming .... ' 

'It's late now,' Savitri said. 'Let us go 
home. Everything will be clear tomorrow. 
There are voices in the forest. . . and I 
can't stand the howling of the jackals in 
the east.' 

'I clare not risk it in this darkness,' her 
husband said. '\Ve might lose our way, and 
that will be worse.' 

'I will make a fire,' Savitri answered. 'We 
can go in the morning. You don't look well 
at all.' 

Satyavan said, 'The pain in my head is 
gone. I think we should return. I have 
never been late in returning before, and 
my parents will be anxious. They love me 
so much, Savitri, they cannot do without 
me. They must be searching for me right 
now. It is not so much for myself, my wife, 
as for my gentle mother ... ' And he began 
to sob lightly. 

She vviped a\vay the tears from his eyes. 
'I have clone penance, and given in charity, 
and performed all the holy sacrifices. Not 
once do I think have I deliberately lied to 
anyone. By all this, by all that is good in 
whatever I have done, I pray that your 
father and mother sleep soundly tonight.' 

She rose, knotted her hair, <md lifted her 
husband in her arms. Satyavan's eyes fell 
on his bag. 

'We will come for fruit tomorrow,' she 
said. Til carry your axe for you.' 

She hung the bag on a jutting branch, 
and lifted up the axe. She lifted her hus­
band's left arm and placed it on her left 
shoulder, her right around his waist, and 
briskly helped him along the dark path. 

'I think I can tell,' Satyavan said. 'The 
little moonlight helps. This is the path we 
took in the morning. Over there, near the 
palasa trees , it becomes two: take the north 
one. I feel so much better.' 

In the meantime Dyumatsena had re­
_gained his eyesight and with his wife 
Sai.vya was searching for his son in the 
forest. The least crackle made them start. 
That's Satyavan! Savitri! They rushed 
about like mad men, their feet blistered and 
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bleeding, till the hermits surrounded them, 
and took them back to the ashram and 
comforted them. The hermits began with 
telling them stories to dive1t their minds, 
but Dyumatsena would suddenly remem­
ber: 'Where are you, Savibi? Satyavan, 
where are you?' 

But the Brahmins persisted in their 
efforts to convince Dyumatsena and his 
wife that their son and daughter-in-law 
were alive. 

There was great re]mcmg when the 
couple returned late in the night, and 
Satyavan told his story. 

Saviti·i briefly said: Narada predicted my 
husband's death today. I went out with 
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him to the forest. Yama tied him up, and ~ 
wanted to take him away. But I spoke 
truthful words to him, and he gave me 
five boons. Whatever I did was for my 
husband. 

Here Markandeya ended the story of 
Savitri. 'You see, Yudhishthira,' he said, 
'how Savitri transformed her terrible 
circumstances into bright ones. I wanted to 
convince you that, like gentle Savitri, 
Draupadi will bring fortune to you all, in 
spite of the fact that the Jayadratha affair 
worries you so much.' 

Translated from the Sanskrit by P. Lal 

TAKE A WALK 

QUEST 

'Walk and be happy, 

walk and be healthy; said 

Charles Dickens. 'The best 

of all ways to lengthen our days 

is to walk steadily and with a purpose. The wandering man 

knows of certain ancients, who have staved off infirmities and 

dissolution by earnest walking-hale fellows close upon 

eighty and ninety, but brisk as boys: 

D,:ta Shoe Company Private Limit~d 



DISCUSSION 

Varieties of Moral Experience 

Dear Ayyub, 

If I tell you first of all, that I do indeed agree 
with you·.,. on many major issues, this is certainly 
not intended to minimise the importance of the 
differences that we may have between us. The 
thing is: I sincerely believe that most of these 
differences are due to my own confusion. I am 
not terribly sure if I followed your thesis correctly 
at all points. 

For example, the passage through which you 
switched off from a discussion about 'good' to 
one about 'duty' or the right thing to do is not 
very clear to me. It seems to me that an ethic of 
duty or an ethic of personal morality as much as 
an ethic of prudence would have to have some 
sort of definition of 'good'. I entirely agree with 
you in believing that one should not equate 'good' 
with what is desired or with any object of any 
interest. But I am afraid I failed to find out your 
positive stand regarding the definition of 'good' or 
values, in absence of which the entire exposition 
appeared to me somewhat vague and abstract. 

Regarding the ethic of duty, duty for duty's 
sake is quite all right if I knew what my duty 
was. To my utter dismay Kant's position always 
seems to me to boil down to a kind of tautology 
like: the right thing to do is the right thing to do. 
(Kant, of course, had other maxims to get him out 
of this box anyway.) I faced the same sort of 
difficulty with regard to your ethic of personal 
morality. You kept on insisting that values were 
objective even if no consensual confirmation in the 
society at large could be obtained regarding their 
value-characteristics. As I have already mentioned, 
I do not know what you mean by value and so I 
could not quite understand how, in the first place, 
you are going to differentiate values from pre-

" See "Varieties of Moral El-.:perience" by Abu 
Sayeed Ayyub, Quest 25, April-June 1960, 

w 10 IS convinced that ot er persons stand instru­
mentally toward the achievement of his ideals, and 
acts accordingly? The democratic society guides 
itself by the Kantian maxim. I should like to split 
that maxim into two parts and maintain that 
though I may treat my own person instrumentally 
toward my ideals, I may never thus treat the 
person of another. If I accept the cultivation of 

knowledge as the highest ideal of life, I may and 
would dedicate my whole life to it disregarding 
all my other satisfactions or fulfilments. You may 
s::~y if you like that this is treating my person 

ferences. In the second place, how do you 
think personal values are related to social nom1s? 
To go into the second question first, on~ may 
observe: 'One should not hurt one's friends, but 
anyway, I don't think friendship is that valuable.' 
In this case, the observer's morality is evidently at 
dissonance with the social norms which he himself 
recognises. Do you think this makes any diffe­
rence to the kind of personal morality one may 
tend to uphold? 

The first question is by far the more important 
question here. To my mind objective values seem 
to be inevitably linked up with some kind of moral 
obligation. I admit that moral praise or blame 
is not equally attached to each case of success­
ful performance of these obligatory ections or 
failure to do the same. This does not, however, 
mean that moral obligations are not binding in 
each case to some degree. Whereas in the case of 
subjective preferences the situation is entirely 
different. Besides, objective value--judgements 
have to have a claim to a certain kind of objective 
validation. To put the whole thing in a very 
elementary way: when I say I like B, I don't be­
lieve that anybody else in this world has any 
obligation whatever to like B, nor do I feel that 
others lack in values if they don't find B likable. 
As a matter of fact, I don't even feel that there is 
any reason to try to justify my liking or to show 
others that B is indeed likable. If, on the other 
hand, I assert that B is good, then the entire 
situation changes. In that case, my claim would 
be that those who know good from bad would 
surely recognise the validity of my statement re­
garding B. I would try my best to demonstrate 
the validity of my statement according to accepted 
external criteria and those who fail to appreciate 
the goodness of B would appear to me to be value­
blind or suffering from bias. Although in this case 
I may not have any liking for B in spite of my 
admiration for his goodness. The basic difference 

umation, and the relation between the objecti­
vity of value and moral obligation) are closely 
connected in your mind. I do not uphold this 
connection, but nonetheless accept both as ques­
tions which I must answer and in answering clarify 
my position. 

Taking the second point first, I would ask - do 
you really believe that every objective value is 
inevitably linked up with some moral obligation? 
With what moral obligation do you link the scenic 
grandeur of the Hirnalayas or the aesthetic excell­
ence of Othello - values which I am sure you 
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between these two kinds of statements can be 
made clear when we come to think of the kind of 
questions one can reasonably ask in each case. If 
I say I like B, no one can reasonably ask me 'how 
do you know?' Whereas if I assert B is good, the 
question 'how do you know?' can be very 
reasonably asked, and I am supposed to show 
reasons why B appears to me to be a good ms.n. 
In your discussion of personal morality, this diHe­
rence seems to have lost its force. I am not sure if 
you really meant to maintain that my persistent 
liking (or preference) for a certain object would 
tend to make the object a value for me. ( p. 4, 
para. 3, "Varieties of Moral Experience".) If you 
did, then it seems to me·, you would come pretty 
close to those who define values in tem1s of 
personal satisfaction (over a long period of time, 
you may choose to add). I really feel that it would 
he very convenient for us, your readers, if you 
cleared up these issues a bit. 

To go back to Kant, I feel terribly puzzled when 
I come to think of the amount of moral praise 
everyone a ttaches to all kinds of self-sacrificing acts , 
:mel when I try to assess these in terms of Kant's 
second maxim. \Voulcl yon call Dhatri Panna's act 
immoral b("cause she treated the self of her child 
as a means to save somebody else's life and not 
as an end? V\TplJ , I don't know! It seems to me that 
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every self may be an object of value if we treat 
self as a pretty bare and abstract entity. Concret­
ely, a great many difficulties face us if we try to 
put Kant's second maxim into practice. How 
about the value of the self of Herr Hitler or that 
of Mr. Jinnah? The trouble is that persons do 
tend to stand instrumentally toward the achieve­
ment of certain ideals of life among which we 
have to choose. Other selves increase in or lose 
their value for us insofar as they stand identified 
with one or the other particular ideal and goal. 
This is not really treating people as ends in 
themselves. But should we then disregard ideals? 

I am absolutely convinced that there are many 
valuable ends which men may choose to pursue 
freely although they are not bound by any obli­
gation to do so. I was wondering why must we 
call all these values moral? Could not we restrict 
the latter term a little to keep the issues from 
gett ing mixed up? 

I feel that I must have bored you stiff by my 
stupid elementary questions by now and I must 
stop. Although I feel that I can't quite accept your 
unqualified objections against any kind of scienti­
fic treatment given to moral questions, I don't 
think I should raise this right now. 

MANASHI D.B GuPTA 

Reply 

Dear Manashi, 

Your provoking criticism has been made with 
disarming modesty. The reply that you seem to 
demand and which I feel wonid be adequate to 
meet your comments will run not to a full-length 
essay but to a decent-sized book. In effect what 
you want from me is an entire theory of the 
'good' or of 'intrinsic value' as it is now generally 
called. Or would you be satisfied with only a 
rough indication of my 'positive stand regarding 
the definition of good'? 

But this is precisely what I did clearly indicate. 
In each section dealing with a particular type of 
morality, I took care to point out what was the 
meaning of 'good' with which that type of mora­
lity was concemed, and perhaps bored the atten­
tive reader by reiterating in the opening para­
graph of the last section of my essay the meanings 

of the different kind s of good I was discussing. 
The first meaning is merely what is desired or 
the object of any kind of interest; with this I do 
not associate any morality at all. The second type 
of good is the maximisation of satisfactions over 
the entire span of life of an individual; with this 
I have associated what might be called the 
morality of prudence. The third type of value is 
the value of an individual personality (as it is 
apprehended by other individuals); with this is 
connected the ethic of duty. The fourth type of 
value was equated by me with the famous triad of 
the 'eternal values'-Truth, Beauty and Moral Per­
fection; with this I have associated what I call 
personal morality. Therefore, when you state: 'It 
seems to me that an ethic of duty, or an ethic of 
personal morality as much as an ethic of prudence 
would have to have (emphasis added) some sort 
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of definition of "good" ', I am, to say the least, 
left a bit puzzled. 

I 

I shall take up some of your minor points first. 
I entirely share your aversion toward the formula 

'duty for duty's sake', but fail to see the relevance 
of that aversion to the present context. Such a 
formula does not only not occur in my article, it 
is alien to the spirit of all that I have had to say. 
To accept one idea of a great philosopher is not 
to accept all his ideas, and is no reason for being 
held answerable for all manner of sense or non­
sense that the great philosopher might have per­
mitted himself to talk. 

My duty towards Hitler's self is very clear: I 
should not treat it as only a means to my own 
ends. But in so far as Hitler went all out to treat 
other people and whole nations as mere means, it 
was also my duty to help them to preserve the 
dignity and freedom of their person against Hitler. 
And if that could be done only by destroying 
Hitler and his gang, it was also my duty to parti­
cipate in and precipitate that destruction . For 
clearly any individual's or group's freedom is 
sacred only so long as it does not violate other 
peoples' freedom. 

When you say, 'Persons do tend to stand 
instmmentally toward the achievement of certain 
ideals of life among which we have to choose. 
Other selves increase or lose their value for us 
insofar as they stand identified with one or other 
particular ideal and goal. This is not really treating 
people as ends in themselves. But, should we then 
disregard ideals?' you say something that sounds 
rather dangerous to me, and against which I must 
record my emphatic protest. Indeed, if my ideals 
are such that they can be realised only by treating 
others instrumentally toward them, then there is 
something wrong with my ideals and I had better 
re-examine them. Could not the totalitarian and 
the religious or political fanatic be defined as one 
who is convinced that other persons stand instru­
mentally toward the achievement of his ideals, and 
acts accordingly? The democratic society guides 
itself by the Kantian maxim. I should like to split 
that maxim into two parts and maintain that 
though I may treat my own person instrumentally 
toward my ideals, I may never thus treat the 
person of another. If I accept the cultivation of 

knowledge as the highest ideal of life, I may and 
would dedicate my whole life to it disregarding 
all my other satisfa ctions or fulfilments. You may 
say if you like that this is treating my person 
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instmmentally toward my ideal. That, ho·wever, is 
not only permissible to me, it is my moral prero­
gative-in the sense of personal morality. But I 
have not the right to compel any other person to 
dedicate his life to this ideal or any other ideal of 
mine. In what way or to what extent another 
person will equate his freedom with his ideal, is 
for him to determine. For me his person is sacred. 
Though when I dedicate my life to an ideal and 
in the end sacrifice myself for the realisation of 
that ideal, whether I am treating myself as end or 
as means is perhaps only a question of language. 
But no linguistic usage can justify me in saying 
that I can treat the person of another instrumen­
tally-except the Communist usage. Please do not 
forget that the Kantian maxim is a maxim of duty. 
It is not my duty to sacrifice myself for anything. 
But it may be my choice; it is my freedom. Sacri­
fice is legitimate only when it is self-sacrifice. To 
demand sacrifice from another person for an ideal 
which I uphold but he does not is to pass from 
the democratic to the totalitarian way of life. The 
democratic society curbs only one freedom , the 
freedom to take aw8y another's freedom,-which 
is only a different way of saying that it does not 
permit any individual to regard other individuals 
as 'standing instrumentally toward the achievement 
of certain ideals of life' which he may have chosen. 

II 

In regard to my notion of personal morality you 
have raised an important point, or rather two 
important points. You point out that I 'kept on 
insisting that values were objective ,even if no 
consensual confinnation in the society at large 
could be obtained regarding their value-character.' 
In close juxtaposition comes your second point: 
'To my mind objective values seem to be inevit­
ably linked up with some kind of moral obliga­
tion.' Evidently these two points ( the relation bet­
ween the objectivity of value and its social con­
firmation, and the relation between the objecti­
vity of value and moral obligation) are closely 
connected in your mind. I do not uphold this 
connection, but nonetheless accept both as ques­
tions which I must answer and in answering clarify 
my position. 

Taking the second point first, I would ask - do 
you really believe that every objective value is 
inevitably linked up with some moral obligation? 
With what moral obligation do you link the scenic 
grandeur of the Himalayas or the aesthetic excell­
ence of Othello - values which I am sure you 
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recognise as objective in some sense? I do not see 
that I am morally obliged to appreciate their 
worth, and I cannot believe that you would hold 
Tolstoi morally blameworthy for having denigra­
ted Shakespeare's tragedies - as you would if 
you came to know that he was in the habit of 
beating his wife for having forgotten to iron his 
shirt. It is not a question of the two not being 
'equally' blameworthy; I maintain that denying the 
value of Othello is not blameworthy at all in 
the sense in which beating one's wife is. 'If I 
assert that B is good . . . I would try my best to 
demonstrate the validity of my statement accord­
ing to accepted external criteria.' I doubt very 
much if you have actually done so in regard to 
things about whose excellence you were convinced, 
e.g., your favourite songs. I say this not to blame 
you, but to point out that it would be silly to 
blame you for this omission, as it would not be 
if you failed to carry out a genuine moral obliga­
tion like educating your son. 

But it is unnecessary for me to argue against 
the point further, since towards the end of your 
letter you have expressed yourself as being con­
vinced of the opposite: 'I am absolutely convinced 
that there are many valuable ends which men 
may choose to pursue freely although they are not 
morally bound by any obligation to do so.' The 
contradiction is due to your failing to distinguish 
between two types of obligation involved in two 
different types of morality. After the sentence 
quoted above you add, 'I was wondering why 
must we call all these values moral?' Who is this 
'we', since it is neither you nor me? I have dis­
cussed personal morality mostly in connection with 
the values of truth and beauty, and I have now­
here called them moral values . To say that in 
apprehending these (non-moral) values I appre­
hend a kind of 'ought', a personal obligation 
(different from the universally obligatory 'ought' 
of duty) and freely adopt a line of conduct in 
regard to them is surely not to say that these 
values themselves are moral values. May I remind 
you of Hartmann's memorable statement to the 
effect that moral values come on the back of other 
values? 

Your main objection or difficulty centres around 
my recognition of values as at once personal (more 
or less) and objective (in some sense). I must say 
that I have used the word 'objective' in this con­
text in a largely negative seflse - in order to 
deny that values are subjective. The subjectivity of 
values has been maintained in two important ways. 
One, which is Perry's way, is by equating value 
with whatever is desired or with the object of 
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any kind of interest. The other is by equating 
value with satisfaction. Russell may be taken as 
an important champion of this kind of view. You 
agree with me in rejecting these subjective ways 
of analysing value-experience. 

Where we differ is that while you believe that 
this kind of subjectivity can be confuted only by 
plumping for an objectivity of values based on the 
acceptance of 'external criteria', 'social norms' and 
'consensual confirmation in society', I do not. On 
the contrary, it appears to me that it is just the 
untenability of that kind of objectivity in many 
value-judgements which lends the strongest sup­
port to subjective theories of value. Furthermore, 
in my opinion this absolute dichotomy between 
personal subjectivity and social objectivity of 
values is altogether false; I see the possibility and 
desirability of a third view in between. 

When you speak of consensual confirmation, I 
am sure you do not speak in any statistical sense, 
si!1Ce only a tiny fraction of mankind or of men of 
the present generation or even of your fellow 
countrymen (who may be expected to share your 
cultural heritage and training) would agree with 
you in a good many of your most cherished value­
judgements. Perhaps you would restrict the circle 
nf your confirmers to 'competent or qualified 
judges'. Firstly, there i> no general agreement (or 
even agreed method of determining) as to who is a 
competent judge. VIe tend to regard those per­
sons as competent judg:es who agree with us in 
our value-judgements, and dismiss those who dis­
agree as charlatans or ignoramuses. Even this smug 
escape-mechanism fails when we come to con­
temporary works of art or philosophy. Conflict of 
opinion is too large and too headlong here for 
escape behind such highbrowism. ·whitehead, 
regarded by many as the greatest philosopher of 
th is century, has not been accepted as a philoso­
pher of any rank by Russell. In the latter's History 
of Western Philosophu where whole chapters have 
been assigned to Machiavelli and Byron, White­
head has to be content with casual mention in 
two lines (in one of which he is referred to as 
the co-author of an important book - the other 
author being Russell himself). Established critics 
have hailed Edith Sitwell as one of the two or 
three most significant English poets of our time; 
others have denounced her as a mere trickster. 
In this country we have fervent devotees and 
sniggering detractors of Nandalal Bose among well­
known art-critics. It is unnecessary to multiply 
instances. 

Of course, both sets of critics give their reasons 
and appeal to some critical standards. Since vari-
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ous sets of aesthetic criteria are about, which set 
should you or I adopt? Is there any external cri­
terion for comparing the worth of these various 
criteria which appear and disappear like seasonal 
Rowers, or worse, compete against each other? If 
there is, I don't know of it, nor apparently does 
Helen Knight, the redoubtable champion of the 
view that to say a picture or a novel is good is to 
say that it satisfies some aesthetic criteria. She 
admits, "when we say 'this picture is good', we are 
often judging by different criteria. We can trans­
late this into a statement about language: when 
we say this picture is good, we are using 'good' 
with different meanings." (Aesthetics and Langu­
age, p. 157). Evidently, according to her (and 
you?) this is permissible. 'What happens then to 
social confinnation or even to its possibility or 
desirability? When A says that P is good accord­
ing to criteria XI> Y1, Z1, and B says that P is bad 
according to criteria X,, Y 0 , Z,, they are both 
equally justified in thei1~ jud-gements, for are not 
they both appealing to criteria? Helen Knight is 
led or rather forced to conclude that 'some criteria 
are higher than others. I mean by this simply that 
when pictures excel by some criteria, they are 
better than if they excel by others. The criteria by 
which Raphael excels, such as space, composition, 
organisation of groups, expressiveness, dignity, are 
among the very highest.' Ibid p. 159) She forgot 
to add-surely because she did not know how to 
add - by which criteria she judges these to be 
among the highest criteria. \Ve must come to an 
act of intuitive judgement or insight in regard to 
values somewhere, and whether we come to it at 
the stage 'A is good' or at the stage 'the criteria 
X,Y,Z are the highest' does not strike me as a 
frightfully momentous issue. 

You say: 'When I assert that B is good, . . . my 
claim would be that those who know good from 
bad would surely recognise the validity of my 
statement in regard to B.' That is to say, those 
who do not accept your judgement would be 
characterised by you as not 'knowing good from 
bad', as 'value-blind', etc.; for surely there are no 
objective, universally accepted criteria for distin­
guishing between those who know good from bad 
and those who do not, or those who are value­
blind and those who are not - as there are for 
distinguishing between those who know how to 
solve quadratic equations and those who do not, 
or between those who are colour-blind and those 

who are not. If there were, the vocabulary of 
criticism would not include so many abuse-words 
freely used by the best critics. It seems one good 
and well-trodden way of establishing the validity 

81 

of one's value judgements is to assume that a bad 
name is enough to hang one's aesthetic oppon­
ents. A great deal of critical literature smacks of 
tribrtlism: only those belonging to one's aesthetic 
tribe are decent folk, outsiders are boors and 
barbarians. 

In spite of my disinclination to define value in 
terms of external criteria or social confirmation, 
I must protest against your imputation to me of 
the view that 'my persistent liking (or preference) 
would tend to make the object a value for me.' 
Or rather, I should like to speak of two different 
kinds of values - generally characterised as the 
lower and the higher values - and insist that they 
are to be defined or understood in entirely different 
ways. I would not reject outright Perry's con­
tention that my liking for or interest in any object 
confers some value on the object; and if the liking 
is persistent, the value itself would he 
persistent. Perry had got fed up with the nine­
teenth century axiological philosophers of Ger­
many and Austria who according to him were too 
much engrossed with 'only the superlatively or 
supremely valuable.' He, on the other hand, wanted 
to arrive at a 'general theory of value,' which is 
the title of his book. My point is that he did not 
succeed for he could not; it is not possible to have 
a theory which is adequate to all types of value. 
The kind of theory which is appropriate to the 
\'alue of pushpin and pineapple jam fails altogether 
when applied to the value of poetry and philo­
sophy - as did Perry's theory. Although Perry 
was right in rejecting the value-theories of Bren­
tano, 1\-funsterberg, etc. as too high-falutin' for the 
value of the commoner objects of desire and inter­
est, he was not justified in claiming that his 
theory of the lower values did or could apply to 
the higher values as well. 

I may remark within parenthesis that a some­
what similar error was committed by T. E. Hulme 
when he said: 'A reviewer last week spoke of 
poetry as the means by which the soul soars to 
higher regions, and as a means of expression by 
which it became merged into a higher kind of 
reality. We!!, that is the kind of statement I 
utterly detest. I want to speak of verse in a plain 
way as I would of pigs - that is the only honest 
way.' It seems to me that such ,, plain way would 
have been the right way only if good verse and 
prize-winning pigs did not differ very greatly. 
Modem aesthetics has had some success in nar­
rowing this difference; or should the credit go to 
the modern poets? I would much rather be detest­
ed by Hulme than traffic the joys of the higher 
regions of the soul for the entertainment provided 



82 

by verbal arabesques - which could no doubt be 
appraised by criteria similar to those used in pig 
shows. 

But to resume. In an experience of higher 
value there is not just a liking for (or interest in) 
the value-object, there is a liking (in Brentano's 
language, 'love') that is immediately felt as tight, 
an appreciation that is felt as fitting to the object. 
But even Brentano might be subjectively inter­
preted as saying that it is the right kind of love 
(of course by 'right love' Brentano did not mean 
love which satisfies certain criteria, but love which 
is felt as right) which confers value on an object. 
I do not believe, or at least do not like to believe, 
that Brentano intended to say just that. The good 
is not only apprehended as the object of right 
love, but as the worthy or fitting object of it. In 
an experience of higher value the appreciation is 
felt as right and the object is felt as worthy of 
the appreciation. These two feelings or intuitions 
may be taken as definitive of the nature of the 
higher value. In the case of a lower value we 
have only the experience of liking or interest, and 
the apprehension of an object toward which this 
experience happens to be directed. Please note the 
contrast. It is the second kind of value which is 
subjective; the first is objective, or at least that is 
the only sense in which I am prepared to main­
tain the objectivity of value. Using a slightly differ­
ent language, we may say that in the case of 
higher values the value-experience does not have 
the character of a creative activity; that we are 
aware (or can become aware after careful inspec­
tion) that the value-character of the object has not 
been projected by something occurring in our 
minds - desire, appetition, etc.; that like any 
other cognised character, it stands over against 
the subject with a claim to recognition. This claim 
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can be translated into the language of obligation 
('it ought to be appreciated') provided we dis­
tinguish between two types of obligation. It is an 
obligation pertaining to the sp!Jere of personal 
morality inasmuch as its field does not extend to 
those who do not apprehend that value. And 
where I alone happen to apprehend the value in 
question, the nonnative applies only to myself. 
If a group, small or large, agrees with me in my 
value-judgement, my judgement is no doubt 
strengthened, and I can derive some psychologi­
cal comfort from that fact. But my value-judge­
ments are not refuted or negated by its absence. 
If they were, then romantic love would not have 
been possible, and art would never have made 
any progress. For I believe that to the lover at 
least the value that he apprehends in the person of 
his beloved presents itself as an objective value 
and not as a projection of his desires. And the 
appreciation of a highly original work of genius, 
more often than not, lacks 'consensual confir­
mation' in society. 

Thus the final court of appeal for judgements 
pertaining to the higher values is the depth, dura­
bility and fe.Jt rightness of one's own experience, 
not the confirmation of a. group of men, nor the 
application of a set of 'external criteria'. This 
is the only plain and honest way, and is bound 
to be different from the way we adopt when we 
award prizes to pig-fanciers. The possibility of 
error, and correction of error of course remains. 
But where is the region from which such possi- -
bilities have been or can be, finally eliminated? 
The point to note is that in the case of values 
correction must finally be self-correction in another 
act of value-intuition. Others may help but may 
neither legislate nor adjudicate. 

ABU SAYEED AYYUR 



Dentocracy and Public Opinion 

By C. R. M. RAO 

I T is easy enough to agree with much that Mr. 
A. B. Shah says (Quest 25) about the lack 

of enlightened public opinion in India, its many 
causes and the utter importance of creating it to 
our democracy. But it seems just as difficult to 
appreciate his slurring over 'direct democracy' 
and his call for 'cultural planning' which actually 
turns out to be 'nothing less than cultural renais­
sance' to be engineered by the Government. 

Mr. Shah seems obliged to take this rather in­
congruous position by his intellectual dislike of 
the obvious and simple. For, to say simply that 
enlightened public opinion is necessary for the 
proper functioning of democracy is not to say 
much, or more than the obvious, though even 
this is far from realised and bears repetition. So 
Mr. Shah arrives at a none too subtle variation of 
the obvious and gives it a dash of finality in trying 
to establish at the very outset that 'enlightened 
public opinion is, in the ultimate analysis, the only 
guarantee of a functioning democracy' (emphasis 
added). 

A conclusion so positive and unerring would 
amount to little indeed if it did not lead to a 
thoroughly efficient solution. And, sure enough, it 
does lead to one: There is hardly any public 
opinion in India, and whatever there is of it is 
hardly ever enlightened. For enlightenment re­
sults as much from economic security as from 
culhual advancement. India lags in both. While, 
therefore, current planning for economic deve­
lopment is all to the good, enlightened public 
opinion cannot be developed except by a cultural 
renaissance. This is primarily the responsibility 
of the intellectuals but 'they have neither the 

_ vision, nor the character, nor the resources' to 
discharge it. Therefore, 'the responsibility of the 
Government is all the greater'. 

Both the conclusion and the solution are, I 
think, open to serious doubt, the former from the 
standpoint of democracy in its fullest sense, and 
the latter from that of freedom of culture. 

The conclusion that 'enlightened public opinion 
.... is the only guarantee of a functioning demo­
cracy' is quite logical, based on the premise that 
the representative form is the best and most 

desirable form of democracy. Though Mr. Shah is 
shy of saying this in so many words, he leaves us in 
little doubt that that is what he really means when 
he says, for example, that 'the problem of making 
representative democracy an efficient instrnment 
for the realisation of human values is .. . . not one 
of transforming it into "direct democracy", but of 
making it more sensitive to the citizen's needs and 
aspirations.' It is clear, then, that once power is 
delegated to a few elected representatives, without 
the electorate having the right to recall them, 
literally the only possible means of democratic 
control of these representatives is the sheer 
volume of public opinion. If it is enlightened too, 
nothing could be more ideal. Perfectly logical 
indeed. 

But the question of real importance is whether 
the premise itself is as impeccable as the logic. 
Representative democratic institutions were intro­
duced on an extensive scale in India in the Brst 
flush of unbounded optimism generated by Inde­
pendence. But in the absence of a living tradi­
tion of democracy and faced, at the same time, 
with the compulsion to bring both economic and 
emotional satisfaction to the people, whose 
sudden enfranchisement has enabled them to 
make their displeasure felt, the actual working of 
those institutions has created new problems that 
delay the solution of innumerable other deep­
rooted ills. The situation has been far worse in 
other Asian countries with similar newly introduc­
ed representative instihttions of democracy. How 
destructive, cumulatively, of democracy and de­
mocratic institutions these old ills and new pro­
blems of ancient societies with modern states can 
be, was amply demonstrated in some of these 
countries not so long ago. Their lesson for India 
is too obvious to permit complacence. The des­
peration of an ambitious few egged on by the 
exasperation of a helpless multitude with the 
existing state of things, can always throw the 
most democratic of underdeveloped countries into 
the lap of dictatorship of one kind or another. 

The problem of democracy, therefore, in back­
ward and underdeveloped countries is at least as 
much a problem of giving it deeper cultural roots 
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as of setting up formal institutions. More than 
a mere form of government, democracy is a way 
of life and thought. But for this it will have 
to be made a living reality for the people. It is 
a question as much of the dynamics of democracy 
as of its mechanics. If we consider democracy in 
this its fuller sense, it would be difficult to regard 
enlightened public opmwn, highly important 
though it is, as 'the only guarantee of a function­
ing democracy'. Again, the fact that even a country 
so economically advanced as Germany and a 
people so highly cultured and enlightened as the 
Germans could be led by the nose out of repre­
sentative democracy into Fascist dictatorship, 
induces in us a more serious doubt whether en­
lightened public opinion alone can guarantee the 
proper functioning of democracy. To function pro­
perly and satisfactorily, democracy must be 
founded in something deeper than formal institu­
tions, for these latter are easily emulated even by 
dictators and totalitarians. 

Viewed in this light, it seems extremely unwise 
to summarily reject, as Mr. Shah does, the idea 
of 'direct democracy' which seeks to build de­
mocracy from below by laying its foundations 
where none exists. It simply won't do, indeed it 
would be folly, to dismiss direct democracy as a 
'literal' interpretation of 'government by the 
people'. It seems rather to be the more honest 
interpretation, for it represents perhaps the clos­
est approximation to the difficult ideal of govern­
ment of and by the people. There can hardly be 
any reasonable objection to this interpretation un­
less 'government of and by the people' is itself 
held to be undemocratic. Nor does it appear to 
'underestimate the complexity of modern social 
organisations.' On the contrary, we find in its 
practical proposal for decentralisation and diffusion 
of political and economic power the best demo­
cratic solution yet to the complexities created by 
scientific giganticism, without rejecting science it­
self. Direct decentralist democracy may not be 
a complete cure-all, indeed nothing can be. But 
the idea goes a long way, even if only in theory 
for the time being, in solving many complex social 
and political problems created by the 'scientific 
revolution'. And since trial and error are to some 
extent inevitable in the democratic method, there 
seems no reason why the idea of direct democracy 
should not be given a fair trial, especially when 
the conventional representative form of democracy 
has so often proved unequal to the task. 

But critics of direct democracy have another 
serious objection, namely, that 'it is bound to lead 
to totalitarianism', or that the Communists aJ;e 
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likely to use it to their own advantage. This is 
also Mr. Shah's view. But he disposes of it in 
a footnote as irrelevant, quite understandably, 
because he takes a partial view of democracy and 
arrives at a single efficient solution to the problem 
of creating enlightened public opinion. But a ful­
ler view of democracy compels a closer look at 
this criticism. 

To be fair, the criticism is not without some 
reason, for the idea of direct democracy and other 
kindred ideas have in recent years won many new 
adherents in India particularly among Sarvodayites 
whose naively idealistic philosophy has many com­
mon features and a marked spiritual affinity with 
Communism. But quite apart from this, democratic 
critit;s of direct democracy themselves seem - to 
betray a rather pathetic tendency to detect totali~ 
tarian ghosts in their own ranks. And though 
Hitler in Germany and our own Communists in 
Kerala did make use of even parliamentary de­
mocracy to win power - a fact, incidentally, which 
admirers of parliamentary democracy are apt to 
overlook while expatiating on the totalitarian 
potentialities of direct democracy - democrats 
often tend to credit the Comn1tmists with too 
much. If only the great moral force and humanist 
appeal of democracy could inspire democrats 
to be more self-reliant they would have little 
to fear from such moral degenerates as Com­
munists in fact are. It is precisely this self­
reliance and the will to fight totalitarianism that 
direct democracy seeks to build in individuals by 
making democracy more meaningful and real for 
the ordinary people. It seems fair therefore to 
give direct democracy a trial. 

However, in our situation, this cannot and need 
not mean total scrapping of parliamentary demo­
cracy. For the real dilemma before democrats is 
this: If even the present, admittedly imperfect and 
inadequate, democratic institutions fail to bring 
some emotional and economic satisfaction to the 
people, the attraction of some s01t of dictatorship 
- communist, military or rightist - ever present 
in our social and cultural milieu, apart from inspi­
ration from neighbouring lands, is bound to in­
crease and the baby of democracy itself may be 
thrown away with the bathwater. And if we con­
centrate only on preserving existing fonns and 
institutions of democracy, we will still not be able 
to insulate them against recurrent threats and 
crises. In which case, again, people's faith in 
democracy itself may dissolve. 

The commonsense way out of this dilemma 
seems to lie in laying deeper cultural foundations 
of democracy while trying to preserve whatever 
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' little we have at present in its name. In other 
words democracy may be made representative and 
direct at the same time, the one complementing 
the other. A representative fom1 of democracy for 
overall national purposes may be squarely founded 
in a living and throbbing direct democracy for all 
local and regional purposes. This may not be a 
novel idea but it arises from recent historical 
experience. The present attempt at democratic 
decentralisation in Rajasthan, Andhra and other 
places is perhaps an imperfect and clumsy begin­
ning towards what may eventually be the next 
important stage in the qualitative development of 
democracy. 

This brings us to Mr. Shah's solution of 'cul­
tural planning' for creating enlightened public 
opinion. If culture was amenable to planning or 
planned reform, then Soviet Russia must be re­
garded as the most culturally planned and, there­
fore, advanced country today. And we in India, 
too, with more than a decade of State culture, 
can have little to complain. For ever since our 
tv1a-Bap State went culture-minded there has been 
a bewildering glut of cultural activity all over the 
country. There have been more mushairas, kavi­
sammelans, conferences of writers, exhibitions of 
paintings and sculpture, and mq.re music and 
dance recitals in the past few years of independ­
ence than at any time before. It looks almost as 
if we were living in a cultural desert in pre­
Independence India. Indeed, there is enough data, 
too, to show that production of books has vastly 
increased, popular interest in classical music and 
dance forms has been revived, a live theatre move­
ment has come into existence and art galleries are 
always exhibiting work of one promising artist or 
the other. Even the much despised cinema has 
come to occupy a respectable place in our cultural 
scheme of things with the institution of State 
Awards for film s. 

In the spheres of religion, philosophy and 
science too, there has been much activity. The 
advent of independence has witnessed a sudden 
outburst of religious enthusiasm and, despite en­
shrinement of secularism in the Constitution, there 
have been few occasions when one dignitary of 
the State or other has not enthusiastically parti­
cipated in a religious ceremony of some kind and 
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extolled the virtues of a religious way of life. And 
religion to us is the highest form of philosophy. 
Apart from it philosophy is meaningless. In science, 
we have built a network of National Laboratories 
in a short time, and as the first Asian country to 
build an atomic reactor we have the distinction of 
ushering in the Nuclear Age in Asia. 

All in all, therefore, if sheer quantity of clamor­
ous activity and interminable talk of culture were 
our only criteria, then the first decade of onr 
independence has already ushered in a cultural 
renaissance. But, for all this cultural talk and acti­
vity, can we honestly say we are a whit more 
cultured today than we were twenty or thirty 
years ago? Or that we are rising to new heights 
of culture and civilization? Has all this cultural 
upsurge in any way enriched the quality and tone 
of our life? Surely, Mr. Shah does not need to be 
convinced that the cultural rebirth of a people, 
which is what renaissance really means, does not 
consist in the mere effusion of cultural activity 
but in the intrinsic quality and creative significance 
of the cultural output and in the new values of 
life churned up in the process. 

A decade of this State-sponsored culture should 
be proof enough to whoever needed it that the 
State can neither promote genuine culture nor 
engineer a renaissance. Only free institutions of 
free thinkers, writers and artists can rescue cul­
ture from the fatal embrace of politics and poli­
ticians and create a climate where the humau 
mind will be free and fearless to think, feel and 
create. Mr. Shah is aware of all this but his 
tragedy is that he has absolutely no faith in our 
intellectuals who, he avers, have 'neither the vision, 
nor the character, nor the resources' to discharge 
the responsibility of initiating a cultural renais­
sance. \il!ithout wishing to question the fachtal 
basis for Mr. Shah's loss of faith - he does not 
give it anyway - I vmuld only say briefly th11t if 
Mr. Shah has any faith in himself and has not 
already abdicated from his own intellectual 
responsibility, he should be able to see that it is 
clearly the function and raison de etre of intel­
lectual movements like those of Cultural Freedom, 
in concert vvith other democratic humanist move­
ments, to initiate the cultural renaissance which we 
all so desire and the country so badly needs. 
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By A. B. SHAH 

BEFORE replying to J'dr. Rao's criticism, it is 
necessary to remind the reader that the 

original paper was prepared for a seminar-confer­
ence whose object was to discuss 'Indian Demo­
cracy in the Asian Background'. It was understood 
by both the sponsors and the participants thal 
'Indian democracy' meant the democracy that has 
been functioning, howsoever imperfectly, in India 
since Independence. It was also understood that, 
unless it was destroyed by anarchy or a military 
dictatorship of the communist or non-communist 
type, it would continue to evolve in the foresee­
able future along representative lines. The 
question before the seminar-conference was that of 
analysing the empirical context of representative 
democracy in India and of finding ways, which 
would be workable in the given context, of 
strengthening this democracy against the possible 
danger of anarchy or dictatorship. There was no 
question of discussing the fundamental problem of 
choosing between representative democracy and 
direct democracy. Direct democracy was not on 
the 'agenda'. This should explain my cursory 
reference to direct democracy, which was meant 
only to clear the grotmd for the discussion that 
follows (in the original paper). 

However, since Mr. Rao has raised the point, 
I may as well state explicitly that direct democracy, 
(not as Mr. Rao seems to define it but as J aya­
prakash Narayan does or as the late ~[. N. Roy 

did before anyone else in this country) does 
not appear to me to be a workable alternative to 
representative democracy. It is not possible to 
elaborate this assertion in the space of a brief 
note; nor perhaps is it necessary when it has 
alreadybeen done much more ably than is possibl() 
for a layman like me. One may refer to Talmon's 
book mentioned in a footnote to my article, or 
Jouvenal's contribution to the discussions at 
Rhodes, or to Sir Ernest Barker's Introduction to 
the theories of Social Contract. 

'What Mr. Rao seems to mean by direct demo­
cracy is not different from what I have suggested 
in my article. However, I would not call it direct 
democracy, for no amount of decentralization can 
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make demouacy direct if it stops short of the 
individual. And if decentralization did reach 
down to the individual, it would destroy demo­
cracy and, for that matter, the social order itself 
by reducing the individual to the state of a Leib­
nitzian monad. The distinction between direct and 
representative democracy has, strictly · speaking, 
nothing to do with decentralization. The distinc­
tion lies in the basic assumptions that each makes 
about human nature and in the method that each 
advocates, in the light of these assumptions, for 
resolving conflict and taking decisions. 

I now come to the objections that Mr Rao has 
raised against my position. He asserts that the 
conclusion that 'enlightened public opinion ... is 
the only guarantee of a ftmctioning democracy' 
is based on the premise that the representative 
form is the best and most desirable fonn of demo­
cracy. His implied criticism is that since the 
premise is not true, the conclusion cannot be 
valid. 

Now whether the premise is true or false is a 
matter for empirical enquiry, and here facts favour 
those who stand by representative democracy 
rather than those who advocate direct democracy. 
As to the logical valid ity of the conclusion, I 
would think that the premise has nothing to do 
with the conclusion. Enlightened public opinion 
is the only ultimate guarantee eVIen of direct 
democracy as understood either by Roy and 
Jayaprakash or by Mr. Rao. 

Mr. Rao points out that the problem of demo­
cracy in underdeveloped countries is at least as 
much a problem of giving it deeper cultural roots 
as of setting up formal institutions. 

There can be no gainsaying ~vir. Rao's point, 
nor so far as I can understand my own 'vriting 
have I gainsaid it. Indeed , I have devoted two 
sections of my article to an examination of the 
cultural tradition and the intellectual climate of 
our country. Mr. Rao's criticism can be understood 
only if one divorces enlightened public opinion 
from the 'deeper cultural roots' he has in view. 
However, if one understands 'enlightened' in the 
sense in which the word has been defined in 
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Section I of my article, such a divorce would easily 
seem to be impossible. Mr. Rao apparently takes 
'enlightened' to mean something else. Otherwise, 
he would not have adduced the example of Ger­
many. Even at the risk of appearing pedantic, may 
I invite the reader to refer to Hans Kohn's mono­
graph Is the Liberal West in Decline? It will then 
appear that the experience of Germany corrobo­
rates my position. 

One last objection of Mr. Hao before ending 
this reply. He is opposed to the State's doing 
anything for the promotion of the cultural renais­
sance, on whose need we seem to be in agree­
ment. This strikes me as an unrealistic position to 
take. In a society that is both economically and 
culturally tmder-developed and which is exerting 
to telescope into a few decades a complex socio­
cultural process that extended over more than two 
centuries in the West, and which is struggling to 
accomplish this task in a context where failure 
means not merely delay in the realization of its 
goal but extinction of all hope of future success­
in a society like this to talk of going it alone with­
out state aiel would be a variety of star-gazing 
utopianism. The choice, it seems to me, is not 
between sullying culture with state aid and keep­
ing it pure by withdrawing all state aid from it, 
for even the champions of direct democracy have 
not shown much aversion to accepting such aid 
provided it could be had without strings. That 
they could have it without compromising cultural 
freedom does credit as much to the state as to 
the recipients of its well-meant, if sometimes ill­
conceived, patronage. 

The real problem here would seem to be that of 
devising machinery for channelling state aid in such 
a manner as would ensure not only that cultural 
freedom is not affected but also that the yield, for 
democracy, of scarce means applied to alternative 
ends is maximized. It is in the neglect of this 
second requirement more than of the first that 
the failure of governmental effort since Independ­
ence appears to lie. How else can one explain the 
fact of well-known communists occupying posi­
tions of administrative power and controlling 
appointments to academic posts in, for example, a 
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stale-aided university in Bengal? How else can one 
explain the infiltration of fellow-travellers in the 
administrative machinery of the States and the 
Union, in the set-up of the Planning Commission 
and even of the Union Cabinet itself? These 
examples may illustrate the ineptitude of the ruling 
party, especially of its top leaders, but they do not 
seem to indicate intolerance of those from whom 
the ruling party has the most to fear. 

Within the democratic camp itself, the intel­
lectual's complaint against the intolerance of the 
government is not new nor altogether groundless. 
The point, however, is not whether government is 
guilty - everyone agrees that it is - but whether 
the intellectual is really so innocent as he makes 
himself out to be. What is one to think of the 
intellectual who drafts the Constitution of the 
H.epublic while he is in the Cabinet and talks of 
burning it to ashes a5 soon as he is out of it; or 
of the one who, to all appearances, works happily 
and without a murmur for more than five years in 
the Cabinet and starts a crusade against the 
government after leaving it 'in deference to the 
wishes of his constituency'? Nor does the intellec­
tual show a greater degree of tolerance than the 
politician-indeed, if intellectuals of all-India 
eminence presiding over seminars are any indi­
cation, the intellectual is more intolerant of criti­
cism than his counterpart in politics. And what is 
true of tolerance is equally true of intellectual 
integrity and standards of rectitude. But for the 
fact that it would be in bad taste, one could cite 
any number of instances of admiring climbers, and 
of frustrated political ambition seeking to wreak 
vengeance in the name of fighting corruption. 
This does not mean that the intellectual should not 
criticize government and the politicians. From the 
standpoint of democracy, mutual criticism is the 
intellectual counterpart of the political device of 
checks and balances in the power-structure of a 
democratic society. Besides, it is the special pri­
vilege of the intellectual to practise criticism. But 
he has a moral right to the exercise of this privi­
lege only if he is more ruthless to himself than to 
others, for there is no super-intellectual to criticize 
the intellectual. 
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Reflections on the Berlin Congress 

By B. G. VERGHESE 

THE Congress met in the city where it was born 
ten years ago: Berlin. In 1950, the world was 

in the West. Asia was emerging into freedom. 
Africa remained in bondage. Europe, still dazed 
arid recovering from war, was fully engaged in 
the cold war crusade with Berlin at the epicentre. 

In the vocabulary of the time the world was 
divided into Communist and free. The frontier 
between the two passed through Berlin. In the 
~Test, and to some people in Asia and Africa, 
Communism was the new imperialism. It imperil­
led freedom. 

It was in these circumstances that a group of 
non-communist intellectuals met in the beleaguered 
and divided city of Berlin to proclaim the sanctity 
of freedom. The Congress for Cultural Freedom 
came into being as a platform for the defence of 
democratic values and the discussion of ideas. 

All this was ten years ago. In the intervening 
decade the world has changed. The hydrogen era 
has introduced a balance of terror that appears 
to rule out war except by accident. The world has 
grown. Asia has claimed its place in the sun. The 
'wind of change' has brought freedom to Africa, 
though racialism bas by no means disappeared . 
Western Europe has entered a state of affluence 
while certain liberal influences have made them­
selves felt, albeit unevenly, within the Soviet fold 
excepting China. 

The balance of terror has in a sense frozen some 
of the old lines of battle in the cold war. An 
important second front has, however, opened in 
the so-called underdeveloped world. Each bloc has 
sought to win adherents and allies among the un­
committed nations by proving itself _tlte better 
friend and the better model for emulation. 

It was to review the problems and prospects of 
this new world of the 'sixties that some 250 non­
communist intellectuals met in Berlin last June. 

QUEST 

The range of discussion can be suitably defined by 
quotations from two of the leading personalities 
at the Congress, both American. 

On the opening day, the soft spoken and deeply 
sincere physicist, Dr. Robert Oppenheimer, spoke 
of the 'grim and ironic community of interest' that 
today binds friend and foe alike. For, 'if this next 
great war occurs, none of us can count on having 
enough living to bury our dead.' 

On the closing day, the scholarly diplomat and 
historian, George Kennan, confessed to seeing no 
immediate solution to the post-summit drift away 
from a painfully established status quo. The situa­
tion was neither reassuring nor entirely hopeless. 

But what was one to do? Kennan found the 
answer in an episode he related from the annals 
of Connecticut during the colonial period. The 
legislature was in session on a hot summer day. 
A severe electrical storm began to gather and the 
heavens became so dark that it became impossible 
to read in the legislative chamber. Many of those 
present feared that the end of the world might 
be at hand. Some even knelt to pray. It was sug­
gested that the session be suspended. Thereupon 
the Speaker arose and pronounced himself as fol­
lows: 'Gentlemen', he said, 'either this is the 
end of the world or it is not. If it is not, I see 
no reason to interrupt our labours. If it is, I prefer 
to be found doing my duty. I desire that candles 
may be brought.' 

A similar sentiment was expressed by the 
German statesman, Carlo Schmid, who quoted 
Martin Luther. Asked what he would do if the 
world came to an end the next day, Luther said: 
'I planted an apple tree this morning. I will water 
it tonight.' 

The Congress did not meet to speculate on 'the 
end of the world'. The city of Berlin was itself 
a living reminder of the great divide. The oyster-
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shell Kongresshalle where it had assembled was 
only half a mile and yet half a world away from 
the Brandenburg Gate. Mr. Willy Brandt, the 
dynamic Mayor of Berlin, and the '17th of June' 
rally which he addressed also focussed attention 
on the problem of Germany, the problem of peace. 

The purpose was more positive: an introspec­
tive survey of the progress and problems of 
(actual or candidate) democratic societies. It was 
the common endeavour to hold up the candles to 
discover the pitfalls and light the way forward. 
There was little of anti-Communism. 

There was a rich collection of intellectual talent 
of many disciplines and from all the continents in 
Berlip. This informed the discussion with a variety 
of scholarship and experience that was in many 
ways one of the most interesting aspects of the 
conference. 

The theme of the Congress was 'Progress in 
Freedom'. The participants divided into four 
groups to discuss problems of political progress 
(democracy, order and freedom ) , social progress 
(culture, vulgarity and tradition), progress in the 
arts (patronage, the public and the artist) and 
the progress of ideas (intellectual and moral pas­
sions ), under the direction of Raymond A ron, 
Edward Shils, Nicholas Nabokov and Michael 
Polanyi respectively. The issues in the first two 
groups in particular were considered separately in 
respect of the affluent, mass societies on the one 
hand and the underdeveloped, traditional societies 
on the other. 

lvluch as one would have liked to attend all the 
groups it was necessary to choose. And since I 
was only present at the meetings of the first two­
political and social progress - I shall limit my 
observations to them. 

Although both groups were stimulating,, the 
discussion was a trifle overweighted with academic 
virtue and intellectual disdain for the cares and 
pleasnres of the ordinary mortal. The gap between 
the world as seen from an ivory tower and the 
w()rld as it is, was never quite bridged. 

In the seminar on social progress, participants 
from Asi<~ and Africa were puzzled to find so many 
of their distinguished colleagues from the West 
bitterly lamenting theconsequences of prosperity 
and warning them of the perils of affluence .. The 
washing machine, .the automobile, television, 
advertising, book clubs, the glossy magazine and 
'popular' music were all assailed in various degrees 
for debasing 'the good life.' The existence of 
pornography was accepted in pained silence. Only 
one Ameri<;an author digressed to describe con-
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temporary Western literature as 'the mirror on 
the ceiling of a whorehouse.' 

Two arguments appeared to underlie this self­
flagellation: the danger of a monotonous standardi­
sation and equalisation of values which would in­
creasingly tend to stultify individualism and 
thereby condemn modern mass society itself to 
slow starvation; and fear of the manipulative power 
of mass media and its brutalising effect on those 
exposed to them. Georges Friedmann went further 
in exploring the political dangers - 'the individual 
can be intellectually and emotionally manipulated 
so that he will accept a war, submit to a dictator, 
buy a new product, develop a new need.' 

There were indeed some vVestern intellectuals 
who challenged this pessimism. They admitted the 
need for and the possibility of correction and 
improvement. But they did not concede that all 
was bad and that the vVest was lost in a terrible 
cultural jungle. Friedmann again himself stressed 
the equivocal character of mass media in their 
ability to spread information, arouse curiosity, sti­
mulate new interests, improve education, widen 
horizons, integrate the individual into the larger 
national and international community and develop 
his artistic taste and musical appreciation. 

Television can bring the best ballet into the 
humblest home just as much as force entry for the 
grossest of commercial advertisements and West­
erns into more sophisticated places. Clever adver­
tising may sell a product but it has not been con­
clusively proved that it can sell a bad product for 
very long. Propaganda too has its limits even in 
the most controlled societies as events in Hungary 
and Tibet have amply demonstrated. 

John Kenneth Galbraith had a rather more 
valid point when he said that the relentless pur­
suit of productivity in the affluent society had led 
to a decline of interest in public affairs such as 
education and town planning. But even this is not 
a universal law of industrial society. More than one 
speaker referred to Sweden as a striking excep­
tion where wealth and welfare had progressed 
hand in hand. 

Ti1e~c:;bate went on right through the Co~g~ess 
and the protest against 'mass culture' grew more 
shrill with every passing day. To delegates from 
Asia and Africa who looked enviously at the 
elegant shops, the shining cars and glittering lights 
of West Berlin, all this seemed a very curious 
paradox. This was the culture to which they 
aspired. And here suddenly they were informed 
that everything around them was not culture but 
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vulgarity and that their best hope lay in holding 
on to their own traditions. 

Eugene Rostow stated the point nicely when he 
said that poverty rather than the negative effects 
of wealth was still the main problem confronting 
the world. 

The discussion on social progress in traditional, 
under-developed societies also tended at times to 
get clouded in sentiment. The accent was more 
on tradition and less on the fact of under-develop­
ment. Yet everywhere it is tradition that is yield­
ing to progress. It was accepted all round that 
there should be no sacrifice of whatever is worth­
while and possible of developm~nt in traditional 
society for slavish imitation of the West. But the 
discussion appeared to get stuck at this point. 

The one obvious fact that nobody mentioned 
is that development means technological change 
and that technology must compel a degree of 
uniformity in every society. There cannot be any 
peculiar adaptation of the processes of steel making 
or power generation for Asia or Africa. But textile 
designing, pottery and architecture can and should 
draw on tradition. The conflict is not so much 
between tradition and progress as between super­
stition and progress. Removal of superstition is no 
loss to society. But a society that tUJ'ns its back on 
its tradition will have lost its soul. 

In the seminar on political progress there was 
again evidence of addiction to a theory of pure 
democracy. It was argued that modern societies 
had increasingly to resort to the heroic leader 
either as a symbol or a saviour. This personali­
sation of authority in democracy was admitted to 
have been necessary and useful in certain circum­
stances though open to abuse by a Caesar. The 
academicians were however ill at ease because 
they felt that the classical theory of democracy 
did not provide for heroic leadership. 

This discomfort became more pronounced in a 
subsequent discussion on the role of the military in 
a modern State. Several speakers denounced mili­
tary dictatorship as the enemy of democracy and 
in doing so overlooked a vitally important point, 
namely, the socio-economic basis of democracy. 

Democracy can be threatened in the affluent or 
near-affluent State. The rise of Nazi Germany and 
Fascist Italy are examples. More recently, in 
France, the Fifth Republic was established at the 
point of the gun. Conversely, the forms of demo­
cracy may be adopted and begin to take root in 
an under-developed society. But democracy will 
be a tender plant and might never grow and flower 
unless a minimum standard of economic well-being 
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and social discipline is ensured and there is assur­
ance of further progress. 

It must be remembered that democracy as it 
is generally understood is a product of the 'West. 
It is also a product, the end-product, of the indus­
trial revolution. The vVestern democracy that we 
use as a model today is something that was slowly 
and painfully evolved over 150 years. Universal 
franchise was established in Britain only after the 
first world war while the United States is still 
struggling to attain this ideal. In Britain, every 
stage of democratic advance was preceded by a 
distinct step forward in economic growth, the 
spread of education, the emancipation of women, 
the organisation of labour and other social changes. 

The economically backward countries of Asia 
and Africa, however, have suddenly come to inde­
pendence with all the trappings of the most advan­
ced forms of democracy. The whole process of 
history has been reversed. The apparatus of politi­
cal democracy has become the means of economic 
and social change rather than the other way about. 
Democracy has not been won. It has either come 
as a gift or has been imitated because it is the 
current political fashion in vogue. 

It is in this abnormal historical situation that 
we have witnessed the rise of military governments 
in several parts of Asia and Africa. And it is only 
in this context that the implications of this deve­
lopment can be correctly understood. 

In the Middle East and Pakistan, independence 
transferred political and economic privilege from 
the erstwhile colonial power to an upper strata of 
feudal elements. This small group of landed and 
other vested interests sought to extend its in­
fluence and perpetuate its power and did not 
hesitate to manipulate the democratic machine 
for this purpose. In time, the monopoly privilege 
of the few inevitably clashed with the rising ex­
pectations and nationalism of the many. The feudal 
hierarchy attempted to retain its position by re­
pression, corruption and a debasement of party 
polities. In the absence of an industrial middle 
class \\'hich provides the natural leadership in a 
democratic society, the people turned to or accept- -
eel the initiative of the army. 

The officer cadres of the armed forces in these 
countries are drawn from the middle class and 
have provided an alternative leadership that has 
reflected the nationalism and idealism of the 
earlier independence movements more closely than 
the oligarchies which they have replaced. The 
military leader has initially appeared on the scene 
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as a saviour rather than as a dictator although he 
has the attributes of the latter. 

Lamentable though it may be in terms of pure 
democratic theory, military rule was almost an 
imperative necessity in Egypt, Iraq and Pakistan . 
The governments preceding the revolutions in each 
of these countries were not democratic nor were 
they capable of or i.1terested in preparing the 
ground for the growth of democratic institutions . 
Tbey were feudal oligarchies which stood con­
demned by their own record in thwarting economic 
progress and social change. They perverted 'demo­
cracy' to perpetuate themselves in power and only 
force could remove them. 

The elimination of this unenlightened feudal 
class-dictatorship has opened up the possibility of 
social and economic change. Rather than having 
killed democracy, the rise of some of these mili­
t C~ry governments have given these nations a chance 
to establish more favourable conditions for the 
restoration of democracy. 

They should not be automatically hanged 
because power is vested in the military. Judgement 
should be suspended until the direction in which 
they are heading is reasonably clear. Meanwhile 
they are deserving of sympathy, not malice and 
obstruction. 

The unique role that the army can play in the 
delicate transition of an under-developed nation 
from the stage of an 'infant democracy' to that of 
a full blown democracy is strikingly demonstrated 
by events in Burma. Here, the army was actually 
invited by Parliament to take over the Government 
on a caretaker basis and assume the responsibility 
for holding fair and free elections. The rival politi­
cal parties mistrusted each other but were pre­
pared to trust the army. The confidence was not 
misplaced. Elections have been held and normal 
parliamentary Government restored. The alter­
native, if the army had kept aloof, would have 
been chaos and civil strife. 

The preceding analysis is not to justify dictator­
ships either of the left or of the right or condone 
tyranny in any form. But I would draw a distinc­
tion between a military leader and a tyrant just 
as much as I draw a distinction between a feudal 
oligarchy wearing the trappings of democracy and 
a real democracy. J'vfany intellectuals in Berlin 
either did not see or declined to admit any such 
distinction. 

None of this criticism however should obscure 
the real value of the discussion at Berlin. There 
was a free exchange of ideas and, at the end, every 
one departed a little richer, a little wiser and in 
friendship. 

91 

BRONCHITIS 
QUICKLY 
CLEARED 

Sore throat, bronchitis, coughs and 
colds clear up quickly with PEPS 
Throat and Chest Tablets. Suck 
PEPS and feel its healing vapours 
working . .. helping to ease pain and 
remove germs. 

PEPS 
THROAT AND 

CHEST 
TABLETS 

available at 
all medicine 

dealers 

C. E. FULFORD (INDIA) PRIVATE LTD. 
. FPY 56 

Sole Agents: Bombay: 
KEMP & CO. LTD. 

P. 0 . BOX 937 BOMBAY-1 



Talking About Books 

By SADHAN KUMAR GHOSH 

LAMB turned the essay into a reverie. With 
Hazlitt it was sometimes th:1t but more often 

it was an enquiry into first causes. He was one of 
those very rare writers who set themselves ag2.inst 
Power. This made him lonely and unhappy but 
gave his essays an honesty and authority one 
seeks in vain in his more popular contemporaries. 
'It is impossible', says Beatrice Saunders, 'to read 
Hazlitt's essays without admiration, for they are 
so eloquent, earnest and original; they are so rich 
in knowledge and wisdom, and so finely and 
strongly expressed. His criticism is glowingly 
acute, gorgeously clear' . But the real charm of the 
essays-their hypnotic quality-lies in the revela­
tion of an arresting personality. His essays are a 
manifesto of his sufferings. They are fair and 
reasonable, but suddenly, in order to illustrate his 
point, he recalls his personal experiences. He has 
suffered and he cannot forget. When the passion 
has subsided, the theme is resumed and he is calm 
again. But-his disclosures and tantrums are more 
poignant than Lamb's reticences. They may mar 
the intellectual detachment of the essays but they 
bring us closer to the author than ruminations on 
dream children could ever have done. There is 
something heroic about Hazlitt, the intense incH­
vidualist, the paladin of liberty and justice, the 
lonely sentimentalist filled with nostalgia for the 
past, aching for human company and the pure 
love of women but embittered by many failures. 

This impression is confirmed by the Selected 
Essays of William Hazlitt published by The 
Nonesuch Press. Geoffrey Keynes's introduction is 
unsympathetic and makes no attempt to interpret 
a complex personality. The selection is a brilliant 
one and presents Hazlitt, in my opinion the greatest 
of English prose writers, at his best. But no one 
can understand Hazlitt without assessing the qua­
lity of his frankness or the nature of his isolation. 
The sad infatuation of which Liber Amaris is only 

-a veiled and imperfect record is as important to 
the student of Hazlitt as the Fanny Brawne epi­
sode is to the student of Keats. The omission of 
chestnuts like 'An Indian Juggler' or 'Merrie 
England' may be a case of personal preference. 
This is a case of a singular and indefensible pre-
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judice. Cyril Connolly's article, 'Liber Amaris' in 
The London Magazine of November 1954 would 
be a useful corrective. 

Many of Hazlitt's best essays bear traces of his 
early interest in metaphysics and painting. So, just 
when one is expecting him to explain a point, he 
paints a picture. Sometimes, he manages to do 
both at the same time. 'The sight of the setting 
sun', he said, 'does not affect me so much from the 
beauty of the object itself, from the glory kindled 
through the glowing skies, the rich broken columns 
of light as that it indistinctly recalls to me number­
less thoughts and feelings.' He reveals profound 
judgment in an essay like 'On the ignorance of the 
learned'. Holofernes would have endorsed his 
estimate of plodders who derive only base autho­
rity from others' books. A mere scholar, Hazlitt 
claims, must be ignorant even of books. The affec­
t:\tions and esoteric pretensions of professional 
scholars put him out. 

Hazlitt did not like to experiment with love and 
affection in any form. This trait he shared with 
Lamb, but there is a real difference. Lamb's 
affections were numerous but he had no passions 
at all. Hazlitt's passions were as strong as his 
affections. He stuck to his friends, his heroes, and 
his books with a tenacity Lamb would have consi­
dered unnecessary. Every year, he became increas­
ingly fond of the slanting sunlight at Winterslow. 
He hated the idea of reading new books. Every 
book was for him a memory, the memory of a 
place and a moment. It revived his £rst impres­
sions of reading it, the place where he read it and 
the feeling of the air. 'This is better to me­
those places, those times, those persons and those 
feelings that come across me as I retrace the story 
and devour the page, are to me better far than the _ 
wet sheets of the last new novel from the Ballan­
tyne press.' He had no time for either the bric-a­
brac or the flotsam and jetsam of literature; none 
at all for either the commercials or the best-sellers 
of the clay. The great classics, mellowed by time, 
and endeared by memories were enough for him. 
The niches were occupied, the tables were full. 

Hazlitt' s explorations of first causes sometimes 
led him to surprising and unexpected conclusions. 
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'Why distant objects please' is partly an analysis 
and partly a rationalisation of nostalgia. Nostalgia 
is a heartache for the lost and gone or for 'over 
the hills and far away'. After giving a number of 
satisfactory reasons why distant objects please, 
Hazlitt describes one of the golden moments of 
his life and tacitly admits that the remembered 
happiness eludes analysis, 'The dew from a 
thousand pastures was gathered in its softness; the 
silence of a thousand years spoke in it. It came 
upon the heart like the calm beauty of death; fancy 
caught the sound and faith mounted on it to the 
skies. It filled the valley like a mist, and still poured 
out its endless chant and still it swells upon the 
ear and wraps me in a golden trance, drowning 
the noisy tumult of the world.' That is just as well. 
The intimations of immortality cannot be analysed. 

When the essays are read in bulk, one gets the 
impression of a great mind and a lonely heart. 
Happiness came to him very intem1ittently. The 
tinkling of the romantic chapel bells in the wind­
grieved Apennines-Parma and Pemgia in the 
distance-reminded him of a more unhurried 
existence. The sight of a sundial ·had the same 
effect on him that the Grecian urn had on Keats. 
The motto of the Venetian sundial, Horas non 
nume-ro nisi semnas, teased him out of thought and 
brooding. He, too, like the sundial counted only 
the hours that were serene. The tinkling of the 
letter-bell brings back to him one golden evening 
of long ago, the dwarf-oaks rustling their red 
leaves in the evening breeze on the road from 
Wem to Shrewsbury. He discovered the same 
sacramental quality in the streets and Colleges of 
Oxford. Neither Newman nor Matthew Arnold nor 
Andrew Lang-those impresarios of Oxford-quite 
equalled this. The green quadrangles of Oxford, 
breathing the silence of thought, the meadows of 
Christ Church, the great Colleges and libraries, 
those lordly mansions of the mind of man re­
conciled him to the possibility of a nobler destiny. 
His dream of Oxford is one of the most beautiful 
in literature. It is a dream of a mental twilight 
tempering the glare of noon, or mellowing the 
silver moonlight. It is a dream of her sylvan 
suburbs (before the era of the Morris Car) or of 
her cloistered halls. 

Hazlitt's critical judgments have been endorsed 
by posterity. His high opinion of Burke's prose has 
been endorsed by Mangham. His persistent 
championship of Keats in the teeth of contempo­
rary derision was proof as much of his generosity 
as of his acumen. And his description of Lamb 
haunting Watling Street like a gentle spirit 
and Christ's Hospital still breathing. the balmy 
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breath of infancy is an unforgettable one. His 
passionate love of truth, fairness and the ultimate 
decencies made him something of an Ishmaelite in 
the literary London of his time. It is a splendid 
thing to salute his memory. 

Sir Robert Bruce Lockhart's Giants Cast Long 
Shadows published by Putnam professes to be a 
book of profiles. It tends rather to be a serene 
stock-taking of the last four decades. Sir Robert 
admits that he has been a bit of a rolling stone. 
As wartime head of the Political Warfare Exe­
cutive, he had unique opportunities of having a 
close-up view of dons, diplomats and best-sellers. 
Among the 'giants' is Lord Vansittart, whose mov­
ing autobiography, The Mist Procession, has been 
unjustly derided. There is also Sir Harold Nicol­
son, with whom I spent many pleasant evenings 
at the 'Albany' and whose profile I hope to do in 
My English ]oumey. Somerset Maugham showed 
his usual generosity and acute judgment when he 
declared that no professional novelist could des­
cribe a person's exterior better than Harold Nicol­
son. Sir Robert has been fair, on the whole, to 
this elegant, scholarly, humane, miscellaneous 
writer, some of whose critical writings are destined 
to live. But is he in the first flight as a raconteur? I 
wonder. He lacks that leaven of malice, without 
which one does not reach the heights. I should not 
consider him the equal of Sir Compton Mackenzie. 

Another of his sketches is of the historian Sir 
John Wheeler-Bennett who now lives at Garsing­
ton, near Oxford. I visited Garsington Manor 
while the 'royal biographer' was in residence and 
recalled the literary associations of the house when 
Lady Ottoline Morrell owned it. As Bruce Lock­
hart says, Wheeler-Bennett is now very much the 
squire of Garsington. He also includes two best­
selling authors-Howard Spring and W. E. Johns. 
I did not meet either, but I met many best-sellers 
of yesteryears-A. S. M. Hutchinson among them 
- and they all had their grouses against the 
'Velfare State. 

The moving and haunting passages in the book 
are not about the eminent. They are about Bruce 
Lockhart's far-off memories of the highlands. The 
loneliness, silence and grandeur of lnchrory. 
Angling for salmon and trout in the lochs and 
burns of Perthshire. Tomintoul in the sunlight, 
with Strathspey a riot of colouring made up of the 
fir trees, the silver birches, the golden cornfields 
and Loch Garten glistening like a jewel in the 
strath. 

Like all truly contemplative men in the West, 
Sir Robert is aware that Western Europe, for so 
many centuries the centre of civilisation, is in 
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decline. This distresses him, but not unduly. His 
innate modesty prevents him from leaving a mes­
sage of wisdom for posterity but I think a message 
is deducible from this beautiful book. The message 
is one of Meliorism, a belief that all things tend to 
come right rather than wrong in the end. He 
hopes and believes that the new generation will 
be happier and better off than his own. 

Paul Leautaud's ]owmal of a man of Letters 
published by Chatto and Windus is a disturbing 
book. Much of the interest taken in this book re­
calls the ballyhoo over Lolita. Paul Leautaud be­
longed to the charmed circle of Lafargue, Gide, 
Mallarme and Valery. But he was relatively un­
known until 1950 when some broadcast interviews 
gave him a belated fame . The Journals constitute 
a minute record of his own life and the literary 
scene in Paris from 1893 onwards. Of course, one 
thinks of Andre Gide. It seems to me that here is 
a more painful and more human document than 
Gide ever presents to the world. One thinks of 
Boswell Rlso-the Boswell of the London Journal. 

He describes with evident unction his child­
hood among the prostitutes of Montmartre, his 
lonely stunting life with his father's mistresses, the 
sight of his mother in ft compromising position, 
cafe-conversations with VRlery and Gourn1ont. 
Quite early, he became sour and embittered, 
severely cynical and yet capable of considerable 
tenderness. He came to think of love as a great 
evil or at best as something quite beyond his 
capacity. The only possible relationship with 
women could be physical and perfunctory. The 
impudence and pathos of the flesh, says Pritchett, 
moved his curiosity, his nostalgia, his irony and his 
pity. He seems to have been inspired by Stendhal. 
He describes his mistresses with wonderful pre­
cision. 

Alan Pryce-Janes, in a brilliant introduction , 
puts Leaulaud in a correct perspective. His literary 
experiments resembled his amorous adventures­
they came to nothing. He always turned his back 
on what was beyond his reach. He rejected poetry 
and turned his back on family, country, religion 
and love. His joumal is not only a wonderful piece 
of literary documentation but also a personal testa­
ment of rare honesty. The character which is 
distilled from it may not be lovable but it is never 
dull and never banal. There Rre wonderful por­
traits of Huysmans, Stendhal, Remy de Gourmont. 
And the Paris Grub Street, stripped of all its illu­
sions, has never had a better chronicler. 

In 1956, when he died, Paul Leautaud was 
among the most famous writers of his time. How 
long will his fame last? He was of course a 'Case' 
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but he had that rare asset, sincerity. He was never 
vain and never an exhibitionist. Marie Dormoy 
says of him: 'It is because he has opened windows, 
unlocked doors, avowed the unavowable, he has 
enlarged the knowledge of the human heart'. Is 
there no immortality for sheer precision, for the 
truth and nothing but the truth? One does not 
know but hopes that the friend of Valery and 
Apollinaire, of Marie Laurencin and Remy de 
Gourmont will be remembered for a long time. 

Alan Pryce-Janes once suggested to me that 
Vatic poetry was unlikely to have another innings 
in our lifetime. It would be sad if this happened 
to be a long black-out, for the lyric is the sanctum 
sanctorum of poetry. But Pryce-Jones's point of 
view deserves careful consideration in the context 
of two significant volumes of poetry: William 
Plomer's Collected Poems published by Jonathan 
Cape and Lawrence Durrell's Collected Poems 
published by Faber. Perhaps scme consideration 
of Rupert Brooke's Poetical Works also published 
by Faber would not be amiss. In all accounts of 
War poetry-the 1914 war-Brooke has the role of 
the fooled idealist who died too soon to discover 
the truth. This is vulgar and unfair, for Brooke 
was not a war-poet at all and his war poems 
constitute a tiny fraction of his output. 'Grantches­
ter' and 'Great Lover' are chestnuts but not one of 
the war-sonnets has the memorability of 'The Hill' 
or 'Tiare Tahiti'. But Brooke was, as Geoffrey 
Keynes points out in his fine introduction, more 
interested in human feelings than birds or flowers. 
Only an accident of time makes him the last poet 
of the age before the cult of neurosis .or the in­
vention of 'angst'. 

But the poets of today, like William Plomer or 
Lawrence Durrell hRve now had about forty-five · 
years of disruption to contend with and they are 
running short of fresh responses. The poets of this 
generation have been, at different times, despair­
ing, didactic and oblivious. They have turned in ­
wards on their own problems and on new hopes 
for society. Today they move in a continuous pre­
sent. Both Plomer and Durrell have achieved a 
new kind of rococo, a new mixture of the apt and 
the extravagant. And they have reintegrated poetry 
with ordinary life. The post-Hopkins or rather the 
post-Leavis-Eliot idea of poetry being a closed 
shop is, for the time being, discarded and dis­
credited. 

Lawrence Durrell is a romantic by temperament. 
His romanticism is seen in his choice of exotic 
settings. One of his poems has the title of his 
famous travel-book, Bitter Lemons. He has re­
discovered the Byronic landscape. He is the poet 
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of sea-splashed promontories in Alexandria, the 
kestrels flying over Ithaca, the lonely summers in 
Corfu. 'The Parthenon', in spite of its very diffe­
rent rhythm, recalls 'Two in the Campagna'. Some 
of the poems (e.g. 'The Critics') are consciously 
witty. A few of the sophisticated poems on Paris 
bars reveal the influence of Henry Miller, whose 
disciple Durrell is said to have been. All these 
years he has been telling of the concerns of time, 
'the knife of feeling in the art of love'. His latest 
and most mature poems show that he can con­
dense, prune and order the experiences which 
gorged upon his youth. 

William Plomer's poetry, like his prose (very 
few literary reminiscences attain the beauty of 
At Home) has a tang that I miss in much contem­
porary writing. Maybe William Plomer's 'double 
lives' (or 'triple lives'-Japan, South Africa and 
England) aided by an experiencing nature provide 
the explanation. Another explanation may be 
sought in his early reading. He has been soaked 
in those twentieth century Romantics, the Geor­
gians. 'The successive volumes of Georgian Poetry', 
he declares, 'breaking in upon the post-Victorian 
twilight, had been as quickening to many of my 
generation, believe it or not, as a display of fire­
works. I had lately visited the Poetry Bookshop 
for the first time, with its temple-like atmosphere 
and its polychromatic lining of slim volumes. I 
should think better of London, if it still had the 
Poetry Bookshop'. 

That is the confession of an auld lang syner 
who is alive to the genius loci. The beauty of 
Plomer's poetry is that it is equally haunted by the 
passing of time and the sense of place. His South 
African poems recall Roy Campbell. The loneli­
ness of the Veld and the Rand, the sulphur skies 
of Africa, the cascading Tugela river can be 
distinctly felt in these poems. His Japanese poems 
are equally evocative. Passing from the South 
African poems to the Japanese, one is impressed 
by the sheer virtuosity. The persimmon-scented 
Septembers in Tokyo, the chrome-yellow gingko 
trees must sometimes haunt his memory. Poetry 
may be an artifact, but one must be haunted-by 
a memory, a dream, or a passion-before one can 
write it. 

Like all true lyric poets, Plomer is the poet of 
transience, of the heartbreak in the heart of things. 
A barren pear tree saddens him. He is saddened 
too, when the law interferes with a . tryst in a 
London park. The elm-shaded bungalows, Turners­
que in bright decay, enable him to forget for a 
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moment our vast insanities. The curlews are call­
ing, the orchises falling with the hay. The ivy is 
crawling and striving to strangle the brambles. The 
decline of the Grange is complete. William Plomer 
squeezes a peculiar pathos out of this decline, that 
sometimes recalls Lamb and sometimes John 
Betjeman. He has much reason to be proud that 
he spent himself in taking a chosen way. 

Bernard Berenson's name is known throughout 
the continents. The publication of Bernard Beren­
son: the passionate sightseer by Thames and 
Hudson will be welcomed by bis numerous ad­
mirers and all lovers of art and literature. This 
singularly beautiful book consists of 168 illustra­
tions in photogravure and extracts from Berenson's 
diaries from 1947 to 1956. Berenson was one of 
the greatest art-critics and art-connoisseurs of bis 
age. But he was a man of singular preferences. :tt 
is exciting to recall tbat he had known Pater and 
discussed art with him. 'The older I get, the more 
do I feel and appreciate Botticelli' he writes . One 
is inclined to agree with Mortimer that those 
whom the gods love do not die young; they live to 
be old like Berenson, remaining quick to learn and 
feel. 

He was equally sensitive to the glory and 
grandeur of Nature. A dawn in Taormina brought 
him sheer visual happiness and almost Words­
worthian emotions. He loved best the art of classi­
cal Greece and after that the art of the Italian 
Renaissance. History to him was temps ·retrouve, 
the autobiography of the human race in general. 
Real history, he says, is distinct from chronicle and 
cannot avoid being epic. The cultivated person, he 
felt, places everything in perspective of time. 
'History is not something that inexorably marches 
on regardless of mankind. On the contrary, it is 
composed of the history of individual creeds, pas­
sions, follies, heroisms in contrast with a universe 
that knows us not and goes its own way. The 

account of how man has managed to subdue this 
outer world to his needs, to his pleasures, to his 
ideals, the struggle to master nature, to exploit it 
despite nature's utter indifference is a great chapter 
of history. So is anything that has helped to 
humanise us, to give us command of our passions, 
to feel for others. Art history likewise, properly 
understood, is not one of mere happenings to artists 
and to their creations.' These are moving, ringing, 
memorable Gibbonian words. Berenson found in 
the Mediterranean his spiritual home, a haven of 
art and beauty and a solace for his wanderlust. 
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MODERN INDO-ANGLIAN POETRY. Edited by 
P. Lal and K. Ragha~;endra Rao. 'Ka~;ita', 15 
Pusa Rd., New Delh i, 1.959. Pp. vii+71 . 
Rs. 7.50. 

THE PARROT'S DEATH and other poems. Bu 
P. Lal. W riters Workshop, 162!92 Lake 
Gardens, Calcutta 31, 1960. Pp. 20 Rs. 1.50 . 

"WE think that poetry must deal in con-
crete terms with concrete experience 

... precise and lucidly and tangibly expres­
sed. It is better to suggest a sky by referring 
to a circling eagle in it, than to say simply 
'the wide and open sky'." So asselis Mr. 
Lal in the manifesto which introduces this 
anthology. He would make the start of 
modem Indo-Anglian poetry a rejection of 
vague abstract wordiness, full of 'spirit' 
and 'soul', as exemplified in Aurobindo's 
Savitri. It is good that the influence of Dr. 
Leavis has led Mr. Lal to demand concrete 
immediacy and condemn blurred imagery, 
but the main faults of much previous 
poetry written by Indians in English have 
bin elsewhere. Not only in excessive use of 
outworn diction ('fragrant flowers upon 
the distant lea' ), but in insensitivity to the 
subtler variations of English rhythm, re­
sulting in trivial jingles or metre that 
didn't scan. Apart from their false heroics 
('Salutations to thee, 0 Bharat, when first 
thou cradled ... '), Romantic melancholy 
('Maiden, heavy is my heart with woe!'), 
or Victorian sentimentality ('I bring for you 
aglint with dew a little lovely dream'), 
these poets often failed in awareness of the 
tone of words and their frequency values: 
hence cliches side hy side with odd quirks 

and unexpected bathos ('a gluttonous sip 
of joy's liquor') . 

No such incompetence mars a single 
poem of this new collection. These poets of 
the fifties are fresh , inventive and individ­
ual. English is their natural medium of ex­
pression-not an alien tongue, but the 
language in which their feelings find form 
most satisfyingly, the language in which 
they make love, as Mr. Lal would say. 

They are not concerned with being com­
pared to English poets, or with capturing an 
elusive 'Indianness'. Nevertheless, the 
modernness of these poems is that of 
modern English poetry: they exist in an 
English rather than an Indian context. 
English-not so much American: nothing 
here of Wallace Stevens' steel-blue passion, 
or Cummings' teasing words to the limits 
of sensation, or Hart Crane's dense aboun­
ding human range, or John Crowe Ransom 
('Captain Carpenter'! ) : instead, a very 
British caution and preciseness, almost, at 
times, sedate. The break with the past is 
immediately evident in the language-the 
deliberate choice of words to keep the eye 
on the object ( r-d.P. Bhaskaran describes 
the caveman: 'His half-knocking-the-head­
off the woman he wants to live with,-the 
unclean beard, yellow fangs ... '); the apt 
adjectives ('placid lawns', 'the child's 
power of wonder-Spry and untutored') 
and occasional striving for effect ('concu­
piscent moon', 'nubile neem-tree'); the 
descriptive imagery ('long-haired sun', 'dry 
public ferns' ), and especially the images of 
ugliness and futility ('Hopes bark like way­
side dogs-Round the dustbin'). Eliot's 
presence is felt, among others, both in the 
free verse and in individual phrases-'the 
lilac hour', 'the sky blue as Mary's robe'. 
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There is little that is specifically Indian in 
the background and imagery: the rivers 
and mountains are all generalised, and 'in­
ternational' flowers are preferred-dahlias, 
roses, not hibiscus (the hibiscus in Italy, 
I'm told, can bring tears to Bengali eyes). 
The predilection for apples, which few 
Indians can often see growing, let alone 
live with, also suggests literary sources. 

The themes and attitudes too, are modern 
European. Alienation and resentment; hatr­
ed of a machine age. 'The truncated body 
of a girl- That frolicked lies cold-Now by 
a railway track. ' ( Amaresh Datta.) The 
poet comes home 'defeated, trailing fumes 
of angry despair'-not glory. Sinister fears , 
loneliness and death. 'All constancy is 
change, all change decay,' writers F. R. 
Stanley, 'winds blowing over the face of 
stone.' Such anger and dismay passes all 
too easily into a fin-de-siecle weariness, and 
thence to a wistful Pre-Raphaelite dream­
world. Dom Moraes combines a visionary 
magic out of flutes , lizards, archers, unicorn 
and dancers. He sees 'a delicate sad face' 
raised from the sea. For K. Raghavendra 
Rao, 'Time is a sad flower, smiling at my 
window', and Mary Erulkar's women 'move 
in moonlight ephemerally'. At the same 
time Dom Moreas contrasts his magic with 
'the gross squat sun, and counters his Cel­
tic twilight with 'the wise alternative to 
death:-A nap to while away the afternoon.' 
He is consciously anti-heroic and sophisti­
cated, yet yearning, as he sails to England, 
for a lost self. It would seem the modern 
Indian poet (in English at any rate) can­
not escape from the sense of imperma­
nence-lost childhood, lost visions, 'the 
clock gnawing at the passing hours ) 
(Ernest Alford) -into a Rabindranath' s 
acceptance of oneness with eternal 
processes (though Rayaprol is an exception 
here: 'growing old ... like trees'). He has 
lost the tradition of joyful eroticism ('Go, 
your belt alive with bells' -Gitagovinda ): 
Distaste for marriage, or hotel encounters 
have replaced passion. This is the modern 
world, we suppose, increasingly standard­
ised in every country. It is und erstandable 
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tl1at Krishna and Ram, so overplayed, find 
no place here, but much more singnificant 
that the great god Shiva, so Indian and 
still so alive, receives no more than a brief 
passing reference. 

It is perhaps unfair to generalise by 
picking and choosing. I can hear Mr. Lal's 
protests: there are gay and naive poems as 
well as despondent and sophisticated ones; 
not only railway lines and old wounds but 
picnics, birds and skies. The range is wide 
from the shy reticence of Kewlian Sio, 
to the sardonic intellectual analysis of 
Nissim Ezekiel who is surely one of the 
most accomplished of Indian poets writing 
in English today: his disciplined spareness 
and painstaking choice of words serve an 
acute and ironic sensibility continually 
harrowed by the discrepancy between pub­
lic face and private feeling: 

Beneath his daily strategy, 
Reflected in his suffering face, 
I see his dim identity-
A small, deserted, holy place. 

Then there is Pradip Sen, a serious and 
thoughtful artist, deeply concerned with 
the act of writing poetry. As a contrast to 
his poem Hands, that Mr. Lal calls 'night­
marish', is the subtle distinction of Srinivas 
Rayaprol's Oranges on a Table. Dom 
Moraes' splendid Kanheri Caves is also in­
cluded. Thirty eight poems in all, of con­
sistently high quality, handsomely bound 
and printed-a book that should be 
acquired by anybody interested either in 
poetry or in the sensibility of the wester­
nised Indian. 

A number of the poets represented here 
have now been issued by the ·writers ~vVork­
shop of Calcutta in attractive booklet form 
-Pradip Sen, Nissim Ezekiel, Kewlian Sio. 
P. Lal's own The Parrot's Death was one of 
the first. He is a finely sensitive, unpreten­
tious young poet, 'catching beauty' in the 
simplest things-in the wet morning streets, 
in the 'bristling' monsoon suns, in bees, 
birds, apples and flowers. His handling of 
both free and metrical verse is happily 
deft, if a little precious. Rather than define 
an object, he creates an aura abont it-the 



parrot's green soul, a woman's slippers and 
early snaps. He gives us not so much the 
objects themselves as his tendemess to­
wards them: 

Love like a flower 
Has roots that reach 
Beyond fragrance, beyond power 
Of loving speech. 

The poems of the Indo-Anglian anthology, 
together with this creative venture from 
Calcutta, offer striking proof that poetry 
in English written by Indians, far from 
petering out, may be about to reach 
maturity. DAVID McCuTCHTON 

Eeono1nies 
THE STAGES OF ECONOMIC GROWTH: A 

Non-Commllnist Manifesto bu W. W . Rnstmc. 
Price: 12sh. 6d. 

pROFESSOR Walt Whitman Rostow is a 
man with ideas. It is perhaps a true 

indication of his genius that he has 
managed to cram most of them into less 
than two hundred pages of printed material. 
In his impeccable style he has not only 
challenged the greatest scapegoat in history, 
Karl Marx, but has gone on to put forward 
an alternate theory of growth; while doing 
so he has made considerable comment on 
the economic history of the United States, 
Soviet and Tsarist Russia, Great Britain, 
Sweden, Japan and most West European 
countries. He has given advice to the under­
developed countries of the world, to the 
warmongers, and suggested a panacea for 
peace to all politicians who have cared to 
spend 12sh. 6d. to buy his book-or have 
cared to read the complimentary copies that 
have been sent to them. 

Prof. Rostow's thesis can broadly be 
divided into two parts, which on occasion 
blend into each other imperceptibly. First, 
as an economist who is lecturing to the 
undergraduates at Cambridge, he puts for­
ward a socio-economic theory of growth, 
well substantiated with selected examples 
from the economic history of several coun­
tries. Secondly, as a political adviser, he lec­
tures to the burea~JCrats £\t the Pentagon and 
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at the Whitehall, on the ways and means of 
avoiding a nuclear holocaust. But most im­
portant of all, as an American intellectual, 
he colours his whole thesis with the spectre 
of Marx and his ultimate aim is to debunk 
and expose the various holes in the Marxian 
explanation of social behaviour and history. 

Prof. Rostow's thesis is extremely simple 
and is written with great clarity. A nation 
passes through five stages of growth. They 
are 

the traditional society, 
the transitional society, 
the society which is experiencing the 

'take-off' into self generating growth, 
the maturing society, 
and lastly, the society which has reach-

ed a high level of mass consumption. 

After making this discovery, Prof. Rostow 
modestly admits that Marx had a similar 
view of economic growth. But then, so did 
Adam Smith. 

Prof. Rostow continues with the true 
inquisitive spirit of the ancient Greeks and 
modern Americans trying to analyse the 
rhetoric Why? and the important How? 
Why did the civilised Western society since 
the dawn of the Economic Age change from 
one stage to the other and how did it 
manage to do so. He shows, step by step, 
how in each of his various stages, various 
factors such as the acquisition and spread of 
new techniques and the consequent 
increase in the accumulation of capital, the 
growing government awareness of the eco• 
nomic condition and the role of the State 
in the country's development, 'demonstra­
tion' effect in colonies, land reforms, infla­
tion and militarism-all helped to push the 
capitalist economy forward. Here again 
Prof. Rostow has not described any new 
economic fact or analysed the growth 
phenomenon in a new way. He has merely 
sugar-coated Marx's angry words. 

But the future? It is here Prof. Rostow's 
conclusion differs so radically from the fate 
Marx had in store for the capitalist society. 
Prof. Rostovv summarised Marx in seven 
propositions and rejects them on the ground 
that M£\rx saw man only as a profit making 
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machine and failed to visualise man as a 
complete complex un_it-a person of flesh 
and blood with feelings and freudian frust­
rations, with irrational beliefs and attach­
ments. As Prof. Rostow puts it very grandly, 
'In our system, man is viewed as a more 
complex unit, seeking also power, leisure, 
adventure, continuity of experience and 
security, concerned with his family, the 
familiar values of his culture and with other 
homely attachments, and capable, too, of 
being moved by a sense of connection with 
human beings everywhere'. The oppressed 
proletariat who was the model for Homo 
Economics for Marx has been replaced by 
the middle class suburban American worker 
who would rather buy a car with longer and 
longer tail fins than pay more in taxes to 
get his son a better education. 

It was not Marx who was corrupt. It is 
the society that Rostow pictures, full of 
'human humans' that is cockeyed and per­
haps it is the main achievement of this 
extremely readable book that it shows an 
excellent sociological study of a civilisation 
where intellectual dishonesty has become 
synonymous with genius. SmDHARTHA SEN 

THE CHANGING PATTERN OF FAMILY IN 
INDIA Edited by P. D. Der;anandan; M. !If . 
Th omas Price: Rs. 5!-

QNE of the most important sociological 
effects of modernisation in an economy 

that had been 'underdeveloped' is the com­
plex changes that occur to the most funda­
mental of all human institutions-the fami­
ly. Many historians and sociologists have 
tried to record the changes in the Western 
family unit in relation to the economic 
conditions, but in India, there has been 
remarkably little research and serious think­
ing on this subject. 

The family in India has been of consi­
derable economic, social and cultural im­
portance. No study of the traditional Indian 
society or the modern Indian economy is 
complete without a sincere understanding 
of the Family and when under the destruc­
tive forces of modernisation a new social 
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unit is being created, it is indeed a matter 
of great interest that a body of 'alien' 
thinkers (that is, non-Hindu thinkers ) have 
tried to analyse an intensely exciting phe­
nomenon. Under the influence of Western 
knowledge, the age-old traditional family 
ties and rules are being broken and a new 
'shape' is being formed-for better or worse. 
With a rising literacy rate amongst the 
women of India, we have a rising curve of 
marital disharmony, Freudian complica­
tions and Parisian hairstyles. The security 
of the joint-family system is giving way to 
the Western ideal of 'how to murder my 
mother-in-law'. The old grandmother has 
no place in the kitchen but only in the 
children's room, playing scrabble with her 
grandchildren. 

With the changing society, there has 
been a change in the 'nucleus' of society -
the family. Is this good? And to answer 
these questions, it is necessary for the ques­
tioner to have a set of basic postulates on 
which he can base his answer. The contri­
butors of this volume are all practising 
Christians and they gauge these changes by 
using their personal ideals and beliefs as a 
yardstick. They view the sociological 
change not through the eyes of an econo­
mist or a politician, but through the eyes 
of a person who believes in the Christi :m 
view of life. 

These are foreign eyes. These are alien 
eyes. But the editors make it clear that to 
pass judgment on such a momentous 
change it is best to use a definite way of 
living as a means of measurement. Their 
conclusions may be controversial, but they 
are logically sound-that is, given their 
postulates as correct, they reach what may 
be termed as inesc<lpable truths. 

And perhaps that is Truth. For India is ­
now becoming rapidly westernised-which 
means, Christianised in a secular manner. 
Though we in this country are not actually 
changing our religion, there is a growing 
tendency to think like Christians. This book 
is indeed interesting reading for not only 
does it try to answer all the questions, but 
it also questions most of the answers that 



have been put forward by contemporary 
Indian social thinkers. SwDI-IAHTHA SEN 

Literature 
IIISTORY OF BENGALI LITERATURE by Dr. 

Sukwnar Sen: Foreword by ]awaharlal Nehru: 
Publish ed by Sahitya Akademi; New Delhi 
Price Rs. 8.00: De luxe edition Rs. 10.00. 

nn. SUKUMAR SEN is certainly well-
equipped to cope with the ambitious 

task he has set himself in writing a com­
prehensive and compact History of Bengali 
Literature, for he is the Khaira professor of 
Indian Linguistics and Phonetics, and 
Head of the Department of Comparative 
Philology at the University of Calcutta. It 
is a pity, therefore, that such an obviously 
learned and erudite person should not be 
completely at home in idiomatic English. 
\<\Then writing about Saratchandra Chatterji 
he says that this eminent author was 'bred 
up (sic ) in his mother's family at Bhagal­
pur.' Also in the early chapters he describes 
Krishna as 'a turbulent, precocious and 
'churly' cowherd boy.' Is the word 'churly' 
meant to be surly or churlish or is it one of 
Lewis Carroll's portmanteau words? The 
title of Dr. Sen's book would also have read 
better with either a definite or an indefinite 
article before it. Apart from these little in­
consistencies and the author's rather dis­
concerting habit of using 'C' in English 
when it is pronounced 'Ch' (Like Candid as 
instead of Chandidas) the book is a mine 
of interesting information. 

In his foreword Jawaharlal Nehru says: 'It 
may not be possible for many of us to have 
direct acquaintance with the literatures of 
our various languages. But it is desirable 
that every person of India who claims to be 
educated should know something about 
languages other than his own. He should 
be acquainted with the classics and the 
famous books written in those languages 
and thus imbibe into his being the broad 
and many-sided bases of India's culture.' 

Dr. Sen has succeeded in giving the Non­
Bengali reader a complete survey of the 
Bengali language from its inception to the 
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time of the death in 1941 of its most illus­
trious literary figure-Gurudev Rabindra­
nath Tagore. 

Dr. Sen traces the evolution of the 
lang.uage from Apabhramsa and the script 
from the Brahmi Alphabet of the Asokan 
inscriptions. He describes the Pre-vernacu­
lar background and goes onto give an inte­
resting account of old Bengali poetry and 
mysticism and tanh·ism. There follows a 
complete survey of the Vaishnav poets s~ch 
as Vidyapati, Candidas and Chaitanya and 
his movement. Some interesting myths about 
Radha and Krishna are recounted in this 
section for most of the Vaishnav lyrics are 
concerned with the nmvedded love of these 
two enchanting characters. The author also 
pays tribute to the oldest known poet of 
the Rama legend, Krittivasa, whose 'Rama­
yana' is the standard literature for all young 
Bengalis. 

The rise of the Bengali theatre is aiso 
dealt with at great length, and Girishchan­
clra Ghosh, the most renowned playwright 
and actor of the Bengali stage is given his 
proper place in this book. 

Dr. Sen has described the influence of 
those great literary figures;-Iswarchandra 
Vidyasagar, Michael Madhusudan Dutt, 
Bankim Chandra Chatterji, Sarat Chandra 
Chatterji and Rammohan Roy, and he has 
quoted copiously from their works. It is 
interesting, in this connection, to note that 
both the National Anthems of India are 
derived from Bengali sources. 'Bande 
i\IIataram' appears in Bankim Chandra 
Cbatterji's 'Anandamath' and Rabindra­
nath Tagore composed 'Jana Gana Mana'. 

It is not surprising that much space is 
devoted to Rabindranath Tagore for he 
strode like a Colossus across the Bengali 
scene, influencing every sphere of life­
poetry, drama, essays, history, short stories, 
fiction, songs, travelogues and finally art. 
He also rejuvenated the Bengali language 
and made it a more vital and beautiful 
vehicle for the expression of thought. 

Though Dr. Sen gives due importance to 
certain of the more modern Bengali writers 
like Bishnu De, Jivananda Das, Buddhadev 
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Basu, Samar Sen etc, sufficient space is not 
devoted to that literary genius, Sudhindra­
nath Datta, whose very recent death at the 
age of 59 has deprived Bengal of one of 
her most brilliant figures. Sudhindran,1th 
Datta's poetry and his influence on modern 
poets in Bengal is comparable to T.S. 
Eliot's contribution to the \iVestern World. 

There is an interesting Appendix which 
reproduces, in the roman script, the text of 
the Passages quoted in Translation. 

INDIRA TALYARKHAN 

SIMONE de BEAUVOIR: Memoirs of a Dutiful 
Dallghter (Andre Deutsch and Weidenfield & 
Nicolson) translated by ]ames Kirkup. 30sh/-

THE autobiographies of famous writers 
often have a deceptive simplicity. The 

artist gazes at himself as though through the 
wrong end of a telescope, and finds the 
picture of a person-distant and small, of 
course-but not essentially different from 
what he is now. In retrospect all the frills 
and pranks, the irrelevant escapades tend 
to disappear and only essentials remain. 
The result is either the stodgy portrayal of 
an intolerably precocious infant, the idol of 
his family, the favourite pupil of his school­
masters, or the solemn account of the doings 
of an enfant terrible, an outcast from society 
and from the company of respectable re­
lations. The autobiographies of Goethe, 
George Orwell and the Sitwells come to 
mind. Either approach leads to a distortion 
of the truth, but makes for a well organised, 
plausible story. 

For Simone de Beauvoir the task was a 
relatively easy one. She had no need of 
distortion or elimination, for there is an 
astonishing natural consistency about her 
development in spite of the conflicts that 
beset her youth. From a very early age she 
lived in a world of ideas and concentrated 
all her energies on educating herself 
through books and experience. In this por­
trait of the artist as a young woman we see 
an intense, studious, serious-minded little 
girl, bent on acquiring knowledge, on 'be­
coming someone'. There is a singleness of 
purpose, a passionate sincerity about every-
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thing she does, qualities which stood her 
in good stead when she began to realise 
how much her ideas and aims clashed with 
the bourgeois catholic morality of her sur­
roundings. Her father, though a sceptic 
with a passion for the theatre seems to have 
played a smaller part in her upbringing 
than her fervently catholic mother, but this 
contrast in the attitudes of her parents had 
a profound influence on her future develop­
ment. 

'I grew accustomed to the idea that my 
intellectual life-embodied by my father 
-and my spiritual life-expressed by my 
mother-were two radically heterogene­
ous fields of experience which had 
absolutely nothing in common. Sanctity 
and intelligence belonged to two quite 
different spheres; and human things -
culture, politics, business, manners and 
customs-had nothing to do with reli­
gion. So I set God apart from life and 
the world .. .' 
This sounds convincing enough, but 

when she goes on to say, referring to the 
contrast in the views of her parents: 'This 
disequilibrium, which made my life a kind 
of endless disputation, is the main reason 
why I became an intellectual', one cannot 
help feeling that hindsight and rationalisa­
tion have got the better of memory. 

Her intellectual pursuits, her contact with 
contemporary literature and philosophy 
soon lead her, not only to reject orthodox 
catholicism, but to deny the very existence 
of God, and henceforth her life becomes 
one of constant rebellion against the cramp­
ing authority of her home. Studies, friend­
ship and nature provide the only refuge 
from this bitter conflict. Literature begins 
to take the place in her life once occupied 
by religion. 

Books had always been important for her 
from the moment when, as a little girl, she 
'was charmed to be an apprentice to the 
sorcery that transmutes printed symbols in­
to stories' to her adolescence when books 
were the only reality within her reach. 
Every phase in her development was ac­
complished through and epitomised in a 



book. Little \ ·Vomen, Le Grand M eaulnes, 
Les Nourritures Terrestres figure as impor­
tant milestones on the road to wider ex­
perience and a richer life. 

In her bookishness, her passionate seri­
ousness and her intolerance of mediocrity 
and halfheartedness Simone de Beauvoir 
is characteristically French. No English girl 
would have been so unashamedly intellec­
tual, so utterly without humour or so com­
placent about her own clumsiness and in­
difference to feminine accomplishments. 
There is a fanatical earnestness even in her 
rather comical attempts to explore the 
seamy side of life on nocturnal jaunts 
through the bars of i\!Iontparnasse. Her con­
flicts and radical questionings too are typi­
cal of a whole generation of French intel­
lectuals. In her battles with her parents we 
witness the dissolution of the values of the 
19th century and the slow emergence of 
those of the 20th. It is no accident that she 
finds all her aspirations confirmed and 
heightened only in one fellow student of 
philosophy at the Sorbonne, Jean-Paul 
Sartre, who more than any other figure 
became representative of the rising genera­
tion of French existentialists. He personi­
fies for her the absolute devotion to ideas 
and to the truth, the singleness of purpose, 
the belief in the writer's mission in society 
which had given meaning and direction to 
her own youth. 

This first instalment of Simone de 
Beauvoir's memoirs covers her early life up 
to the time when she took her doctorate 
in philosophy. Outwardly hers was an un­
eventful youth, and there is a certain mono­
tony in the endless alternation between de­
pression and exaltation. But at the end of 
the book she emerges liberated from the 
pressures that overshadowed her grm.,·th, 
ready and well equipped to start her own 
life. 

This is an intensely individual book and 
the author of The fodandarins is an excep­
tionally intelligent and talented woman. 
Yet the importance of her autobiography 
lies in the fact that it is more than a per-
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sonal document, that it tells the story of 
a whole generation of Frenchmen. 

The English translation is Ruent and 
informal and brings out well the lucidity of 
style and the vitality of thought of the 
original. MATILDA STRIMPFEL 

Fiction 
THE LEOl'AHD by Guissepe di Lampedusa. 
(Collins </..,- Harville) (Tmnslated from the Italian 
by Archibald Colquhoun) 

THIS is a story of the Risorgimento in 
Sicily, and its effects on the fortunes of 

a princely family, which has the Leopard 
for its heraldic sign, and of which the 
author is a scion. In 1860, exactly a hundred 
years ago, Garibaldi and his Red Shirts 
landed on the island, to win the Kingdom 
of the Two Sicilies for the amalgam oi 
states, which was in 1870 to become 'Italy'. 

This period of change and uncertainty 
threw up new names and new fortunes, 
like islands in an erupting sea-bed. Don 
Fabrizio, Prince of Salina, a mountain of 
a man, is dynamic enough to comprehend 
his witty, young nephew's advice. 'If you 
want things to stay as they are, things will 
have to change.' He accepts the challenge 
by marrying his beloved, but penniless 
ward to a plebian beauty, the daughter 
of the nouveau-riche mayor of his village, 
even though by so doing he lodges a thorn 
deep in the leopard's paw, and also breaks 
his own daughter's heart. 

Here is enough material for the swish 
of a cloak-and-dagger novel. Palaces so 
large that there are whole suites into which 
the owners have never stepped, a great 
prince who foresees the waning power of 
his family and the feudal system. There is 
romance and cupidity, all this set against 
the 'voluptuous torpor' of that strange 
island of theirs. But the action, the speed of 
such a novel is missing, and the reader is 
left with the impression that nothing much 
has happened. There is much analysis of 
class, and of the Sicilian temperament, both 
subjects obviously close to the author's 
heart. The analysis, though intelligent, 
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holds up the narrative, nor is it profound 
enough to make this book a contemplative 
study. 

The characters are cliches, as Sicilians 
and as human beings: the priest with his 
breviary, the old maid and her four boxes 
of unused trousseau, even Bendico, the 
Great Dane, with his noble simplicity! And 
though the author writes well of his native 
Sicily, 'a land conceived in a delirious 
moment of creation', one is never oppressed 
or stirred by its volcanic barrenness, its 
claustrophobic inactivity and the 'sense of 
death' which he stresses so much . 

The book's most evocative episode is the 
St. Martin's Summer, spent in the vast 
country palace of Donnafugata, through 
which the betrothed couple roam, in a 
frenzied state of golden sensuality. 

'The Leopard' is Lampedusa's first and 
last novel. Having contemplated it for 
twenty-five years, he wrote it in a few 
months, dying soon after finishing the fair 

BRITAIN 
IN INDIA 
H. P. MASAN I 

294 pages with 16 half-toile illus­
trations and 5 line drawings. Rs 15 

copy. It has bcome a Book Society choice, 
and has climbed vertiginously to the top of-~ 
the best-seller list. SHIRIN SABAVALA 

THE AFFAI R by C. P. Snow (Macmillan & Co. 
Ltd. , 18s.) 

THIS is the eighth volume to be publish-
ed in C. P. Snow's series of novels, 

Strangers and Brothers. The series is so 
designed that each book can be read inde­
pendently but is yet a link in a closely­
knit sequence, which when completed will 
cover a considerable slice of English life 
from 1914 to the present clay. The narrator 
in each case is Lewis Eliot. 

The present volume concerns Lewis' 
'observed experience' in a Cambridge col­
lege, of which he is an -ex-Fellow. A young 
scientist, Donald Howard, recently elected 
to a Fellowship, has been detected, as it 
is thought, in a piece of scientific fraud. 
The fraud consists of the use in his thesis 
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ranges over the two and a half centuries 
of British rule, from the first voyage of 
an East India Company vessel in 1601 
to the withdrawal in August 1947, 
with an awareness of the human issues 
involved that sets him apart from the 
academic historian. 

The integrity and sincerity of purpose 
of many of the viceroys - Hastings aml 
Dalhousie, Irwin and \Vavell- are here 
revealed ; and tl1 e methods and motives 
of the prominent Indian leaders - notably 
Dadabhai Naoroji, Gandhi, Nehru and 
Hajagopalachari - are studied with sym­
pathy and understanding. ' Errors were 
made on both sides,' Mr Masani says, 
which retarded the progress towards 
self-government. His analysis of these 
errors is at once impartial and mature. 

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 
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of a photograph which, a committee of 
scientists from the college agree, has been 
faked. The Court of Seniors, after a care­
ful enquiry, has therefore suspended 
Howard from his Fellowship. 

But then a new piece of evidence turns 
up, which throws some doubt on whether 
the fraud was Howard's own or that of 
his former collaborator, a very eminent 
scientist, now dead. The rest of the book is 
concerned with the varying reactions of 
the Fellows of the College to this develop­
ment and with their split into two violently 
opposed groups, one supporting and the 
opposing Howard's reinstatement. 

Snow sets out to explore the world of 
men's minds and characters. Our whole at­
tention is focused on his theme, which is 
the complicatedness of people's motives and 
the diverse factors that affect their conduct 
-in this case their reactions to the claims of 
justice. Skillfully we are introduced to each 
of the Fellows in turn, given just enough 
of their backgrounds to put us in the picture 
if we have not read the earlier novels, and 
shown how their reactions to the discovery 
of the new evidence differ. 

It i~ the subtle interplay of chnracter that 
makes the book both an exciting story in 
itself and at the same time a serious study 
in how 'politics' work In fact Snow states 
explicitly why he has chosen a small 
society like the college to exemplify the 
working of politics. 'He had forgotten,' 
Lewis says of one of the characters, 'how 
intense and open the emotions could show 
in a closed society like this,' whereas in the 
national sphere 'it had been controlled, 
official politics, with the feelings, the 
antagonisms, the hates and ambitions, kept 
some distance beneath the skin.' 

Above all the strength of the book is its 
sincerity. Snow never plays for effect; and 
even the rather pedestrian style contributes 
to the feeling of solidity. We feel that the 
author knows his world through and 
through-which in fact he does, having been 
himself a Fellow of Christ's College at 
Cambridge, as well as a distinguished pub­
lic servant. Amongst the welter of modern 
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novels dealing with the abnormal and the 
artificial it is good to have this series which 
is highly serious and deals with real men. 

RHONA GHATE 

"FUEL FOR THE FLAME": by Alec Waugh 
(Cassell) 18 sh/-

EAST is East and Vhst is West, Alec 
'Vaugh seems to say, yet when the 

twain meet, the outcome is usually a love 
affair, sometimes even a marriage. The 
meeting ground in his latest novel Fuel for 
the Flame is Karak, a small imaginary 
island off Bm;neo where an ageing monarch 
-discreetly advised by a British Resident 
and unobtrusively guarded by a British 
Security Officier-rules over a picturesque 
Buddhist population. 

In this conveniently exotic setting 
'Vestern business executives brought out 
by the discovery of oil in the island meet 
the East, and their idle wives meet hand­
some, rich Eurasians. Although this is a 
post-Mangham orient, life in an isolated oil 
camp is still much what it was for the 
colonial memsahib at the beginning of the 
century. The wives find it hard to fill their 
time: 

From lunchtime on it's easy sailing', 
the General Manager's wife explains to 
a new arrival, 'but the four and a half 
hours of the morning are the young 
brides' problem. They have been busy 
all their lives, now they have nothing 
to do at all. . . . Morning coffee parties 
aren't enough.' 

For the men the temptation is drink, the 
women find other ways to relieve the bore· 
dom. 

So far so good. But Alec Waugh is 
ambitious and casts his net wider. He 
allows a breeze of change to blow through 
his idyllic island. The crown prince, having 
sown his wild oats in England, returns to 
the country and the customs of his ances­
tors but with an English wife. Oil-rich 
Karak is becoming a pawn in the world 
wide game of power politics, a target for 
suave financiers and shady speculators, a 
battlefield for communists (infiltrating from 
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their breeding-ground in post-independen­
ce Calcutta! ) 

In fact this novel has almost everything 
the sophisticated reader could wish for . 
The author assembles an impressive gallery 
of characters who enact their intrigues, 
flirtations and love affairs before a changing 
background of crumbling colonial empires, 
advancing communism and Asian dreams of 
national independence. A dash of Buddhist 
mysticism (the crown prince's stay in a 
monastery) a pinch of psychology (a young 
girl reliving a traumatic shock in recurring 
nightmares ) and the ever present threat of 
sabotage all add to the flavour. The material 
is well organised, the various strands inter­
weaving so skilfully that no loose ends are 
left dangling, and punishment and reward 
are neatly meted out to each according to 
his station and desert: near fatal bullet 
wounds, diplomatic transfers and inclusions 
in the Birthday Honours list. Just the plot 
for an affective film with racy dialogue, 
quick cuts from one set to another, and 
beyond the close-ups of embracing lovers 
the exotic background of white beaches and 
swaying palm trees. 

The flames of passion, of nationalism and 
of the oilwells seem to burn brightly, but 
it is such a superficial glare that even an 
unsophisticated reader may be forgiven the 
suspicion, that there really isn't enough fuel 
to go round. MATILDA STRI:MPFEL 

Polities 

THE COMMUNIST PARTY OF THE SOVIET 
UNION. Leonard Schapiro, Eyre and Spottis­
woode, Shillings 63. 

I NNUiviERABLE books have been written 
about Soviet Russia and the actions and 

policies of its communist rulers. So far how­
ever there has been no authoritative and 
objective history of the Communist Party 
in spite of the fact that during the last forty­
four years the party has been the sole 
arbiter of the destinies of that great country. 
The Communist Party of the Soviet Union 
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by Prof. Leonard Schapiro fulfils that long­
felt need. 

As the author has stated, he has 
proceeded to vvrite 'a kind of biography of 
the party' in the setting of the social and 
political conditions in the country. He 
begins his story with an analytical descrip­
tion of the various currents of thought pre­
valing in Tsarist Russia in the last couple 
of decades of the nineteenth century and 
of their influence on the thinking of Lenin 
and other founders of the Social Democra­
tic Party. The story is then carried through 
the little known period of 1902 to 1917, of 
internal quarrels and splits and of Lenin's 
resolute, and many a time unfair and im­
moral efforts to build up a highly centralis­
ed and disciplined party of professional 
revolutionaries. In 1917, the party captured 
power and established itself as the sole 
authority. The story since then is fairly 
well-known. Prof. Schapiro has told it with 
a wealth of details which throws revealing 
light on many obscure and ambiguous fea­
tures. He has carried the story upto 1958 
and has covered the emergence of Khrus­
chev as the most powerful person in the 
party and the country. 

The peculiar feature of the Russian scene 
is the undisguised and unquestioned rule of 
a political party. The party determines 
everything not only in the political and the 
economic spheres but also in the spheres 
of education, science, literature and art. 
The entire life of the people and all their 
manifold activities are guided and control­
led by the party. And the party is controlled 
and manipulated by a few leaders who in 
their turn are controlled by the leader. This 
system of hierarchical control assumed its 
worst form in the days of Stalin. Stalin 
might have been a particularly cruel, high­
handed and capricious person. But it is 
necessary to remember that he did not in­
vent new norms or policies. He followed in 
the footsteps of Lenin in organising the 
party as a monolithic entity and in insisting 
upon the unquestioned acceptance of its 
decisions. As the author has pointed out, 
under Stalin, 'the triumph of the apparatus 



was complete- and it was Lenin who had 
been its begetter.' The evils of Stalinism 
are the evils of Leninism. Any attempt to 
distinguish one from the other is deceptive 
and disingeneous. 

It is unrealistic, however, to believe that 
the party ruled only through terror. A 
mystique had been built around the party. 
It was made the repository of all wisdom, 
of all revolutionary consciousness and of 
the will and strength to organise the people 
for the social revolution. Faith in the party 
and blind obedience to all its dictates were 
instilled in the mind of every member. This 
training conditioned their minds and made 
it extremely difficult for them to deviate 
from the party line or to adopt any position 
that would harm the party. This is best 
illustrated by some remarks of one of the 
old Bolsheviks, Piatakov which Prof. Scha­
piro has quoted. Piatakov fell in the end 
a prey to one of Stalin's purges and was 
tried and executed. He is reported to have 
said to a friend: 'The essential characteris­
tic of this party is that it is bounded by no 
laws, it is always extending the realm of 
the possible until nothing becomes impos­
sible. Nothing is inadmissible for it, nothing 
unrealizable. For such a party a true Bol­
shevik will readily cast out from his mind 
ideas in which he has believed for years. 
There could be no life for him outside the 
ranks of the party, and he would be ready 
to believe that black was ·white, and white 
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was black, if the party required it. In order 
to become one with this great party he 
would fuse himself with it, abandon his 
own personality so that there was no parti­
cle inside him which was not at one with 
the party, did not belong to it.' With this 
attitude of worship and surrender prevalent 
amongst most members, it was not difficult 
for the leaders to carry the people along 
with them through many crises v.-hich befell 
the party. 

If the party is so strong and if the 
mem hers are so devoted to it, is it possible 
to entertain any hope for a change in Soviet 
Russia? Prof. Schapiro does not venture a 
prediction, as 'prediction is not a function 
of a historian'. And yet he has ended on a 
fairly optimistic note. The present rulers, 
he has pointed out, will be succeeded by 
younger men who 'have grown up not in 
the atmosphere of Stalin's holocausts, but 
in the heroic defence of their country and 
in the enthusiastic reconstruction of the 
ruins left by the enemy.' Not sharing 'the 
burden of guilt of keeping Stalin in power', 
their political horizon 'may not remain 
limited by the rules for an underground 
conspiracy as once formulated by Lenin'. 
The party, which now has a membership of 
over seven million, may then undergo a 
change-and that may contribute to the 
changes which are already taking place in 
the country as a result of the economic 
transformation. V. B. KARNIK 
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CO RRESPO JV DEN CE 

To the Euilors, Quest. 

Permit us to express our complete llisagreement 
with the views expressed in your editorial of 
QUEST 26 in so far as they concern Indians writ­
ing in English. Both as individuals and as memb­
ers of " Triters \~Torkshop, we arc committed to 
agreement in principle that English lu1s proved its 
ability as a language to play a creative role in All­
India literatme. 

Your editorial states categorically that 'Fiction 
and poetry written in English by Indians cannot 
but be regarded as freakish or at best as highly 
exceptional.' We share your concern but find your 
judgement misguided. 

For one thing, it contains an error of fact. A 
pretty high standard of creative writing has been 
turned out in recent years by such authors as 
H. K. Narayan, Balachandra Hajan, Mulk Haj 
Anand, Khushwant Singh, Anand Lall, Victor 
Anant, G. V. Desani, Haja Hao, Bhabani Bhatta­
charya, Sudhin Chose, Shanta Hama Hao, Kamala 
Markanclaya, Attia Hossain, Lambert Mascerenhas, 
Nirad C. Chaudhuri, Dom Moraes and others. 
·writers ·workshop brings out, at regular monthly 
intervals, booklets of creative writing - and our 
problem has never been shortage of quality 
material. 

Secondly, we feel that your editorial slant is so 
critical and aloof that it does not take into account 
the problems these writers face. Our problem is 
one of engagement; we are involved in this busi­
ness of creative writing, with the result that your 
remark strikes us as having an air of facile implau­
sibility. A writer is not an ambidexterous man who 
can suddenly switch over from one language to 
another. He cannot say, 'Now I must write a poem 
about the harvest season in Bengali,' and later say, 
'Now I must write one about a diesel tractor in 
English.' He writes, and that's that. 

\i\lhich brings us to the question of tools, our 
third point. The writer is, after all, a deeply feel­
ing craftsman; he uses the very workmanlike tool 
of language, and if he intends doing a good job 
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he goes about using the language at his disposal as 
emotively and significatively as possible. Dante had 
a rough tool, and he transformed it into a dolce 
stil nuovo . English is a sharp tool, and suits us 
very well, we think; we are lucky to have it sharp. 
Is it alien? But what about Conrad, Beckett, 
Koestler, Naipaul? Freakish?-but isn't any great 
writer freakish and flash-in-the-pannish? 

The fact is that we are living in a cosmopolitan 
world, and it is only the cosmopolitan nature of 
modern culture that makes it possible for an Indian 
to appreciate Lorca, Auclen, Beckett, Eliot, even 
Lin Yutang or Han Suyin, with as much relish, as 
much genuine enjoyment, as, say, a Frenchman's 
or an American's. \i\lhat matters here is the culti­
vation and refinement of taste possessed by the 
reader. The Indian writing in English cannot, and 
does not, aim at the unsophisticated reader, for 
which reason he can successfully employ 'cosmopo­
litan' images and specifically non-Indian symbols. 
The emergence of the cosmopolitan reader (if we 
may use that term ) is a phenomenon peculiar to 
the mid-twentieth century. 

Finally, we regret the implication in your 
sta tement that a large number of writers necessa­
rily adds up to Literature with a capital L. The 
concern is always to use the language nobly, surely, 
precisely, not just slickl_y and on-and-on-ingly. 
Such an implication as yours is, in fact, irrelevant. 
Also irrelevant is the other implication that a 
minority -group, such as Indians writing in English 
now constitute, is rejectable; not only irrelevant, 
but dangerous. Minority groups can and often act 
as leaven, and they can certainly contribute 
significantly to national culture. 

\·Ve have been very pleased by the attention 
you have focused on this problem, for it is a real 
problem and not, as some are inclined to think, 
a nimbu-pani dream. Notl1i.ng will help the Indian 
writer in English more than intelligent discussion 
of his ideas and ideals. 

P. LAL }AI R.UAN PRADIP S EN 

ANITA D ESAI DEB KuMAR DAs 

SASTHIBRATA CHAKRAVARTI 
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Reply 

The ·workshop \Vriters, we note with pleasure, 
are creative writers; 'they write, and that's that'. 
It is this deliberate and declared 'that's that' 
quality in their writings (including the letter re­
produced above) which makes any proper reply 
so irrelevant. Besides, the main point at issue­
whether it is natural for Indian creative writers to 
express themselves in their mother tongues, and 
whether it is not highly exceptional for them to 
do so in an alien tongue (be it the 'sharp tool' of 
English )-seems to us scarcely debatable. We were 
and still are under the impression that one of 
these positions has a certain obviousness about it 
which renders argument superfluous. Rhetoric is 
another matter. \Ve shall therefore make only 
passing comments on a few points in the above 
letter. Jyotirmoy Datta, a young creative writer 
in Bengali, will cover these and other points at 
some length in the next issue. 

1. What the letter describes as an error of fact 
on our part is not a question of fact at all; it is a 
question of value. That Mr. P . Lal's book of verse 
The Parrot's Death contains a poem called 'The 
Old iv!an' is a statement of fa ct; that it is 'good 
matter for a poem, but the poem ain't there' is 
Mr. William Hull's judgement of value about it­
with which we are unable to agree. The vVorkshop 
vVriters would permit us to disagree with them in 
their value judgement that the 15 Indian writers 
named by them ('and others' unnamed) have all 
attained 'a pretty high standard of creative writing 
in English'. Dom Moraes undoubtedly has, but 
then his mother tongue happens to be English. 
R. K. Narayan and three or four others are the 
exceptions we had in mind. Nirad Chaudhuri is 
an important writer, but is he essentially a creative 
writer? No doubt 'he writes like an angel', as some 
of his English critics have remarked. Nonetheless, 
it need hardly be pointed out that the ideas and 
opinions he has expressed are more important 
(and it is these which have been furiously attack­
ed by his Indian critics) than the manner in 
which - they have been expressed. His books, if 
not primarily discursive, are on the borderland of 
creative and discursive writing, and therefore do 
not properly illustrate either point of view in this 
controversy. Does the fact that no poet has been 
named, except (naturally) Dom 1vforaes, in their 

pretty long list of Indian writers indicate that Mr. 
Lal and his friends admit at least in this field of 
creative writing (where creativity is at its higl1est 
and objectivity lowest) that it is highly excep-

tiona! for Indians to reach 'a pretty high standard' 
in English? 

2. What stands in the way of English 'playing 
a creative role in All-India literature' is not only 
the difficulty of using a foreign language creatively 
but also the difficulty of fully appreciating what 
has been created in a foreign language. Moreover, 
thanks to the influence of Hopkins, the French 
symbolists and their English descendants, an un­
precedented degree of subtlety, craftsmanship 
and wizardry has come into the language of 
English poetry during the second quarter of this 
century. If in very exceptional cases and probably 
as a result of twenty years or more of unremitting 
toil an Indian writer (whose mother tongue is not 
English) did attain to that virtuosity in the use of 
English words, phrases and idioms, which todav 
is indispensable for anyone aspiring to be a po;t 
in that language, how many Indian readers is he 
likely to have who could grasp thoroughly al) the 
types of ambiguity and layers of meaning which 
he has succeeded in hiding behind the arabesque 
of his words? I am afraid by far the greater majo­
rity of readers who can fuily respond to Dom 
Moraes, Nissim Ezekiel and P. La] are in England 
and America, not in India. It is the men of ideas 
who use language like a workman's tool; 'the 
deeply feeling craftsmen' of today use their lang­
uage more like a conjurer's wand . 

3. \Ve plead guilty to have remained 'aloof' 
from the problem of 'engagement'-and a hundred 
other problems which Indian creative writers face . 
In that editorial we were concerned only with 
the question as to whether it is more natural and 
convenient for them to solve, or attempt to solve, 
these problems in the medium of their mother 
tongues or of a foreign language. Is it our critic~· 
point that because English is a sharper tool, 
Indians should take to creative writing in English? 
Is it not easier for an Indian to bring cosmopolitan 
images and symbols to his own language (if he 
needs them) than to change his medium of ex­
pression? Are the \Vorkslwp \Vriters sure that 'the 
cosmopolitan nature of modern culture' has been 
better expressed in the poetry and fiction of the 
Indian writers they have named (or in their own 
creative writings) than in Rabindranath Tagore, 
Pramatha Chowdhury, Sudhindranath Datta, 
Amiya Chakravarti, Buclclhadeva Bose, Bishnu Dey, 
)\Janik Banerjee, Dhurjati Mukl1erjee-to name only 
some Bengali writers? We have no reason to doubt 
that the impact of modern cosmopolitan culture 
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has been as fruitful on many other Indian lang­
uages. 

4. No creative writer, who has reached a cer­
tain standard of excellence, can be 'rejectecr-in 
whatever language he might choose to write. But 
this does not preclude one from stating that the 
great bulk of recognisable creative writing in Incli:t 
h:ts been clone, is being clone and is likely to he 
clone through the medium of Indian languGges Gnd 
not through English , or that .it is natural and right 
thGt this should be so. 

5. ThGt poems abou t harvest seasons are to 
be written in Bengali and those about Diesel 
engines in English is an idea which amuses us but 
had unfortunately not occurred to us. 'Ale take it 
as a piece of purely imaginative writing indulged 
in by the writers of the vVorkshop, having no 
reference whatsoever to anything we wrote in the 
editorial. What we did say was that Indians still 
find it more convei1ient to write reflective or 

technical essays on Diesel engines and other things 
in English, that we do not foresee any consider­
able change in this practice for a long time to 
come, and thGt from the point of view of the 
cultural unity of Indb we commend the use of 
English as a common medium of intellectual dis­
course in India. The natural medium for the poet 
of any land is his mother tongue, even if he is 
inspired by Diesel engines. 

6. Finally, in the paragraph of the letter 
beginning with 'finally' there is an implication tlnt 
only the tiny minority of Indians writing poetry 
Gncl fiction in English 'use the language nobly, 
surely, precisely', and that the great mGjority 
writing in Hindi, Urdu , Bengali, ~Iarathi , Tamil 
and other Indian languages use the language 'just 
slickly and on-Gncl-oningly'. We find this impli­
mtion not irrelevant but false, not only false but 
unfair. 

-EDITOHS 
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Moti 

of damshedpur 

Nor a show dog perh2ps. But Moti doesn't 
worry about that. Nor about anything else, as long 
as he has enough to eat and the sun to bask in. 
Certainly he neither knows nor cares that he 
lives in Jamshcdpur-a city devoted to producing 
o ne of today's most precious metals .. . steel. 

Nor does Moti care to know that the town he 
lives in is the result of private enterprise ... 
that the town produces steel for factories, houses, 
hospitals, railways and for the varied consumer 
needs of this modern age ... that it is built and 
maintained by Tatas. 

This is just one of the ways in which Tatas 
contribute to the growth and development of the 
country. In such widely differing fields as steel, 
textiles, electric power, chemicals, locomotives and 
engineering, machine tools , radios. air conditioning ..• 
private enterprise plays an important role. 

It's a pity Moti knows nothing of all this . An 
individualist himself, he'd be the first to appreciate 
such private enterprise and initiat ive. 

·rATA INDUSTRIES {t.,.,. LIMITE.O 
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Export Prices on Enquiry 

BOOKS WORTH Rs. :zs.oo OR OVER ARE SENT POST FREE 

DELHI 
BOMBAY 
C.UCUTTA 
MADRAS 

Old Sctretariate, De!hi-6 
3, Pro~pcct Chambers, Oadabhai Haoroji Rd., Bombay-1 
ii.I.R. Buildings, $outh Wing, Edcm Gardens, Calcutta·! 
Ananda Sagar, ll Santhome High Road. Madras-4 

DA 6o/337 



FOR EASIER,, FASTER,u 
BETTER,, , TYPING 

NEW 
MODEL 

a!f .. lndian Typewriter 

Look at these 
advanced features 

Eas ily R~movable 

Pla ten: For clelning 

and replacement. 

Handy Platen 

Detent Release: 

Now located near 

carriage ·release. 
Changes line-spacing 
temporarily without 

losing ori;;inal line. 

Positive Spacing with 

Instant Control 

Lever: Permits 

change from single 
to double to triple 

spacing. 

Dur2ble Paper 

Bail : In ser· 
rated, rustless 

metal for 

accurate 

bailing 

of paper. 

Convenient 
Line-sp~ce 

Lever : For 
moving carriage 
smoothly and 
changing space as 
set by the I ine· 
space Gauge. 

Service after Sales 
Guaranteed. 

Brief Size 

pitts 
such ease and efficiency 
features as acceler.:.ted 
Typeb"r Action for 
sharper, clearer ty·pes; 
simple Tabulation De· 
vice; Touch Tuning to 
adjust the personalised 
touch; hard-wearing, 
Attractive Finish .. , 

Our friendly sales 
representatives will be 
happy to demonstrate, 
wi thcut any obligati<:>n. 

f8 the finest value in Typewriters 
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ASP{l!C-E-l~ 

QUEST 

Mr. Employer: to every men1ber of your staff add four dependants- and there you 
have a rough idea of the extra people who depend on your payroll. These dependants 
are important to your organisation because upon their financial security rests your em­
ployees' peace of mind; peace of mind which makes for greater productivity, devotion.: 
to duty and loyalty. The Life Insurance Corporation offers two Schemes which, as an 
employer, you should know about: 
Gro"p Insurance Scheme offers low-cost Life Insurance protection to your staff under­

one Master Policy. 
Superannuation Scheme is the cheapest method of providing retirement pension, vvith 

or without life insurance benefit 
MORE ABOUT THESE SCHEMES: 
• For tax purposes premiums on both Schemes are treated as normal business expenses 

Under certain Schemes attractive tax-relief is allowed to the employees. 
• Employees get the benefits of thes-:?. Schemes at \ovver cost 
• The y can often be instituted at no extra cost to the employer 
• Administratively, they do not involve your office in anything but minor clerical \Nork 
• It is being increasing ly rea li sed that these Schemes go a long way to increasing staff 

productivity and length of service. 
When next an Insurance man calls on you about these Schemes, give him a few mim .. 1tes a of your time-without any commitment of course. 

~ ~ife Snsurance CCorporatiou of ~dia. 



~§ 
SIEMENS 

Represen1a1fves ' .) 
all over lhe world 

Worldwide 
Electrical 
Engineering 
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'"' : 

SIEMENS & HALSKE AG • SIEMENS-SCHUCKERTWERKE AG 
BERLIN· MONCHEN • ERLANGEN 

SO L! REPRESENTATIVES 

SIEMENS ENGINEERING & MANUFACTURING CO. OF INDIA PRIVATE LTD. 
BOMBAY • CALCUTTA · NEW DELHI • MADRAS • BANGALORE • AHMEDABAD • VISAKHAPATNAM 



Fine performance In a car depends 
on many factors -power, controls. 
balance, springing-in fact, the entire 
r:onc:eptlon and con;tructlon or the 
car. 

The Ambassador passes th is test 
handsomely. The amazing Over-head 
V:tlve Engine gives you 25% more 

power ond 25% more ec:o~omy fhe 

controls are responsive and easy to 

manipulate. It corners wonderfully,. 

and the springs furnish a smooth 

ride. In fact, every component a:1d 

part of the Ambassador is designed to 

contribute to a superb p~rforrn:wce: ! 

H1NDUSTAN MOTORS LtMITEb, CAlCUTTA-! 

DEALERS----------------------

Agra; Ambala Cantt; A.jmer; Ahmedabad; Ahmednagar; 
Allahabad; Baroda; Bangalorc; Bhilai; Berhampur; Bo111bay; 
Bareilly; Calcutta; Cuttack; Coimbatore; Colombo; Dibrugarh; 
Dh<Juh .: c~; G\q]ior: G~l'<1nti; Imphal; Indore; Jaipur; Jabalpur; 
Jodhpu r; Jalgao:l; J orhat; J amshedpur; Jul!unclur City; Jammu; 
J:.:anpur; Kolhapur; Kurnool; Lucknow; Madras; lVIadurai; 
Mangalore ; Meerut; Nagpur; New Delhi; Nepal; Patna; 
Poona; Pondichcrry; Palayamcottai; Rajkot; Ranchi; Sambalpur; 
Shillong; Secunderabad; Silchar; Srinagar; Satna; Tezpur; 
Tiruchirapalli; Trivandrum; Varanasi Cantt; Vijayawacla; 
Vizinnagram. 
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subscription form 

To QUEST, 148 Mahatma Gandhi Road, BOMBAY I 

Please enter/ renew my subscription from ....... .. ........... . . 

to ....... .. ... .. ...... .... ..... . ... ... ... ...... ... .... 1 am sending Rs. 5/. "' (Rs. 4/- for 

nwmbers of the Indian Committee fot· Cultural Freedom) 
by cheque [M.O. [P.O. [in cash 

N AME 

A DDRESS 

D ATE ... ....... ..... . Signature 

e Annual subscription: U.K. 12s; U.S.A. $3; France 450 Francs; Italy 984 Liras; 
Ceylon Rs. 718/ -; Burma Rs. 7181-; Germany 7 Marks; Israel 12s; Pakistan 
Rs. 7 /8/-; Japan 567 Yens; Foreign subscriptions entered in I;dia Rs. 7/ 8/-. 

gift subscription form 

Please enter gift subscription to the following in my name. 

Signature 

ADDRESS ...... .... .... ... . 

NAME 

AnDRESS ..... 



NAME 

ADDRESS ................ ....... ...... ...... .. .......... .. .. . ........ ..... ..... ........ . . 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

specimen copy form 

Please send a specinw·n copy of QUEST to the following with 
an appeal to subscribe, mentioning my name. 

Signatu1'e 

ADmmss 

NAJ\fE 

ADDRESS 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

·············· ··· ············ ··············· ···· ·· ··· ···· ···· ································· ·················· ···· ······· 

..................... .. ........... ....... ... ............ ......... .. ... ..... ............ ...... .. ..... .. ................. 
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The Kohinoor Mills 
offer you a wide choice of 

long-lasting fabr ics for 

COATS and 
TROUSERS 

Royal Throne • 365 Sateen • Statesm ar , 
190 Drill • 466 Satee n 

The Kohinoor Mills also ~ffer you fabrics for 
Suits- Bush Shirts- Shirts 

The Kohinoor Mills Co. Ltd., Bombay. 
Managing Agents : Killick Industries Ltd. 

Home Street, Bombay I. 

Whatever language you speak 
I 

~OHINOOif 
QUALITY 

is the same! 

Printed and published by Miss SHEELA SINGH for the Indian Committee for 
Cultural Freedom, Army and Navy Building, 148 Mahatma Gandhi Rd., Bombay 1, 
at Inland Printers, Victoria Mills Buildings, 55 Gamdevi Road, Bombay 7. 



Registered with the registrar of No. 1909/5 
Newspapers for India under; 

''India has more acreage 
under rice than any other country in 

the world . Yet production is 
not large enough to meet the demand. 

Considerable damage to crop 
is dooe by the paddy stem borer, the 

cost of which is estimated 
at over Rs . 30 crores a year. Shell 

endrin provides effective 
control of this deadly insect pest 

and can thus increase rice 
yields on affected fields by upto 

50 per cent.~~ 

Extract from a Burmah·Shell publication 
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