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        He studied in Cambridge School.  He thought that conventions are against individuals. Every person is different from other. He joined the university and joined a group of students who were intellectuals.  He enjoyed intelligent discussions with those intellectuals. He was the main figure in that group.  He followed the older tradition of writing novels. He did not join the experimental group of novelists who tried new techniques of writing like the technique of stream of consciousness. There are no experimentations – like psychological analysis in his novels. He inherited a huge legacy from one f his aunts. This gave him opportunity to do what he wanted without being busy thinking of how to make bread. He could become a writer. He had not to earn his livings. He also travelled to many countries with different cultures and behaviors. He started writing when he was 6. When First World War started, he did not support his country involvement in the war. He did not volunteer to be a soldier for his country. 
Later on, he went to India that was a British colony. It was under the British rules. There were small states scattered here and there which were not under direct British rules. They were either ruled by Muslim leaders or Hindu. Forester was as a private secretary of the head of the Hindu state. He stayed there to know more about people. Before he went to India, in England There were rich Indians who used to travel to England to study. He made friendship with a Muslim Indian. He already knew very well about the Indians. 
Forster wrote short stories, novels, biographies, essays. He gave lectures in a college about novels.  He was against democracy. 
His Works: 
· He wrote one biography about his aunt who died and left him legacy. 
· He wrote a collection of short stories :
· The Celestial Omnibus (and other stories) (1911) 
· The Eternal Moment and other stories (1928)
Novels
· Where Angels Fear to Tread (1905) 
· The Longest Journey (1907) 
· A Room with a View (1908) 
· Howards End (1910) 
· A Passage to India (1924) 
· Maurice (written in 1913–14, published posthumously in 1971) 

A Passage to India   is based on his experience of the study of the people in India. It is about the relationship between the ruler and the ruled- the English and the Indians-  
He had no strong ties with his country and his people. He joined the Humanitarian Group- love for the human being. He believed that human being is more important- he should follow human intelligence- knowledge- science logically. He did not look for what religion says. For him, religion means something outside- a force above human being. He rejected the importance of belief in religion. He believed in the human spiritual forces. He said that for the belief of one's spirit or emotion, he needs not to go to religion. He can reach emotional and spiritual satisfaction from the world without paying attention to religion- this is Humanism= human is more important than any other factor whether it is religion or society. 
In his novels, there is no sharp division in his characters into heroes and villains- they are people of all kind. They are presented in a way that people who are snob , are presented in a bad life. 
He believed that the rules that prevent an individual from doing what he wants are cruel rules. He was against conventional rigid religious attitudes.
He advocates sincerity and truthfulness in human relations. These relations should be based on sincerity. Cheating and  betrayal are not allowed. 
He resisted forces that push one into a group and does not let him as an individual. 
In his novels, there is less realism. We cannot say that his novels are purely realistic. On the surface, his novels look like realistic novels but they are always mixed with symbolism.  
Historical back ground of A Passage to India:  
It is about India- he took the title from Whitman- an American poet who wrote a poem having the same title- Passage to INdia
Passage indicates a connection- a road- a path to India. The title arouses our curiosity to read it to know about India- the environment- the people- their culture. 
The background of the novel is to look at India- 
India was under the British rule- except some native states that were ruled by either Muslims or Hindus. British government put strict hands on these states for fear that they would increase their influence. 
After World War I. there was a loss of British like. People in England lost confidence in their authority. Some of the British colonies started to fight, to rebel to gain their freedom. India wanted to gain its freedom. There was a movement going on to free India. 
The BOOK:
It is divided into three parts:
· Part I- the Mosque
· Part II -the Caves 
· Part III- Temple 
Forster himself said that these three parts of the novels refer to three seasons of India- hot weather (summer)- cold weather ( winter) and rainy weather ( spring). The mosque symbolizes spring weather. It symbolizes emotional nature. Caves symbolize summer and emotions. The Temple stands for winter. It symbolizes devotion and love. The mosque and temple are worshiping places for the two religions in India. The Caves bring to the mind prehistoric culture- primitive culture- when man was not civilized. 
The novel describes three religions- Islam- Christianity and Hinduism. 
The novel is about how it is possible for the British to make friends with the Indians. But between the lines, it also questions religion, faith  and social conventions( is it reasonable to make religion- society at force? 
Characters:
· DR. Aziz- a young Muslim Indian Doctor. 
· Minor characters: Aziz's friends- other Muslim
· Professor Godbole- a Hindu- represents Hinduism
· Mr. Fielding- an English man- the principal of the college. 
· The Anglo-Indians= the British who live in India.
· Eurasian=  people from Europe and Asia together.
· Tony Heaslop: a British officer in the city of Chandrapore. He is the city magistrate
· There are other Anglo-Indians – who work there and have different views- Mr. and Mrs. Turton . they made a club where they meet every evening- to feel at home- to gather-  
· Adela Quested- Ronny's fiancée. She is coming to India to see how Ronny behaves in India- out of the house- before she decides to marry him. 
· Mrs. Moore- Ronny's mother- she is an aged lady. 
Both Adela and Mrs. Moore express their wish to see the real India = the people- cultures- places- 
We are going to see the impact of this environment on the characters. 
CHAPTER 1:
It is an exposition. We are introduced to the place. 
· Read and underline the verbs that describe. 
· Decide whether this exposition is  descriptive- narrative- – argumentative or dramatic
· Decide whether the verbs are statics- verbs that describe situations- positions, or whether they are mechanic verbs that describe movements- 
The Civil Station is the part of the city where the Anglo-Indians live. 
The description of the places where Indians and where the Anglo-Indians live are related to the theme of the novel.
· What kind of settings? Are settings and certain structures are repeated again and again?
· Are sentences rhythmical?  Is there music in language?
· Read the dialogue- decide what is the subject- topic of the conversation.
Major themes: 
The major theme of the novel is friendship- is friendship possible or not?
Friendship is based on similarity. We will see differences in class, behavior, life style, point of view. In friendship in this novel, Forster is interested in showing differences than similarities- how habitually they are different in their way of life and in racial differences. 
Although philosophy is not the main theme, there is a little bit of philosophy, mysticism and psychological and religion. The novel is not a religious or philosophical novel.
· What are the problems when people get close? What are the forces that can bring them together? What are the forces that drive them apart?
They can be friends, even if they are different, if they have sympathy for each other- sympathy of the heart and the mind.  
Characters are mostly types. We do not have individual characters that we can differentiate them. They do not behave in a different way. There are some characters- but most of the characters behave in the same way- they are types. 
Characters are dived into two groups: 
· Crustacean characters: Characters that never change from the beginning till the end of the novel. They are narrow-minded and remain narrow minded. They are conventional people . They continue the same. They do not get any lesson from life. 
· Vitalist  characters: Other characters are vital round characters. They change. They are ready to take action, to break the conventions of society. They learn from their experience. 
· Some objects in the novel are so important and they influence other characters. They are taken as characterizations. Physical objects reach the importance of the characters= agents of action- influence others. These physical objects reach the level of the characters because they influence others. The country of India itself is a characterization. 
General Characteristics of the novel: 
He did not try the stream of consciousness- psychoanalysis. He did not try any experimentation. He followed the classical technique of writing novels.
The novel is a social comedy. It is the opposite of tragedy and it is like drama. Comedy is a story about common people of the society. E.M. Forster produces social comedies- stories of common people. Here are main similarities between him and Jane Austin about characters. Forster does not touch many topics in the same novel. He does not write about a lot of things. He knows all about what he is writing about.  
Forster uses beautiful language- similes- metaphors- images- rhyme. He mixes a mixture of social comedy with poetry. 
He shows the complexity of life- a general view of life. The life presented in his novel is not easy. It is complex. He presents the complexity of life. There is also satire in his novel. The main target of his satire is to show that people who are very strict, who are not flexible, do not tolerate others, their hearts are not matured, developed. They have not developed kindness. The target of his satire is the undeveloped hearts- that do not have compassion. His villains in his novels are those whose hearts are not developed who are the members of a group.
There is a lot of description of nature in his novel. He does not devote a lot to the devotion of nature and the beauty of life. He describes nature to help to understand the characters. He gives description of a place as long as it helps in understanding the characters of the novel. He is sensitive for the beauty of nature but he is more interested how this nature affects characters. 

In The plot of Forster , some events happen with no reference to them.  Death in his novel is sudden. There is not a lot of discussion about it. 
 

The common theme of the novel, he is going to describe different behaviors, how people from different classes, different cultures behave differently. These differences play a major part in their life. If there are a lot of differences, they are going to affect their life. he concentrates on the differences of habits in different classes, and in people from the same class.
We have also racial differences. 
It is not only about. He also discusses some philosophical, ethical, social and religious issues. But they are not the major themes of the novel. It is not a religious or a philosophical novel. 
The main theme is personal relationships despite the differences in race, color, culture, religion. The kind of relationship is based on friendship. Emotional relationships are depicted fully in the form of friendship. This friendship can be established if there is sympathetic heart to understand, not intelligence, not intellect. If one has a sympathetic heart, he can develop a relationship.  This sympathy and sensitiveness, as it makes friendship stronger, this kind of friendship is very delicate – like glass, it would be broken. Sensitive feelings make friendship delightful experience. It makes it very fragile- delicate. Any failure of sympathy breaks this friendship, can destroy it. 
His depiction of characters:
He depicts similarities and differences. Differences are more noticeable that similarities. He presents characters from the same race, yet they are different. Forster believes in individuality.
 Generally, his characters are types. An English man is presented as a typical English man. There is no strikingly individual difference in the characters. 
He is not interested in giving very minute detailed differences in the characters. 
Forster believes in liberalism.  He is liberalist. He dislikes people to be grouped. This has to do with freedom of choice that one must be allowed to do what he wants.  
His purpose is more important than his characters. He has many purposes to show that are the differences between people of two cultures. He does not concentrate what are other differences.  He presents the differences between British and Indians. He will not make that person so different from the other. He does not concentrate on the differences in characters because he has other purposes. He characterizes people to serve his purpose. As for giving opinion, he believes in individuality - that one can never be forced to give the same opinion as his other class. One must have the freedom. He tells us what problems are involved. If one insists on giving different opinions from others, he will be left alone. He speaks of all the dangers. It is a realistic novel. He does not want to show that this philosophy is the right philosophy and it is applicable. He just shows the dangers, the obstacles involved in practicing his views. 
There are two types of characters: crustacean  and vitalists 
Crustacean   is a class of animals, small insects, beetles, cockroaches – who had hard cover. This cover does not protect the body but also. Saves them from external forces. These characters have such hard covering round them. They are not easily affected. At the end, they do not learn a lesson. Things do not affect them. They are flat characters. No emotions affect them. They are insensitive. They have hard cover around their bodies. They are fo9llowing class conventions as sacred inheritance for them. They are not flexible. They do not make changes looking at new circumstances. 
Vitalist characters= vital= do a lot of activities. They are impressionable- can be impressed. They are sensitive. Things affect them- happy, sad events touch their minds. They develop under the impact of every new experience. They learn and react.  They can make their own decisions. They lack passions. They have no feelings for others. 
There are objects in the novel that are so important and can influence other characters in the story. They influence the mind of people.  The country itself- India is very influential upon the characters. The city Chandrapore is a representative of all India.  

General Characteristics of Forster:
He does not experiment the new techniques of writing novels- stream of consciousness or flash back. He uses the traditional- conventional technique of writing novels: exposition- climax- resolution.
His novel is a mixture of social comedy and poetry. He mixes things which are not usually mixed. It is a comedy because it is the story of common people. In poetry, it is about especial people. He mixes stories of common people with his poetic, rhythmical language- similes- metaphors- rhyme within sentences. He gives description of nature in poetic way.
He writes satire. The target of his satire is the undeveloped hearts. A heart which is not developed cannot experience sympathy. People who have undeveloped hearts are insensitive.  
The plot is traditional- as portrayed in many of the novels. There is beginning- introduction of characters- problems arise- things complicate- they reach the climax. Some sort of solution is given at the end. Things happen in a complex way. It has no logic- not explained.
He is interested in nature. It is helpful to understand characters. It helps to understand the mental condition of the character. The writer describes the natural environment of the character that affects his mental state. He is sensitive to nature. He is more interested in what can nature tell us more about the people.  There is a parallel – similarity-between human being and nature. 
There is no relation of cause and effect in his plot. His plot is not very much organized. That is why there is sudden death. We are not told that someone is sick. Death is neither celebrated nor mourned very much. 
Symbolism: 
The three parts of the novel refers to weather- the seasons.
The mosque stands for spring- cave stands for summer- Temple stands for winter. Mosque symbolizes man emotionally. Caves symbolize man's intellectualness. Temple symbolizes devotion and love. 
There are two races- Indian- British
There are three religions: Muslims- Christians- Hindus. 
There are two levels of meanings:
The surface level, that is about India. In India, we are shown how it is difficult to establish friendship between people of different cultures and races.
On the symbolic level,  it is the question of faith- religion- social conventions- the novel questions whether it is right or wrong, whether faith in religion can solve the problem or not.
Main Characters.
Dr. Aziz, an Indian Muslim, a doctor. 
His other Muslim friends: Hamidullah- Mahmoud Ali
From Hindu culture, we have professor Godbole= to save
Anglo-Indians; Fielding the principal of the college- or headmaster of the school. He is liberal.
Ronny Heaslop: the city magistrate 
Major Calendar: a British doctor with Dr. Aziz
Mrs. Moore: Ronny's mother. She comes to India. She bridges the passage from Britain to India. 
Adela Quested: Ronny's fiancée. They are engaged to be married. She wants to see Ronny in a different environment before she marries him.   
The city described is Chandrapore  
The  novel is narrated in description- third person narrative. 
There is description of the place.
What kind of picture is presented of the city?
There are two parts=- two divisions- two levels in the city= the High Land and the Low Land-  There is the part where the British live where there are trees and big houses. There is a civil station and a hospital.  The other part is not clean where the Indians live. The two parts are divided by a river. 
Most of the verbs are  action verbs.  

CHAPTER I
Except for the Marabar Caves--and they are twenty miles off--the city of Chandrapore presents nothing extraordinary. Edged rather than washed by the river Ganges, it trails for a couple of miles along the bank, scarcely distinguishable from the rubbish it deposits so freely. 
  
The writer describes the city with negative features. There is nothing extraordinary about the city except for the Marabar Caves. The caves are extraordinary. It does not add to the city because they are 2-0 miles away from the city. The description of the city is brackets between two exceptions. Another exception is the sky. Nothing else is extraordinary. 
The writer describes the dirt. He gives a very low picture of the city- unpleasant picture of the city. He chooses to describe places by using negative aspects. There are many negative sentences. He chooses to describe the setting in a negative tone. The whole description is in one mood. 
  The civil station has nothing hideous in it- nothing ugly. He describes it in a negative structure. 
The first chapter acts like a prelude of the whole of the novel. It prepares our mind for the whole setting, the kind of people, the kind of relation there. We can deduce from the language and the description given. The se of so many negative structures indicates that the novel says no to the question of relationship and friendship.     

 
Edged rather than washed by the river Ganges
Usually, a city is situated on the bank of the river, the river floods. After the flood, lands become more beautiful. The flood washes all the dirt and gives live to the land. The effect of water on the land beside it is life giving.
Here, the city is not washed. The water of the river passes by its side. It does not benefit from the river. It is  edged, not washed .
The river and the town go side by side. The river does not present any beautiful view. The rubbish is deposited there.  The land is not green, it is muddy. 
, scarcely distinguishable from the rubbish it deposits so freely.

From a distance, they cannot distinguish the river from the land. They are both muddy. 
There are no bathing-steps on the river front, as the Ganges happens not to be holy here; indeed there is no river front, and bazaars shut out the wide and shifting panorama of the stream. The streets are mean, the temples ineffective, and though a few fine houses exist they are hidden away in gardens or down alleys whose filth deters all but the invited guest. Chandrapore was never large or beautiful, but two hundred years ago it lay on the road between Upper India, then imperial, and the sea, and the fine houses date from that period. 
There are no bathing steps on the river front. Even the nature is spoiled. Man does not add his touch to purify nature. Even the nature is spoiled by human being. 
The Indians wash themselves in the river to purify themselves. It is not holy there but holy in somewhere else. Besides the rivers, shops are built. People of the city do not see the river. The view of the river is shut. 
He describes the city. The streets are very narrow. Temples are ineffective, neither their structure nor the activities done there. 
There is some beauty. There are a few fine houses. They are hidden by trees. They are not apparent. In the streets, rubbish is scattered. The rubbish turns people away to go in the streets. Filth sends people away off.  The city is never beautiful or large. 
The zest for decoration stopped in the eighteenth century, nor was it ever democratic. There is no painting and scarcely any carving in the bazaars. The very wood seems made of mud, the inhabitants of mud moving.So abased, so monotonous is everything that meets the eye, that when the Ganges comes down it might be expected to wash the excrescence back into the soil. Houses do fall, people are drowned and left rotting, but the general outline of the town persists, swelling here, shrinking there, like some low but indestructible form of life.

Zest= ambition= for decoration- to makes things beautiful. People have no sense of art. The wood is made of mud. The people are like muddy structures moving. . They are so low, degraded, so abased. It is so monotonous. There is no variety. 

the excrescenceزائدة= ugly- unwanted growth on a human body or an animal body – 
It is something ugly. It is in its nature. Using this word gives us deep understanding of the nature of the city of Chandrapore. This excrescence implies something ugly and unwanted. It grows from there. it is implied here that the filth and the dirt of Chandrapore is part of the nature of the city. Any attempt to purify it, will be something useless. It is expected that the river would wash away the excrescence, but it does not. Houses fall. People are drowned and their bodies are left there rotten. The ground is sometimes swelling and some time shrinking.  There is life and there is death. Dirt is indestructible= they can not be destroyed. 
The description of the city is not static. He makes this environment moving. He achieves this act of movement by using action verbs- shrinking- swelling……..
He arranges them in rhythmic way that we should get the feeling that the whole natural place of Chandrapore is moving- coming to life. There is a vivid view of life. 


Inland, the prospect alters. There is an oval Maidan, and a long sallow hospital. Houses belonging to Furasians stand on the high ground by the railway station. Beyond the railway—which runs parallel to the river-- the land sinks, then rises again rather steeply. On the second rise is laid out the little civil station, and viewed hence Chandrapore appears to be a totally different place. It is a city of gardens. It is no city, but a forest sparsely scattered with huts. It is a tropical pleasaunce washed by a noble river. The toddy palms and neem trees and mangoes and pepul that were hidden behind the bazaars now become visible and in their turn hide the bazaars.


He goes farther to the land, away from the river. There is no dirt, no mud, no water. The land is flat. There is no rise and fall. The British comes to play polo on it. Eurasians live there – the children of mixed race- Indian and British. This ground is higher than the ground of Chandrapore. It shows that Eurasian enjoy better life than the pure Indians. Behind the railway station, which runs parallel to the river, the land sinks. When the land sinks, it sinks slowly, but when it rises, it rises suddenly. There is sudden steep. There is a gulf that is hard to bridge.  It is difficult to cross the steeply land- no slope- there is sudden rising up. 
On the second rise, is where the British live.  There is a civil station- like a compound- group of houses. Chandrapore appears to be a totally different place. It is a city of garden. It is probably a forest where houses are scattered. It seems as a tropical area which is situated behind a holy river.  On the other side of the river, the river is not holy there. the view from here, shows a beautiful, different picture of Chandrapore situated beside the holy river.
We have two descriptions of the city from two different points of view. It tells us the possibility of deception. Deception is connected to misunderstanding. 
Chandrapore has two pictures; one from a distance, and one when you are there. 
There are different trees. Here, they are clear; they are not hidden by the bazaars. In Chandrapore, the beauty is hidden.  In the civil station , the beauty of the trees is not hidden but the filth of the bazaars is hidden.  Everything looks different. Things hide others. If we try to catch reality, the prospective change. If we look at things from one prospective, we do not get the reality. 
They rise from the gardens where ancient tanks nourish them, they burst out of stifling purlieus
and unconsidered temples. Seeking light and air, and endowed with more strength than man or
his works, they soar above the lower deposit to greet one another with branches and beckoning leaves, and to build a city for the birds. 

We have the theme of relationship here. The land is divided into two parts, high ground and low ground. Land is different here and there. That refers to the differences in the people living in these people. It reflects the relation between the ruled and the ruler. It is something that transcendence = goes above. 
Water is collected in tanks. 
Burst= the verb is full of energy.
Temples are unconsidered= undegraded
Stifle= if you try to hide something back= suffocate = choke 
The filth on the land does not allow the beauty to sprout. These trees have some much energy that they burst out of this filth and add to the beauty of nature. These trees seek, look for light and air= symbols of life. Trees have more strength. They can change the environment.  Trees have more strength than man. What is on the ground is not favorable for trees to grow. They have the ability to burst the ground and come out to add to the beauty of nature. They soar above the lower deposit- the filth. When they rise above, they grow their branches. One branch of a tree meets the other branch of the other tree- to make a personal relationship. The ground is not suitable for making such a relationship. Down is the city of the human being. Leaves are calling each other. Nature has built another city above- a city for the birds.
People have to rise above the prejudice of class and race. This prejudice is the filth- the dirt that is covering Chandrapore. Something that can go above it, can make it. 
 Especially after the rains do they screen what passes below, but at all times, even when scorched or leafless, they glorify the city to the English people who inhabit the rise, so that new-corners cannot believe it to be as meagre as it is described, and have to be driven down to acquire disillusionment.

Trees add to the beauty of the city. Trees purify the city. They glorify the city for the British to live there. The city looks so glorified and beautiful from there. New comers who come from Britain, they cannot believe it to be dirty as the people used to describe it. They are disillusioned by the beauty. To drive away this disillusion, they come to the city to see by themselves how it is different from it looks.  They have to go there to acquire disillusionment- to be cleared of false impression.  

As for the civil station itself, it provokes no emotion. It charms not; neither does it repel. It is sensibly planned, with a redbrick club on its brow, and farther back a grocer's and a cemetery, and the bungalows are disposed along roads that intersect at right angles. It has nothing hideous in it, and only the view is beautiful; it shares nothing with the city except the overarching sky.

When they go to the city, they have the feeling of discontent- they do not like it. It provokes no emotion, neither love nor hate. It charms not; neither does it repel It does not attract them. It shows the coldness of the British. 
When you go there, you first find a club made of red brick. It is a club where the Anglo-Indians come to meet in the evening.
All the description is negative.  He comes to describe the positive side of the civil station. When he means to describe the positive features, he is trying to describe it with the negative aspects to show that his description is in line with the previous one.  What he describes now is rhythmical with what he described before.  It presents an agreeable sight. It has nothing hideous in it. He could say that it is agreeable but he uses negative description- to say a positive thing. 
There is a cemetery= a grave yard where people are buried. 
We have a very clear picture of order and arrangement.  
Only the view is beautiful. It means that the other is not beautiful. There is no similarity with the city. It shares nothing with the city except the sky. The two places share nothing but the sky. They have one sky. Anything that can join them must be above the ground. Nothing on the same level can join them. 
From describing the land, he comes to describe the city.  
The sky too has its changes, but they are less marked than those of the vegetation and the
river. Clouds map it up at times, but it is normally a dome of blending tints, and the main tint
blue. By day the blue will pale down into white where it touches the white of the land, after
sunset it has a new circumference--orange, melting upwards into tenderest purple. But the core of blue persists, and so it is by night. Then the stars hang like lamps from the immense vault. The distance between the vault and them is as nothing to the distance behind them, and that farther distance, though beyond colour, last freed itself from blue.


There are little changes in the sky if compared to the land. The main color of the sky is blue. in the evening it changes. 
Tins= little colors = mixed colors 
Slowly colors fade. The main tint= color is blue. When it is sunny, the sky is white. We do not see the blue color. It touches the white of the land. It is when the sky and the land meet. After sunlight, it has new boundaries, new color. It becomes orange. Orange is melting into purple, but the core of the blue color remains.  The stars hang like lamps- as if the sky is a very big ceiling of a room. The distance between the earth and the star is so long. It is nothing to the distance behind them. the distance behind it- between the sky and the land is nothing. The distance behind is not blue. It is above it, free from it. as we moves up, we become free of what is down, 

The sky settles everything--not only climates and seasons but when the earth shall be beautiful. By herself she can do little--only feeble outbursts of flowers. But when the sky chooses, glory can rain into the Chandrapore bazaars or a benediction pass from horizon to horizon. The sky can do this because it is so strong and so enormous. Strength comes from the sun, infused in it daily; size from the prostrate earth. No mountains infringe on the curve. League after league the earth lies flat, heaves a little, is flat again. Only in the south, where a group of fists and fingers are thrust up through the soil, is the endless expanse interrupted. These fists and fingers are the Marabar Hills, containing the extraordinary caves.

The point where the sky and the land meet is on the curve, when there is no mountain. 
If we look behind the city, we see endless. The land is going and the sky is going. There is a clear line. Only in the south, this line is disturbed by structures 
We have the theme of separation. The theme of friendship can be stopped by the theme of separateness- the relation between the ruler and the ruled.  They live in different places 
The British are characterized by order and arrangement and the Indians with order less. They do not pay much attention to details. There is filth. The trees try to meet and greet each other. 
The sky affects the mood of the people. When it is hot, they become ready to fight. 

In chapter 2, Aziz and his friend discuss whether it is possible for the Indians to  make friends with the British. They reach the conclusion that it is not possible in India. It may be possible out of India. 
The beginning of the chapter is contrasted to the beginning of chapter 1. Chapter 2 is dramatic. It is not descriptive like chapter 1.in chapter 2, we have characters and conversation. 
We are introduced to some characters. Ronny Heaslop is referred to as Red-nose. 
There are many points of view- visions of reality in the novel through the eyes of a certain person. It could be different from the vision of someone else. it is the picture of the British through the Indians and the picture of the Indians through the British. We have also the value description of the novelist.
In this chapter, we see the British through the point of view of the Indians. As the chapter begins, the first character to emerge is Dr. Aziz. He comes to Hamidullah's house. He goes there with his bicycle. He is so full of energy. 
CHAPTER II

Abandoning his bicycle, which fell before a servant could catch it, the young man sprang up
on to the verandah. He was all animation. "Hamidullah, Hamidullah! am I late?" he cried.
"Do not apologize," said his host. "You are always late."
"Kindly answer my question. Am I late? Has Mahmoud Ali eaten all the food? If so I go
elsewhere. Mr. Mahmoud Ali, how are you?"
"Thank you, Dr. Aziz, I am dying."
"Dying before your dinner? Oh, poor Malimoud Ali!"
"Hamidullah here is actually dead. He passed away just as you rode up on your bike."
"Yes, that is so," said the other. "Imagine us both as addressing you from another and a
happier world."
"Does there happen to be such a thing as a hookah in that happier world of yours?"
"Aziz, don't chatter. We are having a very sad talk."

This conversation shows that these Indian Muslims are very close to each other. They are very intimate. They do not observe any formality. Their private gatherings are colored with emotions and intimacy. According to the British point of view, they speak to each other impolitely. They should speak to each other from a distance. They do not follow any specific  attitude, formal attitude among friends. 

"Aziz, don't chatter. We are having a very sad talk."
The hookah had been packed too tight, as was usual in his friend's house, and bubbled
sulkily. He coaxed it. Yielding at last, the tobacco jetted up into his lungs and nostrils, driving
out the smoke of burning cow dung that had filled them as he rode through the bazaar. It was
delicious. He lay in a trance, sensuous but healthy, through which the talk of the two others did
not seem particularly sad--they were discussing as to whether or no it is possible to be friends with an Englishman. Mahmoud Ali argued that it was not, Hamidullah disagreed, but with so many reservations that there was no friction between them. Delicious indeed to lie on the broad verandah with the moon rising in front and the servants preparing dinner behind, and no trouble happening.

Mahmoud Ali thinks that it is impossible to be friends with the British but  Hamidullah disagrees with him. He thinks that it is possible but on some conditions. 
"I only contend that it is possible in England," replied Hamidullah, who had been to that
country long ago, before the big rush, and had received a cordial welcome at Cambridge.
"It is impossible here. Aziz! The red-nosed boy has again insulted me in Court. I do not
blame him. He was told that he ought to insult me. Until lately he was quite a nice boy, but the others have got hold of him."

It is impossible to be friend with the British in India. It is only possible in England. Ronny- the red-nose boy has insulted Hamidullah in the court. He does not blame him because it is not a personal behavior. He is supposed to behave like all the Anglo-Indians. It is part of their instinct. They are supposed to follow specific attitude towards Indians. In the beginning, they behave differently according to their characters. They are taught that they are members of certain race and they have to behave as the other members of the race. This is the only way to be respectful there and it is the only way of treatment that the Indians deserve.  
Yes, they have no chance here, that is my point. They come out intending to be gentlemen,
and are told it will not do. Look at Lesley, look at Blakiston, now it is your red-nosed boy,
and Fielding will go next. Why, I remember when Turton came out first. It was in another part
of the Province. You fellows will not believe me, but I have driven with Turton in his carriage--
Turton! Oh yes, we were once quite intimate. He has shown me his stamp collection."
 They behave differently towards the Indians outside India. They behave like gentlemen. But when they come to India, they are taught certain attitude to deal with the Indians. They teach them how to behave in a certain way. 
They mention some British names- Lesely- Blakiston- Ronny. They are all British who changed when they came to India. They were different when they first arrived to India. Until now, Fielding is different. He did not change till now. 
Turton is the administrator of the city- the governor- he occupies a high position. 
Hamidullah gives quotes that he has been intimate with Turton.  He has shown him his stamp collection. It is a friendly gesture. 
"He would expect you to steal it now. Turton! But red-nosed boy will be far worse than Turton!"
"I do not think so. They all become exactly the same, not worse, not better. I give any Englishman two years, be he Turton or Burton. It is only the difference of a letter. And I give any
Englishwoman six months. All are exactly alike. Do you not agree with me?"

Now, Turton expects that Hamidullah would steal him. They are so suspicious. The Indians think that the British are suspicious of them. 
Forster criticizes the state of Anglo-Indians. They are not individual. They become the same in dealing with the Indians. 
Turton or Burton= they are two officials in Chandrapore. They are the same. The difference between them is only one letter in the spelling of their names. 
English men take two years to change. They are very kind and individual when they arrive in India. While women, take six months to change. 
"

I do not," replied Mahmoud Ali, entering into the bitter fun, and feeling both pain and
amusement at each word that was uttered. "For my own part I find such profound differences
among our rulers. Red-nose mumbles, Turton talks distinctly, Mrs. Turton takes bribes, Mrs.Red-nose does not and cannot, because so far there is no Mrs. Red-nose."
"Bribes?"
"No, that is where Mrs. Turton is so skilful. When we poor blacks take bribes, we perform
what we are bribed to perform, and the law discovers us in consequence. The English take and do nothing. I admire them."
The British are cleverer than the Indians in taking bribes. Indians are caught- they are wrong in taking bribes. 
Forster differentiates between the Indians and the British habits. He tries to express that the British are true to their words- what they say, they mean it- there is no double meaning. Literal meaning and real meaning are the same. But Indian culture is different. The literal meaning is different from the real meaning. It is widely understood. 

"You are a very selfish boy." He raised his voice suddenly, and shouted for dinner. Servants
shouted back that it was ready. They meant that they wished it was ready, and were so understood,for nobody moved. Then Hamidullah continued, but with changed manner and evident emotion.

Dinner is being prepared. He shouted for dinner. Servants shouted back that the dinner was ready. They mean that they wished that it was ready. But, it was not ready yet. 
"But take my case--the case of young Hugh Bannister. Here is the son of my dear, my dead
friends, the Reverend and Mrs. Bannister, whose goodness to me in England I shall never forget or describe. They were father and mother to me, I talked to them as I do now. In the vacations their Rectory became my home. They entrusted all their children to me--I often carried little Hugh about--I took him up to the Funeral of Queen Victoria, and held him in my arms above the crowd."

Hugh Bannister= is an example of possible friendship 
Hamidullah relates an incident from the past when he was staying with Bannister's family. He was intimate to them.  The man and woman was like father and mother to him. He used to carry and play with their children.  He has business in England. He wishes to bring them to his house so that he could pay the kindness of the family but he is afraid that they would have changed like the other British when they come to India.
These examples show that it is possible to be friend with the British but outside India. 
"I learn now that this boy is in business as a leather merchant at Cawnpore. Imagine how I
long to see him and to pay his fare that this house may be his home. But it is useless. The
other Anglo-Indians will have got hold of him long ago. He will probably think that I want
something,

Aziz joined in. "Why talk about the English? Brrrr . . . ! Why be either friends with the fellows
or not friends? Let us shut them out and be jolly. Queen Victoria and Mrs. Bannister were
the only exceptions, and they're dead."
Aziz thinks that friendship is impossible.  The example that Hamidullah gives is an exception. Others disagree. They give more examples of English men and women in England . they reach the conclusion : 
"But of course all this is exceptional. The exception does not prove the rule. The average woman is like Mrs. Turton,

He too generalized from his disappointments--it is difficult for members of a subject race to do otherwise. Granted the exceptions, he agreed that all Englishwomen are haughty and venal. The gleam passed from the conversation, whose wintry surface unrolled and expanded interminably.

The Indians are not precise in expressing emotions. It is a prominent difference between the British and the Indians. 
He gives testimony of this example.  He gives a general estimation that friendship is impossible. 
A servant announced dinner. They ignored him. The elder men had reached their eternal
politics, Aziz drifted into the garden. The trees smelt sweet--green-blossomed champak--and
scraps of Persian poetry came into his head. Dinner, dinner, dinner . . . but when he returned to
the house for it, Mahmoud Ali had drifted away in his turn, to speak to his sais. "Come and see
my wife a little then," said Hamidullah, and they spent twenty minutes behind the purdah.
Hamidullah Begum was a distant aunt of Aziz, and the only female relative he had in Chandrapore,and she had much to say to him on this occasion about a family circumcision that had been celebrated with imperfect pomp. It was difficult to get away, because until they had had their dinner she would not begin hers, and consequently prolonged her remarks in case they should suppose she was impatient. Having censured the circumcision, she bethought her of kindred topics, and asked Aziz when he was going to be married.

They were discussing the subject of politics. They did not pay attention to the servant. 
Then, there is a beautiful description of the garden, moonlight 
Purdah= حجاب= behind a curtain
The British has cold feelings but the Indians are emotional. They do not stick to the topic. They talked 20n minutes about his wife, unimportant things… 
Forster depicts very minute details of the Indian culture. usually men eat first and then women. Hamidullah continues talking with his friends for a long time that he could not think that his wife wants him to finish dinner so that she can eat. 
Aziz has two sons and a daughter. They are staying with their grandmother.  
"Aunt, they live most comfortably with my wife's mother, where she was living when she
died. I can see them whenever I like. They are such very, very small children."
During their absence, Mahmoud All had gone off in his carriage leaving a message that he
should be back in five minutes, but they were on no account to wait. They sat down to meat
with a distant cousin of the house, Mohammed Latif, who lived on Hamidullah's bounty and who occupied the position neither of a servant nor of an equal. He did not speak unless spoken to, and since no one spoke kept unoffended silence.

We have another Indian character- Mohammed Latif.  He lived on Hamidullah 's kindness. He is neither a servant nor an equal. He did not speak until spoken to. He is not angry that nobody speaks to him. He is a lazy man who does not like to work. 
Now and then he belched, in compliment to the richness of the food. A gentle, happy and dishonest old man; all his life he had never done a stroke of work. So long as some one of his relatives had a house he was sure of a home, and it was unlikely that so large a family would all go bankrupt.

As his relative has a house, he was sure of a home. He should not worry about where to go. He has so many relatives. It is unlikely that all of them will go bankrupt. 

His wife led a similar existencc some hundreds of miles away--he did not visit her, owing to the expense of the railway ticket. Presently Aziz chaffed him, also the servants, and then began quoting poetry, Persian, Urdu, a little Arabic. His memory was good, and for so young a man he had read largely; the themes he preferred were the decay of Islam and the brevity of Love. They listened delighted, for they took the public view of poetry, not the private which obtains in England.

His wife is leading a similar life- living with relative, depending on them. He did not go to visit her not to pay for the ticket. 
Aziz quotes poetry- Persian- Urdu- and a little Arabic- he preferred the theme of decay of Islam and brevity of love.  
A servant in scarlet interrupted him; he was the chuprassi of the Civil Surgeon, and he handed Aziz a note. "Old Callendar wants to see me at his bungalow," he said, not rising. "He might have the politeness to say why." "Some case, I daresay."
"I daresay not, I daresay nothing. He has found out our dinner hour, that's all, and chooses
to interrupt us every time, in order to show his power."
Old Callendar= the head of the hospital where Aziz works .
Bungalow= an old house 
The servant handled Aziz a note. Aziz will not go directly because the Indians suspect the British. He thinks that there is no cases in hospital in need for him. Calendar wants to show his authority by calling him any time, from any place.  Aziz thinks that he sent for him just to interrupt them every time in order to show his power. 
Hamidullah is more rationalistic.  He thinks that there may be a case. 
"On the one hand he always does this, on the other it may be a serious case, and you cannot
know," said Hamidullah, 
Had you not better clean your teeth after pan?"
"If my teeth are to be cleaned, I don't go at all. I am an Indian, it is an Indian habit to take
pan. 
Here comes Aziz stubbornness that he is not obedient to him. he has to go and obey his order but he shows his stubbornness. He is not going to clean his teeth to go and see him. 
He had neither light nor bell nor had he a brake, but what use are such adjuncts in a land where the cyclist's only hope is to coast from face to face, and just before he collides with each it vanishes?
And the city was fairly empty at this hour. When his tyre went flat, he leapt off andshouted for a tonga

His cycle has neither light nor bell nor a brake.  The tyre of the cycle went flat. He took a Tonga= a carriage. He has to despise the cycle somewhere. He has to go and leave it in his friend's house. At first, he did not like the interruption but he stayed up to obey the orders. He is moody. 
He did not at first find one, and he had also to dispose of his bicycle at a friend's house. He
dallied furthermore to clean his teeth. But at last he was rattling towards the civil lines, with a
vivid sense of speed.
When he reached, he found that the civil surgeon was not at his house. 
He compromised, and stopped the driver just outside the flood of light that fell across the verandah The Civil Surgeon was out.
"But the sahib has left me some message?"
Whilethey argued, the people came out. Both were ladies. Aziz lifted his hat. The first, who was in evening dress, glanced at the Indian and turned instinctively away.
"Mrs. Lesley, it _is_ a tonga," she cried.
"Ours?" enquired the second, also seeing Aziz, and doing likewise.
"Take the gifts the gods provide, anyhow," she screeched, and both jumped in. "0 Tonga
wallah, club, club. Why doesn't the fool go?"
"Go, I will pay you to-morrow," said Aziz to the driver, and as they went off he called courteously,
"You are most welcome, ladies." They did not reply, being full of their own affairs.
So it had come, the usual thing--just as Mahmoud Ali said. The inevitable snub--his bow ignored his carriage taken. It might have been worse, for it comforted him somehow that Mesdames Callendar and Lesley should both be fat and weigh the tonga down behind. Beautiful  women would have pained him. He turned to the servant, gave him a couple of rupees, and asked again whether there was a message. The man, now very civil, returned the same answer Major Callendar had driven away half an hour before.

It is unavoidable for Indians to be insulted. Whenever they go, they are insulted- his bow to the ladies is ignored- his carriage is taken. He comforted himself that the two ladies are fat and that they weigh the Tonga down behind. If the two ladies had been more beautiful, it would have hurt him. 
Saying nothing?" He had as a matter of fact said, "Damn Aziz"-- words that the servant understood, but was too polite to repeat. One can tip too much as well as too little, indeed the coin that buys the exact truth has not yet been minted.
"Then I will write him a letter."
He was an athletic little man, daintily put together, but really very strong. Nevertheless
walking fatigued him, as it fatigues everyone in India except the new-corner. There is something hostile in that soil. It either yields, and the foot sinks into a depression, or else it is unexpectedly rigid and sharp, pressing stones or crystals against the tread. A series of these little surprises exhausts; and he was wearing pumps, a poor preparation for any country. At the edge of the civil station he turned into a mosque to rest.
He had always liked this mosque. It was gracious, and the arrangement pleased him. The
courtyard--entered through a ruined gate--contained an ablution tank of fresh clear water,

There is something hostile in the soil- the land. 
He turned to the mosque to rest.  He sat on a low wall looking at the mosque and the moon thinking about the Muslim empire before and glorious Islam. Poetry came to his mind. 
He dreamt of building a mosque smaller than this, so that everyone who would pass the mosque should feel the happiness that he feels now. 
 Some day he too would build a mosque, smaller than this but in perfect taste, so that all who
passed by should experience the happiness he felt now.
The secret understanding of the heart! He repeated the phrase with tears in his eyes, and as he did so one of the pillars of the mosque seemed to quiver. It swayed in the gloom and detached itself. Belief in ghosts ran in his blood, but he sat firm. Another pillar moved, a third, and then an Englishwoman stepped out into the moonlight. Suddenly he was furiously angry and shouted: "Madam! Madam! Madam!"

He felt that one of the pillar moves. There was lady behind the pillar. He shouted that she would not have taken off the shoes. 
"Madam, this is a mosque, you have no right here at all; you should have taken off your
shoes; this is a holy place for Moslems."
"I have taken them off."
"You have?"
He is surprised that she has already taken off her shoes. He is so much impressed that she has taken off her shoes. He wants to engage in a conversation.
Still startled, the woman moved out, keeping the ablution-tank between them. He called
after her, "I am truly sorry for speaking."
"Yes, I was right, was I not? If I remove my shoes, I am allowed?"
"Of course, but so few ladies take the trouble, especially if thinking no one is there to see."
"That makes no difference. God is here."
May I know your name?"
She was now in the shadow of the gateway, so that he could not see her face, but she saw
his, and she said with a change of voice, "Mrs. Moore." She was older than Hamidullah Begum with a red face and white hair. Her voice had deceived him.
"Mrs. Moore, I am afraid I startled you. I shal1 tell my community--our friends--about you.
That God is here-very good, very fine indeed. I think you are newly arrived in India."
"Yes--how did you know?"
"By the way you address me. No, but can I call you a carriage?"
"I think you ought not to walk at night alone, Mrs. Moore. There are bad characters about
and leopards may come across from the Marabar Hills. Snakes also."
"Please may I ask you a question now? Why do you come to India at this time of year, just as the cold weather is ending?" "I intended to start earlier, but there was an unavoidable delay."
"It will soon be so unhealthy for you! And why ever do you come to Chandrapore?"
"To visit my son. He is the City Magistrate here."
"Oh no, excuse me, that is quite impossible. Our City Magistrate's name is Mr. Heaslop. I
know him intimately."
Ronny Heaslop is Mrs. Moore's son from a first marriage. she has two other children in England- Ralph and Stella. 
 Then we are in the same box," he said cryptically. "Then is the City Magistrate the entire of
your family now?"
"No, there are the younger ones--Ralph and Stella in England."
Listen, please. I am about to tell you my children's names. The first
is called Ahmed, the second is called Karim, the third--she is the eldest-- Jamila.
Aziz have three children- Ahmed- Karim and Jamila 
Thank you, I have seen it already, or I should have liked to come with you very much."
"I suppose the Civil Surgeon took you."
"Yes, and Mrs. Callendar."
His voice altered. "Ah! A very charming lady."
"Possibly, when one knows her better."
"What? What? You didn't like her?"
"She was certainly intending to be kind, but I did not find her exactly charming."
He burst out with: "She has just taken my tonga without my permission--do you call that
being charming?--and Major Callendar interrupts me night after night from where I am diningwith my friends and I go at once, breaking tip a most pleasant entertainment, and he is not there and not even a message. Is this charming, pray? But what does it matter? I can do nothing and he knows it. I am just a subordinate, my time is of no value, the verandah is good enough for an Indian, yes, yes, let him stand, and Mrs. Callendar takes my carriage and cuts me dead . . ."
She listened.

He complains of Mr. and Mrs. Callendar.  Mrs. Moore is so sympathetic with him. 
He was excited partly by his wrongs, but much more by the knowledge that someone sympathized with them. It was this that led him to repeat, exaggerate, contradict. She had proved her sympathy by criticizing her fellow countrywoman to him, but even earlier he had known. The flame that not even beauty can nourish was springing up, and though his words were querulous his heart began to glow secretly.

He repeats, exaggerates, contradicts  his story. She has proved her sympathy for him by criticizing her fellow countrywoman to him. 
Presently it burst into speech. "You understand me, you know what others feel. Oh, if others resembled you!" Rather surprised, she replied: "I don't think I understand people very well. I only know whether I like or dislike them."
"Then you are an Oriental."
Mrs. Moore is a woman of natural mind. She does not know if she understands people but only knows whether she likes or dislikes them. It is not based on understanding. Her understanding of something is not based on knowledge but on liking and disliking others.. It is not an English trait.
 "Indians are not allowed into the Chandrapore Club even as guests,"
In the mosque, Aziz comes across an English woman . They get close to each other. A kind of relation started between them. Later it becomes the main theme of the novel. This relationship is based on mutual sympathy. Forster suggests that it could be possible for an Indian and a British to become friends if both are sympathetic and respect each other culture. Aziz and Mrs. Moore feel mutual understanding because they are in the mosque- the presence of God is the basic concept of Islam- a Christian lady also feels God's presence. This mention of God and the mosque gives a religious and mystic touch to the novel. 
CHAPTER III
Inside the club- they are watching a play. The people who act in  the play are not professional actors. Everybody pretends that they enjoy the play and appreciate the characters. 
Mrs. Moore reentered the club.  
where she was greeted by "I want to see the _real_ India,"
This was Adela Quested, the queer, cautious girl whom Ronny had commissioned her to bring
from England, and Ronny was her son, also cautious, whom Miss Quested would probably
though not certainly marry, and she herself was an elderly lady.
"I want to see it too, and I only wish we could. Apparently the Turtons will arrange somethingfor next Tuesday."
The two ladies had happened, the night before, to see the moon's reflection in a distant
channel of the stream. The water had drawn it out, so that it had seemed larger than the real
moon, and brighter, which had pleased them.

Mrs. Moore and Adela want to see the real India. Mrs. Moore tells her about her meting with Aziz. Adela is very excited to know what happens outside the club. 
"I went to the mosque, but I did not catch the moon."
"The angle would have altered--she rises later."
"Later and later," yawned Mrs. Moore, who was tired after her walk. "Let me think--we don't
see the other side of the moon out here, no."
"Come, India's not as bad as all that," said a pleasant voice. "Other side of the earth, if you
like, but we stick to the same old moon." Neither of them knew the speaker nor did they ever
see him again. He passed with his friendly word through red-brick pillars into the darkness.
"We aren't even seeing the other side of the world; that's our complaint," said Adela. Mrs.
Moore agreed; she too was disappointed at the dullness of their new life. They had made such
a romantic voyage across the Mediterranean and through the sands of Egypt to the harbour of
Bombay, to find only a gridiron of bungalows at the end of it. But she did not take the
Disappointment.
They are very disappointed. They had a very romantic view of India.  
Mrs. Moore was surprised to learn this, dignity not being a quality with which any mother
credits her son. Miss Quested learnt it with anxiety, for she had not decided whether she liked
dignified men
Mrs. Moore is surprised to see her son behaving like all other Indians became- dignified- his mother did not see him behaving naturally . He behaves differently. She does not appreciate that side of his character. Adela is anxious, worried. She did not decide whether she liked dignified men or not. Mr. Turton comments on Adela's  complain 
 "The long and the  short of it is Heaslop's a sahib; he's the type we want, he's one of us," and another civilian who was leaning over the billiard table said, " Hear, hear!" The matter was thus placed beyond doubt, and the Collector passed on, for other duties called him.

Meanwhile the performance ended, and the amateur orchestra played the National Anthem.
Conversation and billiards stopped, faces stiffened. It was the Anthem of the Army of Occupation. it reminded every member of the club that he or she was British and in exile. It produced a
little sentiment and a useful accession of willpower.
When Adela says that she wants to see India, Ronny did not take it seriously. He laughs at her. 
Miss Quested, who always said exactly what was in her mind, announced anew that she was desirous of seeing the real India.Ronny was in high spirits. The request struck him as comic, and he called out to anotherpasser-by: "Fielding! how's one to see the real India?""Try seeing Indians," the man answered, and vanished."Who was that?"

As if one could avoid seeing them," sighed Mrs. Lesley.
"I've avoided," said Miss Quested. "Excepting my own servant, I've scarcely spoken to an
Indian since landing."

This is how Forster portray British imperialism- showing the sentiment of the Anglo-Indians about Indians. Adela became the centre of humor for the British lady. All ladies gathered around her as if she is speaking strange 
She became the centre of an amused group of ladies. One said, "Wanting to see Indians!
How new that sounds!" Another, "Natives! why, fancy!" A third, more serious, said, "Let me
explain.
Natives don't respect one any the more after meeting one, you see."
"That occurs after so many meetings."
But the lady, entirely stupid and friendly, continued: "What I mean is, I was a nurse before
my marriage, and came across them a great deal, so I know. I really do know the truth about
Indians. A most unsuitable position for any Englishwoman--I was a nurse in a Native State.
Why, the kindest thing one can do to a native is to let him die," said Mrs. Callendar.
"How if he went to heaven? "asked Mrs. Moore, with a gentle but crooked smile.
"He can go where he likes as long as he doesn't come near me. They give me the creeps."
"As a matter of fact I have thought what you were saying about heaven, and that is why I
am against Missionaries," said the lady who had been a nurse. "I am all for Chaplains, but all
against Missionaries. Let me explain."
One of the ladies is a nurse. She thinks that it is better to leave the Indians die rather than to treat them. 
The meeting ends. They go home. 
Her impressions were of no interest to the Collector; he was only concerned to give her a
good time. Would she like a Bridge Party? He explained to her what that was--not the game,
but a party to bridge the gulf between East and West; the expression was his own invention,
and amused all who heard it.
The Collector would arrange a Bridge part to bridge the gulf between East and West. 
"I only want those Indians whom you come across socially--as your friends."
"Well, we don't come across them socially," he said, laughing. "They're full of all the virtues,but we don't, and it's now eleven-thirty, and too late to go into the reasons."

There is no social interaction between the British and the Indians. They can never be friends 
"Miss Quested, what a name!" remarked Mrs. Turton to her husband as they drove away.
She had not taken to the new young lady, thinking her ungracious and cranky. She trusted that she hadn't been brought out to marry nice little Heaslop, though it looked like it. Her husband agreed with her in his heart, but he never spoke against an Englishwoman if he could avoid doingso, and he only said that Miss Quested naturally made mistakes.

Mrs. Turton thinks that Adela is not a suitable wife for Ronny. 
He added: "India does wonders for the judgment, especially during the hot weather; it has even done wonders for Fielding." Mrs. Turton closed her eyes at this name and remarked that Mr. Fielding wasn't pukka, and had better marry Miss Quested, for she wasn't pukka

All the Anglo-Indians do not appreciate Fielding because he behaves naturally. He is Forster himself- an individual. All the people who are making groups- not individual- do not like Fielding . 
Pukka= not confirmed Anglo-Indian there 
Fielding is not pukka- not confirmed Anglo-Indian. 
Mrs. Turton suggests that Adela would marry Fielding not Heaslop- Ronny is like all the Anglo-Indian. 
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