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PREFACE

4 This book is edited by two friends of long
standing who have been very happy to live
in the Orient for over thirty years, during
which time they have enjoyed the friend-
ship of students, young and old, of many
lands and speaking many tongues.

One of them has been in India, or working
abroad among Indians, for all these thirty
years. The other has lived half that time
in Japan, among Japanese, Chinese and
Korean students.

Both of them have taught University
classes in India for fourteen years, besides
doing much examination of High School
and University students.

And forgathering in one of the most
beautiful and inspiring mountain regions
of India, at a time when both of them had
long been in need of rest and quiet, they
found much happiness in the idea of joining
forces in the preparation of books of a
% kind which might first and foremost help
in bringing about a better understanding
between the younger generations of India
and England, which is, they feel, one of
the greatest things worth living for.
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They have no short cut to advocate for
student or teacher, knowing well that in
the study of such a difficult language as
English nothing will serve but assiduous
concentration. But they believe that help
can be given by the careful choice of
material for reading and to serve as models
of composition. They have tried to avoid,
on the one hand, waste of time on mere
blind alleys of allusion; on the other,
exhibition of merely cinematic value.

They aim at giving the Indian student
command of a kind of English which will
provide him with a worthy medium for his
own current of thought, and so ensure his
being listened to with interest and respect.

And at the same time it is their hope to
arouse in the student, by showing him
familiar things from new points of view,
reactions of value to his own language,
convictions and ideals.

They recognize that time has come when
compilers of English text-books should
depart from the well-beaten trail. Interests
of to-day, in India as well as elsewhere,
are not those of the nineteenth century,
and especially not those of classical
English Literature. English has become
an international language whose range for
Indian students should include the Far
East as well as the Far West. Only
a small proportion of students who
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matriculate are likely to move forward on
the highways or byways of literary art, but
all will benefit by a widening of the horizon,
by the suggestion of good things awaiting
them in many fields, and by practice in
forms of English which reflect the changes
of direction in thought and feeling.

Their thanks are due to Mr. C. P.
Skrine, I.C.S., for kindly allowing them
to make use of one of his superb Himalayan
photographic studies as a frontispiece to
this book.

vii






CONTENTS

MemoRrI1ES oF CHILD-
HOOD

AN ADVENTURE IN A
WEeLL 2

TaeE ForD AGENT

THE HEAD-GARDENER’S
STORY . .

Tue DeatH orF Kinc
ARTHUR

MOTHER AND SON

THE ADVENTURES OF
URASHIMA .

Tue HermiT oF TIRU-
VANAMALAI :

A BaAap Five MINUTES
IN THE ALPS

CHINESE FESTIVALS

BrREAKING-IN WiLD
HoRsEes .

IN ARABIA

LosT 1N AUSTRALIA

Ti1cerR-HAUNTED
JuNGLES :

+.THE LION IN THE

STATION

ANIMALS IN PRISON

JAPANESE STUDENTS

THE DEATH OF JOAN OF
ARrc

Dr. Rabindranath

Tagore

Mir Haji Shah
C. F. Andrews .

A. Chekhov

English Legend
D. G. Mukerji

E. E. Speight .
J. C. Molony

Sir Leslie Stephen
Richard Wilhelm

Charles Darwin
Lady Anne Blunt
Henry Kingsley

T. W. Webber .

Llewellyn Powys
Jawaharlal Nehru
Lafcadio Hearn

S. L. Clemens .

1IX

PAGE

I

13
Iy

23

33
42

48

60

63
69
77
84
94

102

117
123

133

138



CONTENTS

A DIScoOUuRSE BY Soc-
RATES

WHERE LovVE 18, Gob 18

THE BREAKING OF THE
Fast

Xenophon
Leo Telstoy

C. F. Andrews .

VERSE

FicuTING SOUTH OF THE
CASTLE"

A SoNG oOF THANKS-
GIVING

SceENE FrROM KING LEAR

MorNING HVYMN IN
EpEN

A QuieTr CONSCIENCE .
To DAFFODILS

TIiGER k

To A BUTTERFLY
DEATH : :
A SEA-SHELL SPEAKS .

FAR AMONG THE LONELY
Hirrs

MIRACLES
THE COMRADE

KING SOLOMON AND THE
QUEEN OF SHEBA

Honour DISHONOURED
A PRAVER .

NisuA :

A BEGGAR’S Sonc
VOCABULARY ;

Old Chinese Poem,
Translated by
Arthur Waley

King David
Shakespeare

John Milton

King Charles I
Robert Herrick
William Blake .
William Wordsworth
Thomas Hood .
Walter Savage Landor

Charles Kingsley
Walt Whitman
Walt Whitman

Eva Gore-Booth
Wilfrid S. Blunt
A E. . :
Dhan Gopal Mukerji.
Dhan Gopal Mukerji.

PAGE

143
146

166

177

178
180

185
187
188
189
191
192
193

194
195
197

199
201
202
203
203
205



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Thanks are due to the following for their kind
permission to reprint in this volume the copyright
material they control :—

The author’s Executor, for ‘A Prayer,” from
Collected Poems, by A. E.; Messrs. Edward Arnold
& Co., for ¢‘Tiger-haunted Jungles,” from The
Forests of Upper India, by T. W. Webber; the rep-
resentatives of Wilfrid Scawen Blunt, for ‘‘ Honour
Dishonoured,” from his Poetical Works; Messrs.
Jonathan Cape, Ltd., for ‘ Japanese Students,” from
Out of the East, by Lafcadio Hearn, and ‘ Chinese
Festivals,” from The Soul of China, by Richard
Wilhelm; Messrs. Chatto & Windus, for ¢ The Death of
Joan of Arc,” from Joan of Arc, by S. L. Clemens, and
‘““The Head-Gardener’s Story,” from Select Tales of
Tchehov, translated by Mrs. Constance Garnett; Messrs.
E. P. Dutton, Inc., for ‘‘ Father and Son,” from Caste
and Oufcaste, by Dhan Gopal Mukerji; Messrs. Paul
Elder & Co., the Tomoe Press, San Francisco, for
“ Nisha,” from Rajani, and ‘‘ A Beggar’s Song,”’ from
Sandhya, by Dhan Gopal Mukerji; Messrs. John Lane,
The Bodley Head, Ltd., for ‘““Animals in Prison,”’ from
Jawaharlal Nehru’s Autobiography; Messrs. Longmans
Green & Co., Ltd., for ‘“ King Solomon and the Queen
of Sheba,” from Poems, by Eva Gore-Booth, and “ A
Bad Five Minutes in the Alps,” from Free Thinking
and Plain Speaking, by Sir Leslie Stephen; Louise and
Aylmer Maude, the translators, and the Oxford Uni-
versity Press, for ‘ Where Love is, God is,” from

X1



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Twenty-Three Tales, by Leo Tolstoy; Mr. J. C. Molony
and Messrs. Methuen & Co., Ltd., for ‘“ The Hermit
of Tiruvanamalai,” from A Book of South India; the
Richards Press, Ltd, for ‘ The Lion in the Station,”
from Black Laughter, by Llewellyn Powys; Dr, Rabin-
dranath Tagore, for ‘“ Memories of Childhood ”’; Lady
Wentworth, for ‘“In Arabia,” by Lady Anne Blunt;
Mr. Arthur Waley and Messrs. Constable & Co., Ltd.,
for ‘‘ Fighting South of the Castle,’’ from 170 Chinese
Poems. -’

xii



TO STUDENTS

I find that I can have no enjoyment in the
world but continual drinking of know-
ledge.

I find there is no worthy pursuit but the
idea of doing some good to the world.

There is but one way for me. The road
lies through application, study and

thought.
JOHN KEATS

Is reform needed? Is it through you?
The greater the reform needed, the greater
the personality you need to accomplish it.

You! Do you not see how it would serve
to have eyes, blood, complexion clean
and sweet?

Do you not see how it would serve to have
such a Body and Soul, that when you
enter the crowd, an atmosphere of desire
and command enters with you, and every
one is impressed with your personality?

Go, dear friend! If need be, give up all
else, and commence to-day to inure your-
self to pluck, reality, self-esteem, defi-
niteness, elevatedness.
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TO STUDENTS

Rest not till you rivet and publish yourself
of your own personality.

WALT WHITMAN

Strange is the vigour of a brave man’s
soul. The struggle of his spirit and his
irresistible power, the greatness of his
heart and the height of his condition,
his mighty confidence and contempt of
dangers, his true security and repose in
himself, his liberty to dare and do what
he deemeth just, his alacrity in the
midst of fears, his invincible tempera-
ment, are advantages which make him
master of fortune. His courage fits him
for all attempts, makes him serviceable
to God and man, and makes him the
bulwark and defence of his being and
his country.
THOMAS TRAHERNE

1675

Be noble! and the nobleness that lies

In other men, sleeping, but never dead,
Will rise in majesty to meet thine own.

J. R. LOWELL
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MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD
Dr. Rabindranath Tagore

I

Though I was yet a mere child my father
did not place any restriction on my wander-
ings. In the hollows of the sandy soil the
rain-water had ploughed deep furrows,
carving out miniature mountain ranges full
of red gravel and pebbles of various shapes
through which ran tiny streams, revealing
the geography of Lilliput. From this region
I would gather in the lap of my tunic many
curious pieces of stone and take the collec-
tion to my father.

‘“How wonderful!’” he exclaimed.
““Wherever did you get all these?”

‘“ There are many many more, thousands
and thousands,’”” I burst out. ‘I could
bring as many every day.”

‘““That would be nice,”” he replied.
‘“Why not decorate my little hill with
them? ”’

An attempt had been made to dig a tank
in the garden, but the subsoil water proving
too low, it had been abandoned, unfinished,

with the excavated earth left piled up into
I



RABINDRANATH TAGORE

a hillock. On the top of this height my
father used to sit for his morning prayer,
and as he sat the sun would rise at the
edge of the undulating expanse which
stretched away to the eastern horizon in
front of him. This was the hill he asked
me to decorate. :

In one of the ravines I came upon a
hollow full of spring water which over-
flowed as a little stream, where sported
tiny fish battling their way up the current.

‘“I've found such a lovely spring,’’ I told
my father. ‘‘ Couldn’t we get our bathing
and drinking water from there? ”’

‘““The very thing,”’ he agreed, sharing
my rapture, and gave orders for our water-
supply to be drawn from that spring.

I was never tired of roaming about among
those miniature hills and dales in hopes of
lighting on something never known before.
I was the Livingstone of this undiscovered
land which looked as if seen through the
wrong end of a telescope. Everything
there, the dwarf date palms, the scrubby
wild plums and the stunted jambolans,
was in keeping with the miniature mountain
ranges, the little stream and the tiny fish
I had discovered.

I1

Probably in order to teach me to be

careful my father placed a little small
2



MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD

change in my charge and required me to
keep an account of it. He also entrusted
me with the duty of winding his valuable
gold watch for him. He overlooked the
risk of damage in his desire to train me to
a sense of responsibility. When we went
out together for our morning walk he
would ask me to give alms to any beggars
we came across. But I never could render
him a proper account at the end of it.
One day my balance was larger than the
account warranted.

“I really must make you my cashier,”’
observed my father. ‘‘Money seems to
have a way of growing in your hands.”

That watch of his I wound up with such
zeal that it had very soon to be sent to
the watchmaker’s in Calcutta.

I am reminded of the time when, later
in life, I was appointed to manage the
estate and had to lay before my father,
owing to his failing eyesight, a statement
of accounts on the second or third of
every month. I had first to read out the
totals under each head, and if he had any
doubts on any point he would ask for the
details. If I made any attempt to slur

“over or keep out of sight any item which

I feared he would not like, it was sure
to come out. So these first few days of
the month were very anxious ones for
me.

BK-II—B 3



RABINDRANATH TAGORE

As I have said, my father had the habit
of keeping everything clearly before his
mind—whether figures of accounts, or cere-
monial arrangements, or additions or alter-
ations to property. He had never seen the
new prayer-hall built at Bolpur, and yet
he was familiar with every detail of it
from questioning those who came to see
him after a visit to Bolpur. He had an
extraordinary memory, and when once he
got hold of a fact it never escaped him.

My father had marked his favourite
verses in his copy of the Bhagavadgita.
He asked me to copy these out, with their
translation, for him. At home I had been
a boy of no account, but here, when these
important duties were entrusted to me, I
felt the glory of the situation.

III

We left Bolpur, and making short halts
on the way at Sahebganj, Dinapore, Alla-
habad and Cawnpore we stopped at last
at Amritsar.

The golden temple of Amritsar comes
back to me like a dream. Many a morning
have I accompanied my father to this
Gurudarbar of the Sikhs in the middle of
the lake. There the sacred chanting re-
sounds continually. My father, seated
amidst the throng of worshippers, would

4
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sometimes add his voice to the hymn of
praise, and finding a stranger joining in
their devotions they would wax enthusias-
tically cordial, and we would return loaded
with the sanctified offerings of sugar
crystals and other sweets.

One day my father invited one of the
chanting choir to our place and got him to
sing us some of their sacred songs. The
man went away probably more than satis-
fied with the reward he received. The
result was that we had to take stern
measures of self-defence—such an insist-
ent army of singers invaded us. When
they found our house impregnable, the
musicians began to waylay us in the streets.
And as we went out for our walk in the
morning, every now and then would appedr
a Tambura, slung over a shoulder, at
which we felt like game birds at the sight
of the muzzle of the hunter’s gun. Indeed,
so wary did we become that the twang of
the Tambura, from a distance, scared us
away and utterly failed to bag us.

IV

- When evening fell, my father would sit

out in the verandah facing the garden.

I would then be summoned to sing to him.

The moon has risen; its beams, passing

through the trees, have fallen on the
5
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verandah floor; 1 am singing in the Behaga
mode:

‘“O Companion in the darkest passage of
Yife .8

My father with bowed head and clasped
hands is intently listening. I can recall
this evening scene even now.

I have told elsewhere of my father S
amusement onhearing from Srikantha Babu
of my maiden attempt at a devotional poem.
I am reminded how, later, I had my recom-
pense. On the occasion of one of our Magh
festivals several of the hymns were of my
composition. One of them-was:

‘““The eye sees thee not, who art the pupil
of every eye ...”

My father was then bed-ridden at Chin-
surah. He sent for me and my brother
Jyoti. He asked my brother to accompany
me, and got me to sing all my hymns one
after the other—some of them I had to
sing twice over. When I had finished he
said:

‘““If the king of the country had known
the language and could appreciate its
literature, he would doubtless have re-
warded the poet. Since that is not so,
I suppose I must do it.”” With which he
handed me a cheque.

We stayed about a month in Amritsar,

and, towards the middle of April, started
6
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for the Dalhousie Hills. The last few days
in Amritsar seemed as if they would never
pass, the call of the Himalayas was so
strong upon me.

Vv

The terraced hill-sides, as we went up
in a jhampan, were all aflame with the
beauty of the flowering spring crops.
Every morning we would make a start
after our bread and milk, and before sunset
take shelter for the night in the next
staging bungalow. My eyes had no rest
the livelong day, so great was my fear lest
anything should escape them. Wherever,
at a turn of the road into a gorge, the great
forest trees were clustering closer, and
from underneath their shade a waterfall
trickling out, like a little daughter of the
hermitage playing at the feet of hoary
sages wrapt in meditation, babbling its
way over the black moss-covered rocks,
there the jhampan bearers would put down
their burden, and take a rest. Why, oh
why, had we to leave such spots behind,
cried my thirsting heart; why could we
not stay on there for ever?

Every time we got down at the end of a
stage, my father had chairs placed for us
outside the bungalow and there we sat.
As dusk came on the stars blazed out
wonderfully through the clear mountain

7
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atmosphere, and my father showed me the
constellations or treated me to an astro-
nomical discourse.

The house we had taken at Bakrota was
on the highest hill-top. Though it was
nearing May it was still bitterly cold there,
so much so that on the shady side of the
hill the winter frosts had not yet melted.’:

My father was not at all nervous about
allowing me to wander about freely even
here. Some way below our house there
stretched a spur thickly wooded with
deodars. Into this wilderness I would
venture alone with my iron-spiked staff.
These lordly forest trees, with their huge
shadows, towering there like so many
giants—what immense lives had they lived
through the centuries! And yet this boy
of only the other day was crawling round
about their trunks unchallenged. I seemed
to feel a presence, the moment I stepped
into their shade, as of the solid coolness
of some old-world saurian, and the check-
ered light and shade on the leafy mould
seemed like its scales.

My room was at one end of the house.
Lying on my bed I could see, through the
uncurtained windows, the distant snowy
peaks shimmering dimly in the starlight.
Sometimes, at what hour I could not make
out, half awakened I would see my father,
wrapped in a red shawl, with a lighted

8
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lamp in his hand, softly passing by to the
glazed verandah where he sat at his
devotions. After one more sleep I would
find him at my bedside, rousing me with a
push, before yet the darkness of night had
passed. This was my appointed hour for
memorising Sanskrit declensions. What
aj1 excruciatingly wintry awakening from
the caressing warmth of my blankets!

By the time the sun rose, my father,
after his prayers, finished with me our
morning milk, and then, I standing at his
side, he would once more hold communion
with God, chanting the Upanishads.

VI

Then we would go out for a walk. I
had an hour of English lessons. After ten
o’clock came the bath in icy-cold water;
it was no use asking the servants to temper
it with even a jugful of hot water without
my father’s permission. To give me cour-
age my father would tell of the unbearably
freezing baths he had himself been through
in his younger days.

After our midday meal lessons began
again. But this was more than flesh and
blood could stand. My outraged morning
sleep would have its revenge and I would
be toppling over with uncontrollable drow-
siness. Nevertheless, no sooner did my

9
















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































