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HAVE you been to England ?”

“Yes and no; no, for | haven’t set foot on Englis
yet; yes — for | have never in the best and happiest moments of
my life, been out of it. To walkthrough old Wessex country
__with Thomas Hardy—warnder over Egdon Heath with Eustacia
Vye, be at the sheep-shearing at Bathsheba’s farm, and follow the
tragic Mayor through Casterbridge—is it not being in England ?
To ke with George Eliot in Warwickshire, or Emily and Char-
lotte Bronte’ in Yorkshire and with Dickens and Thackeray and
Charles Lamb in London, this is to know better not worse, °
“more rather than less intimately  “Know’st thou the way to
Dover ? ‘‘Both stile and gate, horseway and footpath”. As
for the squalor and flth and dirt; poverty disease and
immorality ; all the seamy unsavoury side of any place, the less
we see of it the better.
Ruskin’s springs of Wandel, Kentish country in Jane
Austen, the Lake District in Wordsworth, these are enough. -
“This is queer travelling”.
“Yes, by the arm-chair-route ! and I have fine dreams too
of places where I shall live and of the people I shall meet !”
Not far from Madura on the hither side away from
Pasumalai, is a huge rock with a tiger-like aspect and broad
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brown stripes on the sides marking the draining off of the storm
water from its top. If you thought of walking round it, it will
be a pretty three mile walk ; if you thought of shouting from
one end to the other, you wouldn’t be heard at all. If you
thought it fit lodgment for dacoits and desperadoes, you have
the right type of mind for writing short stories; but if you
dream of putting up a Vatican or an Alhambra, furnishing it
with all the libraries of the world, you would, like a very sensible
person, see all the great men of the world march past before
you, men of old time and of all time, waiting, “not to give
audience but to gain it’.

Build thee a stately mansion, oh my soul! Lo and behold
at the magical call of poetry, gleaming with many-coloured
stones, streaked and veined marble and porphyry, with domes
like St. Peter’s and colonnades like the Parthenon, with pennon
floating as over Adrian’s Mole, St. Angelus, Rome, the stately
structure spreads and through its casements gleam the candela-
baras in well-furnished halls, carpeted to make you. sink to your
~“ankle and fitted with conveniences that make you fall in love
with life and luzury. @

The hanging gardens of Babylon, the labrynthine mazes
of Crete, the winter gardens of Moscow, are here at our com-
mand, as we majestically move through them hand in hand.
Aquatic birds in artificial pends splash the water as they wash
and dry their wings, while the rich plumaged birds of the
tropics strut and sing on branches of trees. The gold-fishin
the globe and the parrots on koughs, roll and gleam and glitter
for your delectation. The ripples on the long lake glide softly
under sun, moon and stars, glide on and on and gently lap and
lave the shore. The rising spray is praise of thee my beloved,
and each glistening diamond drop of it, a pocem in tributeto
beauty. :

At early dawn the flowers drop one by one like rain
drops and bedeck and bejewel the grassy lawn with gemmed
and star-like grandeur. Lilies and lotuses bloom and the bees
that gather honey keep up a monotone of music ; luscious fruits
hang within easy reach and crush themselves in the mouth.
Swings and hammocks and garden chairs, settees and sofas in
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velvet plush ! What must the contended soul of man turn to,
but to things of the mind ! to those greater feasts of the mind,
transcending the senses.

For we have perpetual feasting here, the feast of reason
and the flow of soul! Shakespeare and Webster, Beaumont
and Fletcher, Ben Jonson and Dekker and Marlowe, Greene and
Wiycherley keep ready their galazy of noble plays and you have
only to walk on from one booth to the next, close one book and
open another. Shelly and Swinburne and Rossetti, Words-
worth and Tennyson and Browning, you cannot be in more
inspirating, more soul-entrancing company. Ruskin and Carlyle
and Meredith and John Donne and Jeremy Taylor and Walter
Pater, they will discourse to you of high and noble things. So
forth into Greek times— Aeschylus, Euripides, Sophocles, Plato,
Avristotle, Aesop, Pindar and Pericles are names of the highest
import to the civilization of mankind. Cicero and Horace and
Catullus add refinement to life. Goethe and Heine, Racine and
Moliere, are names to conjure with.

In our land, Kalidasa and Kamban, Valmiki and Valluvar,
speak the eternal truths in imperishable language. I shan’t
weary you with any more names. Let us just walk into this
radiant realm of gold, where the sunrise gilds with its wonder-
ful alchemy the common trees and flowers of the earth. It has
arbours and grottos, peaks and seabeach the variety of life
itself, and the wonder of sky and sea.

The forest of Arden, Macbéth's eastle imduyefness Where
“the air nimbly and sweetly recommends itself unto our gentle
senses, Belarius’ meuntain cave in Wales with the hill ascent
from which one sees people like a crow, the precipice near
Dover where it is dizzy to cast one’s eyes so low !, where crows
and choughs winging the midway air seem as beetles and a
‘man gathering samphire—dreadful trade—seems no bigger
than his head ;—the lonely platform at Elsinore where at night
the air bites shrewdly, a nipping-and an eager air; the populous
lawn, where Perdita presided over the sheep-shearing feast—no
shepherdess but Flora peering in April's front—the fa1ry~hal1n«ted
forest glade, where the mutations of the fancy filled a whole
night’s adventure and lastly the storm-tossed island, wﬁh— lts’ cave
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line-grove fended, where Ferdinand bore the logs and sat at
Chess with Miranda, the isle full of sounds and sweet airs that
give delight and hurt not—these we hold in fee, as our sovran
domain, in this great palace of the mind!

Shall we not receive company here! The children first :
here is sweet Mamillius, who shall tell us his tale of sprites and
goblins and of the man who dwelt by a Churchyard.  The tale
told softly that “vond crickets shall not hear it” has been heard
in a whisper by all the world these hundreds of years! Young
Arthur pleading with Hubert for his eyes ; Macduff's little boy
brutally done to death and Fair Fidele whom we shall meet
again later, now seen in her boy’s garb “Behold divinity no
elder than a boy !” Itis bed-time for children- See them safely
tucked in bed.

Let us now receive the ladies. Tamora, Adriana, Queen
Margaret and Constance we are not at home to. They are such
shrill and shrewish company. We direct them to the doors of
our enemies. We shall receive the intellectual women first,
Portia, Rosalind, and Beatrice. But what solemn and stately
figures are these that walk the glade in queenly dignity with
tragic sublimity writ broad upon their foreheads ? Desdemona,
Imogen, Queen Katherine, Hermione and that culmination of
perfect womanhood, Shakespeare’s highest tribute to the sex,
Cordelia !

Flitting behind these, bringing a wider wonder to the
world, and more of magic to the spring, come Perdita with
wave-like motion, Marina, and Miranda the miracle of women.

We rub our eyes at the pompous pageant that fills and
empties the stage, until we come upon these whose youth is
a part of their definition and in whom love and loveliness
are one !

But one more, the mightiest and the most majestic, that
unparallelled lass, proud Cleopatra’s self! We stand in awe and
gaze with wonder at the figure that holds realms and principali-
ties cheap and strides over the pity of paltry Caesar with lordly
and supercilious contempt! The wonderful woman in her infinite
variety is the unique embodiment, at their highest and best, of
all the charms that individually adorn other women.
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“Would I had never seen her”” “O Sir, you had then left un-
seen a wonderful piece of work which not to have been blessed
withal would have discredited your travel !”

And think of her not as sleeeping after the long day’s
task, as “‘she would catch another Antony in her strong toils of

grace, but standing up peerless with Antony, with the proud
declaration—

“Let Rome in Tiber melt and the wide arch
Of the rang’d empire fall! Here is my space!
Kingdoms are clay! The nobleness of life
Is to dothus!”

LET YOUNG GRADUATES NOTE.

“Two men | honour, and no third. First. the toilworn Craftsman
that with earth-made Implement laboriously conquers the earth, and
makes her man’s. Venerable to me is the hard hand ; crooked, coarse »
wherein notwithstanding lies a cunning virtue, indefeasibly royal, as of
the Scepter of this Planet. Venefable too is the rugged face, all
weather-tanned, besoiled, with its rude intelligence : foritis the face of
a Man living manlike. O, but the more venerable for thy rudness, and
even because we must pity as well as love thee ! Hardly-entreated
Brother I For us was thy back so beat, for us were thy straight limbs
and fingers so deformed : thou wert our conscript, on whom the lot fell,
and fighting our battles wert so marred serserererssnce ciene

“A second man I honour, and still more highly : Him who is
seen toiling for the spirituaily indispensable ; not daily bread, but the
bread of life. Is not he too in his duty ; endeavouring towards inward
Harmony ; revealing this, by act or by word, through all his outward
endeavours, be they high or low? Highest of all, when his outward
and his inward endeavour are one : when we can name him Artist:
not earthly Craftsman only, but inspired Thinker, who with heaven=
made Implement conquers Heaven for us! If the poor and humble toil
that we have Food, must nct the high and glorious toil for him in re-
turn, that we have light, have Guidance, Freedom, Immortality e
These two, in all their degrees, | honour: all else is chaff and dust,
which let the wind blow whither it listeth”. Fan
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Keats and Shelley— A Comparative Study.

[By M:r. P. RAMANATHAN, M. A.]

' NO two poets of the nineteenth century were so expres-
sive of the multlfaricus tendencies of the period in which they
lived as Keats and Shelley. Yet there is almost a tendernessand
pathos which is associated with their names for both of them
died while comparatively young— Keats when he was of the age
of twenty-six, and Shelley when he was thirty. Both were
saturated with ths rich and glorious traditions of English, Italian
and Creak pcetry, and the community of kinship te which they
belong is indicated by their death and burial in Italy. Both of
them breathed the warm, luscicus, bracing ltalian air : and they
are marked by such exquisite sensibility of temper that they
became the singers of pure passion in lyric measures—almost of
the first order.

Yet there are differences in their outlcok on life and
poetry—such differences as are inevitable to those who live in
altering circumstances as they did. Keats spent all his life in
London or in its neighbourhced ; his poetry in consequence
breathes of the meadows, the wocods, the rivers, and the fields
of English rural parts. He was bound down by them—although
he frequently attempted to dwell purely in the fancies of his
imagination. Shelley, on the other hand, went as it were into
voluntary exile into Italy. “In ltaly”, as Rev. S. A. Brooke
remarks, “in the warm and living air both of nature and man,
impulses come in a flashing light and glow, and while they last
they pulsate like the colour-changing skies of Italian nights”.
Shelley, therefore, became a poet of pure impulse, being swept in
the rush and impetuosity of its career, rarely touching the
‘ground.

These different surroundings left their permanent influénce
‘both on their outlock on life, and in their poetry. Shelley and
Keats were first and foremost poets who went in quest of
Ideal Beauty. To Shelley as to Keats the world was a “dim
vast vale of tears,” a world of “weariness, fever, and fret,”
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“where men sit and hear each other groan.“ Here “Beauty
cannot keep her lustrous eyes.” Therefore they sought after
the more enduring, the more permanent, and the more perfect
type of Beauty — Ideal Beauty, in short. “l have not the slight-
est feel of humility towards the public,” wrote Keats to Rey-
nolds, replying to his criticism of Endymion, “or to anything
in existence but the Eternal Being, the Principle of Beauty, and
the Memory of Great Men.” And Shelley gives similar expres-
sion, though in poetry —
“l vowed that 1 would dedicate my powers

To thee (Spirit of Beauty) and thine——""

But ithere was a difference in their ideas of this Beauty and in
the means they adopted to realise it. To Keats it was a prin-
ciple discoverable everywhere on earth— in the cast of a coun-
tenance, in the scent of a stubble field, or in the vocal chords of
a nightingale : and it has to be sought after and realised on
earth. Such a type of Beauty because it is a principle, is ever-
lasting, is truth in itself. The voice he hears of the nighting-
ale’“this passing night”
“was heard

In ancient days by emperer and clown”,
Therefore,

“Beaunty is truth, truth beauty, — that is all

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know,"”

To Shelley, on the other hand, Ideal Beauty is not to be found on
earth. It is primarily not a principle, but an unembodied Spirit,
which has its existence perhaps in the intellect of man or any-
where; but which is seen operating from within this world
of arts occasionally, but which is elusive and fleeting in its
character. That we may seize occasional glimpses of its power
Shelley gives us to understand in his Lines written upon
Euganean Hills, To Jane—The Recollection, etc. The glorious
vision he sees at noon-day from the tops of the Fuganean Hills,
“when all aspects of nature “Interpenetrated lie by the glory ‘of
the sky”, is the handiwork of the Spirit. Similarly the Spirit’s
pglwe_rr is evident in the pine forest of the Cascine near Pisa,

*
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when the absolute calmness of the surrounding scenery suggests
to him that

“A Spirit interfused around,
A thrilling silent life,—
To momentary peace it bound

Qur mortal nature’s strife’.

The Spirit of Beauty, then to Shelley, isthat unseen Power
which visits and illuminates this “vale of tears” with inconst-
ant glorious flashes, and which works from within the world,
striving to transform creation in accordance with its own radi-
ant perfection. What precisely this Spirit of Beauty is, Shelley
does not let us know. He is himself not sure about it. In
the Hymn to Intellectual Beauty it is hailed as “Awful
Loveliness” ; in Prometheus Unbound it is the Spirit of
Love which “interpenetrates'’ FEarth’s ‘ granite mass” ;
in Adonais it is the One contrasted with the Many; and
in Alastor it is the vision which haunts Alastor — the
.perfect Being whom he seeks unceasingly through the universe,
and whese elusive nature finally breaks his heart,” Thus, there
is this essential difference between the two poets, that while
Keats tried to realise the ideal in the real (the facts of existence),
and found it, the other, ignoring the reality of existence, sought
to find the ideal here, and had only fleeting visions of it. There-
{fore, he longed and aspired to realise it elsewhere — in another
realm, the intellectual or the imaginative,

The same difference between the poets is notlceable also
in their attitude to love. At the outset it is remarkable that
while Shelley has left behind him quite a number of love lyrics,
songs of pure personal passion, Keats rarely deals with it solely,
but as incidental to a story in hand. This is perhaps because of
the circumstances of their life. Shelley could not love the
women he married, and Keats could not marry the woman he
loved. Shelley could not love them because they were not cap-
able of such infinite, soul-engrossing, self-annihilating passion
as he represented love to be. Yet it was not lust, nor any of the
amours of worldly life.  ‘The personal protestation at the close
of each verse of Love's Philosophy expresses Shelley’s attitude
to love far less than the other lines which see love everywhere,
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in the fountains wedded to the river, and the mountains kis-
sing heaven. He makes a simple and true statement of facts
elsewhere when he admits : ““I can give not what men call love”.
But the thirst for the passion he has is expressed in the words
of St. Augustine: “amare amabam, quaerebam quid amarem,
amans amare” (I was yearning to love, seeking what to love, being
eager to love), —a motto which he prefixed to his own Alastor.
In other words Shelley was in love with love, not the mortal pas-
sion, which is inconstant, and which fades with the flower, but
that deep, everlasting passion, the ideal one which is omnipre-
sent and omnipotent — the ‘desire of the moth for the star’ as
he himself says. Thus, like his Spirit of Beauty, his Love too
is of the Ideal type — belonging to the mind, and eveoked more
by it, than by the senses or by the heart. Shelley gives expres-
sion to this Ideal in his poem beginning, “One word is too
often profaned”. He defines it there as “The devotion to some-
thing afar from the sphere of our sorrow ;”” while in the lines:
‘When the Lamp is shattered’s he speaks of the inconsistancy
‘and the very fleeting nature of mortal love thus—
“When the lips have spoken,
Loved accents are soon forgot.'

Love, therefore, is an Ideal passion with Shelley. But with
Keats it is purely earthly. The passion was evoked in his case
by his attraction to Fanny Brawne; and his secretive; sensuous
nature made him dwell morbidly over this. Now and then, as

in his last sonnet, he expresses his personal enthusiasm, but it -

is such as would be evoked in the heart of any ardent lover,
who broods over his passion fondly, and who knows it is hope-
less ; Keat’s then was an earthly passion, and sensuous, — love
that is unrealized, and that therefore lands him in morbidity and
despair; while Shelley’s was an ethereal passion, and intel-
lectual,.—love, that is only realised for the moment, so far as it
concerns the earth, and then is lost irretrievably.

When hearts have once mingled
Love first leaves the well-built nest ;
The weak one is singled
To endure what it once possessed.””

But it does not land him in despair: it fills him with mﬁmte
 regret, and the hope that it may later still be realised,
& "

i3
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“l love Love — though he has wings,
And like light can flee,
But above all other things,
Spirit, 1 love thee —
Thou- art love and life ! Oh, come,
Make once more my heart thy home™.

Finally, there is the poet’s attitude to Nature, which points
to this same difference. Shelley deals with the unusual, gigan-
tic, and mysterious aspects of nature, vast, indefinite, or change-
ful in character, — huge cliffs, vast mountains, dark woods and
caves; or the scenery of the sky, of storm and cloud, of sunset
and sunrise, or of wide landscapes like that “which the poet in
Alastor looks upon from the edge of a mountain precipice.”
There is always something nebulous, unearthly in his descrip-
tions. “The clouds which roll over the plains of his poetry dip
to no horizon : his mountains are seen, like fairy-castles, in
mid-air ; his skylark never comes to earth.” Venice seen at
dawn becomes a living mass of fire, its tall columns, towers and
spires pointing like so many tongues of flame ‘From the altar of
dark ocean To the sapphire-tinted skies.” Yet, Shelley of all
poets, has the capacity to give a measure of substance to airy
nothings. ‘“The West Wind which surges superbly through its
stanzas assumes something of the concrete majesty of an
invincible army ; the cloud that brings showers for the thirsting
flowers is as personal as Florence Nightingale ; Winter arrives in
The Sensitive Plant like some monstrous pagan god-—

“Winter came : the wind was his whip :
One choppy finger wason hislip:

He had torn the cataracts from the hills
And they clanked at his girdle like manacles.”

Keats, on the other hand, was content to be the poet of the
fields and meadows—of all such homely sights and scenes which
everyone knows. Now and then he was away into the rich
opulence of romantic scenery (cp. st. IV and V of the Ode toa
Nightingale), but it is all purely imaginative, pressed into service
not so much from actual observation as from a study of the old
masters. His actual descriptions of Nature smack of English
rural scenery, and there is a directness and plainness in describing
them as is characteristic of Greek art. “The homely stubble-fields
of the Autumn ode, the common gourd, the cider-press, the
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granary floor—with such Keats loads his lines until they bend
like his cottage trees weighted with autumual fruits.’

Nothing can show the difference between the two poets as
Keat's little poem on Fancy.  ‘The argument of Fancy is that as
pleasure is never at home Fancy must be sent journeying to bring
pleasure from afar. Had Fancy been despatched by Shelley, it
would have leapt into space, explored the stars, jumped over the
moon, adventured anywhere so long as it was removed as far as
possible from this “sphere of our sorrow.”” Keats's Fancy is sent
no further than is necessary to hear harvest carols and the rustle
of reaped corn, or to see acorns pattering, freckled nest-eggs, and
the field-mouse that peeps.

There is a fine poetic passage -2 Fiancis Thompson’s excellent
monograph on Shelley, in which he tries to define the boyish,
almost the ‘impish’ gusto which Shelley took in nature. He says
“The Universe is his box of toys. He dabbles his fingers in the
day-fall. He is gold-dusty with tumbling amidst the stars. He
makes bright mischief with the moon. The meteors muzzle their
noses in his hand. He teases into growling the kennelled thunder,
and laughs at the shaking of its fiery chain. He dances in and
out the gates of heaven; its floor is littered with his broken
fancies. He runs wild over the fields of ether. He chases the
rolling world. He gets between the feet of the horses of the sun.
He stands in the lap of patient Nature, and twines her loosened
tresses after a hundred wilful fashions, to see how she will look,
nicest in his song.“ ‘And all the while John Keats is at home,
feasting his eyes upon the sparrow as it pecks about on the gravel
before his window, or thrilling to the song of the cricket or the
whirr of the grasshopper.’

Shelley, then, was the poet of Ideals, and the singer of hope
in the future, while Keats was the poet of the Reality of Existence,
of the Past and the Present, and the singer of resignation for the
future. Shelley sought beauty and love and perfection in another
world—the world of the intellect,—he was first and foremost a
seeker, an aspirer. Keats sought beauty and love and perfection
in a homely way on the earth, and he either realised them, or not
realising gave himself up to despair and resignation. He was
eminently a poet of this sorrowful world of ours, finding rest and
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~ peace in the thi‘ng’é of beauty of the earth, and inasmuch as he did
 this he is supx’emely sensuos.

Such differences as these will become quite evident When we

campare the two poems, Ode to a Nightingale and To the Skylark.
_Keaté's nightingale is a bird, and therefore mortal : its voice alone
. is immortal, because it was the self-same voice that soothed the
sad heart of Ruth. Shelley’s skylark is no bird. “Bird, thou
never wert,” he says. Keats is too happy in the happiness of
his nightingale, and it is not envy of its happy lot that makes
him rejoice with it. But Shelley is definitely moved by envy.
The poem is full of the strain of mournful envy in the bird’s art
and its joy. ‘Shadow of annoyance Never came near thee,’ he
says. “Thou lovest—but ne'er knew love’s sad satiety.” And
the song itself in the case of Keats’s bird is reminiscential of sweet
romance, while Shelley’s lark sings of “Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream.” The nightingale all through the poem
is on the branch of the tree beneath which Keats is seated, while
the lark of Shelley, like an ‘unbodied joy,’ soars aloft, and soaring
ever sings—symbolical, it is surely, of the high aspirations of the
poet. And finally, Keats concludes his poem with the bird having
taken its flight—and with its flight ‘fled is that music too.” ‘That
very word rings me back to my former self,’ says Keats; while
Shelley's lark remains singing at the end of the poem, perhaps
reminding us how Hope is ever before us like a beacon. Here
the skylark is emblematic of an Ideal ; it is pursued because of
its perfection ; and it is ever present before the: mind of a man as
the torch of hope. The nightingale, on the other hand, is only
suggestive of the Principle of Beauty by its song, which so long
as it is present in the memory of the poet, places him in an
ecstatic state, but no sooner the Principle is lost sight of than the
poet is plunged in the weariness, the fret, and the fever of the
world.” Thus Keats enables us to take a keen zest in the instant
~only, while Shelley points the road to eternal happiness, by
making us long for, and aspire after, eternally, for such a goal.
Both the poets are essential to mankind. In moments when we
lose the relish for living let us turn to Keats: and in moments
when the miseries of life oppress us and we grow cynical, let us
turn to Shelley.

s —— ——— 3



My Maiden Shave.®
M. G. N

“Methinks, I must go to the barber's”

—A Midsummer Nights Dream.

NE likes to be the hero of one’s own tale but as

Cowley observes, ‘it grates his own heart to say anything of
disparagement and the reader’s ears to hear anything of praise
from him’. Well, then, I will break the ice for once and tell you
plainly that | am an out and out domestic economist. Ask my
mother and she will tell you that | go to bed at six o’clock to
spare the mid-night oil and I get up only at nine to save the
morning’s coffee. But with all this, as the goodnatured vicar
" observes, we never grew rich, for there at the bottom of my
purse was a large hole through which the annas slipped away—I
mean the barber’s bill. Chinnan, the barber was a scoundrel of
the first water, and, at every alternate morning, was at my window
bellowing ‘Sawmi, Sawmi, your face please’. As though my face
was something to be thrown out to him like a coin at his request !
Nevertheless, | had entertained the greatest fear for him for he
could put four inches of cold steel into your throat and plead:
accident! And if barbers were to strike—Good Heavens! What
a picture —We would be strolling through the streets like shaggy
bears.

‘None dared to call me a beardless boy for hair on my face
I had enough and to spare. So much so, it often reminded one
of the proverbial beards of old men in which birds of the air
used to build their nests ; and even Dobbin, old Gobbo's fill-horse
was no match to me. ‘Feel your chin, man’ one of my lecturers
had said to me when he was not in the best of tempers.  But if
he were to try that experiment himself, he would have found to
his cost that it was no easy Joke after all—feeling my chin. ‘Stop,
Sawmi’ the attender of the laboratory in which I wotk, had once
accosted me, ‘Why carry all those iron filings around your chin’,
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And in the Geometry class, when one of my friend’s pencil point
unfortunately grew blunt, the fellow had the impudence to
sharpen it on my chin with impunity’!

. " Thereé is a limit beyond which even the most passive may
revolt. .“This was my case, when one morning Chinnan told me
for the hundreth time, that he wculd ‘strike work’ if his wages
were not raised. ‘Aye, strike work indeed’ I protested in anger.
‘Not a pie more.  And if the worst come to the worst, it is only
going to College with an inch of a beard’. But the fellow knew

human nature ‘by heart’ as it were, and was anything but willing
to relinquish a field where he knew himself to be the victor.
“Aye, go to College with an inch of a beard, indeed” he retorted,
“Jus’ think o’er it, Sawmi, and all the Misses a-gaping and a-star-
ing at you, and laughing in their sleeves, as they say, and
murmuring mong themselves—"Well here’s a bear as has jus’

‘scaped from the Zoo. And all by not paying some six pies
more per shave to your poor Chinnan”. The rascal had touched
the right ‘chord in me by his allusion to ‘the Misses” at College,
for my vanity would indeed never allow me to appear among the
fair sex, as a scape-goat, although it would drain my purse to
keep it up. And so, | had to give up the game.

I was a voracious reader of newspapers—advertisement
sheets preferred—and not an advertisement appeared concern-
ing hair destroying soaps or powders but that [ got down the
materials and tried their effect on my face; the net result of which

_was that [ had on my face a round scald into the bargain.

And so, what with Chinnan’s exhorbitant wages and the
abnormal growth of this ‘valour’s excrement,” I hit upon the right
thing [ could have done : I meant to play the barber myself.
There is nothing demeaning in that, [ thought to myself, and many
doit. As to the rest, there was father’s ‘crown and sword’—as
good and sharp as any that came out of the Kropp factory, and
if the worst came to the worst, as | was fond of repeating to my-
self, it was only a stone’s-throw to Chinnan’s ‘saloon’.

Father was out and mother in the kitchen. Little Rajoo,
an ‘appendix’ to our family and quite a ‘pocket edition’ of huma-
nity was fast asleep. The coast was thus perfectly clear and so
in another minute, | had closed the door of my room and arranged







































































































































