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Your Part in 1976

T HE YEAR 1975 has been full of alarums
and excursions. From the security and
humdrum routine of your schools you have
been aware that greal surges of passion have
shaken the frame of the Indian republic:
The Mishra assasstnation, the agitafions over
corruption, the Gujaral election, the Court
actions, then the sudden quiet since the
Emergency with only the confident voice of
the Prime Minister clearly heard, Meanwhile
a good monsoon and the strict enforcement
of tax laws pushed back the price rise.

Since Ovctober, Press censorship has been
relaxed. In November even Mr. Jayaprakash
Narayan was released for medical treatment.
However, government Ministers and Mus.
Gandhi have made clear that the Opposition
parties will not be allowed to spread their

views through public meetings or the Press.

or radio. It is their judgement that this limita-
tion on free discussion is necessary to give
the government a free hand to do its work.

As six months under the Emergency come
lo an end, can we pinpoint the benefits that
have been secured at this high cost?

THE GAINS since the Emergency are re-
lated first to betler enforcement of the laws
against smuggling and other crimes, and
secondly, to a tightening up of discipline and
a ban on strikes. In the past, politically in-
fluential “trade unionists® had held to ransom
the big industries in Bengal and Bihar. Thanks
to stricter control now, these plants and mines
are working at high efficiency for the first
time in ten years. The government has also
tried to make life easier for middle income
consumers by requiring prices to be printed
on all products and by putting down profiteer-
ing by small merchants, :
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Many people hope that this level of effici-
ency in government will continue even after
the Emergency is ended.

It will, if personal discipline begins to be
more common, if Duty is taken more seriously,
if Honesty is practised by more of us all the
tirne.

YOUR CLASSROOM may seem far re-
moved from the arguments over the Constitu-
tion and Fundamental + Rights and Free
Speech, but it is only in these, your school
days, that you can get into habits of Honesty,
Fairness and Hard work on which alone a
democracy can stand ... people with weak
character require the whip of foreign rule
or dictatorship.

All these meed practice, and they need the
moral support you get from a group of friends
and from seeing the results of your efforts.
This is where Student Qlubs can be 5o worth-
while as well as so much fun. Club meetings

and projects give you practise in working,

alongside people you may not always agree
with.

MANY HANDS will make licht work of
civic action projects such as safai, street and
compound cleaning, painting and brightening
of walls, keeping parks and playgrounds tidy,
helping out in hospitals and orphanages, and
all the other things that need to be done in
our towns and cities. Clubs can also have
educational projects—uisits to a radio or TV
station, fo zoos, power stations, museums, yoga
centres or music schools.

If's up to you to make 1976 a creative,
constructive, positive year in your school and
neighbourhood, building the healthy roots of
democracy.

YOUR EDITOR
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NMemories of Christmas

by DYLAN THOMAS

Dylan Thomas is today one of the best-
known of modern writers and poets from
Wales. He was born in a large industrial

_sea-town in 1914 (died in 1953) and there
he grew up in this “ugly lovely town" where
he had a marvellous childhood, Above all,
he loved Nature and spent many hours alone
in the park, learning what the flowers and
birds, leaves and stones could tell him. In
this story he recalls memories of many
happy Christmases spent as a child with
his family in Wales.

As you read, you will be fascinated by his
vivid descriptions and clever observations
about people, especially children. You may
also find the style of writing a little different
from what you are used to. Itis called Stream-
of-Consciousness. For example, when
you think of a particular incident, take your
tenth birthday, perhaps, you might remem-
ber the postman bringing a surprise present
from your uncle, and as he walked in the

NE Christmas was so much like another, in those years,

around the sea-town corner now, and out of all sound except
the distant speaking of the voices I sometimes hear a moment be-
fore sleep, that I can never remember whether it snowed for six
days and nights when I was twelve or whether it snowed for
twelve days and twelve nights when I was six; or whether the
ice broke and the skating grocer vanished like a snowman through
a white trap-door on that same Christmas Day that the mince-
pies finished Uncle Amold and we tobogganed down the seaward
hill, all the afternoon and my hands burned so, with the heat and
the cold, when I held them in front of the fire, that I cried for

twenty minutes and then had some jelly.

All the Christmases roll down the hill towards the Welsh-
speaking sea, like a snowball growing whiter and bigger and
rounder, and they stop at the fim of the ice-edged fish-freezing
waves, and I plunge my hands in the snow and bring out what-
ever I can find; holly or robins or pudding, squabbles and carols
and oranges and tin whistles, and the fire in the front room, and
bang go the crackers, and holy, holy, holy, ring the bells, and the
glass bells shaking on the tree, and Black Beauty and Little Women
and boys who have three helpings, and Auntie Bessie playing ‘Pop
Goes the Weasel' and ‘Oranges and Lemons' on the untuned
Piano in the parlour all through the thimble-hiding musical-
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house he tripped over your baby brother,
and the birthday party (were there ten or
twenty guests?)} and your sister getting
sick from eating too much cake and one
balloon that burst with a very loud bang
and your friends played musical chairs., Get
the idea? The point is you, don’t remember
exactly what presents you received by post,
but just a varied assortment of happenings
that tumble and stream through your mind.

Do read the story out loud and slowly.
Dylan Thomas loved the sound of words,
and when he used to read his own worlk,
he savoured each word as he read. Inciden-
tally, he read this for the Children's Hour
radio programme on the B.B.C. in 1945, You
might have to read the story three or four
times before you fully enjoy all the details,
but it's worth it, To help you we have
printed a brief synopsis of each paragraph
on the right-hand side — read it first before
reading the original. Happy Reading!

1. Memories of Christ-
mas are vague in the
author’'s mind. He can
remember events, but
not the exact sequence
of them like whether
the day the grocer was
skating on the ice
cracked and he fell in
as if swallowed by a
trap-door - was this the
same day that Uncle
Arnold was ‘finished’
(got sick) from eating
too many mince pies
{i.e. pudding with cur-
rants, raisins and c¢an-
died peel), and also the
same day that he and
his family tobagganed
down the hill sloping
towards the sea, and
his hands smarted so
badly due to the cold
that he cried, and then
ate some jelly because
he liked it and it made
him feel better?
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chairing blind-man’s buffing party at the end of the never-to-be-
forgotten day at the end of the unremembered year.

In goes my hand into the wool-white ball of holidays resting
at the margin of the carol-singing sea, and out come Mrs. Prothero
and the firemen. |

It was on the afternoon of the day of Christmas Eve, and I
was in Mrs. Prothero’s garden, waiting for cats, with her son Jim.
It was snowing. It was always snowing at Christmas; December,
in my memory, is white as Lapland, though there were no rein-
deers. But there were cats. Patient, cold, and callous, our haads
wrapped in socks, we waited t0 snowball the cats. Sleek and long
as jaguars and terrible-whiskered, spitting and snarling they would
slink and sidle over the white backgarden walls, and the lynx-
eyed hunters, Jim and I, fur-capped and moccasined would hurl
our deadly snowballs at the green of their eyes. The wise cats
never appeared. We were so still, Eskimo-footed arctic marksmen
in the muffling silence of the eternal snows that we never heard
Mrs. Prothero’s fist cry from her igloo at the bottom of the
garden. Or, if we heard it at all, it was, to us, like the far-off
challenge of our enemy and prey, the neighbour’s Polar Cat. But
soon the voice grew louder. ‘Fire!” cried Mrs. Prothero and she
beat the dinner-gopg. And we ran down the garden, with the
snowballs in our arms, towards the house, and smoke, indeed, was
pouring out of the dining-room, and the gong was bombilating,
and Mrs. Prothero was announcing ruin like a town-crier in
Pompeii. We bounded into the house, laden with snowballs, and
stopped at the open door of the smoke-filled room.

“Call the fire-brigade,” cricd Mrs. Prothero as she beat the
gong.

‘They won't be there,’ said Mr. Prothero, ‘it's Christmas.’
There was no fire to be seen, only clouds of smoke and Mr.
Prothero standing in the middle of them, waving his slipper as
though he were conducting.

‘Do something,’ he said.

And we threw all our snowhalls into the smoke—I think
we missed Mr. Prothero — and ran out of the house to the tele-
phone-box. g 27
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2. As the years go by,
each Christmas adds to
the one before to form,

in the author's mind, a’

bigger and rounder
snowball—each snowy
Christmas brings new
sounds and experi-
ences. He plunges his
hand into the snow like
into a lucky-dip basket
and pulls out memories

icious plum pud-
ding. quarrels owver
Christmas presents,
singing Christmas car-
ols, the shrill sound of
toy whistles, the ring-
ing of Church bells and
the decorative bells
tinkling on the Chris-
mas tree. Also, Mother
reading stories of Black
Beauty and LittHe
Women, and Auntie
Bessie playing on the
piano  through the
Children's games of

'Hide - the - Thimble,

Musical Chairs and

Blind Man's Buff.

3. In goes the author's
hand into his ‘'memory
ball' as white as the
snows of Christmas-
time, and out he brings
his neighbour, Mrs
Prothero. With her son
Jim, the young Dylan
waits in the backyard
of their house in Wales
which is now as cold
and white as Lapland.
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HUNDRED years age in 1877 in the

small Gujarat town of Nadiad was born
Vallabhbhai Patel. When he died in Decem-
ber 1950 he was recognised as the man most
responsible for giving independent India her
shape and strength. What kind of a man was
he? How did he gain the skills that brought
him the title ‘Sardar’ and ‘Iron Man of
India™?

Perhaps you will get a clue to his sense
of self-discipline from the following story:
When he was 33 ‘and an active barrister at
the Gujarat High Court, he was interrupted in

the midst of his argument by an insistent mes-

senger hearing a letter. He stopped and read
the message, then continued his case. Only
when he came out of the courtroom did it
become known that he had just learnt of his
wife’s death. And lest you think he was merely
unfeeling, let me add that despite much plead-
ing by friends and relatives, and in the face
of the local custom, he refused to remarry.
Acharya Kripalani tells of how he first met
Vallabhbhai at Ahmedabad in 1917 and
thought of him as a typical fashionable barris-
ter like those he knew in Allahabad. But a
year later, he met him in Kheda where he
was leading a peasant satyagraha. The former
barrister was living on a plain diet, washing
his own clothes daily before walking ten to
fifteen miles visiting villages. “He took to this
life as if born to it, and the satyagraha was
successful.”

Bardoli Inspires a Nation

Next came the great Bardoli campaign
which was to make Patel a national figure.
Here Patel found a cowed and submissive
peasantry being browbeaten by the govern-
ment into a new formula for land revenue
twice as high as the old one. He resolved to
make men of them, and he succeeded. Village
by village, over the whole region, he made
them discuss the matter and see that in unit-
ing against the government they would even-
tually get justice A

&

- SARDAR PATEL

The Iron Man
of India

What kind of man was he?
How did he get the title 'Sardar'?
What are his legacies to us?

The government threatened, The farmers
stood firm. The government then ‘auctioned’
off the lands of some farmers to new owners.
But even if some outsider did buy’ these lands
he found no way to come and take them over.
Not even a cup of water would be given to
a government agent without the Sardar’s per-
mission. That, in fact, is how he received this
title. It is the way the farmers of Bardoli
naturally addressed the leader who had made
them into a non-violent Army, and kept them
united for a year and more.

At one point the government seized and
sold the farmers’ most precious possessions,
their cattle, but still they stood together, help-
ing out those who suffered. Not long after,
the Governor of Bombay made a personal visit
to this remote corner and a review committee
was appointed. The satyagraha was success-
fully over. The farmers got back their land.
The rates went up by ten or twelve per cent
only.

At the next All India Congress session, a
resolution was passed congratulating Sardar
on the way he had organised the Bardoli
campaign,But when the audience wanted to-
see him, he merely stood up where he was,
bowed and sat down, without saying a word.
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Sardar Patel, the Deputy Premier, seen in 1949
with Prime Minister Nehru and the Governos-
General, Mr. €. Rajagopalachari,

In those days, it seems, men earned their

This was Patel’s finest hour. As Jawaharlal
Nehru said at that time, “If T had been asked
six. months ago what the course of develop-
ments would be, T would have hesitated to
say that such rapid changes would take place

.. the historian will consider this integration
of the States into India as one of the domin-
nant phases of India’s story.” Working in
intimate partnership with V.P. Menon {whose
book MHe 'INTEGRATION OF THE [NDIAN
STATES must be read by you as a real thriller),
Sardar dealt with all the princes. He was
sensitive to the pride of the old Rajput
families; he let them retain a few privileges
and palaces and palanquins, He was swift to
seize the hand of patriotism held out by some,
such as Bikaner, and equally swift to act
against traitors such as Junagadh.

The Mineority Question
Sardar Patel was President as well as

leadership by their own work for the people,/” General Secretary of the Congress for many

What is Nationalism?

From Gandhiji, Sardar had learnt the first
principles of Indian nationalism—that the real
India is to be found in the villages and the
peasant is at the h d centre of it, and
that no scheme of freedom or progress would
have any meaning unless it was framed with
special reference to him.

Was it because of this early teaching that
Sardar’s attention, at Independence and after,
was on domestic affairs? He willingly left the
making of India’s place in the world to Pandit
Jawaharlal Nehru whom he accepted as his
senior because G iji wanted it. He re-
cognised that Nehru's vision of an industri-
alised, westernised country would be relevant
to the future. Meanwhile, there was much
to be done at home. First resettling the refugees
and giving them hope. Then ensuring that law
and order did not break down, and the ad-
ministration with it, when the British, para-
mount in India for two hundred years, sud-
denly withdrew. Not least, the princely states
—whaose total area was equal to that of India’s
—had to be absorbed some:

December 1975

years. He had done all the background organi-
sation for the great Dandi march. He could
see into the heart of the Congressman better
than maost. He was also convinced of the need
to maintain India’s great traditions of toler-
anceé and diversity, But he knew this could

not be done by sceming to favour the minor-

ities—Moslems, Christians and  Sikhs—over
the majority of Hindus. It would give too
much of an excuse to the Hindu Mahasabha
and other backward-looking communal groups
to wean away the Congressmen. As a result,
he was often in dispnte with Pandit Nehru
who was inclined to be idealistic in these
matters. But the Sardar’s devotion to all the
people of India, and especially to the peas-
ants, was never in doubt. '

What are his legacies to us? First, a sense
of duty and self-discipline. Second, a down-
to-earth practicality. Not for him the airy
promises of Marxism. When asked about
Socialism, his reply was typical: “In
Gandhiji’s Ashram, the first principle is non-
possession of property. That is socialism, is
it not? Practical socialism.”
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