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DEDICACE. 

A MADAME GOVIN. C. DUTT. 

LE fond du lac n'est pas toujours Iimpide ; 
Qu'un voyageur, qu'un tc!meraire enfant 
Jette une pierre en son cristal humide, 
Un noir limon s'en c!leve a I'instant. 
Mais, par degrc!s plus tranquille et plus claire. 
On voit bient6t la vague s'aplanir, 
Et, tout brillant de sa splendeur premiere, 
L'azur du ciel revient s'y rc!flc!chir. 

Souvent ainsi Ie tourbillon du monde, 
De mes pensers troublant la douce paix, 
Vient y m~ler comme une fange inimonde, 
Qui dans mon sein voile un moment tes traits. 
Mais lorsqu'a fui la foule murmurante, 
Lorsque Ie ca1me en mes sens est rentre!, 
Le voile tombe et ta forme charmante 
Se peint encore sur mon creur c!purc! I 

X. LalJmski (Pofqnius.) 



THE lake's fair surface is not always clear. 

If but a traveller, or a rash child near, 

At random throw a stone upon its glass, 

A dark ooze rises in a vapowy mass ; 
But by degrees more tranquil and serene, 

The wave disturbed gets smooth as it had been, 
And pure, austere, resplendent as before, 
The blue, blue sky reflects itself once more. 

Thus oft alas I the discords of the earth 

Troubling the sweet peace. of my thoughts, give birth 

To unclean slime, that in dense spirals roll 

To mar thy gracious image in my soul 

But when the murm'ring crowd away has Bed, 

And the calm enters in my sense instead, 
The veil is gone; thy loving (ace again 

Gleams in my heart. as sunlight after rain. 

T. D. 
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. TORU DUTT was the you.ngest of my three children. All 
the three were of great promise, and all the three were' 
taken away from me early, in the very bloom of y\>uth. I 
note the dates in which they were born, and the dates in 
which it pleased the Lord to remove them hence. 

ABIU C. DUTT 
AJ.u DUTT • 
Toau DUTT • 

Born 
Oct. 18. 1851 
SepL 13, 1854 
March 40 1856 

Died 
July 9. 1865 
July 23, 1874 
Aug. 30, 1877 

All my children accompanied me in one of the .Penin
sular and Oriental Company's steamers to Bombay in the 
year 1863, and after one year's stay there returned with me 
to Calcutta. Two only accompanied me to Europe in 
November 1869, and returned home with me in November 
18n. 

Excepting for a few months in France, Aru and Toru 
were never put to school, but they sedulously attended the 
lectures for women in Cambridge, during our stay in 
England. 

Both the sisters kept diaries of their travels in Europe, 
which I still possess. 

In the performance of all domestic duties, Aru and 

• 
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Toru were exemplary. No work was too mean for them. 

Excellent players on the piano were they both, and sweet 

singers with clear contralto voices, which I still fancy I hear 

at times. Toru bad read more, probably also thought 

tIlore, and the elder sister generally appeao!d to follow the 

lead of the younger; so that I have often been asked by 

strangers which of the two is Miss Dutt. And yet there 

was no assnmption of superiority on the part of T onL It 

seemed perfectly natural to Am to fall in the background 

in the presence of her sister. The love between them was 
always perfect. 

Not the least remarkable trait of Toru's mind was her 

wonderfuJ memory. She could repeat almost every piece 
she translated by heart, and whenever there was a hitch, 

it was only necessary to repeat a line of the translation to 

put an end to it. and draw out of her lips the whole original 

poem in its entireness. I have already said, she read much: 

she read rapidly too; but she never slurred over a diffi

culty .·hen she was reading. Dictionaries, lexicons, and 

encycIopzdias of all kinds were consulted unbl it was 

solved, and a note taken afterwards; the consequence was 

that explanations of bard words and phrases imprinted 

themselves, as it were, in her brain, and whenever we bad 

a dispute about the signification of any expiession or sen
tence in Sanscrit, 01' French, or German, in seven or eight 
cases out of ten she wooJd prove to be right. Sometimes 

• I was so sure of my ground, that I would say, • Well, let 115 

lay a wager.' The wager was ordinarily a rupee. But 

... hen the authorities were consulted, she was almost always 

the winner. It was curious and very pleasant for me to 

watch her when she last. F ust a bright smile. then thin 
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fingers patting my grfzzled cheek, then p'erhaps so~e quota
tion from Mrs. Barrett-Browning, her favourite poetess, like 
this~ 

Ah, my gossip, you are older, and more leamed~ and a man j. Ii 

or some similar pleasantry. 
,The great ambition of the sisters was to publish a 

novel anonymously, which Toru should write, and Aru, who 
was far more deft at the pencil, should illustrate. Toru's 
part of the contract has' been faithfully fulfilled. I have 
before me her manuscript. It is in the form of a diary 
written in French by a young lady. The scene is laid in 
France, and the characters are all French men and women. 
I shall publish it probably hereafter. Aru did not live to 
complete her part of the undertaking. 

After her return to India, Toru commenced the study· 
of Sanscrit along with me. We laboured hard at it, for not 
quite a year; her failing health compelled me to order her 
to give it up. She made a few translations as we read 
together. As two of these pieces have been published, I 
may as well reprint them here. The first appeared in the 
• Calcutta Review,' the second in the • Bengal Magazine.' 

THE ROYAL ASCETIC AND THE HIND. 

From the Pis" ... ~ B. ii. Co xiii. 

Maifnya. Of old thou gav'st a promise to relate 
The deeds of Bharat, that great hermit-king; 
Beloved Master, now the occasion suits, 
And I am all attention. 

Parasam. Brahman, hear. 
With a mind fixlld intently on his gods 
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Long reigned in Saligram of ancient fame, 
The mighty monarch of the wide, wide world. 
Chief of the virtuous, never in his life 
Harmed he, or strove to harm, his fellow-man, 
Or any creature sentient. But he left 
His kingdom in the forest-shades to dwell, 
And changed his sceptre for a hermit's staff, 
And with ascetic rites, privations rude, 
And constant prayers, endeavoured to attain 
Perfect dominion on his soul At morn, 
Fuel, and flowers, and fruit, and holy grass, 
He gathered for oblations; and he passed 
In stem devotion all his other hours ; 
Of the world heedless, and its myriad cares, 
And heedless too of wealth, and love, and fame. 

Once on a time, while living thus, he went 
To bathe where through the wood the river flows: 
And his ablutions done, he sat him down 
Upon the shelving bank to muse and pray. 
Thither impelled by thirst, a graceful hind, 
Big with its young, came fearlessly to drink. 
Sudden, while yet she drank, the lion's roar, 
Feared by all creatures, like a thunder-clap 
Burst in that solitude from a thicket nigh. 
Startled, the hind leapt up, and from her womb 
Her offspring tumbled in the rushing stream. 
Whelmed by the hissing waves and carried far 
By the strong current swoln by recent rain, 
The tiny thing sti1I struggled for its life, 
While its poor mother, in her fright and pain, 
Fell down upon the bank and breathed her last. 
Up rose the hermit-monarch at the light, 
Full of keen anguish ; with his pilgrim staff 
He drew the new-born aeature from the wave ; 
'Twas panting fast, but life was in it still 
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Now, as he saw its luckless mother dead, 
He would not leave it in the woods aloI\e, 
But with the tenderest pity brought it home. 

There, in his leafy hut, he gave it food, 
And daily nourished it with patient care, 
Until it grew in stature and in strength, 
And to the forest skirts could venture forth. 
In search of sustenance. At early mom 
Thenceforth it used to leave the hermitage 
And with the shlides of evening come again, 
And in the little courtyard of the hut 
Lie down in peace, unless the tigers fierce, 
Prowling about, compelled it to return 
Earlier at noon. But whether near or far, 
Wandering abroad, or resting in its home, 
The monarch-hermit's heart was with it still, 
Bound by affection's ties; nor could he think 
Of anything besides this little hind, 
His nursling. Though a kingdom he had left, 
And children, and a host of loving friends, 
Almost without a tear, the fount of love 
Sprang out anew within his blighted heart, 
To greet this dumb, weak, helpless foster-child. 
And so, whene'er it lingered in the wilds, 
Or at the 'customed hour could not return, 
His thoughts went with it; • And alas I' he cried, 
• Who knows, perhaps some lion, or some wolf, 
Or ravenous tiger with relentless jaws, 
Already hath devoured it, timid thing 1 
Lo, how the earth is dinted with its hoofs, 
And variegated. Surely for my joy 
It was created. When will it come back, 
And rub its budding antlers on my arms, 
In token of its love and deep delight 
To see my face? The shaven stalks of grass. 

X· 
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Kusha and kasha, by its new teeth clipped, 
Remind me of it, as they stand in lines. 
Like pious boys who chant the samga Veds 
Shorn by their vows of all their wealth of hair.' 
Thus passed the monarch-hermit's time; in joy, 
With smiles upon his lips, whenever near 
His little favourite; in bitter grief 
And fear, and trouble, when it wandered far. 
And he who had abandoned ease and wealth, 
And friends and dearest ties, and kingly power, 
Found his devotions broken by the love 
He had bestowed upon a little hind 
Thrown in his way by chance. Years glided on. • • 
And Death, who spareth none, approached at last 
The hermit-king to summon him away; 
The hind was at his side with tearful eyes 
Watching his last sad moments, like a child 
Beside a father. He too watched and watched 
His favourite through a blinding film of tears, 
And could not think of the Beyond at hand, 
So keen he felt the parting, such deep grief 
O'erwhelmed him for the creature he had reared. 
To it devoted was his last, last thought, 
Reckless of present" and of future both I 

Thus far the pious chronicle, writ of old 
By Brahman sage; but we, who happier live 
UDder the holiest dispensation, know 
That God is Love, and not to be adored 
By a devotion born of stoic pride, 
Or with ascetic rites, or penance hard, 
But with a love, in character akin 
To His unSelfish, all-including love.. 
And therefore little can we sympathise 
With what the Brahman sage would fain imply 
As the concluding moral of his tale, 
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That for tbe hermit-king it was a sin 
To love his nut'Sling. What! A sin toJove! 
A sin to pity I Rather should we deem, 
Whatever Brahmans wise, or monks may hold, 
That he had sinned in casting' of! all love 
By his retirement to the forest-shades ; 
For that was to abandon duties high, 
And, like a recreant soldier, leave the post 
Where God had placed him as a sentinel. 

This little hind brought strangely on his path, 
This love engendered in his withered heart, 
This hindrance to his rituals, might these not 
Have been ordained to teach him-call him back 
To ways marked out for him by Love divine, 
And with a mind less self-willed to adore? 

Not in seclusion, not apart from all, 
Not in a place elected for its peace, 
But in the heat and bustle of the world, 
'Mid sorrow, sickness, suffering, and sin, 
Must he still labour with a loving soul 
Who strives to enter through the narrow gate. 

THE LEGEND OF DHRUVA. 

SPRUNG from great Brahma, Manu had two son ... 
Heroic and devout, as I have said, 
Pryavrata and Uttanapado-names 
Knowri in legends; and of these the last 
Married two wives-Suruchee, his adored, 
The mother of a handsome petted boy 
Uttama; and Suneetee, less beloved, 
The mother of another son whose name 

xiii 
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Was Dhruva. Seated on his throne, the King 
Uttanapado, on his knee one day 
Had placed Uttama; Dhruva, ,.",,0 beheld 
His brother in that place of honour, longed 
To clamber up and by his playmate sit ; 
Led on by Love, he came, but found, alas I 
Scant welcome and encouragement; the King 
Saw fair Suruchee sweep into the hall 
With stately step, aye, evety inch a queen, 
And dare not smile upon her co-wife's son. 
Observing him, her rival's boy, intent 
To mount ambitious to his father's knee, 
'Where sat her own, thus fair Suruchee spake: 
• Why hast thou, child, formed such a vain design 1 
Why harboured such an aspiration proud, 
Born from another's womb and not from mine 1 
o thoughtless I To desire the loftiest place, 
The throne of thrones, a roya1 father's lap I 
It is an honour to the destined given, 
And not within thy reach. What, though thou art 
Born of the King 1 those sleek and tender limbs 
Hold of my blood no portion; I am Queen. 
To be the equal of mine only son 
Were in thee vain ambition. Know'st thou not, 
Fair prattler, thou art sprung, not, not from mine, 
But from Suneetee's bowels 1 Learn thy place.' 

Repulsed in silence from his father's lap, 
Indignant, furious, at the words that fell 
From his step-mother's lips, poor Dhruva ran 
To his own mother's chambers, where be stood 
Beside her with his pale, thin, trembling lips, 
(Trembling with an emotion iII-suppressed,) , 
And hair in wild disorder, till she took 
And raised him to her lap, and gently said : 
• 0 child, what means this? What can be the cause 
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Of this great anger? Who hath given thee pain? 
He that hath vexed thee hath despised thy sire, 
For in these veins thou hast the royal blood.' 

Thus conjured, Dhruva, with a swelling heart, 
Repeated to his mother every word 
That proud Suruchee spake, from first to last; 
Even in the very presence of the King. 

His speech, oft broken by his tears and sobs, 
Helpless Suneetee, languid-eyed from care, 
Heard sighing deeply, and then soft replied: 
• 0 son, to lowly fortune tho'u wert born, 
And what my co-wife said to thee is truth: 
No enemy to Heaven's favoured ones may say 
Such words as thy step-mother said to thee. 
Yet, son, it is not meet thou should'st grieve 
Or vex thy soul. The deeds that thou hast done, 
The evil, haply, in some former life, 
Long, long ago, who may alas I annul, 
Or who the good works not done, supplement I 
The sins of previous lives must bear their fruit. 
The ivory throne, the umbrella of gold, 
The best steed, and the royal elephant 
Rich caparisoned, must be his by right 
Who has deserved them by his virtuous acts 
In times long past Oh, think on this, my son, 
And be content For glorious actions done 
Not in this life, but in some previous birth, 
Suruchee by the monarch is beloved. 
Women, unfortunate like myself, who bear 
Only the name of wife without the powers, 
But pine and suffer for our ancient sins. 
Suruchee raised her virtues'pile on pile: 
.Hence Uttama her son, the fortunate! 
Suneetee heaped but evil: hence her son 

xv 
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Dbruva the luckless I But for all this, child, 
It is not meet that tholl should'st ever grieve 
As I have said. That man is truly wise 
Who is content with what he has, and seeks 
Nothing beyond, but in whatever sphere 
Lowly or great, God placed him, works in faith ; 
My son, my son, though proud Suruchee spake 
Harsh words indeed, and hurt thee to the quick, 
Yet to thine eyes thy duty should be plain. 
Collect a large sum of the virtues ; thence 
A goodly harvest must to thee arise. 
Be meek, devout, and friendly, full of love, 
Intent to do good to the human race 
And to all creatures sentient made of God ; 
And ob, be humble, for on modest worth 
Descends prosperity, even as water lIows 
Down to low grounds.' 

She finished, and her son. 
Who patiently had listened, ~ replied : 

• Mother, thy words of consolation find 
Nor resting-place nor echo in this heart, 
Broken by words severe, repulsing Love 
That timidly approached to worship. Hear 
My resolve unchangeable. I shall by 
The highest good. the loftiest place to win. 
Which the whole world deems priceless and desires. 
There is a crown above my father's crown : 
I shall obtain it, and at any cost 
Of toil, or penance, or unceasing prayer. 
Not born of proud Suruchee whom the King 
Favours and 1oves, but grown up from a germ 
In thee, 0 mother, humble as thou art, 
I yet shall show thee what is in my power. 
Thou shalt behold my glory and rejoice. 
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Let Uttama my brother, not thy son, 
Receive the throne and royal titles, all 
My father pleases to .confer on him. 
I grudge them not Not with another's gifts 
Desire I, dearest mother, to be rich, 
But with my own work would acquire a .name. 
And I shall strive unceasing for a place. 
Such as my father hath not won, a place 
That would not know him even, ay, a place 
Far, far above the highest of this earth.' 

xvii 

He said, and from his mother's chambers passed, 
And went into the wood where hermits live, 
And never to his father's house returned. 

Well kept the boy his promise made that day! 
By prayer and penance Dhruva gained at last 
The highest heavens, and there he shines a star I 
Nightly men see him in the firmament 

Mademoiselle Clarisse Bader's charming work, entitled, 
, La Femme dans L'Inde Antique,' which had been honoured 
with the approbation of the French Academy, having 
attracted Toru's attention in an advertisement, I got it 
out for her, and when she had read' it, she admired it so 
much that she proposed to translate it Ioffered no ob
jection, but advised her to obtain the consent of the 
authoress, as otherwise she might not be allowed, when her 
work was complete, to publish it Hereupon she wrote to 
Mlle. Bader. I have no copy of her first letter, but it com
menced thus, if I remember aright ;--' Une femme de I'Inde 
moderne,' who has read with admiration your book en
titled' La Femme dans I'Inde Antique: desires to translate 
it.' Mile. Bader's reply, and the subsequent correspondence 

a 
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are sufficiently interestin~ and characteristic to be printed 

here. 

Mile Clarisse Bade,., Paris, a MIle T()ru Dull, Calcutta. 

Paris, ce .6 Fmier .877. Rae de Babyloue 62. 

Chere Mademoiselle,-Eh quoi I C'est une descendante 
de mes cheres heroInes indiennes qui desire traduire I'reuvre 
que j'ai consacree' aux antiques Aryennes de la presqu'lle 
gangc!tique I Un semblable vreu, c!manant d'une telle 
source, me touche trop profondc!ment pour que je ne 
I'exauce pas. Traduisez donc • La Femme dans I'Inde 
Antique,' mademoiselle; je vous y autorise de tout mon 
creur; et j'appelle de tous mes vreux sympathiques Ie 
succes de votre entreprise. 

J e montrai bier soir votre lettre et votre charmant re
cueil a un iIIustre indianiste dont fa rc!putation doit vous 
~tre connue, M. Garcin de Tassy, Membre de l'Institut. C'est 
un ami de votre savant voisin, Radjendrala1a Mitra M. 
Garein de Tassy fut si c!merveillc! de votre gc!nereux courage 
qu'i\ prit votre adresse pour vous envoyer aujourd'hui 
meme I'un de ses ouvrages. 

Vous etes Chsc!tienne, mademoiselle: votre livre me Ie 
dit. Et, en vc!ritc!, votre r61e nous permet -de benir une fois 
de plus Ia divine religion qui a permis a une Indienne de 
developper et de manifester cette valeur itulividuelle que 
Ie brahmanisme encbalna trap souvent chez \a femme. 

Si, comme bistorienne de Ia femme, je suis charmee de 
("lieiter en vous une <!mule, je ne suis pas mains touchee 
comme Fran~ d'avoir a remereier en vous l'c!Ic!gante 
traductrice _ des poetes mes compatriotes. Votre beau 
livre m'apprend que vous aviez une sreur qui, elIe aussi, 
partageait vas goQts poc!tiques. Le Seigneur a rappelc! 
aupres de Lui l'ime qui avait si fidelement interprete Ie 
chant de' La Jeune Captive,' et qui cependant, parvenue a 
l'heure supreme, o'a plus redit : 
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The world has delights, the Ml..es have songs: 
I wish not to perish too soon. . 

Lorsque vous aurez publie dans l'!ride votre traduction 
de • La Femme dans l'Inde Antique,' je vous serai recon
naissante de vouloir bien m'envoyer deux exemplaires im
primes de votre version. J e serais aussi tres.heureuse de 
recevoir votre photographie si toutefois vous la possedez 
deja. 

Laissez-moi vous redire, en terminant, combien la sym- . 
pathie d'une enfant de l'Inde m'est precieuse. Depuis les 
heures delicieuses que m'avaient fait passer vos ancetres, 
j'ai suivi la femme, chez les Hebreux, chez les Grecs, chez 
les Romains. Quatre volumes ont ainsi succede a . La 
Femme dans l'Inde' ..•• et cependant il y a peu de jours 
encore, comme monsecond pere, Ie grand Ev~que 

d'OrJeans me demandait chez quelles femmes j'avai~ trouve 
Ie plus de beaute morale, je repondais: • Si j'en excepte. 
les femmes bibliques, c'est chez les Indiennes que j'ai 
trouve Ie plus de purete et de devouement.' 

Croyez, mademoiselle, a mes cordiales sympathies. 

. CLARISSE BADER. 

Chez son pere, officier superieur en retraite, officier de la 
Legion d'Honneur, attache! au Ministere de la Guerre, rue 
de Babylone 62, a Paris. 

P.S. Ainsi que vous me I'ecrivez, mademoiselle, o'est 
dans l'Inde que sera publiee votre traduction anglaise. 
Ce ne serait que dans Ie cas ou cette version serait publiee· 
en Angleterre que l'intervention de mQn editeur serait 
necessaire. Mais, comme il me l'a ditlui.m~me, il ne voit 
aucun inconvenient a ce que votre traduction paraisse dans 
une region aussi loint~ine que l'Inde. 

.2 
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MIk Tl1t'ii DIdI, Cz/aItta, tl ~/1k C/tzrUu &ukr, Paris. 

0 ....... "" .8 _ .177. 

Chbe Mademoisel1e,-Je YOIIS remercie bien sincere
ment de votre bienveiIlante antorisatioo de traduire ' La 
Femme dans l'Inde Antique,' et aussi de votre boone et 
sympathique lettre, qui m'a cause Ie plus vif p1aisir. 

Je suis desol6e de o'avoir po com ............. 1a traduction 
encore; mais ma coostitutioo o'est pas bis-forte ; j'ai coo
tracte DDe tow&: opiniatre il Y a plus de deDx aDS, qui De 

me -quitte point. Cepeodaot fespbe mettre 1a maio a 
l"1EUVe bientOt. . 

Je De peox dire, mademoiselle, combien votre aJfection
car YOIIS 1es aimez; votre ~ et votre 1ettre en temoigneDt 
assez;-pour mes compatriotes et moo pays IDe touche; et 
je suis fiere de ~ Ie dire que 1es bc!roInes de JKJ5 

graodes epop6cs SOJIt dignes de tout bonoenr et de tout 
amour. Y a-toil d'heroroe pIllS touchaDte, plus aimabIe que 

-Sha 1 Je De Ie crois pas. Quaod j'errteDds ma mere 
chaolei', Ie soir, 1es rieto: chaots de ootre pays, je p1eure 
presque toujours. La pIaiote de Sita. quand banoie pour 
1a secoode fu;s, elJe are dans la vaste fodt, seuIe, Ie de
sespoir et l"effroi dans l"ime. est si pat!w<tique qu'il o'y a 
persoDIII', je crois, qui puisse fenteodre sans v=er c1es 
1a.noes. JeYOllS emUs SOlIS ce pIi dew< petites traductions 
d .. Saoscrit, cette belIe laogue antique. )IaJheureusemen 

Jai lU obligee de faire cesser mes tradoctions de Sanscrit 
il Y a six mois. Ma santi De me pond pas de 1es con
timJel'. Je VOI&eovois aDOoSi moo portr.lit et celui de ma 
SIEIU. Dans 1a pbotographie elle est repn!sentie assise. 
Elle itait si douce et si bonne! La pbotographie date de 
quatre aDS, quand j'anis dix-sept ans et elJe dix-neuf ans 1 
peine. ~Ioi aussi. mademoiselle, je voas scrai recoo
oa;ssmte de ,-ouloir bien m'em'O)-er votre pbotographie. 

Je 1a gan1er.U comme un de mes plus gnnds tdson. 
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II faut que je m'ar<ete ici, je ne veux plus empieter sur 
votre temps. Comme M. Lefevre·Deumier il faut que je 
d~ . 

Adieu done, mon amie. que je n'ai pas CODDUe, 

car, mademoiselle, je vous compte parmi mes amies, et 
parmi les meilleures, quoique je ne vous aie pas we. 

Croyez, mademoiselle, a. la nouvelle assurance de mon 
amitie. 

TORU DUTT. 

Chez lOll phe, M. Gavin C. Datt, 
Honorary Magistrale and Justice of the Peace, Calcutta. 

• 
P.s. J'ai retarde! jusqu'a iei de faire rerpettrema lettre 

a. la poste; j'espe!rais recevoir Ie livre que M. Garein de 
Tassy voulait bien m'envoye'r. Mats je ne l'ai pas encore 
~u, et la poste part demairi. Je crois que peu,t-~tre 

j'aurai bient6t Ie bonheur de votls serrer la main. N ous 
esperons quitter I'Inde Ie prochain mois. Mon pere veut 
absolument partir pour I'Europe. II dit qu'U y a en France 
et en Angleterre des mt!decins plus savants que ceux de" 
Calcutta; et de plus, nos mt!deeins nous conseillent de 
changer de climat ; cela, disent-ils, me fera plus de bien 
que toutes les drogues d'une pharmacie. Ce changernerit 
de nos projets rn'oblige de vous prier de ne m't!crire 
qu'apres avoir re<ju encore de mes nouvelles. 

Mile TOrN D"tt, Calcutta, a Mile C/arim Bader, Paris • 

.. MaDiktoUah street, ce 13 Ami .877. 

Ma chere Mademoiselle,-Ecrivez-moi, je vous prie, 1 
l'adresse que je vous ai donnee dans rna lettre prt!ct!dente. 
Je suis tres.rnalade au lit depuis une quinzaine; votre lettre 
et votre portrait me feront du bien. Tous nos plans sont 
changes; nous ne pourrons pas aller en Europe en AvriL 
L'homme propose et Dieu dispose. 
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VouIez-vous bien avoir la bonte, mademoiselle, de re

men:ier M. Garcin de Tassy de ma part pour sa Revue? 
Elle est tres-interessante. Je lui 6:rirai quand je serai 
plus forte. 

Croyez, mademoiselle, A Ia nouvelle assurance de mOD 
d<!vouement et de mon amitic! tres-sincbes.. 

TORU DUTT. 

Mlle Clarisse Bader, Ptuir, Ii AIlIe TfI17I DIdt, Ca/ndt4. 

Cbere Mademoiselle et gr.u:ieuse Amie,-Quelle do!cq>
tion m'apporte votre demiere Iettre I Je m'etajs fait une 
veritable fete de YOUS voir, et de wus offrir verbalement 
I'expression de la vh-e sympathie que m~mspireot 0011-

seuIement vos <Euvre5 si remarquabJes, mais vus Iettn:s, qui 
rc!veJent nne Ame dc!Jicate et cbarmante, et aussi votre 
portrait si vivant et si expressif! J e prie Dieu qu'U vous 
guc!risse bien ~;te, et croyez que dans ce vteU il y a aussi 
nae part d'egoo;me, puisque c'est de votre rc!tablissement 
que dependent ¥os projets de voyage. Vous ~ jeune, 
et Ia jeunesse est si puissante en ressources, surtout quand 
eUe est doublc!e de Ia belle constitution que n!\-eJe votre 
cbarmant portrait! Savez-vous, chere mademoiselle, que 
ce portrait et vos 1ettres font des cooqu~ dans moo en
tourage, A commencer par mon pere et par ma mere? Ma 
Camille et mes amis partageaient moo viC dc!sir de rous 
.-oir, et aujourd'hui, beJas! i1s prenuent grandement part A 
ma deception I 

S'iI m'a.-ait etc! possible de me Caire pbotographier en 
ce moment, j'eusse rea>mmenec! A _ intention de tenter 

uue epreU\e qui De m'a jamais rc!ussi. n parait que \a 
mobilitc! de mes traits fait Ie dlsespoir des pbotograpbes. 
Mes portraits soot tous plus \aids 1es uns que 1es autres, 
et si j'c!tais coquette je De 1es donnerais jamais , surtout a 
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ceux qui ne me connaissent pas. Mais je ne suis pas 
coquette. J e vous envoie donc sous ce pit deux photo
graphies qui remontent a 1872. C'c!tait peu de mois apres 
les terribles c!preuves patriotiques que nous avions subies 
pendant les deux sieges de Paris, et j'avais encore les 
traits fatigues par de cruelles emotions. Ces portraits 
ont c!tc! faits a la campagne par un amateur, un officier 
superieur de nos amis. Mon pere est aupres de moi dans 
l'une de ces photographies. 'Lui aussi a ete singulierement 
vieilli par cette epreuve. 

Quand je poserai de nouveau je vous enverrai Ie re
sultat de cette tentation si celle-ci est couronnc!e de succes. 
Ie ferai mon possible pour seconder Ie pbotographe par rna 
tranquillite. 

Ie suis bien touchc!e' d'avoir la douce image de votre 
regrettc!e sreur, qui partageait vos savantes et po~tiques 

occupations. Ie vous remercie de tout creur de m'avoir 
envoyc! ce pieux'souvenir de famille. 

Quand je verrai M. Garcin de Tassy je m'acquitterai de 
la mission que vous me confiez aupres de lui. 

Ie vous c!cris dans Ie petit oratoire qui est aussi mon 
cabinet de travail, et ou je prie Ie bon Dieu de vous rendre 
force et sante. Ie conlie cette priere a la sainte Vierge. 

Croyez, chere mademoiselle, que vous avez en France 
une amie qui serait heureuse de presser votre main. 

Toute a vous, 
CLARISSE BADER. 

lrllle Toni Dutl, Calcutta, a Mile Clarisse Badw, Paris. 

Ce 30 Juillet .877. 

Chere et tres-aimable Amie,-Voila bien quatre mois 
que je souR're de la fievre; cela m'a emp&hc!e de vous 
c!crire et de vous exprimer plus tat Ie grand plaisir que 
votre lettre et les portraits m'ont cause. 

Cette bonne et sympathique lettre, arrivc!e' dans un 
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t'!mps 0,) je soulrrais beaucoup, m'a fait plus de bien 
que tous les remedes du mc!decin. 

J e vous prie, chere mademoiselle, de vouloir bien 
m'excuser la brievete de cette lettre; je ne suis pas tout 
a fait retablie encore; et je ne puis a1ler de ma chambre a 
la chambre voisine sans sentir de la fatigue 

J'ai ete bien malade, chere mademoiselle, mais Ie bon 
Dieu a exauce les prieres de mes parents ; et je me retablis 
peuapeu. 

J' espere vous c!crire pi us longuement avant peu. 
Toute a vous, 

TORU DUTT. 

Mile Clarisse BflIkr, Paris, d AIIie To,.. Dull, Calalla. 

Paris, ce II Scptcmbre .877. 62 .... de 1labyJ-. 

Chereet charmante Amie de I'Inde,-J'ai manque Ie 
dernier coumer de Brindisi, et je regrette d'autant plus ce 
retard involontaire que votre bonne et affectueuse lettre 
m'apprend que yous avez ete ma1ade et que vous c!tiez 
encore con~-a1escente au moment ou vous m'avez c!crit. 
Eh quai! 1a ma1adie a pu atteindre cette vive organisation 
que rc!veJe votre portrait? Ces beaux yew< pleins de feu 
ont pu s'a1anguir? Oh! mais a1ors, cela n'a pu &re qu'un 
choe accidental? Vous etes tout a fait retablie, n'est..:e 
pas, a l'beure actuelle? Et, a I'epoque de ('exposition, 
vous viendrez dans notre dow< pays de France, dont Ies 
tiedes brises vous feront du bien, vous qru avez soulrert de 
votre ardent climat. Des cceurs amis vous attendent avec one 
joyeuse esperance. Mes parents et moi nOus vous aimoos 
beaucoop nns vous avoir jamais vue; mais vos 1ettres et 
vos ""Dues nous out revae 1a bontc! de votre cc:eur, 1a can
deur de votre ime. Venez done. moo aimab1e amie, sce11er 
de votre pc!sence une affection qui vous est deja acquise. 

Un veritable torTent d'occupations De me permet pas 
de prolouger cette lettre, c!crite d'aiDeurs sous I'impression 



PREFA.TORY MEMOIR. 

d'une ext~me fatigue nerveuse. J e me ressens encore· 
d'une .. indisposition qui n'a assurc!ment rien ~e grave, mais 
qui vient d'ebranler ma forte sante. Cette indisposition 
m'a ete amenee par un surcroit de travail que je me suis 
recemment impose pour continuer a defendre 1a grande 
cause religieuse, qui malheureusement est toujours attaquc!e 
dans mon cher pays, mais qui, gr~ces en soient rendues a 
Dieu, trouvera toujours des dc!fenseurs parmi nous. Qu'im
porte si, dans ces luttes 011 nos seules armes sont la foi et 
la charite, nous ressentons quelquefois I'atteinte de la 
fatigue et de la souffrance physiques I Ce sont la les bles
sures du combat, et ces blessures nous sont chc!ris. 

Dites avos dignes parents combien nous les fc!licitons 
de votre retour a la sante. . Mon pere et rna mere ont ete 
particulierement emus de cette phrase si simple et si 
touchante qui termine votre lettre: • J'ai etc! bien malade, 
mais Ie bon Dieu a exauce les prieres de mes parents, et je 
me retablis peu a peu.' • 

Et moi aussi, chere et interessante arnie, je demande au 
Seigneur de vous conserver la bonne sante qu'll vous a sans 
doute deja rendue, et, en faisant ce vceu, je vous embrasse 
avec effusion. 

CLARISSE BADER. 

P.S. Je depose sous se pli une !Ieurette de mon pays, 
C'est rna plante favorite. On I'appelle rodante. Cette 
jolie !leur rit toujours, mc!me dessc!chee. J e trouve que 
par cela mc!me. c'est un vrai embleme de I'affection. La 
!leur que je vous envoie provient de rna petite chapelle 
domestique. Puisse-t-elle vous apporter une douce bene!
diction du Seigneur en meme temps que mon fidele sou
venir I 

Soon after the commencement of this translation Toru 
fell seriously unwell, and ail the skill, kindness and unre
mitting attention of Dr. Thomas Edmonston Charles, to 
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whom I owe a deep debt of gratitude, avaned nothing. 
She passed away from the earth, firmly relying on her 
Saviour Jesus Christ, and in perfect peace. 

Why should these three young lives, so full of hope 
and work, be cut short, while I, old and almost infirm,linger 
on? I think I can dimly see that there is a fitness, a pre
paration required for the life beyond, which they had, and 
I have not. One day I shall see it all clearly. Blessed be 

the Lord. His will be done. 

BAUG'JI.AIEK GAADD·HoUSE : 
0<""-19. 18n. 

COVIN CHUNDER DUTT. 
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¥I .J.ndmat.. •• pr1 J. }#fJ1:::;9. ) 1 14 J. ott 
'Who smiles there 1 Is " it a. stray &pi • tit . .or wo .. man 

&& a·ij®~I.J. HttM 
fa • • it 1 Somb~ yet soft is the brow J Bow, nit· tions, 

. F"'B. 

~-t7: ;~ j. } I r l ;4 )1 M ill 
. bow I 0 soul In a·· ir. Speak, what art thou 1 

~b ;3; C S I ~ ) j J C c I 
In grief, the fair face seem»-What mean these sud • den 

¥.t J4t s PC I.) ;J;'B=n 
gleams I Our an· tique pride and dreams Start up. as beams 

&b J 5/ c S I i§LJ } c c E 
The COD - quer • iog glanee,-It makes our sad hearts 

&ry:;~hH bC 1 ~. ffo}J .1 
. dance, And wakes in wood. hushed long The wild biIds song. 




