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Chapter III
Mrs. Turton suggested that Adela should marry Fielding because they are from the same nature. She does not belong to them- the Anglo-Indians. Ronny is different from her because he is part of them.  
At Chandrapore the Turtons were little gods; soon they would retire to some suburban villa, and die exiled from glory.

Ronny is very much gratifying- feeling happy that Mrs. Turton has done a favor for him- suggesting the part to  welcome his mother. He thinks that it is a great honor to him. 
"It's decent of the Burra Sahib," chattered Ronny, much gratified at the civility that had been shown to his guests. "Do you know he's never given a Bridge Party before? Coming on top of the dinner too! I wish I could have arranged something myself, but when you know the natives better you'll realize it's easier for the Burra Sahib than for me. 

The British had never given a bridge part before. 
Sahib= a title of respect.
Burra= white man
Burra Sahib= respectful white man 
This title was given to the head of the city- the respectful white man. 
They know him--they know be can't be fooled--I'm still fresh comparatively. No one can even begin to think of knowing this country until he has been in it twehty years.--Hullo, the mater! Here's your cloak.--Well: for an example of the mistakes one makes. Soon after I came out I asked one of the Pleaders to have a smoke with me-only a cigarette, mind. I found afterwards that he had sent touts all over the bazaar to announce the fact--told all the litigants, 'Oh, you'd better come to my Vakil Mahmoud Ali--he's in with the City Magistrate.' Ever since then I've dropped on him in Court as hard as I could. It's taught me a lesson, and I hope him."

It is better for Mr. Turton , who is arranging the part. That people will take his invitation seriously. Ronny thinks that he is fresh and people may fool him. They may not take him seriously. He gives an example from the past. He is the city magistrate. People bring their cases to the court. one day he invited one of his lawyers= pleaders- to the office to talk- socialize. It is spread in the city that this lawyer is close to the magistrate so people will bring their cases to that lawyer- Mahmoud Ali. So Ronny dropped at him as hard as possible. He has learned the lesson.
Litigants= people who bring cases to the court.  
he's in with the City Magistrate= he is very close to the city magistrate. 
Adela enters the conversation. She tells him that he has to invite all the lawyers.
"Isn't the lesson that you should invite all the Pleaders to have a smoke with you?"
"Perhaps, but time's limited and the flesh weak. I prefer my smoke at the club amongst my
own sort, I'm afraid."
The Indians are not allowed to the club. He wishes that Adela would not bother herself how they treat Indians. For him, it is not important. She comes to India to find happiness in her marriage to Ronny. She tries to bother herself that the British do not behave properly to Indians. For Adela it is important to know the character of the man she wants to marry. 
"Why not ask the Pleaders to the club?" Miss Quested persisted.
"Not allowed." He was pleasant and patient, and evidently understood why she did not understand.He implied that he had once been as she, though not for long. Going to the verandah, he called firmly to the moon. His sais answered, and without lowering his head, he ordered his trap to be brought round.
Mrs. Moore, whom the club had stupefied, woke up outside. She watched the moon, whose
radiance stained with primrose the purple of the surrounding sky. In England the moon had
seemed dead and alien; here she was caught in the shawl of night together with earth and all the other stars. A sudden sense of unity, of kinship with the heavenly bodies, passed into the old woman and out, like water through a tank, leaving a strange freshness behind. She did not dislike _Cousin Kate_ or the National Anthem, but their note had died into a new one, just as cocktails and cigars had died into invisible flowers. 
Mrs. Moore is able to detach herself from the people there. she has the feeling that she has transcended up. She felt a sudden sense of unity with heavenly body. She did not like the place and the national anthem. 
When the mosque, long and domeless, gleamed at the turn of the road, she exclaimed, "Oh, yes--that's where I got to--that's where I've been."
"Been there
Been there when?" asked her son.
"Between the acts."
"But, mother, you can't do that sort of thing."
"Can't mother?" she replied.
"No, really not in this country. It's not done. There's the danger from snakes for one thing.
They are apt to lie out in the evening."
"Ah yes, so the young man there said."
This sounds very romantic," said Miss Quested, who was exceedingly fond of Mrs. Moore,
and was glad she should have had this little escapade. "You meet a young man in a mosque,
and then never let me know!"
"I was going to tell you, Adela, but something changed the conversation and I forgot. My
memory grows deplorable."
"Was he nice?"
She paused, then said emphatically: "Very nice."
"Who was he?" Ronny enquired.
"A doctor. I don't know his name."

They drove back home in a carriage. When Mrs. Moore saw the mosque, she told them that she came up to this point. Ronny tells Mrs. Moore that she should have told  him about the doctor she met in the mosque. 
"A doctor? I know of no young doctor in Chandrapore. How odd! What was he like?"
"Rather small, with a little moustache and quick eyes. He called out to me when I was in the
dark part of the mosque--about my shoes. That was how we began talking. He was afraid I had them on, but I remembered luckily. He told me about his children, and then we walked back to the club. He knows you well."
"I wish you had pointed him out to me. I can't make out who he is."
"He didn't come into the club. He said he wasn't allowed to."
Thereupon the truth struck him, and he cried, "Oh, good gracious! Not a Mohammedan?
Why ever didn't you tell me you'd been talking to a native? I was going all wrong."
"A Mohammedan! How perfectly magnificent!" exclaimed Miss Quested. "Ronny, isn't that like your mother? While we talk about seeing the real India, she goes and sees it, and then forgets she's seen it."

It is indicated from the tone of her voice that she was talking about Indians.
Ronny becomes so suspicious why Aziz was there at that time.  
But Ronny was ruffled. From his mother's description he had thought the doctor might be
young Muggins from over the Ganges, and had brought out all the cornradely emotions. What a
mix-up! Why hadn't she indicated by the tone of her voice that she was talking about an Indian?
Scratchy and dictatorial, he began to question her. "He called to you in the mosque, did
he? How? Impudently? What was he doing there himself at that time of night?--No, it's not their
prayer time."-- This in answer to a suggestion of Miss Quested's, who showed the keenest interest. "So he called to you over your shoes. Then it was impudence. It's an old trick. I wish you had had them on."

Ronny does not care if his mother talks to native Indians. He cares about Adela. He does not want her to get in touch with Indians. 
"Now look here," said the logical girl, "wouldn't you expect a Mohammedan to answer if you
asked him to take off his hat in church?"
"It's different, it's different; you don't understand."
"I know I don't, and I want to. What is the difference, please?"
He wished she wouldn't interfere. His mother did not signify--she was just a globe-trotter, a
temporary escort, who could retire to England with what impressions she chose. But Adela, who meditated spending her life in the country, was a more serious matter; it would be tiresome if she started crooked over the native question. Pulling up the mare, he said, "There's your Ganges."

There is a feeling of tension aroused between Adela and Ronny.  She feels a distance why he did not explain for her.  
"Crocodiles down in it too, how terrible!" his mother murmured. The young people glanced
at each other and smiled; it amused them when the old lady got these gentle creeps, and harmony was restored between them consequently. She continued: "What a terrible river! what a wonderful river! "and sighed.

Tension disappeared and harmony was restored to them.  
They went home. Adela went to sleep. Ronny has a conversation with his mother. 
on to the City Magistrate's bungalow, where Miss Quested went to bed, and Mrs. Moore had a short interview with her son. He wanted to enquire about the Mohammedan doctor in the mosque. It was his duty to report suspicious characters and conceivably it was some disreputable hakirn who had prowled up from the bazaar. When she told him that it was someone connected with the Minto Hospital, he was relieved, and said that the fellow's name must be Aziz, and that he was quite all right,nothing against him at all.
"Aziz! what a charming name!"
He thinks that it is his duty as an Anglo-Indian that he must inform about the Indians= the suspicious characters. 
"If the Major heard I was disliked by any native subordinate of mine, I should expect him to
pass it on to me."
"But, my dear boy--a private conversation!"
"Nothing's private in India. Aziz knew that when he spoke out, so don't you worry. He had
some motive in what he said. My personal belief is that the remark wasn't true."
Ronny uses phrases from others. His mother can differentiate  between his words and the words that he picked from his bosses.

"You never used to judge people like this at home."
"India isn't home," he retorted, rather rudely, but in order to silence her he had been using
phrases and arguments that he had picked up from older officials, and he did not feel quite sure of himself. When he said "of course there are exceptions" he was quoting Mr. Turton, while " increasing the izzat" was Major Callendar's own. The phrases worked and were in current use at the club, but she was rather clever at detecting the first from the second hand, and might press him for definite examples.

She only said, "I can't deny that what you say sounds very sensible, but you really must not hand on to Major Callendar anything I have told you about Doctor Aziz."
He felt disloyal to his caste, but he promised, adding, "In return please don't talk about Aziz to Adela."

 He promises mother that he will never tell Major Calendar about Aziz and He asks her not to talk about Aziz to Adela in return. 
Not talk about him? Why?"
"There you go again, mother--I really can't explain every thing. I don't want Adela to be
worried, that's the fact; she'll begin wondering whether we treat the natives properly, and all that sort of nonsense."

He does not want Adela to get worried whether he treats the natives properly. He considers it nonsense.  
"But she came out to be worried--that's exactly why she's here. She discussed it all on the
boat. We had a long talk when we went on shore at Aden. She knows you in play, as she put it,
but not in work, and she felt she must come and look round, before she decided--and before
you decided. She is very, very fair-minded."
"I know," he said dejectedly.

She went to bed. She wanted to hang her clothes. She found a wasp. As she felt kinship to heavenly bodies. she does not want to disturb the wasp- the small insect. 
Going to hang up her cloak, she found that the tip of the peg was occupied by a small wasp. She had known this wasp or his relatives by day; they were not as English wasps, but had long yellow legs which hung down behind when they flew. Perhaps he mistook the peg for a
branch--no Indian animal has any sense of an interior. Bats, rats, birds, insects will as soon nest inside a house as out; it is to them a normal growth of the eternal jungle, which alternately produces houses trees, houses trees. There he clung, asleep, while jackals in the plain bayed their desires and mingled with the percussion of drums.
"Pretty dear," said Mrs. Moore to the wasp. He did not wake, but her voice floated out, to
swell the night's uneasiness.

This incident intensifies Mrs. Moore tendency to unify with other creatures. She did not disturb the wasp. 
CHAPTER IV
The Collector kept his word. Next day he issued invitation cards to numerous Indian gentlemen in the neighbourhood, stating that he would be at home in the garden of the club between the hours of five and seven on the following Tuesday, also that Mrs. Turton would be glad to receive any ladies of their families who were out of purdah. His action caused much excitement and was discussed in several worlds.

Mr. Turton kept his words. He sent invitation to the Indians to attend the bridge part. Also ladies are invited. 
There is always suspicion and mistrust between the Indians and the British. When Indians receive invitations, there will be a lot of discussions- what can be the motifs of the British to invite them to the party. They would hesitate whether to accept the invitation or reject it. 
It is owing to orders from the L.G.," was Mahmoud Ali's explanation. "Turton would never
do this unless compelled. Those high officials are different--they sympathize, the Viceroy
sympathizes, they would have us treated properly. But they come too seldom and live too far away 
Meanwhile--"
"It is easy to sympathize at a distance," said an old gentleman with a beard. "I value more
the kind word that is spoken close to my ear. Mr. Turton has spoken it, from whatever cause. He
speaks, we hear. I do not see why we need discuss it further." Quotations followed from the Koran.
"We have not all your sweet nature, Nawab Bahadur, nor your learning."

Nawab Bahador is respected there. Nawab Bahadur thinks that they should go. 
There was not only a gulf between the Indians and the British but among the Indians themselves. There is mistrust 
The Indians themselves are divided into Muslims and Hindus. They fight whenever there is an opportunity to fight, foe argument  

"You will make yourself chip," suddenly said a little black man.
There was a stir of disapproval. Who was this ill-bred upstart, that he should criticize the
leading Mohammedan landowner of the district? Mahmoud Ali, though sharing his opinion, felt bound to oppose it. "Mr. Ram Chand!" he said, swaying forward stiffly with his hands on his
hips.

Mahmoud Ali, though sharing the same opinion that they should not go- that they will make themselves chap by going to the part, but because he is a Muslim , he should support his leader. He argues with this man. 
People may have the same opinion but still they argue because they belong to different groups.


By going there, he will make himself cheap. Nawab Bahadur was giving his opinion about the party.  Now, there is opportunity for argument. Mahmoud Ali has the same opinion of Nawab Bahadur- that they should go to the part. Mahmoud Ali  supports his leader. He argues with this man. They argue as they belong to different groups. 
"Mr. Ram Chand, the Nawab Bahadur can decide what is cheap without our valuation, I
think." "I do not expect I shall make myself cheap," said the Nawab Bahadur to Mr. Ram Chand, speaking very pleasantly, for he was aware that the man had been impolite and he desired to shield him from the consequences. It had passed through his mind to reply, "I expect I shall
make myself cheap," but he rejected this as the less courteous alternative.

Nawab Bahadar realizes that he in a critical situation.  People should stop arguing. There is a crowds, he realizes that common sense should be left out. He has to handle it. he speaks politely and pleasantly. He is able to make piece.  


This opinion carried great weight. The Nawab Bahadur was a big proprietor and a philanthropist, a man of benevolence and decision. His character among all the communities in the province stood high. He was a straightforward enemy and a staunch friend, and his hospitality was proverbial. "Give, do not lend; after death who will thank you?" was his favourite remark. 
He held it a disgrace to die rich. When such a man was prepared to motor twenty-five miles to
shake the Collector's hand, the entertainment took another aspect. For he was not like some
eminent men, who give out that they will come, and then fail at the last moment, leaving the
small fry floundering. If he said he would come, he would come, he would never deceive his supporters. The gentlemen whom he had lectured now urged one another to attend the party, although convinced at heart that his advice was unsound.

A man who loves humanity- human being  	philanthropist,= 
. The gentlemen who were there, to whom Nawab  Bahador had spoke, after he left, they talked to each other. They urged one another to attend the party although they were convinced at heart that his advice was unsound- not probable.  
He had spoken in the little room near the Courts where the pleaders waited for clients; clients,
waiting for pleaders, sat in the dust outside. These had not received a card from Mr. Turton.
And there were circles even beyond these--people who wore nothing but a loincloth, people
who wore not even that, and spent their lives in knocking two sticks together before a scarlet
doll-- humanity grading and drifting beyond the educated vision, until no earthly invitation
can embrace it.
he talked to the people who were invited. There were people outside waiting, sitting in mud. This invitation was not extended to all Indians.
The point that Forster wants to make that if  human being try to include every body, whenever they try, they fail . whenever they try to deny it, the result is the opposite. It creates more suspicion and more misunderstanding.  
All invitations must proceed from heaven perhaps; perhaps it is futile for men to initiate
their own unity, they do but widen the gulfs between them by the attempt. So at all events
thought old Mr. Graysford and young Mr. Sorley, the devoted missionaries who lived out beyondthe slaughterhouses, always travelled third on the railways, and never came up to the club. In our Father's house are many mansions, they taught, and there alone will the incompatible multitudes of mankind be welcomed and soothed. Not one shall be turned away by the servants on that verandah, be he black or white, not one shall be kept standing who approaches with a loving heart. And why should the divine hospitality cease here? Consider, with all reverence, the monkeys. May there not be a mansion for the monkeys also? Old Mr. Graysford said No, but young Mr. Sorley, who was advanced, said Yes; he saw no reason why monkeys should not have their collateral share of bliss, and he had sympathetic discussions about them with his Hindu friends. And the jackals? Jackals were indeed less to Mr. Sorley's mind, but he admitted that the mercy of God, being infinite, may well embrace all mammals. And the wasps? He became uneasy during the descent to wasps, and was apt to change the conversation. And oranges, cactuses, crystals and mud? and the bacteria inside Mr. Sorley? No, no, this is going too far. We must exclude someone from our gathering, or we shall be left with nothing.

it is useless for men to initiate their own unity. They start doing it, but the result is to widen the gulf between them. Their attempt to bridge the gulf always fail 
He gives examples of two people who are members of missionary who came from Britain to Indians to preach Christianity. They preached to Indians that God is one- He does not differentiate between the poor and the rich. The Indians made discussion with the missionary.  They reached the fact that it is impossible to achieve universal unity.  We have to exclude other creatures to survive. It applies to Imperialism in Britain. They cannot make the Indian share in the government. If they give them the rule, there will be no justification for them to stay in India. They have to survive. The justification of the British to their presence in their colonies is to civilize those countries. They think that it is the white's man duty- burden. A white man cannot survive unless they exclude others,. Otherwise, there will be no justification for their presence. 
Through this example, Forster wants to tell us that we cannot include all. The presence of all might be dangerous. If they include all, they will not survive. To them, their survival is more important. They make their presence necessary in India because there are developing the country. They are there to decide what is right and wrong- to give them judicial support . that is why they do not allow Indians into the club or into the network of the government. If they allow Indians, 
CHAPTER V
The Bridge Party was not a success--at least it was not what Mrs. Moore and Miss Quested
were accustomed to consider a successful party. They arrived early, since it was given in their honour, but most of the Indian guests had arrived even earlier, and stood massed at the farther side of the tennis lawns, doing nothing.
I have no idea what we have to do. It's the first time we've ever given a party like this at the club. Mr. Heaslop, when I'm dead and gone will you give parties like this?
It's enough to make the old type of Burra Sahib turn in his grave."

They are arranging a part for the British and the Indians. The one who was Burra Sahib- who is dead now and buried in a grave-  he might reject this part- he might be restless in his grave. She feels that they are going to break the sacred tradition of keeping the Indian and the Anglo-Indian separate. Br bring them together, she thinks that they are breaking the sacred tradition. This will hurt the man in his grave
Ronny explains to his mother:
"The great point to remember is that no one who's here matters; those who matter don't
come. Isn't that so, Mrs. Turton?" "Absolutely true," said the great lady, leaning back. She was "saving herself up," as she called it--not for anything that would happen that afternoon or even that week, but for some vague future occasion when a high official might come along and tax her social strength. Most of her public appearances were marked by this air of reserve.

Ronny is sure that Mrs. Turton will approve of what he said 
Assured of her approbation, Ronny continued: "The educated Indians will be no good to us if there's a row, it's simply not worth while conciliating them, that's why they don't matter. 

European costume had lighted like leprosy. Few had yielded entirely, but none were untouched. There was a silence when he had finished speaking, on both sides of the court; at least, more ladies joined the English group, but their words seemed to die as soon as uttered. Some kites hovered overhead, impartial, over the kites passed the mass of a vulture, and with an impartiality exceeding all, the sky, not deeplycoloured but translucent, poured light from its whole circumference. It seemed unlikely that the series stopped here. Beyond the sky must not there be something that overarches all the skies,
more impartial even than they? Beyond which again . . .
leprosy= a name of a disease. 

Not all the Indians who attend the part are wearing Indian dress. The European dress is spread on them like a disease . They were wearing completely European dress. There is no one who is not touched by European dress. There are people who are completely Europeanized. Some women who were wearing hegab stood away from other people. 
Forster comments that among the people who are from the same level, there is space. But if we raise our eyes above this level, we see the sky, birds. We do not see this separation. They are impartial= taking no side. He wants to say that one can unite if he transcends the barriers- social-racial- political- national- religious…
To make it clear, Forster always gives examples from nature.   
It was the Public School attitude; flourishing more vigorously than it can yet hope to do in England. If Indians were shop, the Arts were bad form, and Ronny had repressed his mother when she enquired after his viola; a viola was almost a demerit, and certainly not the sort of instrument one mentioned in public.

Students who learn in public schools- that are run by the government-  lose their individuality.  They have certain mentality. Forster hates these schools' attitude. He supports individuality – personal choices- personal differences- he was worried, as in England these  public schools was developing to its existence. He thinks that it kills individuality. When he came to India, he found that in England, it is not progressing more dangerously. It is not more dangerous. In England there is less danger in Public school than in Indian. In India, there is no Public schools- but he means public school attitude. All the Anglo-Indians should stay together and help each other, agree to each other- should not say things that hurt others. He says that it is dangerous. 
She noticed now how tolerant and conventional his judgmentshad become; when they had seen _Cousin Kate_ in London together in the past, he hadscorned it; now he pretended that it was a good play, in order to hurt nobody's feelings. An "unkind notice" had appeared in the local paper, "the sort of thing no white man could have
written," as Mrs. Lesley said.
Ronny did not like the play presented in the club when he first attend it in England. as presented in India , he starts to appreciate it. he has to be respectful and kind and cooperative in India as being away from his home town. He should not criticize the efforts of his own people. 
Adela remembers that she attended this play in England with Ronny and he used to scorn it, to criticize it. Now, watching it in India, he praises it, appreciate it as it is performed by his own people.  It is also Public school attitude. Now, Ronny appreciates the play as now he is not an individual as he was in England. Here, he is a member of the Anglo- Indian society. He is supposed to share the same opinions as others. He with the Anglo-Indians are living away from home where they try to create a small England and to revive the practices which were common in their own country. They want to create a brotherhood to try to forget that they are away from their own country. Anyone who makes this effort- make any attempt- to bring Britain in India must be appreciated whether this attempt is a failure or a success. It will be impolite to disagree with anyone who is in India. He might disagree in England but not here in India. 
Adela realizes that Ronny has become very conventional in India. 
"To work, Mary, to work," cried the Collector, touching his wife on the shoulder with a
switch.
Mrs. Turton got up awkwardly. "What do you want me to do? Oh, those purdah women! I
never thought any would come. Oh dear!"

Mr. Turton asks his wife to work. He is saying that it is a duty- to undertake this job. Forster wants to show the British traits- that they are systematically. 
She thought that the lady should come to her because she is superior to them. 
A little group of Indian ladies had been gathering in a third quarter of the grounds, near a
rustic summer-house in which the more timid of them had already taken refuge. The rest stood
with their backs to the company and their faces pressed into a bank of shrubs. At a little distance stood their male relatives, watching the venture. The sight was significant: an island
bared by the turning tide, and bound to grow.
" "I consider they ought to come over to me."
"Come along, Mary, get it over."
"I refuse to shake hands with any of the men, unless it has to be the Nawab Bahadur."
"Whom have we so far?" He glanced along the line. "H'm! h'm! much as one expected. We
know why he's here, I think--over that contract, and he wants to get the right side of me forMohurram, and he's the astrologer who wants to dodge the municipal building regulations, and he's that Parsi, and he's--Hullo! there he goes-- smash into our  ollyhocks. Pulled the left rein when he meant the right. All as usual."
Mr. Turton sees every man with interest and suspicion- that they have not come as a friendly register- as a response to his invitation- but everyone has come for self-serving motives. He sees that the Indians are so stupid, unskilled- can never do things successfully. 
"They ought never to have been allowed to drive in; 

Mrs. Turton speaks Urdu.  This is the language she has learnt from her servant. She does not know polite forms.  


"Do kindly tell us who these ladies are," asked Mrs. Moore.
"You're superior to them, anyway. Don't forget that. You're superior to everyone in India except  one or two of the Ranis, and they're on an equality."
Advancing, she shook hands with the group and said a few words of welcome in Urdu. She
had learnt the lingo, but only to speak to her servants, so she knew none of the politer forms and of the verbs only the imperative mood. As soon as her speech was over, she enquired of her companions, "Is that what you wanted?"
"Please tell these ladies that I wish we could speak their language, but we have only just
come to their country."
"Perhaps we speak yours a little," one of the ladies said.
"Why, fancy, she understands!" said Mrs. Turton.
"Eastbourne, Piccadilly, High Park Corner," said another of the ladies.
"Oh yes, they're English-speaking."
"But now we can talk: how delightful!" cried Adela, her face lighting up.
"She knows Paris also," called one of the onlookers.
Indians lady want to show that they know English language. One lady tells the name of some cities in England- to prove that she knows the language. 
Mrs. Moore expresses her wish that she could visit them.
When they took their leave, Mrs. Moore had an impulse, and said to Mrs. Bhattacharya,
whose face she liked, "I wonder whether you would allow us to call on you some day."
"When?" she replied, inclining charmingly.
"Whenever is convenient."
"All days are convenient."
"Thursday . . ."
"Most certainly."
"We shall enjoy it greatly, it would be a real pleasure. What about the time?"
"All hours."
Tell us which you would prefer. We're quite strangers to your country; we don't know when
you have visitors," said Miss Quested.
Mrs. Bhattacharya seemed not to know either. Her gesture implied that she had known,
since Thursdays began, that English ladies would come to see her on one of them, and so always
stayed in. Everything pleased her, nothing surprised. She added, "We leave for Calcutta
to-day."
"Oh, do you?" said Adela, not at first seeing the implication. Then she cried, "Oh, but if you
do we shall find you gone."
Mrs. Bhattacharya did not dispute it. But her husband called from the distance, "Yes, yes,
you come to us Thursday."
"But you'll be in Calcutta."
"No, no, we shall not." He said something swiftly to his wife in Bengali. "We expect you
Thursday."
"Thursday . . ." the woman echoed.
"You can't have done such a dreadful thing as to put off going for our sake?" exclaimed Mrs.
Moore.
Everyone was laughing now, but with no suggestion that they had blundered. A shapeless
discussion occurred, during which Mrs. Turton retired, smiling to herself. The upshot was that
they were to come Thursday, but early in the morning, so as to wreck the Bhattacharya plans as
little as possible, and Mr. Bhattacharya would send his carriage to fetch them, with servants to
point out the way. Did he know where they lived? Yes, of course he knew, he knew everything;
and he laughed again. They left among a flutter of compliments and smiles, and three ladies,
who had hitherto taken no part in the reception, suddenly shot out of the summer-house like
exquisitely coloured swallows, and salaamed them.
blunder= make a silly mistake 
Mrs. Turton waiting away to the conversation to finish and the Indian ladies would go back. It is decided that on Thursday, Mrs. Moore and Adela will visit the Indian ladies. They will send their carriage to Mrs. Moore and Adela to take them. 
Meanwhile the Collector had been going his rounds. He made pleasant remarks and a few jokes, which were applauded lustily, but he knew something to the discredit of nearly every one of his guests, and was consequently perfunctory.

Mr. Turton was doing his duty- going around people. He is more responsible and social than his wife. His jokes were appreciated by the Indians. He is shaking hands and talking with everyone. it is out of his sense of duty not of friendship. They are very much pleased. 
Perfunctory= mechanical- automatic 

He believed that a "Bridge Party" did good rather than harm, or he would not have given one, but he was under no illusions, and at the proper moment he retired to the English side of the lawn. The impressions he left behind him were various. Many of the guests, especially the humbler and less Anglicized, were genuinely grateful.

Hamidullah
also thought that the Collector had played up well. But others, such as Mahmoud Ali, were cynical;
they were firmly convinced that Turton had been made to give the party by his official superiors
Fielding invited Adela to a tea party. She was there away from the other ladies- beside the hedge- looking at the Marabar Caves. 
Mr. Fielding also. He scarcely knew the two new ladies, still he decided to tell them
what pleasure they had given by their friendliness.
He found the younger of them alone. She was looking through a nick in the cactus hedge at the distant Marabar Hills, which had crept near, as was their custom at sunset; if the sunset had lasted long enough, they would have reached the town, but it was swift, being tropical. He gave her his information, and she was so much pleased and thanked him so heartily that he asked her and the other lady to tea.
"I'd like to come very much indeed, and so would Mrs. Moore, I know."
"I'm rather a hermit, you know."
"Much the best thing to be in this place."
"Owing to my work and so on, I don't get up much to the club."
"I know, I know, and we never get down from it. I envy you being with Indians."
"Do you care to meet one or two?"
Very, very much indeed; it's what I long for. This party to-day makes me so angry and miserable. I think my countrymen out here must be mad. Fancy inviting guests and not treating them properly! You and Mr. Turton and perhaps Mr. McBryde are the only people who showed any common politeness. The rest make me perfectly ashamed, and it's got worse and worse."

This is Adela's impression of the part. The part makes her so angry and miserable. She thinks that her country men are mad in India. There is no sense in the way they behave. 
A tennis match was suggested to be played by two teams- an Indian and a British one. Yet, they all ignored. The British play alone. the wall between the Indians and the British becomes higher and higher. Indians were invited but were not included in the games. 
"I know all about him. I don't know him. Would you like him asked too?"
"Mrs. Moore says he is so nice."
"Very well, Miss Quested. Will Thursday suit you?"
"Indeed it will, and that morning we go to this Indian lady's. All the nice things are coming
Thursday."
"I won't ask the City Magistrate to bring you. I know he'll be busy at that time."
"Yes, Ronny is always hard-worked," she replied, contemplating the hills. How lovely they
suddenly were! But she couldn't touch them. In front, like a shutter, fell a vision of her married life. She and Ronny would look into the club like this every evening, then drive home to dress; they would see the Lesleys and the Callendars and the Turtons and the Burtons, and invite
them and be invited by them, while the true India slid by unnoticed.
She is looking at the hills. She is looking at the drama of her life- like a movie- how her married life will be in the future. She is thinking what will happen when they get married.
She has come to India with excitement to see India. After few days, she could feel that her life will be as she expects. She will never pass by real India. 
Ronny wants to know from his mother how Adela feels about the party. She asks him to give more time for Adela. 
"Adela and I talk mostly about India. Dear, since you mention it, you're quite right--you
ought to be more alone with her than you are."
Yes, perhaps, but then people'id gossip."
"Well, they must gossip sometime! Let them gossip."
"People are so odd out here, and it's not like home--one's always facing the footlights, as
the Burra Sahib said. Take a silly little example: when Adela went out to the boundary of the club compound, and Fielding followed her. I saw Mrs. Callendar notice it. They notice everything, until they're perfectly sure you're their sort."

He becomes so conventional. He wants to spend more time with Adela but he is afraid that people will gossip.  He tells her that people are so odd in India- not like in England.  He gives her example when Fielding followed Adela, he saw people noticed them as they notice everything. It is something very common in England, but English people change their etiquettes in India. They are more watchful. They watch every new comer until they become sure that he behaves like them. 




The son and the mother have a conversation about the Bridge Party and the behavior of the Anglo Indian in the party. Adela and Mrs. Moore are totally disappointed by the Indian ladies' behavior towards the British in the party. They were not pleased at all. It was clear on their faces that they were not pleased at the party. Mr. Turton reminds them that he took effort to arrange the part and asked them not to bother themselves about non important issues. Mr. and Mrs. Turton thought that they showed by flattered by the English. In return, they show disappointment.  They expressed their disappointment that the ladies should have behaved more pleasantly. 
Ronny tells her mother that they have a duty in England- a burden to carry- the burden of the White man- that is to civilize and bring enlightenment to those countries, to bring establishment, order,education and civilization. It is a burden- not duty as they had to do very hard work to achieve it.  He thinks that the British efforts- services should be appreciated. He thinks that carrying on this duty by kindness is impossible. He thinks that it should be carried by force. Force cannot be displaced by kindness. 
The justification that the British give is that without their presence, the country will fall apart. It is shown in the novel that there is always a possibility of fight between the Indians. It justifies the British force doing a very important job. So, they should not bother themselves with minor issues of kindness and pleasureness. They should neglect anything that comes in their way to achieve their duty. 
Forster shows that Ronny is not wrong. He works hard every day. His work is really hard as a magistrate. 
He spoke sincerely. Every day he worked hard in the court trying to decide which of two untrueaccounts was the less untrue, trying to dispense justice fearlessly, to protect the weakagainst the less weak, the incoherent against the plausible, surrounded by lies and flattery. That morning he had convicted a railway clerk of overcharging pilgrims for their tickets, and a Pathan of attempted rape. He expected no gratitude, no recognition for this, and both clerk and Pathanmight appeal, bribe their witnesses more effectually in the interval, and get their sentences reversed.
It was his duty. But he did expect sympathy from his own people, and except from new corner she obtained it. He did think he ought not to be worried about "Bridge Parties" when the day's work was over and he wanted to play tennis with his equals or rest his legs upon a longchair.

Ronny reminds his mother of his public school days= hardworking- devoted  but making no conception of humanity. His traces of humanitarianism disappeared. 
Forster supports humanitarianism. 
He reminded her of his public-schooldays. The traces of young-man humanitarianism had sloughed off, and he talked like an intelligent and embittered boy. His words without his voice might have impressed her, but when she heard the self-satisfied lilt of them, when she saw the mouth moving so complacently and competently beneath the little red nose, she felt, quite illogically, that this was not the last word on India.
One touch of regret--not the canny substitute but the true regret from the heart--would have
made him a different man, and the British Empire a different institution.
The true regret from the heart, would make Ronny a totally different man and  the whole British Empire a different nation. 
"I'm going to argue, and indeed dictate," she said, clinking her rings. "The English are out
here to be pleasant."
"How do you make that out, mother?" he asked, speaking gently again, for he was ashamed
of his irritability.
"Because India is part of the earth. And God has put us on the earth in order to be pleasant to each other. God . . . is . . . love." She hesitated, seeing how much he disliked the argument, but something made her go on. "God has put us on earth to love our neighbours and to show it, and He is omnipresent, even in India, to see how we are succeeding."

All people are inhabitants on earth- the relation between them is brotherhood. They have to be pleasant and kind to each other. God is everywhere. He created all land. He wants people to be pleasant. She advocates transcendence. السمو
He looked gloomy, and a little anxious. He knew this religious strain in her, and that it was a
symptom of bad health; there had been much of it when his stepfather died. He thought, "She
is certainly ageing, and I ought not to be vexed with anything she says."
"The desire to behave pleasantly satisfies God . . . The sincere if impotent desire wips His
blessing. I think everyone fails, but there are so many kinds of fail
CHAPTER VI

! Aziz had not gone to the Bridge Party. Immediately after his meeting with Mrs. Moore he
was diverted to other matters. Several surgical cases came in, and kept him busy. He ceased to
be either outcaste or poet, and became the medical student, very gay, and full of details of
operations
Aziz was questioned by his boss why he did not come that night when he called him.
Page 56- end of the first two pargraphs
" it was so with all his opinion- nothing stay, nothing pass that did not return. The circulation was careless…. He mourns his wife. 

It is his change of mood that keeps him young. He never sticks to one feeling. He is sad, and he quickly overcomes it. He is happy then he completely change. This is the change in his life. His life is not monotonous. What keeps his young is the secret behind his view- an energy. There is variety.  

Page 54
His profession fascinated him at times, but he required it to be exciting, and it was his hand, not his mind, that was scientific.



He only knew that no one ever told him the truth, although he had been in the country for twenty years. Aziz watched him go with amusement. When his spirits were up he felt that the English are a comic institution, and he enjoyed being misunderstood by them
"I must tell that to Mahmoud Ali,
it'll make him laugh," he thought
Aziz is a skilled doctor. His boos Major Callendar realizes that. This realization does not make him to feel better to Aziz. Aziz knows that it is his hand that is scientific not his mind. His mind is poetic. He would give medicine very carefully to a patient. 
There was a  misunderstanding between Aziz and Callendar. Callendar sends a message to Aziz. The messenger took the message to Hamidullah 's house where Aziz was having dinner. Aziz did not go in time as his bicycle had a flat tyre. When he arrived by the tongs, he did not find major Callendar. He asked Aziz for explanation the next day of not coming to come. Callendar takes him as if he is lying. Aziz tries to explain. He wants to pleases his boss. Callendar get misunderstood. He does not want to listen to Aziz. Aziz does not feel desperate. He enjoys his misunderstanding aiming to irritate him. he never takes an English man seriously. He considers them a comic institutions- not serious. Callendar says that no Indians tell the truth. This incident adds another example to support his belief that no Indian tells the truth. 
Dr. Panna Lal is a doctor in the same hospital with Aziz. He tells Aziz that both of them are going to a tea part. Dr. Panna Lal has got a new carriage. He invited Aziz and Aziz agrees. Aziz is elder than him. he is afraid that he could not manage his horse. 
while Dr. Panna Lal, who was timid and elderly, secured someone
who could manage his horse. He could manage it himself, but only just, and he was afraid of
the motors and of the unknown turn into the club grounds. "Disaster may come," he said politely, "but we shall at all events get there safe, even if we do not get back." And with more
logic: "It will, I think, create a good impression should two doctors arrive at the same time."
But when the time came, Aziz was seized with a revulsion, and determined not to go.
For
one thing his spell of work, lately concluded, left him independent and healthy. For another, the
day chanced to fall on the anniversary of his wife's death. She had died soon after he had fallenin love with her; he had not loved her at first. Touched by Western feeling, he disliked union with a woman whom he had never seen; moreover, when he did see her, she disappointed him,and he begat his first child in mere animality. The change began after its birth. He was won by
her love for him, by a loyalty that implied something more than submission, and by her effortsto educate herself against that lifting of the purdah that would come in the next generation if not in theirs. She was intelligent, yet had old-fashioned grace. Gradually he lost the feeling that his relatives had chosen wrongly for him. Sensuous enjoyment--well, even if he had had it, it would have dulled in a year, and he had gained something instead, which seemed to increase the longer they lived together. She became the mother of a son . . . and in giving him a second son she died. Then he realized what he had lost, and that no woman could ever take her place;
a friend would come nearer to her than another woman. She had gone, there was no one like
her, and what is that uniqueness but love? He amused himself, he forgot her at times: but at
other times he felt that she had sent all the beauty and joy of the world into Paradise, and hemeditated suicide. 
It would have been simpler to tell Dr. Lal that he had changed his mind about the party, but until the last minute he did not know that he had changed it; indeed, he didn't change it, it changed itself.
For his own part, he would commune with the dead.
And unlocking a drawer, he took out his wife's photograph. He gazed at it, and tears
spouted from his eyes. He thought, "How unhappy I am!" But because he really was unhappy,
another emotion soon mingled with his self-pity: he desired to remember his wife and could
not. Why could he remember people whom he did not love? They were always so vivid to him,
A piece of brown cardboard and three children--that was all that was left of
his wife. It was unbearable, and he thought again, "How unhappy I am!" and became happier.
After tea his spirits improved, and he went round to see Hamidullah. Hamidullah had gone
to the party, but his pony had not, so Aziz borrowed it, also his friend's riding breeches and polo
mallet. He repaired to the Maidan. It was deserted except at its rim, where some bazaar youths
were training. Training for what? They would have found it hard to say, but the word had got
into the air.
They would have found it hard to say, but the word had got
into the air. Round they ran, weedy and knock-kneed--the local physique was wretched--with an
expression on their faces not so much of determination as of a deterinination to be determined.
"Maharajah, salaam," he called for a joke.
The Maidan is a plain place. Aziz went there to play polo. he fell into a sort of game with a British soldier..  
They reined up again, the fire of good fellowship in their eyes. But it cooled with their bodies,for athletics can only raise a temporary glow. Nationality was returning, but before it could exert its poison they parted, saluting each other
 
They started a friendship but at a distance. They were able to establish a friendship- to get close to each other as there was no ruler and a subject- just two players in a game- having equal importance. Then, they remembered their nationality. A hidden force was rising – came to the surface. 
The British made great effort to make the Bridge Party a success, but it was a failure. It was arranged. Yet, this incident is not arranged. It did not happen by invitation but by a chance. It happened on the ground – nature. It brings them together.  It was just a natural coincidence  that brings more truth than the Bridge Party. 
Forster does not present Aziz as a very religious man. 
and Aziz had a wild desire to make an enemy for life

he wants to train Dr. Panna Lal horse by sending his horse to run after it as his horse will be fightened He could do it so easily by galloping near them. He did it
he galloped and swooped till he poured with
sweat, and until he returned the pony to Hamidullah's stable he felt the equal of any man.


At his home a chit was awaiting him, bearing the Government stamp. It lay on his table like
a high explosive, which at a touch might blow his flimsy bungalow to bits. He was going to be
cashiered because he had not turned up at the party. When he opened the note, it proved to be quite different; an invitation from Mr. Fielding, the Principal of Government College, asking himto come to tea the day after to-morrow. His spirits revived with violence. They would have revived in any case, for he possessed a soul that could suffer but not stifle, and led a steady life beneath his mutability.

But this invitation gave him particular joy, because Fielding had asked him to tea a month ago, and he had forgotten about it-never answered, never gone, just forgotten.
And here came a second invitation, without a rebuke or even an allusion to his slip. Here
was true courtesy--the civil deed that shows the good heart--and snatching up his pen he wrote an affectionate reply, and hurried back for news to Hamidullah's. For he had never met the Principal, and believed that the one serious gap in his life was going to be filled. He longed to know everything about the splendid fellow--his salary, preferences, antecedents, how best one might please him.
 
He receives a second invitation from Fielding to a tea party. He wants to know everything about Fielding before meeting him 


CHAPTER VII
This Mr. Fielding had been caught by India late. He was over forty
By now he was a hard-bitten, good-tempered, intelligent fellow on the verge of middle
age, with a belief in education. He did not mind whom he taught; public schoolboys, mental
defectives and policemen, had all come his way, and he had no objection to adding Indians.
Fielding could not establish a good relationship with his people. He is considered unpatriotic by other English men- that he is not a real English man. at the beginning he did not realize what was wrong. He could make friends and socialize very freely in England, but in India, he cannot socialize with his own people. 
. Through the influence of friends, he was nominated Principal of the little college at Chandrapore,
liked it, and assumed he was a success. He did succeed with his pupils, but the gulf between
himself and his countrymen,
 He could not at first see what was wrong. He was not unpatriotic, he always got on with Englishmen in England, all his best friends were English, so why was it not the same out here? 
He had no racial feeling—not because he was superior to his brother civilians, but because he had matured in a different atmosphere,
where the herdinstinct does not flourish. The remark that did him most harm at the
club was a silly aside to the effect that the socalled white races are really pinko-grey.

He does not differentiate between races because he was brought up in England- in a free country. 
Still, the men tolerated him for the sake of his good heart and strong body; it was their
wives who decided that he was not a sahib really. They disliked him. He took no notice of them,and this, which would have passed without comment in feminist England, did him harm in acommunity where the male is expected to be lively and helpful.

The English women did not like to deal with him because he is not attentive to them. he took no notice of them. 
He had discovered that it is possible to keep in with Indians and Englishmen, but
that he who would also keep in with Englishwomen must drop the Indians. The two wouldn't combine. Useless to blame either party, useless to blame them for blaming one another.
He had found it convenient and pleasant to associate with Indians and he must pay the price. As a rule noEnglishwoman

The English men do not visit him.
and if he invited Mrs. Moore and Miss Quested to tea, it was because they were new-comers who would view everything with an equal if superficial eye, and would not turn on a special voice when speaking to his other guests. 

He was dressing after a bath when Dr. Aziz was announced. Lifting up his voice, he shouted from the bedroom, "Please make yourself at home." The remark was unpremeditated, like most of his actions; it was what he felt inclined to say.
To Aziz it had a very definite meaning. "May I really, Mr. Fielding? It's very good of you,"
hecalled back; "I like unconventional behaviour so extremely." His spirits flared up

The fact is I have long wanted to meet you," he continued. "I have heard so much about your
warm heart from the Nawab Bahadur.
"Guess what I look like before you come out. That will be a kind of game."
"I've stamped on my last collar stud."
"Take mine, take mine."
"Have you a spare one?"
"Yes, yes, one minute."
"Not if you're wearing it yourself."
Here it is," he cried.
"Come in with it if you don't mind the unconventionality."

Fielding also invited Godbole- a Hindu from the upper class. Aziz is disappointed that other guests are coming. 
"Many thanks." They shook hands smiling. He began to look round, as he would have with
any old friend. Fielding was not surprised at the rapidity of their intimacy. With so emotional a
people it was apt to come at once or never, and he and Aziz, having heard only good of each
other, could afford to dispense with preliminaries.
Two ladies are coming to tea to meet you--I think you know them."
"Meet me? I know no ladies."
"Not Mrs. Moore and Miss Quested?"
Besides the ladies I am expecting one of my assistants--Narayan Godbole."
"Oho, the Deccani Brahman!"
"He wants the past back too, but not precisely Alamgir."
"I should think not. Do you know what Deccani Brahmans say? That England conquered Indiafrom them--from them, mind, and not from the Moguls. Is not that like their cheek? They have even bribed it to appear in text-books, for they are so subtle and immensely rich. Professor Godbole must be quite unlike all other Deccani Brahmans from all I can hear say. A most sincere chap."

How fortunate that it was an "unconventional" party, where formalities are ruled out! On
this basis Aziz found the English ladies easy to talk to, he treated them like men. Beauty would have troubled him, for it entails rules of its own, but Mrs. Moore was so old and Miss Quested so plain that he was spared this anxiety. Adela's angular body and the freckles on her face were terrible defects in his eyes, and he wondered how God could have been so unkind to any female form. His attitude towards her remained entirely straightforward in consequence.

"I want to ask you something, Dr. Aziz," she began. "I heard from Mrs. Moore how helpful
you were to her in the mosque, and how interesting. She learnt more about India in those few
minutes' talk with you than in the three weeks since we landed."
"Oh, please do not mention a little thing like that. Is there anything else I may tell you
about my country?"
"I want you to explain a disappointment we had this morning; it must be some point of Indian
etiquette."
An Indian lady and gentleman were to send their carriage for us this morning at nine. It
has never come. We waited and waited and waited; we can't think what happened."
"Some misunderstanding," said Fielding, seeing at once that it was the type of incident that
had better not be cleared up.
Slack Hindus--they have no idea of society; I know them very well because of a doctor at
the hospital. Such a slack, unpunctual fellow! It is as well you did not go to their house, for it
would give you a wrong idea of India. Nothing sanitary. I think for my own part they grew
ashamed of their house and that is why they did not send."
That's a notion," said the other man.
"I do so hate mysteries," Adela announced.
"We English do."
"I dislike them not because I'm English, but from my own personal point of view," she corrected.
"I like mysteries but I rather dislike muddles," said Mrs. Moore.
"A mystery is a muddle."
"A mystery is only a high-sounding term for a muddle. No advantage in stirring it up, in either
case. Aziz and I know well that India's a muddle."
"India's-- Oh, what an alarming idea!"
Part of Adela's character is to worry and to know. 
Moore and everyone--I invite you all--oh, please."
The old lady accepted: she still thought the young doctor excessively nice; moreover, a newfeeling, half languor, half excitement, bade her turn down any fresh path. Miss Quested accepted out of adventure. She also liked Aziz, and believed that when she knew him better he would unlock his country for her. His invitation gratified her, and she asked him for his address.Aziz thought of his bungalow with horror. It was a detestable shanty near a low bazaar.
 His invitation made her happy. She asks him for his address. His house is not big enough. 
He was wrong about the water, which no Emperor, however skilful, can cause to gravitate
uphill; a depression of some depth together with the whole of Chandrapore lay between the
mosque and Fielding's house. Ronny would have pulled him up, Turton would have wanted topull him up, but restrained himself. Fielding did not even want to pull him up; he had dulled hiscraving for verbal truth and cared chiefly for truth of mood. As for Miss Quested, she acceptedeverything Aziz said as true verbally

Aziz arrives at Fielding’s for tea as Fielding is dressing. Though the two men have never met, they treat each other informally, which delights Aziz. Fielding breaks the collar stud for his shirt, but Aziz quickly removes his own and gives it to Fielding. The relations between the two men sour only briefly when Aziz misinterprets Fielding’s dismissive comment about a new school of painting to be dismissive of Aziz himself.
Aziz is disappointed when Mrs. Moore and Adela arrive, as their presence upsets the intimacy of his conversation with Fielding. The party continues to be informal, though, even with the women present. Aziz feels comfortable addressing the women as he would address men, as Mrs. Moore is so elderly and Adela so plain looking.
The ladies are disappointed and confused because the Bhattacharyas never sent their carriage this morning as promised. Adela pronounces it a “mystery,” but Mrs. Moore disagrees—mysteries she likes, but this is a “muddle.” Fielding pronounces all India a muddle. Aziz denounces the rudeness of the Hindu Bhattacharyas and invites the women to his own house. To Aziz’s horror, Adela takes his invitation literally and asks for his address. Aziz is ashamed of his shabby residence and distracts Adela with commentary on Indian architecture. Fielding knows that Aziz has some historical facts wrong, but Fielding does not correct Aziz as other Englishmen would have. At the moment Fielding recognizes “truth of mood” over truth of fact.
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