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{M: T. K. Krishna Menon, B.A. B, L. M. R. A. 8, F. R, H 8., of Ernakulam has sent us
this fine poem by C. G. Fagan, sometime Principal of this College. Mr, Menon is one of our Oid
Boys and is himself a well known eritic and lifterateur. We thank him for the ‘Poem and the
extremely interestiné introduetion he contributes].

Mr. Fagan, the author of the following lines, was a young Oxford graduate
who came out to India as Prineipal of the Zamorin’s Kerala Vidya Sala in Calicat
towards the close of 1884. A finished product of his University, a refined scholar
an erudite philogopher, but withal a keen and enthusiastic athlete, he had his OWII’.

- notions about $he education of youths and, accordingly, initiated steps to combine

- physical with mental education in a way more emphatic than was the vogue in
~ those days, and calculated to make them the better fitted for the duties, struggles
* and responsibilities of life. He took a personal interest both in the work and play

of the students.. The Kerala Vidya Sala owes its gymnasium to his exertions.
After school hours, he joined in the games of the students and in their athletic

" éxercises. He instituted weekly lectures in the College on literary and other sub-

jects, and also a Debating Society on the model of the English Universities, buf

~perhaps on a more extended scale, as within a short fime, almost everybody who

was anybody in Calicut, both European and Indian, became members of it. He
knew a good part of Shakespeare by heart; there was not a line that Tennyson

wrote that he did not know; and, as for Homer and Virgil, he could réproduce .

them, were all the printed books destroyed, from beginning to end. He did not

* require the assistance of notes to lecture on' the comparative liferary merits of

Johnson's contemporaries: His career of usefulness was, however, unfortunately

~ soon brought to a close by his sudden death from an attack of dysentery before

many months had passed. But, in the short space he was there, he succeeded
in aaking so deep an impression of his extraordinary personality and in securing
so true and genuine a popularity among all classes that, at his funeral, the whole
of Calieut, irrespective of caste, colour or creed, turned out, as they never did before,
to do him honour and to evince their appreciation of his merits, and their sense of
loss at his untimely-and most lamentable death. His bereaved father, on reading,
in some of thr_g‘newspapers from here, an account of the unprecedented honour that

#.
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i was shown to the last remains of his son, wrote from England to the masters and
students of the Kerala Vidya Sala, a very pathetic letter in the course of which,

— 0

after stating what a consolation in his deep sorrow it was to learn that the son,
“his best,” whom he had spared for them, was of some real use to them, he refer-
red, with pardonable pride, to the opinion of the Tutors in Oxford regarding that
son as a “bit of a genius.” The latter gave ample proofs of being such during his
short sojourn in Calicut, and we venture to think that the following lines afford
one such proof, justifying our indulgence, in the fond hope that, had he been spared,
“he would have done,
Some great strong work here underneath the sun.’

In his notes on some of the poems of Tennyson, written for the use of his ~

students, he referred to the “magic atmosphere of words” in which that Poet al-

ways lived. Our readers, we hope, will find a trace of that same atmosphere sur-

rounding the writer of the following few lines. The Preface to those notes w1ll j

bear reproduction here. 4
“These notes are not designed to save the student the trouble of thlnkmg,

but to indicate lines of thought. &

“I have tried some times to draw attention to the poetry, feeling it a piby
that boys should get to look upon poems chiefly as illustrations of bad grammar,

_and, while they are well-versed in all the uninteresting knowledge about a poem,

should yet be so ignorant that they have never learnt that it is enjoyable; as if a

man should know everything else concerning the scent of violets, except the scent
itself, for which he had no nostril”. RS

““ It is important that the student should expand every fossil metaphor'}h S
himself, until he comes to appreciate the poet’s magic atmosphere of words. He*
will not find the grammar suffer for this; nor will he be likely to do worse in exami- ~ +

nations, because he realizes that ‘Hducation’ means something more than the ca.pa,-
city for passing examinations.”

That gift of words which he had he must have got by hard training, for one
of his congenial recreations was the study of Webster’s Dictionary. 3

Though of a very buoyant temper, one could reasonably saspect thAﬁjﬁa et
a vein of pessimism in his disposition. His view of life was that this wor
not fitted for a man of a sensitive temperament ‘A walk through the str
London would kill him . Once he happened to visit the Zoo in Madras; and
his return, he elaborated thns aspect of his philosophy in an article called * Mora.i’ e
Pachyderms” which he confributed to the pages of the Christian College M&gamne :
This is its opening sentence, and with that these prefatory remarks shall be closed:
“ Long, lithe, fieline animals with hungry eyes and a look of horrible hatred
walked all day long in their cages, the victims of unsatisfied ambition; but the
rhinoceros, happy creatme, chewed his grass, amidst blows and ihsults, sublime

13

in massive stupidity 2
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Come and sit here, and let me fill my pipe,

And we will talk. The mind grows mellow-ripe
After the evening meal. A cup of wine ;—

And we will wake up all that is divine

‘Within a man. For this is what I love,

To see the deep vault darkening there above

And here the homeless wind among the limes

In the early night. Ah, dear! how many times
Ig;have sat here a,loné, while the thoughts thronged
Like pasing pictures through me, till I longed

To share them with some other, yet could find
None, till God sent me you, formed of the same mind,
Dear boy ;—‘through whom a vein of fancy runs,
Something that shows me still what I was once.

You talked of Liove—I have since thought of that—
Yesterday in the twilight, as we sat,

You with young eyes and laughter like a chime

Of that distant bells at vesper time.

Ah | child, you spoke too lightly. Tiove is not ]
Always so innocent ; I will tell you what =
Liove is like sometimes; you will hate him then-
Child, there are devils in our world of men,

But none so cruel as this light Liove of yours.

I have seen Famine, boy, in time of wars

Blot from the earth with that foul breath of hers
A countryside of peaceful villagers, :
Friends dear to me. But that is-not like this,
Not like the curse of one hot: foolish kiss.

The wreck and ruin of all that gqes to make
Man godlike, for a sinful woman's sake :
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For Death; mere Death, is nought ; your life is rough,—
‘Tis rest from toil, you know that well enough,

Tosyou and me. But he ?—it is not well

‘When souls like his are lying down there in hell.
Because it pleased a woman’s idle whim,

To dazzle all the heart’s life out of him,

It was her nature; she—I blame not her—

But love I curse, Love, the foul.ravisher,

The terrible scourge you talk so lightly of—

xﬁxx

a

1 tell you there is no foul fiend like Love,

Ah, how the storm stirs in me still. | You sit,
You think me strange. But hear the whole of it.
For you and I, my friend, we are useless leaves

&

That no man cares to garner into sheaves.

We are born and work, by hundreds, till we die—
Who knows ? who cares ? we are oxen, you and I.
But he? ‘twas not the same : he would have done
Some great strong work here underneath the sun.
God, like a fire, became in him the power

To heal wounds, to light up the weary hour.

§mﬁxﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ
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Liook ; we poor peasants, toilers of the spade,
‘Were lords and princes, such sweet songs he made-
These our mean huts were pictured palaces;
We are not slaves then with those songs of his.
No, no, ‘twas not the same ! you cannot know,
You did not see his childhood grow and grow
Like a great god’s; nor yet the dreams he had,
You did not hear them—sifting good from bad,
A golden maid, a singer of sweet songs.

It was like wine, old men forgot their wrongs.
But I will tell you ; listen; he had gone

oo

pa
45

To Paris. ‘ T'was four months ; his stars had shoné

A little. He was in the mouths of men

A poet.  France was proud of him, And then,—
Then? she was sitting,—it was afternoon

And summer—you will know the story soon :~= £
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Dreamily down-dropt eyes; and, as he came,

She raised her eyes; and they were full of flame.
She was sitting in the shade of the garden there,
And all his soul was set into one stare.

She laughed, like silver bells; do you see, my boy ?
That was his own death-knell—a pretty toy.

That silver laughter rang his own death knell.

T'll tell you how ; there is little now to tell.

Her eyes were burnt into him like the flame

Of fiery fever. Stainless honour, fame,

To do great things,—do you think he cared for these ?
Fools’ fancies? All his life was now to please

One woman. Virtue 2 bah! that dream was dead ;
Only to see and touch her golden head ;

To watch her warm lips like a breathing rose,

To pant his whole life out in fever-throes.

Ah, that was heaven ! the Past, before, behind ?
He looked nowhither. Blind ? Yes, he was blind,
Blind to all else on earth, as are the dead,

Save to one woman whom God fashioned

To wreck a good life ere it was begun. -

Well, there is something wrong beneath the sun !
You have not seen her, child ; you cannot know
How she could burn the man’s heart in you so

Till all the good was caught into one flame.

Our village girls ? pardon! they are not the same,
She drew him with a thread of golden hair

To death blindfolded. Did he know or care ?
Care ? he sold all his hope of heaven’s bliss

To feed his hot lips with a fevered kiss-

A life that would have been so glorious—

A poisoned kiss ! —it was all wasted thus.

Well, ‘twas a month, may be; till on a day.

She tired of him perhaps. Love cannot stay,

He hath work elsewhere. But their bond was broke ;
She passed him coldly, thus; and then he woke
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Sober, and saw the debris and the dust

Of shrivelled hopes. = So he had his lust—

He was no use now in the world, he thought.

His life was over. He had sold and bought.

One word he wrote: ‘“Brother, I love thee best.-
Brother, good-bye”. Well, well you know the rest—
See then—I am old. forgive an old man’s tear—
That is the way of Liove sometimes, my dear.

That was my brother, look you. Well, what then ?
There are more like him in the world of men. 2

CHARLES G. FAGAN.

| With acknowledgments to the Malabar Quarterly Review;]
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BY

K. KRISHNAN NAIR, B. A, B. C. E.

(Betired Engineer and sometime Vice Principal, Zamorin's College.)

| We respectfnlly commend to our readers this outstanding contribution from the pen of
Mr. K. Krishnan Nair, Engineer, Mathematician and Scholar, It is a brilliant example of enltured
study enlivened by all the verve of an unforgeitable individuality; it has vast erudition, and it has all-
the incisive sword- point qualiies which have always characterised Mr. Krichnan Nair’s genius]

Liook upon this picture and upon that!
The counterfeit presentment of two great
men, separated by three generations—
€ach great in his own time and in his
own sphere and neither altogether free
from a desire to dabble in the province
of the other--and by
apart in nearly every conceivable respect,

two artists, poles

the one dismissed by every critic with
contempt, denounced and disowned by all
including his father and his son and the
other, a name to conjure with, respected
by all and by none more than himself,
and rightly elaiming a high position in
the province in which the two heroes
respectively excelled.

When Disraeli said “Read biog¥aphy;
that is life without a theory,” he had a
clear insight into the purpose of biogra-
phy. Biography is not history that once
‘chronicled the accession and death of
‘kings or therise and fall of dynasties and,

later, the life and growth of nations. We
do not seek, in a biography, the dry bones

of history: we seek the live tissues that
The so-called little
things which, the cynic may say, are
great to liftle men, which make up the
sum total of a man’s life and which dis-

make life what it is.

tinguish him from others are what we
seek in a biography. The artist may
touch up here and there but not touch
out of recognition. We should welcome
a biographer who worships his hero with-
out sacrificing truth and enables us to
catch something of his own spirit.. In
this view it matters little if the hero
looms larger than he really was. We
are not doing business with him; we are
not going to buy him up and we lose
nothing by putting a higher value on him.
The higher the ideal before us, the grea-
We

belong to a race that has always revered
its elders and teachers and that realised,

ter will be our own achievements.
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If it does 113% realise now,. that reverence
Qq‘uld do us good and no harm. We can
learitlittle from those we cannot respect
and must be fools to throw away the be-
nefit we can have from their learning and

experience. I am not unaware of the

trend of modern Biography, or of the

theory that reverence rears a slave men-

~ tality and is an impediment to the pursuit.

of truth. Reverence and truth can co-exist
and “according well, will make one music
as before, but vaster.” Later biographers
are a little too self-conscious. They are
obsessed by the idea that fools admire but
men of sense approve and they are ouf to
show that they are no fools. They give
a new interpretation to the well known

lines,
“Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime.”

They make our work easy by pulling the
great men down or at any rate by a too
scrupulous care not to place them on in-
accessible heights, the better to enable us
to get to their level.

I fear this summing up of the function
of biography is bad in law. Tt forces the
verdict in  Boswell's Johnson
Morley's Gladstone. Bub
matter so long as there are no two
opinions about Boswell’s work. To poin$
out its excellence is like painting the lily,
a wasteful and ridiculous excess, when
critics who have nothing but contempt

versus
it does mnot

for Boswell rival each other in extolling

his work to the skies.. Carlyle says
Boswell has lifted a corner of the veil

‘that hid a generation of a century ago

and enabled us to have a peep into it. I

read Boswell more than fifty years
soon I had forgotten all I read. One
outstanding impression, that the pension
Johnson received made him idle and
caused a great loss, lingered for a long
I gave expression to it in a College

420 ;

time,
essay on the effects of misplaced charity.
Tt was dispelled by the view of one of the
most competent critics that pensions were
never put to a better use and to thab
pension we owe the leisured ease which
Johnson enjoyed and which made the
conversations possible that will endure
long after his works are forgotten. Thab
pension without a Boswell would have
been a dead loss.

Having entirely forgotten all I read, I
was, on account of the innumerable refer-
ence to it, I came across, long ambitious
of reading Boswell again. I was able to do

this only on wmy rebirement from puplie

service. Every line seemed familiar to me,
not on account of my having read Boswell
once before, but simply and solely because
others had exploited all the ideas in this
great work, consciously or unconsciously
and, when consciously, not always with
acknowledgements. The story of the
American came to my mind who had
read a good deal but not his Shakespher,
who witnessed a performance of Hamlet
for the first time and who pronounced it
t2 be the most skilful anthology of the
best thoughts of the best writers.

I had hard'y finished a perusal of these
volumes when by a singular coincidence T
happened to read the most readable of the
invariably readable sketches by A G
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Gardiner, the sketch of G. A. Birrell the
most lovable of all eritics. Birrell had
risen to the rank of a Cabinet Minister
through his own intrinsic merit and in
spite of his selflessness; and education
was in his portfolio in -defiance of the
generally accepted canon of Cabinet
making, that a Minister should know
- nothing of his subject and have an open
mind-a tabula ras, a clean slate to write
on. The Kducation Act of the the stern
unbending Tories which made the non
conformists pay for teaching High Church
doctrines had created a storm ; and passive
resisbance would never end. Birrell tried
to pour oil over troubled waters and pro-
~ duced his first compromises. Many, com-
petent.to judge, thought it a very skilful
. performance ; but the bigots of the time
called his harmless act a crime and
“would have none of it. Undaunted by
hisfailure, he set to work to “purge his
former performance of all its defects and
free it from all taints of prejudice’” and
when it became an open secret that it
~ would still be repelled and refused, he
made up his mind to retire. When asked
by Gardiner whether he would resume
practice at the bar, he replied he would
not, but would devote the rest of his days
to reading Bosewell’s Life of Johnson.
Macaulay who was proud of his sister
being, next to himself, the best Boswel-
lite, pronounced Boswell to be the first of
Biographers without a second and added
that his fame was great, that it would be
lasting but that it was a fame that
marvellously resembled infamy. It would

require several pages to collect all the
abusive epithets hurled at Boswell. The

exigencies of space forbid it. ~Besides, I

would not furnish my young readers wibly
an armoury of abuse. Nevertheless, I
will quote one sentence, if for no other

reason than that a friend, only the other

day, repeated the whole of it to me thirty

two-yea,rs after he read 1t ;—

“Qervilé and impertinent, shallow and ped-
antic, a bigot and a sot, blsated with family pride,
and externaily blustering abaut the digaity of &
born gen'lsnman, yet stoaping to be a talebeaver,
an eavesdropper, & commoaa bt ia tho taverns
of London, so curious to know everybody who was
talked about, that Tery and High Churchman
as be was, he manoeuvred, we have been teld,
for an introduction to Tom Paine, so vain of the
most childish distinctions, that when he had been
to court, he drove to the office where nis book was :
printing without changing bis elothes, and sum-
moned all the printer’s d=vils fo Ltdmire his new
ruffles and sword; such was this m*n, and such he
was content and proud to be™

In my school days, I very much enjoy-
ed the onslaught on Croker. 1 did not |
know anything of what Macaulay thought
a school boy knew better. than Croker;
All the same, T was a school boy and
must be superior to Croker. Such is the \
force of ridicule! Tater on, I read Mac-
aulay’s “ Life and Listters” and under-
stood why the attacks were so severe and
why?some of them were made at all from
the references scattered through his let- :
ters to his sister about “ Croker’s maliei- -
ous leer from the other side of the :
House”, of his repaying with silent pity
and of his enjoyment of “having beaten
Croker black and blue ”, all this, while
the latter was blissfully ignorant of his Z
impending fate. T have never reconclle&“;
Macaulay’s treatment of Boswell with his
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profedsion of being the best known Bos-

Swellite. It cannot be fully accounted for

by his overweening passion for strong

contrasts or his “invincible love of the

. pietaresqus which drew him demonstra-
bly aside from the dull line of veracity "
as & diplomatic writer mildly pdt it.

“ Why, ne’er a peevish boy

Would break the bowl from which h
drank in joy ”. :
Such savage onslaughts reconcile one
to the hard and undeserved fate that has
overtaken Macaulay himself. There was
bound to be a reaction when a writer
was more than he deserved;
that reaction was hastened by critics
like Morley who felt he was vastly
supetrior to Macaulay Not the two men
Boawell and Morley, but the results of
their taboura in the field of Biography
- are now being compared:- Boswell had
hardly any materials furnished to him.
He could not get even a copy of the fa-
mous letter to Chesterfield and he had 0
get Dr. Jolinson to repeat it to him from
memory. Gladstone had carefully filed
and preserved all his papers. He lived
in an age when accounts of everybody
that was anybody could be found vecorded
in newapapers and when every person of

valued

importance was filing the letters he recei-
ved and copies of those he wrote. Two
to three hnndred thousand papers were
perused by Morley, to be more or less
futhlessly destroyed- He wrote a short
pote to Margot Asquith that he spent a
Mddﬁ{ful hour perusing her letters and
ghat he destroyed them. She publishes
_fhis note and something of what Glad-
gtone wrote and said: “If this delight is
pot an empty compliment, why did he

not share with us at least a part of Ghat
delight”’? This may be due to the exigen-
cies of a judicious selection which in fhe
case of Morley often amounted to com-
plete elimination., Tt is true two people
cannot agree regarding a selection. In

“Nelson’s classics” appeared a selection
of some essays of Birrell and the title of
“gelf-selected Hssays,” referred, by way

of apology, to the case of a poet who had
authorised a friend to cut down the size
of his work to one half and found that
his best poems were omitted. On the

Bookseller’s shelf, by the side of the firgt
soon appeard the volumes of the omitted

poems issued by the poet himself. There

can be little doubt that if Gladstone were

to rise. from his grave he would look

aghast at the bavoc Morley has done.

I must admit that I read Morley’s
volumes with great interest. ‘I had hardly =
done this when I had oceasion to compare
notes with a friend whose opinion I value
highly. He was decided in his views:.
Great was his expectation and equally
great his disappointment. The seed thus -
thrown at random sprouted and grew
speedily till, in my waking dreams, I re-
called passage after passage and found -
myself asking the question ~“Why did I
think otherwise”? Having put the ques-
tion to myself, I received a more charit-
able reply, than the two High Court
Judges who put a similar question to a
great luminary of the Bar who had under-
taken to prove even to them that a former
decision of theirs was wrong.” Why did
we decide otherwise ?”” Quick came the
reply, “Some juniors argued and your

























































































































































































































































