__so said the Nobel laureate speaking of himself

to *The Illustrated Weekly of India>

//(M(“Raman is an Adjective”

READING OUT a pa.tub}ne extolling the

beauty of cinerarias. Raman’s latest

research work is in floral colours.

S a high-school student I nursed ambi-

tions of becoming a physicist. I had a
senior who frequently visited Bangalore
and claimed that he and Sir C. V. Raman
walked the same streets together. I got
jealous. I wrote out a naive theory of solu-
tions and sent a copy to the scientist. That
done I waited i for the

“MANY INDIAN SCIENTISTS are in a deep

freeze. They are all carpetbaggers. You
know what I mean?”

didn't look much different from what he
had been nearly a generation before. Tur-
ban, face and all were the same. Not “gnarl-
ed like a tree”, and the eyes as keen as ever.
It seemed to me he was more irrepressible
than before. He talked on and on, faster than
1 could note down what he said. He was as
as sodium on water and as cor-

ment of the award to me of the Nobel prize.
It turned out to be a long wait.

It was some three years later that I saw
Raman for the first time. We, at Presidency
College, Madras, had invited him to ad-
dress our Union. I had expected him to look
like Acharya P. C. Ray or like Berzelius.
Why like Berzelius? It was a name in
science that fascinated me greatly. But in
his European clothes and turban Raman
looked like the diwan of a princely State.
I can’t recall what he spoke. But I still re-
member his restlessness. He fidgeted, when
our Principal made the welcome speech, and
he constantly pressed his palms together,
with his fingers interlocked, as if he were
about to utter some imprecations. As he
spoke he walked up and down the dais, like
a caged lion. There was some vehemence in
his speech—vehemence about what I don’t
remember.

That was more than 25 years ago. In
Bangalore recently I was excited by the
prospect of meeting him. As I walked
through a pathway in the gardens of the
Raman Institute, lined with hibiscus bushes,
I was warned that he would be irritabl

rosive in his comments as sulphuric acid.

In his massive Institute of grey stone he
looked a solitary figure like Cavendish who
spent a lifetime in his laboratory without
stepping out. But Raman is no recluse. He
is wide awake to the world, and reacts im-
mediately to everything.

As National Professor of Physics he re-
ceives a salary from the Government, vary-
ing from year to year. But his Institute
has not received any Government aid. “I
don’t want any money from them,” he said.
“If -1 don’t take any Government money it

NEVER MIND KHORANA. “The more
Indians go abroad the 1ewer chances of their
winning the Nobel prize.”

Cinerarias come in two shades, red and
blue. Raman’s experiment with them had
led him to believe that the colours of all
flowers, except yellow and orange, were
formed by Florachrome A (blue) and Flora-
chrome B (red)—individually or in vary-
ing combinations. He seemed to be particu-
larly fond of the cineraria and enthusiasti-
cally read out from a book a passage extoll-
ing its beauty.

He stopped reading and asked me: “Are
you a Travancorean?” He guessed my home
State correctly but not the region. “Cer-
tainly not,” I replied. “I am a Cochmme”
(We Cochini don’t like T
He asked me the question because he wnnt-
ed to tell me abqut another flower, sankhu-
pushpam (so called because it resembles the
conch-shell). It is sacred to the gods and
found in abundance in Kerala. Now this
sankhupu:hpam is white—or blue like the
ia. And the blue variety was of in-

is not because I hate the G but
because I love myself more.” He added that

human freedom was essential to the deve--

lopment of science and that science was to
a large extent the work of individ:als.

Floral Colours

At the time of my interview, Raman
‘was absorbed in his' experiments on the co-
lours of flowers. An assistant brought him
two small bottles—one containing a red
liquid and the other a blue liquid. He peer-
ed through them and laid them aside. The
bottles contamed the juice of crushed

But I found him very pleasant. At 81 he

1l f i He had bought
some potted cinerarias from a flower show.
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terest to Raman.

Richard Willstatter of Germany was
awarded the Nobel prize for his work on
plant pi Sir Robert i an-
other Nobel laureate, also investigated ecol-
ours. According to their findings floral col-
ours are due to the presence of ancho-
cyanin. “The chemical view of these two
scientists,” Raman said, “is false. I am the
first scientist in the world to look at a

« flower through a spectroscope.’

Talking of coleur he inevitably dwelt
upon his theory of vision. He has written a
book on it entitled The Philosophy of Vi-
sion. When asked why he had not sent out




+ copies of the book to be reviewed, he snap-
ped “There is nobody competent to
Teview it Why should I let myself be bark-
ed at?”

Raman said he was a “practical nation-

I was very gauche in putting him one
quﬁhom‘Huwxs!‘L"llsked,“Xndmhamt

VIEWING HIS GARDEN from the

balcony
for physics in 1930. (Photograps by B. V.

produced any great scientist after you?"
(I hadn't of course forgotten Khorana
and Chandrasekhar—but they are no longer
Indian nationals.)

He was quick to seize upon my clumsy
after you. “That makes me feel dead,” he
said.

He was not very much impressed by the

Indian students who go abroad, he said,
“are given the discarded crumbs from the
table. The truth is we are far too reliant on

He decried “foreign inspiration” and
“foreign methods”. “We must have the

of his institute in Bangalore. Dr Raman (81)
Krishnamurthy)

courage of our conyictions and the courage
to pursue our own ideas.” .

Vice-Chancellor, wanted

more Indian g0 abroad, the fewer
chances of their winning the Nobel prize.
1 got my Nobel award for the work done

with an apparatus that cost only Rs/200."

the Raman Effe id: “Raman is in-

in except his own Ef-
fect.” However he added with obvious re-
lish: “The Raman Effect is a rage mow.
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. “Raman is an adjective—not a noun”
‘he answered.
He was . {h5lled b the sovegs o
to believe in

and added enigmatically: “It’s all right, it's
all wrong.” He blamed both America and
Russia for the waste.

Reads Hardy, Shelle
Wi

great strides as science, I said to

Raman's liking for Hardy is not sur-
prising. For he is a lover of nature. T had
mumbled something about his being a part

tute we had a fine view of the lawns and
the trees.

“I am essentially an aesthete,” he con-
fessed. Bertrand Russell has said that a
great scientist need not ne i
scientific outlook. Raman is easily excited
by sounds and colours. His early =xnr-n
ments were with musical i
‘most of his subsequent work has been in u::
field of physics that comes under the broad

seem
idses kad ot been sccepted by i cnl-
leagu
‘There was no cloying modesty about
him. He was full of egoism—but it was an
egoism that didn't bore. Raman can never
be a bore. He is vastly interesting.
RGE



