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DAY

Dawn o’er the rushes and the waterfowl
Rise from the swirling ground-mist with a whirr,
Making for yon cane patch with sudden stir,
While in a tree-top a bewildered owl
Hoots dully to a strident cock ; dogs . growl
Then stretch and bark, each yapping cur on cur,
And roused from sleep comes forth the villager
His blanket wrapped around him like a cowl.

(e

And so the busy day begins again,

T'he narrowing sun climbs fiercely overhead,
The patient bullock treads his tracks of pain,

And man his round of toil uncomforted,

Till the long shadows o’er the landscape spread
And Night restores what grasping Day has ta’en.

Cr K CHETTUR:.
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WHO IS A TRUE DEVOTEE?

(By A. Y K. Krshna Menon.)

" true devotee is not necessarily he

who frequents temples and walks
about in salmon-coloured clothes with
ashes smeared all over his body, Nor is
he necessarily a true devotee who con-
ducts his worship in great pomp, using
nothing but gold and silver vessels for
his puja and spending hours together
in repeating the names of the Lord.
These external forms are very often taken
for true devotion and the persons who
adopt them pass for saints. True de-
votion must come from within and
ought not to be identified with outward
shows. The story of Arjuna going to
Mount Kailas with TLord Sree Krishna
and learning for himself that his pompous
worship was far inferior to his brother
Hhima’s short meditation before dinner
illustrates this point beautifully. Arjuna
was always having long and elaborate
pujas and thought that as a devotee he
was far ahead of his elder brother Bhima
who appeared to have none of this out-
ward piety. ILiord Krishna wanted
Arjuna to know that he was wrong and
took him to the abode of Lord Siva. On
their way, they met many cartloads of
flowers and making enquiries, they were
told that these were the flowers with
which Bhima worshipped Lord Siva the
previous day and were being removed to
make room for fresh flowers to come as a
result of that dav’s pwje. Arjuna was
very much surprised to hear this. Just
then they met a lame man carrying a
very small basket of flowers which, they
were told, were the offerings of one
Arjuna who made only a mere show of
worship. This opened the eyes of Arjuna
who exclaimed at once, “I quite see that
my brother’s short puja is far superior to
my elaborate and pompous worship.”
The story, whether true or fulse, is preg-

nant with meaning and teaches us that
genuine devotion is not to be judged
by the numerous and various ceremonial
observances, that the latter are only a
means of acquiring what may be called
the devotional mentality and that the
attitude of the mind is the most impor-
tant thing. As Mahatma Gandhi sajys,
“Any amount of repetition of Ramanama
is futile if it fails to stir the soul. It is
better in prayer to have a heart. without
words than words without a heart.”

In the Bhagavad Gita, there is one full
Chapter, Chapter XII, dealing with
Bhakti or devotion. The Divine Flutist
has there enumerated the attributes of a-
true devotee in these words :
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“He who beareth no ill-will to any
being, friendly and compassionate,
without attachment and egoism, balanced
in pleasure and pain, and forgiving,
ever content, harmonious, with the
self controlled, resolute, with mind and
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" redson dedicated to Me, he, My devotee,
is dear to Me. He from whom the
world doth not shrink away, who doth
not shrink away from the world, freed
from the anxieties of joy, anger, and
and fear, he is dear to Me. He who wants
nothing, is pure, expert, passionless,
untroubled, renouncing every undertak-
ing, he, My devotee, is dear to Me. He
who neither loveth nor hateth, nor
grieveth, nor desireth, renouncing good
and evil, full of devotion, he is dear to
Me. Alike to foe and friend, and also in
fame and ignominy, alike in cold and
heat, pleasures and pains, destitute of
attachment, taking equally praise and
reproach, silent, wholly content with what
cometh, homeless, firm in mind, full of
devotion, that man is dear to Me.”"—
Annie Besant’s translation.

From the above teaching of Liord
Krishna, it is perfectly clear that it is
the state of the mind that counts in
devotion. Worship in temples, prayers,
pujas and other similar acts are merely
helps for the cultivation of the correct
mentality which in a truly pious man
must be one of absolute aloofness from
things mundare. In all that we do, we
must surrender ourselves entirely to Him,
for as Liord Krishna says,
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“Whatever thou doeth, eateth, offereth,
or giveth, and whatever body-suffering
thou endureth, that dedicate to Me”. In
this way, when, after considerable
practice,.the mind becomes fixed on Him,
and we rise above the plane of worldly
desires and become quite unattached,
then and then alone can we call our-
selves His true devotees. In other words,

a true devotee lives and moves and has
his being in God.

From what has been said above, the
young readers of this magazine ought not
to draw the inference that prayers, temple
worship, etc., are useless and must be
given up altogether. These religious
observances have their value and to
many of us they are necessary as means
to an end, the end being the acquisition
of the true devoticnal mentality. Very
few indeed are born devotees ; the rest
have to strive hard and can become de-
votees only after long and continued
practice. This is why Liord Krishna says
to Arjuna, ‘“Place thy mind in Me, into
Me let thy reason enter ; then without
doubt thou shalt abide in Me hereafter-
If thou art not able firmly to fix thy mind
on Me, then by the yoga of practice, seek
to read Me. If also thou art not equal to
constant practice, be intent on My service;
performing actions for My sake, thou
shalt attain perfection. If even to do
this thou hast not strength, then, taking
refuge in union with Me, renounce all
fruit of action with the self controlled.”

It is in making the heart pure, in the
culture of the heart, so to say, that our
salvation lies. The bar of iron completely
covered over with mud will not be

. attracted by the magnet but as soon as

the dirt is removed, the two will unite
without any difficulty. Similarly, if the
dirt is removed from the heart, man
easily comes into union with the divine.
“Blessed are the pure in heart, for they
shall see God”, says the Bible. Religious
practices like meditation and prayer are
for the purpose of purifying the beart and
taking us nearer to God. Letus not,
therefore, neglect them, for they will lift
us slowly but surely into a higher, ‘better
and nobler plane of life.




The Bacteria Theory: A Fallacy.

By
C. Amminikutty (Sixth Forrﬁ.)

4 HERE can be no question that

numerous highly-educated doctors,
who have carefully studied the mat-
ter, have arrived at the coneclusion that
the germ theory of disease has no rational
or scientific foundation and is merely a
passing ‘stunt’”’. In these words it is
that Dr. Herbert Snow, M. D , an eminent
scientist, refers to the prevalent belief
that bacteria or microbes are the source
of every disease. Tt is generally believed
that all diseases are caused by certain
poisonous substances known as “‘toxins”
produced by germs. This notion does
not, however, seem to be very reasonable,
for many cases exist in which even the
supporters of the bacteria theory find it
unable to establish that the sources of
diseases are microbes. Their explanation
even in such cases is that the disease is
caused by bacteria that are not visible
even through microscopes, and that if
more powerful microscopes are invented
these bacteria will become visible.

It is not reasonable to stick on to a
view which is not certain to turn out to
be true.  From our own experiences and
the experiences of other people we see
that diseases may break out even under
some sudden emotions. Overpowering
anger or sorrow may cavse certain kinds
of diseases. In these cases it is difficult
to understand from where the microbes
enter the body and cause trouble.

We are told that bacteria exist in the
air and that they generally spring from
decayed matter and damp ground. It is
said that bacteria exist in the spittle and
waste matter thrown out by patients. We
are therefore expected to take special care
in our dealings with patients lest we
should carelessly allow bacteria to get

into our bodies. But there are- cases.
where persons do not contract any disease
even though they come in contact with
people who are suffering from contagious.
and infectious diseases., An English
woman could live in the midst of lepers.
nursing them for about fifteen years before
contracting leprosy. It seems therefore
that the bacteria theory has only one
advantage—that is, that people who beli-
eve in it will take special care in keeping
the houses clean and in removing waste

:matter and other unsightly things beli-

eving that they are likely to contain the

* dreaded microbe.

It is popularly thought that a person
once attacked by a disease like the small-
pox or the plague is not likely to have a
second attack of the disease. This view
is shared also by those doctors who preach
the bacteria theory. The reason for this.
is perhaps the belief that during the first
attack of the disease in question the body
becowes inured to the ways of the bac-
teria and thereby immune. But here
again there are examples to prove that.
the prevalent impression is unsupported -
by facts. In the magazine from which
I have taken the quotation given in the
beginning of this article it 1s stated that
a doctor caught the fever of small-pox
every time he was-called in to see a pati-
ent suffering from small-pox—ten ora
dozen times in all.

‘With a view to testing whether the so-
called germs of diseases have really the
capacity to produce the diseases attributed
to them, some eminent doctors have tried
numerous experiments on their own bodies
as well as on those of animals. It is re-
corded that Dr. Klein of England deli-
berately drank a glassful of the “causal
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germ” of “Asiatic cholera”. Dr. Thresh of

Malvern accidentally happened toswallow
a glassful of diphtheria-bacilii mistaking
it for water. In neither case was any
injurious effect seen. Many other investi-
gators have also introduced the supposed

germs into their bodies by methods such

as swallowing, injecting, and so on ; but
there has been no bad effect, not, in fact
any effect whatsoever. In the face of
such experiences it is rather surprising
that people should continue to talk of
bacteria as carriers of diseases.

A STEALTHY DEED.

He crouched beneath a friendly bush,
His weapon lying near,

And gazed with set and eager eyes
Along the pathway clear.

He muttered, ‘“Half-a-dozen tin es
At her I've tried a shot ;

But every time she was alarmed,
So.I succeeded not.

“But very>sc'>on, beyond all doubt,
She’ll come along this way ;
From here I'll get a lovely shot—

I shall not miss today.

His hapless victim came at last,
A maiden sweet and fair ;

Uncenscious of the stealthy foe
That lurked so near her there.

Still on she came, and gaily sang,
Her heart with joy elate ;

Could nothing warn her, even now,
Of her impending fate ?

Alas ! no angel intervened,
And soon the deed was done ;
He raised his snap-shot camera—
At last success was won.

K. R. RAMAKRISHNAN,

(Class 1II)



Fhe Fencil Industry.

By

Denkitanarayanan 2. (Fifth Form,)

YOU take out your Note-Book to write

something that you want to remem-
ber later. All of a sudden you find your
pencil missing. You hurry to the nearest
shop and spend a few pice to get one
without caring for the lost one. After a
short while you manage to lose the new
pencil also. But while doing so, have
you ever bestowed a single thought on
the labour and trouble involved in pro-
ducing the same ? Recently I had occa-
sion to visit the Madras Pencil Factory
and I was really surprised when I saw
what great labour and considerable pains
they take to supply you with the pencils
that you so carelessly use.

The process of pencil making is remar-

kable indeed. The thing that enables
you to write is mostly clay with a small
quantity of Graphite. The costlier the
pencil the greater the quantity of graphite
used in the preparation. These two are
mixed in to the required proportion
and are ground in a number of grind
stones which are revolved by electric
power. In the Madras Pencil Factory
there are about 16 such grind stones.
_ When the mixture of clay and graphite
1s very nicely ground, it is passed through
seive-like presses and comes out in long
and thin strips. These thin strips are
then enclosed in wooden sticks.

Elaborate carpentry is necessary in
order to make these sticks. Small

wooden planks are first passed through
special turners which saw them down to
semi-cylindrical planks. These planks
are afterwards passed through another
machine and you get them with grooves
in the middle. In these grooved planks,
the thin strips of Graphite are put and
glued in sets of two, the last process
being done by hand labour. After these
planks are grooved they are again passed
through another machine which cuts and
brings them out in the form of pencils.
These pencils will have a very rough
exterior and in order to soften them
another machine is used. This machine
makes the outer surface of the
pencils very smooth. Affer this work
is over some of them are sent away
as cheap pencils and the others are coated
with various colours. When all this is
done the pencils are passed through
another machine which prints their name
either in black or golden type.

The Madras Pencil Factory produces:
several varieties of pencils, The cheap-
est pencils are usually prepared with a
less quantity of graphite and slightly
inferior wood. [If the clay in the mixture
is larger, then the pencil will snap off
every now and then. But in superior
varieties, the quantity of graphite used
is greater and they last longer and
stand greater pressure from the pen
knife.
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Laughter in the Jungle.

By

Sivadas Menon.

HEREVER shooting men fore-
gather, there are nearly always

some amusing types who help the party
o forget disappointments and tide over
the duller hours. There is' the crank of
many Kinds ; the theorist ;. the incurable
bungler; the outfitter’s model; the man
who comes to feed ; the two-bottle man
who sees an animal double and fires a$é
the unsubstantial one ; the wag to whom
all sorts and conditions are fair game. In
the field is some avatar of Winkle, who
keeps our sides aching with his tremors

and hesitations ; in camp, of an evening, °

Munchausen fixes the company with a
glittering eye and dominates the talk with
his challenging lies. Sometimes the types
merge ; the boaster being really a safety
first man or the veriest tyro, the alleged
sportsman a mere oddity or a camp
follower with convivial expectations. The
results are then most happy—for the
others.

There is Bahadur, for instance, a great
landed magnate who is many things in one
and whom it is rather difficult to place. A
talk -with him is a somewhat taxing
experience. There is nothing he has not
shot ; his bag is in hundreds ; and each
animal is the biggest of its kind. He
arranges a shoot with great gusto ; invites
a number of friends; and employs an
army of guides and beaters. He selects
the best of an excellent armoury of
weapons and strides out into the jungle
like an Angel of Destruction. The mo-
ment he gets info touch with game,
however, he gives up his rifle on some
pretext and falls back. A favourite pose
is that of director of operations, in which

capacity he bustles about issuing orders
more or less necessary, resuming the gun
when the animal has fallen. In the
middle of a shoot, once, his tracker, a
really clever man, took him to a bear
rooting about among some rotten logs.
Immediately he saw the animal, Bahadur
sprang behind a capacious tree trunk and
thrust his rifle into the shikhari’s hand
whispering to him to shoot. The shikhari,
used to Inglish sportsmen, was quite
bewildered, and looked up in hesitation.
But Bahadur’s manner was so fierce and
commanding, that the man fired and
brought down the animal with one shot.
The next moment Bahadur twisted the
rifle from his hand and fired round after
round into the carcase with a sort of
berserk fury. After which he turned
round, and pushing a ten Rupee note into
the astronished shikhari’s hand, said: *‘It
was my shot that killed the bear, and not
yours. You did not fire. You under-
stand ?”’. The man understood perfectly,
and when the others came up, broke into
a paean of praise of the master’s valour
and skill. Bahadur then shouted for the
photographer, usually a member of the
staff, posed over the animal in style, and
had his picture taken. Later on came
the turn of the Secretary, a clever and
imaginative fellow who wrote up a detail-
ed account of what did not happen and
sent 1t to the papers.

The most amusing figure in the enfour-
age is a sort of Official Remembrer. This
functionary’s duty is to stand about while
his master relates an adventure in com-
pany and support him in the wilder
passages. Thus when a stone-dead tiger
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nearly ate up the shikhari, whom Baha-
dur had to rescue with a timely shot, or
a deer became a bison, or a pig a masto-
‘don, Bahadur would turn to this official
with a charming smile and ask “Eh,
don’t vou remember it, Ramu?”’ and Ramu
replied, “Remember ? Can I ever forget
it, by Jove ?”” adding a few details of his
own to cap his master’s story. Once,
indeed, Ramu came an unholy cropper.
Bahadur had been talking of an elephant
he had (not) shot, and said the tusks
were ten feet long. He turned for con-
firmation to Ramu ; but the poor fellow
was drowsy either from a too good dinner
or from abysmal boredom, and starting
up, replied, “Ten feet, master? What
rot! You know we measured it with a
tape and found it to be sixty three feet”.
THven Bahadur was disconcerted. He
very nearly sacked his servitor on the
spot. Ramu hastened to explain that he

- had mixed things up a bit and thought it
was the python story his master had been
telling. This eventually saved him, for
the python in question was only fifty one
feet two inches at the last computation,
and I suppose it must have been gratify-
-ipg that the dead snake had grown over
ten feet in about a week’s time.

Bahadur is really a fine fellow in many
ways, and still voungish. I wish him
many more joyous years in which to
draw an increasingly.long bow.

Not all the elephants shot in our jungle
are “rogues”. Two at least, if the shik-
haris may be trusted, were quite honest
old stagers, sent out by officious or desig-
ning people "to gratify some one they
wanted to please. In one case, the man
who actually claimed to have played the
trick told me he had bought a lame old
tusker long past work for a few hundred
rupees and sent it wandering about in
front of the very green young man who
shot it, a stern magistrate who had some
time previously resolved to ‘book’ the tric-
kster as a'bad hat, and had to be placated.

A Governor who went out crocodile-
shooting recently was much wiser. He

found the croc. lying half submerged
against a sandspit, but it struck him
there was something odd or .constrained
about its posture.. On investigation it
was seen that its hind legs had been
firmly tied down to a log under water by
some obliging Tahsildar. I do not know
if His Excellency laughed or swore as he
set the poor brute free.

The innocent is always a delight.” An
elderly timber merchant, a Chettiar from
the east coast, was recently on his first
visit to Malabar. He was persuaded to
join a shooting party. In camp, the talk
turned on elephants, and Chettiar expres-
sed a wish to see an elephant’s tooth. A
Moplah guide grinned and said he had
one. Asked to bring it, the man went to
a river close by, picked out a large white
stone of curious shape, and had it brought
in, slung on a pole, on the shoulders of
two strong coolies. Chettiar walked all
round the rock and remarked that the
rest might go shooting if they liked, but
that he himself did not wish to be eaten
by a creature with such teeth.

A party of superior sportsmen were out
shooting once in some Government
Forests near Nilambur a few years ago.
They had buffaloes tied up all over the
place. Late one afternoon a look-out
man reported a kill. He said he had
rigged up a machan over the spot and
suggested an immediate start. One or
two enthusiasts started up at once and
grabbed their rifles, but the pundit of the
party showed them a book on sport by
an old-time Brigadier which stated that a
tiger did not eat up an animal all at once,
especially when the kill happened late in
the day, and that it was generally waste
of time to sit up immediately. On the
strength of this the men settled down to
their drinks, Early next morning how-
ever, it was found that there was nothing
left of the buffalo except the skall and a
few bones. That particular tiger had not
read the book !

A very keen shooting man once joined a
hard-drinking party in the jungle. It was
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an orgy where “each guest brought his
stuff and the booze was united”. Aboat
ten o clock, when the mixed drinks had
begun to take effect, a shikhari bursf in
with the news that he had just seen a
large tiger hauling a dead sambhur across
a jungle path a couple of furlongs away.
The conversation, which had been like a
hundred steam hammers going all at
once, stopped instantly. The men looked
at one another, but none seemed eager to
take the chance. Our friend, a game
fellow at any time, rose up, loaded, strapp-
ed his Winchester flash-light round his
head, and asked the guide to take him to
the spot. He went briskly through the
jungle flashing his light here and there.
He had gone a furlong when the light
picked out a couple of brilliant red yes
about fifty yards ahead. “That is the
brute ?”’ he whispered, without turning his
head- He received no reply. “The guide

had slipped away immediately after the:

start. Quite unconcerned, the sportsman
advanced steadily- The eyes burned un-
waveringly about three feet from the
ground. The yellow striped body seen
through the bushes was in something like
a squatting posture. He stopped at about
twenty yards distance, and aiming steadily
between the eyes, fired. The eyes dis-
appeared instantly, but there was no roar
and no charge. The animal remained
where it was, a slight quiver of the stripes
being the only movement. ‘Aha”, said
the ‘man, “you close your eyes, do you ?
Just wait”, and fired again, this time at
the body. Still the amazing beast refused
to budge. The man felt insulted, and
going down on one knee fired again and
again, till his magazine was empty. Just
as he fired the sixth round, he had the
satisfaction of seeing the thing topple
over. He rushed forward in trjumph and
saw, not a dead tiger, but a dead tree-
stump ! It was-curiously shaped like an
animal’s body, and shadows of twigs lay
like black stripes across it- It had col-
lapsed under the fierce fusillade. The
eyes must have been  the eyes of those

curious little owls which usually sit low
down along the ground and so often
mislead sportsmen at night.

All next day the poor fellow was aftlict-
ed by two things; a headache of the
true Hades brand, and the ceaseless chaff
of his companions. To do him justice,
however, he went out that same evening,
came on the tiger feeding on the remains.
of the sambhur, and shot it.

Early one night a farmer rushed up
excitedly to a young friend of mine and
said there was a devil of a pig in his crops
which would not go ‘away when shouted
at or even pelted with stones. My young
friend, who was in a slightly elevated
condition, rushed up to the place and saw
the black shape of an . incredible pig
moving slowly across the ripening field.
He took careful aim and fired. The

<animal bounded away a little distance

and fell. The young man fired again to
make sure, and proudly rushed up to the
kicking brute. He found it was not a
pig, but a cow,—the farmer’s own! The
next morning he received a demand for
thirty rupees. He could have disputed
the claim, perhaps, but he paid up like a
hero.

A gentleman who was being hard
pressed by an Insurance man invited him
to come and have a look at jungle scenery
one after-noon. The agent was quite
new to the jungle, but resolved to go
rather than lose a ‘“possible’” he had
almost bagged. The gentleman showed
his friend a machan and suggested they
should sit on it for some time. There
was a dead buffalo under it, but the busi-
ness man thought nothing of it. About
five o'clock, a half grown tiger-cub came
out and started to feed. The gentleman
looked maliciousgly at his shrinking friend
and raised his gun. As he did so another
cub bounded on to the carcase. The
man hesitated and lowered his weapon.
It was just as well, for glancing in the
direction of a rustling in front, he found

himself looking into the eyes of Pappa
and Mamma, enormous beasts, which
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Oh, if you please, Mr, Boeuf, will you go down on your hands and knees ?
I want to draw a pig.”







advanced at a run, growling loudly.
For an agonised hour the two men re-
mained in the machan like press reporters
in a gallery viewing a royal banquent,
while the tigers growled and tore and
crunched twenty feet under them as
confidently as 1f they had insured
their lives. Kven the sportman had not
bargained for a whole family and did not
fire. As for as the Insurance man, he
had long ago fallen into a policy of trem-
bling and silence, one quite unknown to
the fraternity. At the end of an hour or
so the tigers finished and moved off. The
gentleman then fired into the air and
shouted to attract the attention of waiting
shikharis who escorted them to the road
in a rather pitiable condition, the agent
_ shivering with the awful fever which
shock sometimes brings on. Needless to
say, the “policy” proved a frost.

Two cousins went out bison-shooting
recently. The guide took them to a place
where a whole herd were dozing peace-
ably in the sunshine. At the sight of
~ the flrst beast, the elder man, a big hefty
fellow who might almost have thrown a
bison over his shoulder, shinned up a tall
tree like a squirrel. At the noise the
berd started up snorting and stampeded.
The younger man could not get a chance
to shoot, and angrily asked the other why
he had behaved so foolishly. The reply
was : “‘Your mother has several sons.
Mine has only me. What would become
of her if anything happened to me ?”

During a beat in one of the Nilambur
torests, a herd of bison broke through the
line of guns; a local shikhari let fly at
one of the* animals and it crashed down
filty vards away where it lay kicking and
snorting. At this point was a comical
little man from Calicut, a sort of Don
Whiskerandos, accompanied by a coolie
carrying a bottle of whisky and some
provisions. At the sound of the dying
bison this man made over his gun to the
coolie, climbed the tallest tree he could
find, hauled up the victuals and settled
~himself comfortably in a triple fork. He

opened the bottle and started drinking
“to keep up his courage.” When, abont
three o'clock, the hard working party
came up empty and exhausted, they found
the coolie standing guard at the foot of
the tree, the bottle empty, and the provi-
sions finished. Whiskers had removed
his shirt and dhoti and secured himself
to a stout branch, and now greeted them
in loving-kindness with a shower of bones
and scraps. The sight of the all-but-
naked man imbibing courage out of ano-
ther fellow’s whisky bottle far up in the
sky must have been a most delicious one.
It was quite a task to get the cheerful
bemused creature down to the ground.
Six or seven years ago I met-a gentle-
man who in some ways surpassed the
authentic Nathaniel so far that I have
ever since believed Dickens’ Cockney a
sober portrait without the least hint of
caricature. He used to call, sometimes,
and talk to me of all he had seen and
done in the Wynad jungles. He was of
good build and had a strident voice and
a masterful manner which produced a
curious impression of prowess. I was
not surprised therefore, when I met him
at a crack party near Nilambur in the
Christmas of 1927. TImmediately the
company assembled, Singham (he had
quite another name, really, and was some-
thing of a Personage) took the floor of
the house with a long address bn weapons,
animals, tracking, and jungles, especially
in Wynad. He ended with a general
request that if they should have the luck
to start a tiger the next day, he should
be called ap at once, as he wished to
have the first chance- A young Subedar,

a dare devil who had bayonetted his first

tiger and shot his subsequent six on level
ground at ten to twenty yards, smilingly
replied that the tiger might not wait all
that time and that each should take his
chance as it came. We were all rather
impressed, and looked forward to some
fine doings on the morrow.

Early next morning we were on the
move. Singham had turned ont in the
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newest of khaki outfits, surmounted by

a weird little hat which would have made
another fortune for Charlie Chaplin.
After a ten mile march the guns were
thrown in a widely extended line across
a rather terrifying patch of jungle.
Singham had asked for and taken the
best of the Shikharis, an old Moplah who
had worked for a Governor once in those
areas. , They were posted ever a very
likely-looking place where, in between
the trees, the slushy ground had been
ploughed up by elephant and bison, and
tiger tracks criss-crossed each other in
veritable highways. Soon after the first
shouts of the beaters came faintly down
the wind, they heard a great crashing of
undergrowth in front, and presently a
great sambhur sprang out and stood at
gaze in the open a few yards away.
bingham looked at the splendid acimal,
and something like a gurgle came from
his throat ; his mouth fell agape, and his
gun slid to the ground from his nerveless
fingers. Tbe shikhari, good fellow, was
agog with excitement, and whispered.
“‘Shoot, master, Shoot! Allah! What a
chance!” ‘Just then the deer turned,
saw the men, and stamping its forefoot,
let out its resounding bellow. Whereupon
Singham fairly squealed and started
swarming up a tree ! Slip, seratch, bump,
he went up, and by a miracle gained the
first fork. He turned to look back, bat
the animal had vanished. The Shikhari
had picked up the gun and was racing
after it, but Singham yelled to him to
come back in so agonised a tone that he
gave up the chase and returned. A
quavering voice gieeted’ him with .the
question ; *‘Is it gone? Do you think
it will come back 2  For long minutes
the “Governor’s Shikhari”’ stood there in
the wish ;
And wounld that I could utter
The thoughts that arise 1n me”!
I wonder if anv of my readers have

ever knowa anything so Dickensian and
incredible.

All that day, Singham went about in a
jumpy condition, going up and coming
down trees at every point. What with
excitement and exertion and hunger, he
was so spent that he was about all in by
the end of the stiff march back and had
to be hauled into camp practically in a
state of collapse. DBut a little food and a
couple of stiff whiskies set him up
wonderfully, and he was soon his own
pompous self, talking patronizingly to
those who had bungled their shots or had
otherwise been unlucky.

Within the next six days, the party
worked round through some very grim
jangles into the Anamari area, then un-
touched by the pioneer farmer or timber
merchant. Those six days must have
been the worst in all Singham’s life.
Apart from the terror he was in, his
ways had become known, and the
younger men subjected him to pretty
merciless chaff. But he stuck 1t He
had changed his tactics now. He could
no longer get a good guide, but that did
not matter for he had become an invete-
rate arboreal. Where a sunitable tree could
not be seen, he tied a white towel round
his head and stood out conspicuously in
in the open firing off silly questions af
his gnide in a fog-horn voice all the time
of waiting. The results were most satis-
factory Other guns too discovered
that if they were anywhere within reach
of that tremendouns voice, the best thing to
do was to go to sleep till the signal came
to move into a new line. ;

Liackily there were no rogue elephants -
there at the time.

One evening he was posted over a
water-hole.  Some ten minutes after
the head-Shikari had given his final in-
stractions and moved awav, mv  brother
who was stationed near heard a crv for
help and a great splah  He ran np ex-
pecting to find the poor man 1n the grips

of some ferocions creature. He found
Singham floand :ring  helplesslv in the
pool.  When he ant hiscgnn hal been
fished out, he told @ wild siory of an
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elephant which had come and threatened
to attack him. There were no foot-prints
of elephants or any other animals any-
where near. The fact was, the man had
been so badly scared that he had climbed
a tree overhanging the pool and had
dropped ‘down  through clumsiness or
tervor. It was lucky for him that there
were sO0 many feet of mud and water
underneath to fall into.

That night some wag started a talk
about glowing eyes seen round the bun-
galow every night The attempt was a
thin one and deceived nobody. Singham,
however, who usually slept on the veran-
dah, shifted his cot into an inner room
in the teeth of all our laughter.

He left next morning, taking with him
a whole deer presented him by the
appreciafive community. I met him in
Calicut a week or two later. He had got
over his discomfiture, and was now blaring
blissfully about the thrills of Nilambur.

There is an elderly man I meet
occasionally in Calicut who has so rich s
repertory of strange stories that he is often
called Munchausen Nair. Far back in
~ his youth once, a small pig badly hit by
another sportsman had dropped down in
front of this man and died- He had dis-
chargad his blanderbuss ploughing up
the earth a yard or so away and claimed
the pig as his. On the strength of this
he has been telling tall sky-scraper stories
ever since. I once showed him a tiger-
skin ten feet six inches in length. “Ah”,
he remarked, “you should have seen the
one I shot at Karuvar- It was double
the length”. It must have been some
tiger! The sight of an ibex head im-
mediately put him in mind of seven he
shot all on a summer’'s day on the
mountains above Karuvar. The mention
of a pig set him going on a circumstantial
acconnt of how he got nine once as he
motored down from Wynad to Calicut,
and then a detailed list of all the
Munsiffs, Judges, Magistrates, and other
known Officers among whom he distribut-
ed the meat. Whenever he gets stuck on
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a detail, he has a trick of swallowing
laboriously, which gives him just the extra
second or two required for inspiration.

Once at Karuvar, it appears, he was
returning home on a dark and rainy
night and suddenly ran plump into a
tusker standing on the road,—a rogue, of
course. What was he to do? Stepping
back, he lifted his stick and struck at the
animal’s head. The brute reared up and
fell into a drain at the side. M. N. stood
where he was, the good stick raised for
another blow, but the elephant never
moved. It was stone dead '

Steep ? ~Wait a bit, M. N. had an
uncle, a hero of the days of the ancient
matchlock. He was much greater than
the nephew. This fabled personage
often went after teal in a certain lagoon,
Maniyoor, I believe The birds had
an irritating trick of diving just as the
o'd gentleman waded out into range.
Once he was so exasperated that he too
dived, matchlock and all, and let fly at
the spot where the birds had been thick-
est. When he came up, he saw thirty
seven (sometimes more) birds floating
dead on the surface! Some have added
that the old man whirled his gun round
under water as he fired and got birds
on all sides. But that is only their
malice, of course.

Round about Karuvar, there was ab
one time a most vexatious cattle-harrier,
an enormous panther which had terroriz-
ed a wide farming area for many years.
A deputation of poor villagers waited on
M. N. once begging him ‘to deliver them
from the scourge. M. N. went out into
the jungle and spent a whole day looking
for the brute. All his efforts were in
vain. On the way home, night over-took
him and he went into a wayside mosque
and stretched himself to sleep near an
open window. About midnight he woke
up with a sensation of being pulled at,
and found that the vindictive panther
had come after him and was hauling him
out by his long hair. Tuogging was of
course worse than useless; he therefore
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reached for his gun with his toes, put it
over his shoulder into the animal’s mouth
and fired. He rushed out immediately,
but could not find the animal. But the
ground was drenched with blood and it
was quite easy to follow the tracks.
About two miles away from the mosque,
M. N. came on the panther lying dead.
The top of its head had been blown off.
He once fired at a bird sitsing on a
hedge. Hearing curses from the other
side, he ran up and found a Nair:farmer
in a justifiable fury because his Kudumai
(top tuft) had been cut clean off his scalp
by the shot and lay in a koot at his feet!
Talking of the power of shot cartridges,
he remarked that he had got a bison once

Ja ey

with Number Four shot ; but then, of
course -you must aim at the eye!

He is of opinion that tigers are very
sensitive creatures and come out invari-
ably when sufficienfly insulting abuse is
thrown at them. He has shot several
this way. It appears “nainde-mon” (son
of a dog) and a few other expressions are
especially talismanic in effect.

Once he was actually eaten by a tiger,
but—(for th= rest of this thrilling serial,
wait for our Next Big Instalment).

To him who says these delightful types
are boring or pitiful, I say,—No, brother,
you are wrong. lietus rather thank God
for them:-




A Ihrilling Ride on a Wild Boar.

By
M. P Raghava SMenon (Fifth Form.)

[A true story.

HAT part of the country in which

we live is a hilly area with broad
patches of thick jungles and extensive
grassy plains where tapioca and sweet
potato crops are raised. Lower down
are many gardens and rich paddy flats.
It is a pleasant country and those who
live there are mostly hunters. The pigs
in the forests near by do great harm to
the crops ; the panthers destroy cattle ;
and usnally men sit up at night to shoot
them. It is done partly for sport and
partly to save the crops. Almost every
week there is a regular drive. The
beaters are brave and active and they
have dogs trained for the purpose. These
beaters know all the paths in the forest.

It was the cold month of December.
The coolness of the morning had not yet
been swept away by the rising sun. My
brothers were stiil inside their blankets.
One of our beaters was seen rush-
ing about outside our house as if eager to
report something. It appeared he had
seen a huge boar in a dry old well near to
his house. We knew the place. His
house was on the edge of the forest. The
jungle was rather thin there, but the
pigs wander at night in search of food
and somehow or other this one had fallen
into the well.

My brothers were soon awakened and
taking five buckshot twelve bore cart-
ridges and the gun, we hastened to the
spot- On starting, we had a mind to
take the dogs but as they were not neces-
sary to catch a pig in a well, we decided
not to take them.

The hero of the encounter died just a month ago.]

The well was not more than fifteen feet
deep. There was no water in it. Earth
and rubbish had fallen into it year after
year for a long while. We looked down and
saw the boar who was lying on the floor
calmly. He heard our voices and stood
up, every hair on his neck and body
bristling. Then he made a roaring grunt
which echoed and re-echoed in the well.
I trembled at the sound. He knew that
his end would be in the well, but I suppose
he wanted to show that he did not fear
us in the least. Pigs are like that. My
brother, not a very experienced shot,
leaned over and fired down at him.
The first shot missed and thereupon
the brate gave a second grunmt, struck
at the sides of the well with his tusks, and
began to rage about. The gun roared
again. This was a good shot and wound-
ed the animal on the back and neck. It
made him lean over to one side, and look-
ing up at us he roared again ‘and again.
At the third shot he lay still. HEvery one
thought that he was dead. One of the
men, a young Thiyya, climbed down to
fix a rope round him. The animal looked
quite dead. 'To make sure he unsheathed
his knife and stabbed him on the belly.
To the horror of us all, the animal rose
up quick as a flash and turned on the
man. The man jumped on its back and
sat tight, astride the brute. This cer-
tainly saved him from the danger for the
boar could not do anything to the thing
on his back. The Thiyya gripped
the ears of the brute which began now to
run round and round the well. It was
an awful ride. Had the man fallen the
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pig would have torn him open at once,
especially as the man had no room to
run in and could not have climbed the
steep loose side of the well. But the
Thiyya was used to grippling with pigs
and spearing them and kept grimly on
the animal’s back, stabbing again and
again with his knife. A boar deeply
wounded and carrying a man on his back
was indeed a terrible sight. We looked
down in anxiety and horror. We could
do nothing at all except shout and cry
out. It would have been too dangerous
to fire, for we might have hit the man.
An encounter of a man with a boar is
always dangerous and especially so when

the man is not armed with a gun. The
Thiyya was not a coward and he used
his knife continuously. The boar tried
to shake him to the ground but
could not, as its strength was ebbing
rapidly through the incessant flow of
blood from its wounds. The only thing
we could do was to send a second man
to help the first and so we did at lass.
At the end of five minutes the animal
was so much exhausted that it fell down.
The two men then stabbed it to death.

It was my first experience of a hunt,
and [ think I shall never see so exciting
and anxious an incident in my life-
time.

Try.

Try to make your life today,

Every act, each word vou say,
Tasks you do and thoughts you pen,
Helpful to your fellow-men ;

Act and word, endowed with wings
Make or mar so many things.

Try to show to every man

All the courtesy you can ;
In the office, workshop, street,

Be polite to all you meet,
Of all bitterness and scorn

Let your character be shorn.

Try to bring, by kindly grace,
"~ Happiness to every place
Wheresoe’er your lot is cast—
For the moments fleet so fast
That the time in which to bless
Every hour grows less and less.

—Paul Preston.
wn ‘Tit-Bits.”



THE DEBI.

By V. K. Balakrishnan Nambiar (Junior Intermediate.)

HE scheme for the Matriculation
Examination had been announced.
All our students had begun to make grand
preparations. 1 too began my small
effort. The list of the students who were
to be sent up for the examination was
read in class one Friday morning and on
the same day the Headmaster sent up a
circular that those who were to attend
the examination should pay in their
examination fees on or before a certain
date. Those who had money remitted
the sum on the same day.

I was poor; my father was a petty
clerk of no rank in the Huzur Office draw-
ing a monthly pay of twenty Rupees.
‘When I asked him for my examination
fees he told me that he had not even a
rupee with him and that I should go and
ask some of my wealthy friends to help
me with a loan. I told my father that
they would never help me- But he told
me : “A trial costs nothing, Go and try.”
‘When I heard this I went to try my luck.

For two days I went about begging.
But my friends turned a deaf ear to my
cries. The time for payment came and
still I had no money. Slowly and sadly
I went to school and sat on my seat. I
took up a book to read. But I was not
able to read for my eyes were full of
tears.  Many thoughts arose in my
mind. I became very restless and
decided fo go home. On the way many
sad thoughts hurried through my mind
and made me cry. I cried for some time.
After this I felt a little velief- 1 envied
the wealth and position of my fellow
students. It so happened that the Head
master was going to school that way just
then. He saw me and asked me why I
was going away. I told him that I was
not well. He put me a lot of questions
and soon found out my desperate plight.

He consoled me and said that he would
help me.

I had always been a good and obedient
boy in class and was a favourite with
all the teachers. It was this quality
which induced him to help me. He said
that he would give me the money re-
quired and that I need not pay it back
it I was anable to do so. With these
words he went back home and brought
the money to school and remitted it in
my name. He was a Christian and
a true one. He was nearly sixty
years old and had been Headmaster of
our school for twenty five years. He
possessed deep knowledge and  was
a very kind and benevolent man. Every
month he spent about thirty rupees on
schemes of charity, He often helped
the helpless and the needy. His wife,
thongh somewhat frugal, was in all res-
pects a very good lady. Although she
tried to prevent him from giving away
too much money, he usually had his own
way. He sent in mny fees and gave me
the receipt. My heart leapt with joy. I
was glad to see my name pasted on one
of the examination desks. My gratitude
was too deep for words. I did not attempt
to thank the Headmaster.

I did my papers well and neatly, and I
passed out first in our school. Nay I was
first in all North Malabar. When I went
to the Headmaster to take my certificate,
he asked me what T was going to do. I
said that I was going to stop studies, for
my father was not able to help me through
the university: He told me that there was
a scholarship awarded by the President
of the District Board, to the student who
stood first in the examination and that
he would help me to secure it. He wrote
to the President about my claims. This
raised new hope in me and within a short
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time I was admitted to
studies.

Time passed and within half a dozen
years I became a barrister and started
practice at Madras. But I never forgot
the kindness of my old Headmaster-
On the other hand I considered that
my whole life had been founded on
his timely and willing help. I kept
up a steady correspondence with him and
his weekly letter was always an inspira-
tion to me. But after some time
his letters ceased suddenly. At first
this surprised me; and then as the
silence continued, I began to feel uneasy-
By chance one day I happened to see one
of my old friends and he told me that our
old Headmaster had been down with
rheumatism for some months and was
now in want of money. He had, it
seems, withdrawn all his little stock of
money from the bank to pay for doctors

collegiate
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and medicines. I had a feeling of
dismay. The Headmaster had never
informed me of his sad condition.
It was characteristic of his stout
independence. I started immediately

from Madras to see him, taking with
me a sum of two thousand rupees as a
gift to the old man. As soon as I alight-
ed from the train I went to the o[d
house I knew so well. The Headmaster
was in bed. T was not able to recognise
him. His health had completely broken
down and he looked emaciated and
terribly old. He was not able to recog-
nise me either. I introduced myself to
him and he looked suddenly very happy.
I too was deeply moved. I stayed there
a day and managed to give him the
money. He received it silently and with
tears. God knows he needed it! He
blessed me and I went home feeling
happy for having done my duty.
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A Peep into Paradise.

By M. Runhunni Menon (Junior [ntermediate.)

T was full moon, and dusk. My
beautiful marble-paved verandah was
flooded with light. The moon, I fancied,
was laughing at me, and I wondered why
her butter-coloured face was alone in that
blue sky. I began my usual half-hour
walk in my garden. That night nature
itself looked happy and I felt an expecta-
tion of something fortunate.

As I turned to the left of the garden I
felt a gentle slap on my back. Instan-
taneously I turned, and stood stock still,—
for I saw a beautiful woman who wore a
rosy smile on her lips, and a gold crown
on her head. Her features were so divine
that I knew she was a heavenly being.
As I was wondering how she had come
tomy side without my knowledge, she
began to speak to me in a most sweet voice.
She said, “Thou mortal ! be not confound-
ed. I am a servant of Indra, the God of
Gods, and have the power of knowing
human minds.” 1 bowed down to her
and she continued, “I am coming from
Indra who has ordered me to fetch thee to
his court, and has sanctioned thee a short
sojourn in heaven. Art thou prepared to
come? I will summon the heavenly
chariot here to take thee up.” Though I
was amazed at this brief explanation, I
resolved that I would go with her even to
hell. Inodded assent.

She whistied three times and at once
an aeroplane slowly approached the earth
from the sky. I stepped in with my fair
guide. She waved her hand to the pilot
and at once the machine began to rise.
Up and up we went- The motion was
smooth and pleasant. There was no roar
of engines, no vibration. We drifted up
in awful silence. Occasionally I peeped
through the window to see how the world
looked from above. I held sweet conver-

sation with my fair companion who told
me that she was an angel who liked to
satisfy human curiosity. At last the
chariot or aeroplane or whatever you may
like to call it, stopped, and we stepped
out. I was cordially welcomed by a
magnificent man with a beautiful dia-
mond crown on his head whom 1
supposed to be Indra, for his personality
was conspicous among my welcomers.
Then Indra took me to his magnificent
hall where all his courtiers were assembl-
ed. They saluted me and I returned their
salutation. Indra introduced me to all
his courtiers. 1 now recollect only the
name of the crafty Narada who on per-
ceiving me look curiously at his Veena
played a most charming air for my benefit.
I do not remember clearly what happened
after this. I have a confused impression
of Indra taking me to his beautiful
gardens where I saw the most wonderful
flowers and plants, which he assured me
remain blooming at all seasons. A deli-
cious breeze wafted the sweet fragrance
from the roses over the whole garden.
Suddenly a servant came and said that
dinner was ready. So we went and dined
on the most delicious food that I have ever
tasted; but I was sorry I could not eat
all the food as my stomach was full very
soon. After dinner Indra told me that I
had seen only a small portion of heaven
and asked me if I should like to see his
dancing hall. Presently I was taken
there, and found a great number of un-
imaginably lovely girls dancing eternally
with the bright star Venus in the centre.
While I was looking amazedly at their
evolutions, a heavy weight fell on my back.
I lost my equilibrium and felt myself
falling, rolling hither and thither, dancing
up and down in the air like a goblin, ill
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at last I lost my consciousness. How long
I remained in that state, I do not know.
When I regained my consciousness there
was a loud roaring in my ear, “Fined two
annas! Fined two annas”!

I realized that what I had seen was
only a dream. 1 was in my Malayalam
class asleep with my head on the desk in
the last row in the room ; the sound I
heard was the shouting of my friends who
informed me that I had been fined two
annas for sleeping in the class and that I
had also lost that day’s attendance ; the
weight that I felt on my back was
a heavy blow dealt by a congratulatory

friend. My friend then told me that he
had succeeded in awakening me only after
the Malayalam period was over for the
teacher had forbidden him to, awaken
me, so that I might feed fat the College
Sleeper’s F'und. I remembered that just
as I was entering into my precious sleep,
the teacher had been describing the Court
of Indra. ;

But after all, my dear readers, am I
not luckier than you? I had seen Indra
and his heaven, paying just two annas
for the return ticket, and losing only a
day’s attendance !
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THE INSURANCE AGENT.

By T. G. Seshan (Junior Intermediate.)

I[T is a fact known to most of you that

the plight of an Insurance Agent is
deplorable, and one that deserves our pity.
‘Whoso hath a soft cornmer in his heart
cannot but be sympathetic to him who is
consciously working for the benefit of the
world at large. The poor fellow has to
take in a very bitter draught. He is
forced to put up with his hard and thank-
less lot in life. There is no other way for
him. Is 1t not a wonder, then, that
people hate this world-worker so bitterly,
and take up the work for themselves only
after disappointment in all other direc-
tions ?

I consider it necessary to mention here
some of the qualifications which an In-
surance Agent must possess if he wishes
—which he so fervently and frequently
does—to meet with success in his field
of business. For the most part the
Insurance agent ought to be a man of
ready wit and good physique. By the
latter I do not mean that he should be an
athletic man, though even that will be no
disadvantage. He must be of sound
health for it would be idipossible for a
man of weak constitution to lead such
a harassing life. That he must be a man
of ready wit is of the utmost importance.
It is the only sure weapon he could
wield. s

Further, the Insurance Agent ought to
have an amiable disposition and a glib
tongue. He must be malleable like Rip
Van Winkle. He must be ‘ all things to
all men ” if he were to achieve success
in his business. He must be of a
cheerful mood whenever he is on an
errand of business. The first and fore-
most thing the Insurance Agent should
understand is that no two persons have
the same character. Secondly his aim

at the outset should always be to make a
good impression on his would-be-policy-
holders. This as is evident would tax
all his wit and persuasive powers. Smi-
lingly and warily and no less diligently
the Insurance Agent would draw his fatal
noose closer and closer till his victim was
secured fast by his neck- He will smile
down rebuff and overcome prejudice and
impart an air of sincere friendship to the
simplest acts of business,—all this he
should do to attain his end. He shounld
have in himself such a combination of
tact and courtesy as is irresistible to his
victims.

He would even without any hesitation
pose as your well-wisher and you would
find him taking a great interest in your
personal affairs. Ask him not to come any
more ; on the very next day he would
pester you on some pretext or other
with that never-failing smile on his face.
“Rome was not built in a day,”—that is
his motto, his consolation. Persistence
and patience are the qualities we find in
him. For the numerous gibes.and jeers
flung at him he would not care a jot. He
would only laugh in his sleeve.

But his lot is a very unenviable one.
He must be up and doing always. No
rest, no repose ! He should always be on
the alert, and business should be his sole
thought. Storm or sunshine, he has to
see to business. To add to his anxiety
he should always be in advance of his
rivals. On the whole his is a nomadie
irregular life with no repose of body or of
mind. Even the Company’s Baby Austin,
at first a delight, becomes a protracted
horror after a few months.

Oh! for the sake of the belly, as we
say in Malayalam, one has to play many
parts in this wide world.




Dravidian Culture

and lts Diffusion.*

4 REVIEW.

By K V. Krishna Ayyar, M. A, L. T.

ILL the publication of Mr. Kanaka-

sabhai’s T'he Tamils EighteenHundred
Years Ago, it had been the fashion to
assert that the history of India began
only with the coming of the Aryans. In
his historic work Mr. Kanakasabhai drew
the attention of the scholars and histo-
rians for the first time to the greatness
of the Dravidians of the south. Thanks to
the patient and persevering labours of
scholars like Messrs. Sundaram Pillai,
Ponnambalam Pillai, Ramalingam Chet-
tiar, K. G. Sesha Ayyar, Dr. Krishna-
swami Ayyar and Ulloor Parameswara
Iyer, we are now in a position to realise
how great is our indebtedness fo the
civilisation and culture of ancient Tami-
lakam.

Sahityakusalan T. K. Krishna Menon’s
lecture on “Dravidian Culture and Its
Diffusion’ is a welcome addition to the
literature that is rapidly growing up on
Dravidian culture. It deserves the most
careful study of both the historian and
the layman. To the one it serves as a
guide showing ground already explored,
to the other it is a source of inspiration
telling him what his ancestors had been
in the past and thereby indicating what
is expected of him in the future. Mr.
Krishna Menon not only sums up the
results so far achieved but points to new
fields of enquiry for future investigation.
Like the great lawyer that he is, no
assertion is made which is not backed by
good authority. In fact we are at a loss
to decide which is more valuable and inte-
resting—the lecture or the notes thereto.

* Dravidian Culture and Its diffusion by
Sahityakusalam T. K. Krishna Menon,
Ernakulam,

In a review like this it is impossible to
do full justice to the wealth of learning
brought to bear on the problem. We
have to restrict ourselves to a bald sum-
mary, embellished by a few extracts here
and there. We hope the reader will
avail himself of the earliest opportunity
to read the lecture itself.

The Antiquity of the Dravidian
Civilisation,
There is no doubt that the Dravidian

-civilisation is of hoary antiquity. “The

Dravidians were in possession of India
long before the Aryans came to it and
had developed a civilisation independent
of it.”” (p. 2) “The Dravidian architecture
is of indigenous origin and has had its
own course of evolution. The art of
agriculture existed in Southern India
long before the Aryans came fto if.”
“There can be no doubt that the Aryan
civilisation was greatly influenced by the
Dravidians.” (p. 3)

Dravidian elements in Hindu religion.

Modern Hinduism is a synthesis of
Dravidian with Aryan elements, in which
the Dravidian preponderate over the
Aryan. “What is Indian religion but
Dravidian religion? For the greatest
deities of Hinduism were unknown to
Vedic Rishis. 8iva is Dakshinamurthy,
a god of the south and Agasthya, the
tradition goes, learned his Tamil from
Siva.” (p. 4).

The navigation and commerce of the

Dravidians.

The Dravidians were a great sea-faring
people and they “were mainly responsible
for the early Indian trade.” *‘The Dravi-
dians of South India lived near the sea
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and were familiar with if. They became
skilled fishermen and boat-builders.
Toni, otam, pathemar and kappal are
Dravidian words. A large proportion of
the ancient trade between India and the
west was carried on Indian bottoms and
it seems certain that the marbtime enter-
prise of ancient India was in the hands
of the Dravidians” (p. 8), “There was
extensive intercourse between South
India on the one side and KEgypt and
Babylon and Assyria” (p. 14)

Cultural affinities with Egypt,
Sumer and Crete.

This explains the remarkable resem-
blances between Dravidians and other
equally ancient civilisation. ‘““Striking
similarities have been observed between
the non-Aryan Indian religions and the
religion of Crete and Asia Minor’ (p. 12)
“The word Ur itself is the Tamil-Malaya-
lam word Ur, meaning a town. The
adoration of the mother goddess and of
cows iS common to ancient Kgypt and
Tamilakam. ‘“‘Again the sacred Bull in
Egypt and the Nimrod’s Bull in Assyria
find their Indian analogue in Siva’s
Ball Nandi.” (p. 15)

Dravidian civilisation tn Indo-nesia.

The civilisation of Indonesia is at
bottom Dravidian. In an inscription in
Siam we come across Manigramam and
Chappattar (Chavethu Panikkar) so fami-
liar to ‘all students of Kerala history.
All the alphabets of Cambuja up to the
time of Yasovarman were unmistakably
of the South- Indian type- So also the
art and architecture of Indo-China and
Malayam archipelago.” (p 25).

The Nayars mainly responsible for this
diffusion.

For this diffusion of Dravidian culture
the Nayars seem to have been mainly
responsible. They cannot be ranked with
the Sudras; they take rank with the
Kshatriyas of other parts of India.
“Among the distinctive features of the
ancient Nayars may be mentioned their

inheritance through females, the absence
of the kingly element in the early stages
of their society, their worship of Durga,
the Mother Goddess, and of the ances-
tors and Nagas and their excellence in
magic, medicine and architecture” (p. 32)-
The resemblances between the civilisation
of Cambodia and of Kerala could not have
been merely fortuitous. “The matri-
archal system prevailed there. Everyone
has his or her hair tied up in a knot (like
the Nairs). KEven in arts, sports and
pastimes one finds similarity between
Kerala and the Hindu colonies- In Java,
Siam, Bali and other places we meet with
this sort of dramatic performance (our
kathakali). Balinese and Javanese dan-
ces are like the Mohiniyattam of Mala-
bar. There are pastimes in the Malaya-
sian isles that correspond to our Pavakali
(puppet show) and the Olappakuthu,
Curiously enough, even our Blaveli read-
ing exists in the Yamapata.” (pp.35-37).

Problems for further tnvestigation-

As we have already remarked the
lecture is not a mere summing up. It
also indirectly suggests new lines of
enquiry. How are we to account for the
cultural resemblances between Dravida
desa and Sumer, Egypt and the Aegean ?
Were the Dravidians, the Sumerians and
the Mediterranean peoples of one and the
same race as some orientalists suppose ?
Again, it is conceded that the civilisation
of the Indus valley was non-Aryan. We
ourselves incline to the belief that further
investigation will prove that it was
Dravidian. The resemblances between
the two cults are too many and too close
to have been merely due to commercial
intercourse. The Indus valley deities—
Hri, Sri and Kli—are still invoked by us
when we chant Sivakavacham and Indra-
kshi and perform Bhagavatiseva and
Ganapatihomam.

It is not to be wondered however that
in a lecture like this covering so wide a
field we come across points about which
no agreement has been reached. The



story of Perinchottudiyan Cheraladan
feeding the Pandava and the Kaurava
hosts is not accepted by all- Succession
in the Chera dynasty does not seem to
‘have been according to the Marumakka-
thayam system as is suggested (p. 33).
Nor can we subscribe to the view that
the traditional 18 Samghams were Nayar

organisations and the difference between
the Nayar and the Nambudiri was due to
differences of occupation and profession
only. These do not, however, impugn
the validity of the main conclusions and
we heartily recommend Mr. Krishna

Menon’s lecture to our readers.




Personal.

have to thank Mr. G. K. Chettur, M.A.,

(Oxon) for a very lovely sonnet he
has sent us. It is one of a notable
Sequence the poet intends to publish
soon. His first work, Sounds and Images,
was published a good many years ago
when he was yet a youngster at Oxford.
It was very favourably reviewed by The
Bookman and other Iinglish literary
journals. Since then he has written
much, and his name is now widely known
in India and England. His work is
characterized by deep feeling, delicate
fancy, and wonderful felicity of words.
He is not, however, one of those who
think that poetry should in the nature of
things be doleful. He is not mawkish
or sanctimonious : his feeling for life is
honest and joyous and manly ; even the
moods of deepest wonder and reverence
have the tingle of unsubdued virility.
And he has humour, spontaneous as that
of a child. Talking of which,I am re-~
minded of a small thing he threw off for
his Miscellany a few years ago. Bevunje
is not of course serious work ; and I do
not suppose Mr. Chettur has given it
another thought., But I know of at least
one reader who has always thought it
worthy of a high place in any Anthology
of elegant laughter. It is not however
by such a piece that Mr. Chettur will be
judged. It can express merely a school-
boy mood of-fun natural to a very young
man, to whom life had been largely a
saunter along pleasant ways. His real
concern is the significance of beauty, the
ever-varying symphonies of colour and
sound in the marvel that is the universe.
His poems are increasingly full of the
devout feeling that such consciousness
inspires. Poets often write delightful
prose ; Mr. Chettur is a master of disci-
plined, sparkling, and distinctive writing.
‘He has written extensively on a variety

of subjects. His sketches are by turns
sober, humorous, and imaginative; a
certain haunting loveliness is in most.
His most recent work, The Last En-
chantment is about Oxford days. He has
also written a valuable ‘utility book on
English composition, a craftsman’s con-
tribution to his craft, which has been
really helpful to students at the Interme-
diate Examinations.

I must also thank the very young
students (none of whom is much over
fourteen) who have sent in the pictures
and the articles in English. 1 believe
our readers will agree that these contri-
butions are quite good, especially the
poem by Ramakrishnan which is amazing-
ly clever. It is increasingly ‘difficult to
get boys to write on school or personal
topics, or indeed anything but absolute
piffle (usually exhortatory) on ‘“The Pre-
sent Outlook,” “Industrial Regeneration
of Mother Country” *“Vedanta my Sole
Consolation” ‘‘Vegetarianism and Soul
Force”— Bunkumology of Gammonism,
generally !

* * * *

The contributions in Malayalam are
usually of a creditable standard. But
then the writers have fewer difficulties.
Indeed I am informed that current forces
operating on the language tend to make
writing of a certain quality possible to
every man. Our contributors have our
thanks: he too writes, who only writes in
Malayalam.

* * *

Mr. Candeth has passed away. He
was assuredly a man of genius, one of the
very few this District has produced in
recent times. He was a great scholar,
an independent thinker, and a brilliant
talker. An exceptional figure, marked by
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individuality and distinction in all he said
and did, he would have been outstanding
in the most cultivated society anywhere
in the world. He was a fine representa-
tive of the English University spirit, and
viewed all questions with the engaging
bias of a lofty intellectualism. To hear
him on Indian or International affairs was
an experience; his opinions had the autho-
ritativeness of exact training,the judicious-
ness of sanity and a rare faculty for analy-
sis, the charm and freshness of candour.
He was equally great on Literature, Art,
Fashions, Personalia, or indeed any sub-
ject he chose to talk about. There was no
limit to his interests, and on all things he
could say a good deal that was new and
learnable. His genius was critical, not
creative;there was a certain dour,resistant
quality in his nature which instinctively
telt and stood up against all forms of cant.
In India at the present time, the public
man has to assume certain conventional
humilities, and has to tell his public what
they want to hear or already know. Mr.
Candeth'never surrendered to the tempta-
tion either in manner or in opinion. He
had the utmost distrust of the pseudo-
patriotic tendencies which tamper with

education and intellectual honesty, and he .

expressed himself with vigour on all
occasions. But such was his charm and
and dignity that he was universally valued
even in a community which did not always
think with him. I have heard disgruntled
placemen confess to a feeling of admira-
tion for him even when he showed intoler-
ance of claims which did not come up to
his exactlng standards. I think I can
understand the feeling: he was a combina-
tion of a severe judge, an artist in
words, a man of the world, and a pleasant
raconteur. I have often thought it a
pity that some one did not record his
table talk: it would have made up
an enfertaining commentary on modern
life.
* * *

Mr. P. Ryru Nair, who also died

recently, was a remarkable man of

quite another sort. He hardly belonged
to this world, and asked nothing of life
except to be allowed to learn. It must
be said he had his wish in abundance.
He was a profound Sanskrit scholar, and
absolutely the greatest authority on
English Grammar this Presidency has
known. A somewhat odd choice, this,
of mistresses. : Sanskrit, formal, statesque
queenly ; English, dazzling, elasive,
capricious ; yet this wonderful little man
mastered their various humours and
moods, all by himself, getting into their
very hearts and souls with the inward-
ness possible only to the truest lover.
Part of the wonder is that he never wenf
to school ! 1 have never known one who
was so devoted to study and so little
concerned with life. The mutations of
language were real and thrillful to him ;
human vicissitudes left him cold. The

. great ones of the earth were mere lay

figures to be treated with tolerant amuse-
ment ; the man who spoke well or wrote
well was a god. Mr. Ryru Nair bad
mastered all the great stylists in Knglish-
But the irregular genius was a sore pro-
blem. ‘‘Passion,” he used to say, ‘‘may
excuse inexactness of speech . but it
cannot excuse incorrect writing. That is
merely an affectation,”—an almost John-
sonian dictum. Hunting down an elusive
aorist through the ages, or tracing an
obscure derivation gave him as much
pleasure as success-hunting or pleasure-
hunting gave to other men. He had no
equal in elucidating delicate shades of
meaning or judging the correct use of a
word. The pageant of language moved
through his mind in ordered glittering
array from century to century. He
would have been a matchless historian of
that show, if he had set himself to the
task. Beyond studies of this kind, he
had no interest at all. Position, wealth,
and influence had no significance for
him. He was absolutely unvexed by any
desire or ambition, and was the kindest,
simplest, and purest of human beings.
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“Mr. V. K. Krishna Menon, M. A., L. T.,
who was Liecturer in English here some
years ago has been appointed Professor
of English, Kumbakonam College. Mr.
Krishna Menon is the author of a brilli-
ant book on the Psychology of Liaughter
which has occasioned some controversy
because Mr. Menon’s theories have
challenged the Goliaths in no uncertain

manner. Mr. Krishna Menon has many
other interests and hobbies,—astrology,
for instance.—in which he has attained
surprising skill. His own proper subject
is, of course, Literature, and we may
expect him to produce a notable work in
this direction soon. We are glad some-
thing like justice is coming his way at
last.

Printed byfMr. C. Krishnan (Junior), at the Empire Press, Bank Road, CalAif‘:-ti-t_,- :
and Published by Mr. A. V. K. Krishna Menon, M. A., B. L., L. T., Calicut.



Our Compeﬁﬁon Page

Hight students sent me solutions of the ‘Alphabet’ competition of March last. 1
am glad that these competitors have taken the trouble of consulting T'he Concise Oxford
Dictionary but T wish that more students had taken that trouble, especially as the
‘dictionary habit’ is absent among the present day students. In fact, the question was
set for the purpose of making them look into their dictionaries and find out words.

Of the eight solutions, two are incorrect, as in one of them, Iiatin words are
used and in the other, words not found in The Concise Ozford Dictionary.

P. Unnikrishnan Nambissan of the Senior Intermediate class is entitled to the
book prize, as his was the first correct solution examined by me. He uses the follow-
ing seven words to bring in all the letters of the alphabet in their order :—

(1) Absconder (2) Flagship (3) Jackal (4) Monopoly (5) (uarterstaff
(5) Purview (7) Ozygenize. :

He has also given another solution with eight words. K. R. Ramakrishnan
and S. Subramanian of the Senior class who deserve honourable mention have also
been able to solve the question using only seven words. The words used by the former
are (1) Abscondence (2) Flightiness (3) Jackal (4) Monopoly (5} Quartermaster
(6) Purview (7) Ozygenize, while those used by the latter are (1) Abscondence
(2) Flightily (3) Jackal (4) Monoply (5) Querist (6) Unavowed (7) Ozygenize.

‘Jackal’ seems to be a favourite with the competitors !

The remaining students who have sent in solutions are (1) G. Subramanian .
(Senior Intermediate) (2) M. Kurhunni Menon (Junior Intermediate) (3) P.
Narayana Menon (Junior Intermediate) (4) V. Raghava Menon (Old Boy) and
(5) M. Kunhirama Menon (Old Boy).

MISSING LETTERS,

I R - c L E In the accompanying figure, the word

formed by the letters in their order from
left to right in the first row is the same
as that formed by the letters in their
order from top to bottom in the first
column. The remaining small blank
squares in the figure have to be filled in
with suitable letters so that the words
formed by the letters in their order from
left to right in the second, third, fourth,
fifth and sixth rows may be the same as
those formed by the letters in their order
from top to bottom in the second, third,
fourth, fifth and sixth columns respec-
tively.

[N. B.—Words found in. ‘The Concise Oxford Dictionary’ and well-known
proper names may be used. |
A small dictionary will be given as a prize to the sender of the first correct
solution examined by me. The competition is open only to the present -students of
the college who buy copies of this issue of the Magazine. Solations must be sent to
the Principal on or before the 5th November in covers marked ‘Missing Lietters.’

A. V. K. KriseNA MENON.
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